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   Challenge of Heart is the stunning sequel to Michael Alexander’s “Challenge of Love”. While it’s not absolutely necessary to have read “Challenge of Love” prior to starting this sequel it would be helpful, to be familiar with the characters established in the first novel. 
 
   What has come before:  Stephanie Conners, in the midst of depression and a rocky marriage, decides to enroll herself and her husband Mark in a BDSM reality game show called The Challenge. There they are forced to work their way through a series of sexually explicit and BDSM oriented challenges, along with their marital problems where they rediscover their romance. Mark, who clearly doesn’t have sadistic desires, has difficulty meeting both his wife’s masochistic needs, as well as those presented by the Challenge. He finds a mentor in an Australian named Roger Davies, who wants him and Stephanie to win the Challenge. It is only then that Mark discovers his wife’s horrible secret. Losing means her forced sale, by contract, into sexual servitude, for an entire year. Mark rises to the occasion, thrilled with the rekindling of their love, but despondent as they still fail. Mark is forced to watch as his wife is marched up onto the auction block. She is bought by the Australian, Roger Davies, much to Mark’s chagrin. “Challenge of Heart” begins right after Davies has purchased Stephanie.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter One
 
    
 
   It was the nudity that bothered Stephanie the most. After spending the better part of several days naked, wearing nothing but a bondage collar and matching leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles, she thought she’d be more accepting of her new status as a sex slave. But walking down the hall exposed and vulnerable behind Roger Davies, the brisk and handsome Australian man who had purchased her, left her wavering. She wasn’t mentally prepared for the dichotomy of the sensation. She was humiliated, terribly embarrassed at her predicament, but also strangely aroused by the fact that she was no longer anything but a sexual object, sold into captivity by her own foolish hand. She caught a glimmer of her reflection in one of the mirrors that hung on the wall of the hallway. Perhaps it was the very normal looking hotel environment she was in, or the fact that other guests were walking by, ogling her with hungry eyes. Or perhaps it was the fact that she was wet between her thighs, well aware that being so exposed was also arousing her.  
 
    
 
   She was third in line, following behind Aiki, the young and beautiful Japanese girl who seemed oblivious of the fact that the very elegant dress she wore was conspicuously open down the front. Carefully placed slits in the material exposed her delicate, yet obviously welted nipples and the cleft of Aiki’s sex, covered with the culturally traditional patch of dark hair, was in full view. Stephanie did not miss the fact that Aiki sported similar marks across her chest that marred Stephanie’s bosom. Stephanie knew that Aiki had served as a target for Stephanie’s husband during his first “whipping” lesson and the diminutive Japanese girl had received a number of rather cutting welts. The girl behind Aiki, a buxom brunette named Melody, was also dressed in something rousingly ardent, but cut just as elegantly as Aiki’s revealing fashion choice.  Melody too bore the telltale lines of a thorough whipping. But from there the psychological effect was telling. Stephanie knew that her crass nudity was more drastic and certainly more eye catching than either Aiki or Melody’s attire. It was a punishment.
 
    
 
   Davies hummed under his breath as he walked down the hall.  He had an entire entourage with him, including several men that seemed to be a cross between servants and bodyguards. They wore dark suits and while they certainly looked at Stephanie, they did not speak to her or either of the other two women.  One of the men not only hurried ahead to unlock the door of Davies’ suite, but went in first, well ahead of the man himself, clearly “checking” the room before his employer entered.
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s mind went to Mark. Confronted with a crumbling marriage Stephanie had made the mistake of enrolling her husband and herself in a sexual BDSM game called “The Challenge.” She had hoped that the forced intimacy and spicy nature of the game would rekindle the romance between them. Oddly enough it had worked almost immediately, revealing to her that the problem was never a falling out, but a failure to communicate. But after the tears had come she’d realized too late that she’d made a terrible, horrible mistake.  The circumstances of the reunion, of the revitalization of their love, had been shadowed by the terms of the game show she had signed them up for. If she’d won they would have been together. She never thought, not for a minute, that she would get Mark back but still fail the Challenge. She’d signed away a year of her life, selling herself as a sex slave. At the time, it seemed like a decent escape, since she had really believed that Mark had stopped loving her. Now it was practically a prison term.  She had forfeited, lost the Challenge, and been sold to another man for a full year. She wouldn’t see Mark again for at least twelve months and that very thought brought tears to her eyes.  The fact that she would be sexually abused and tormented for the entire time wasn’t even something she considered.
 
    
 
   They entered the suite and Stephanie almost gasped. The place was lavish, well beyond anything she had ever seen.  Luxury exuded from every corner.  The bar was well stocked, the view of the ocean beyond the glass doors leading to the balcony amazing.  The main sitting room held not only a television and entertainment center, but couches that looked so comfortable they made Mark’s entertainment room furniture look like wooden benches. Rich fabrics and bright colors abounded, but as Stephanie took in the room’s décor, her insides tightened when she saw the St. Andrew’s Cross in one corner of the suite, along with an assortment of whips, floggers, and other sex toys, laid out on a small side table. It merely emphasized the very different world she now found herself in.
 
    
 
   Davies had already removed his bow tie and the ribbon of it lay to either side of his collar.  The men of his entourage did a quick sweep of the room, only to disappear immediately out the front door.  Stephanie had no doubt that one, or perhaps even two of them were standing outside in the hall, ready to enter at a moment’s notice should something terrible befall Davies.
 
    
 
   “Aiki, be a good girl and get me a scotch,” Davies said as he shrugged out of his jacket. Melody took it, standing at the ready, even as Stephanie stood in the middle of the suite, wondering what she should do.  Aiki went to the bar and Stephanie watched out of the corner of her eye as the petite Asian girl got down a small glass. Aiki lifted the tumbler and set the rim edge against her nipple and spun the glass. The strange procedure caused Stephanie’s eyebrow to rise.
 
    
 
   Davies noticed Stephanie’s expression with a grin. “She’s checking to make sure the glass has no nicks that could cut me,” he said to Stephanie, even as Aiki approached with his drink.  He took it as Stephanie digested the information. “If there had been a chip in the glass than it would have been Aiki’s nipple that was cut, and not my lip.”
 
    
 
   Davies saw the realization in Stephanie’s face and nodded. “A symbolic gesture, but one I expect from every one of my slave girls.” He smiled and walked into the master bedroom, leaving Stephanie and Aiki in the living room.
 
    
 
   Melody had hung up Davies’ jacket in the closet and then followed Davies.  Stephanie felt suddenly awkward.  Should she follow too?  She glanced at Aiki who stood quietly looking down, and then took one step forward. But Davies came back out a moment later, staring at her.  His shirt was undone, exposing rippling pectorals and a washboard stomach.  There were a few intriguing scars on his side, but he also sported a well-tanned body, and the few imperfections in the skin made it clear that the sun came naturally, and not on a tanning bed.  He looked rugged, and if Mark’s description of the man was accurate, Stephanie could easily imagine him holding a whip and a knife.  It was quite apparent to Stephanie that Roger Davies was a man who knew how to use his hands.  
 
    
 
   He stepped up to Stephanie and produced a knife from the small of his back, making Stephanie gasp.  The handle was ivory and the steel sharp.  He lifted it to Stephanie’s throat, watching to see if she flinched.  It didn’t scare her though.  He had paid for her and she could hardly imagine him damaging her with a knife. At least not seriously. Instead he ran the flat of the blade down her throat, across her shoulder and down to her nipple.  It was a thrilling coolness, the combined danger and sensation. He teased her nipple with the back of the blade and Stephanie’s mouth opened as her body responded immediately.  But then he stopped, grabbing her arms and bringing her bound wrists forward. The blade swung in a sweeping stroke and severed the rope binding her hands together. The hemp fell free and landed next to her toes.  Melody swooped in and cleaned up.
 
    
 
   “That’s better.  Don’t you agree?” Davies asked Stephanie.
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Yes, thank you,” she replied, then added, “master.”
 
    
 
   He smiled, tucking the knife into a sheath behind his back. “Good.  I admit, I had my doubts about you.  You’ve never been trained and while I’m sure your Mark had your best interests at heart, he’s done you a disservice on not preparing you for your role as a sex slave.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie wanted to protest.  Davies clearly didn’t know the whole story. Mark hadn’t even know Stephanie was interested in BDSM, much less that she planned on selling herself out as a sex slave. It had been a difficult adjustment for him to make, knowing that her sexual needs had turned dark. But he had stepped up to the plate and done well.  It had been her weakness that had separated them. Just thinking about it almost made her burst out into fresh tears.  
 
    
 
   “Kneel,” Davies instructed, pointing at the white circular rug which lay before one of the single easy chairs in the suite.  Stephanie complied, stepping over toward the soft shag carpet.  She knelt as gracefully as she could, and adopted the position that she had been taught by one of the first doms she’d met, Master Banner.  Her knees were wide apart, as wide as she could get them, exposing the soft petals of her wet slit.  She put her hands on her thighs, palms up, as she arched her back. Her head was held high, but with eyes down, waiting for Davies to either command her, or use her.
 
    
 
   He sat down in front of her. “I’m impressed,” he said. He glanced at Melody and snapped his fingers. “Bring me a quirt,” he told the girl. Melody, a dark haired brunette with an amazing figure that looked almost as rounded and lush as Stephanie’s form, hastened to obey.  A moment later Melody laid a leather quirt in Roger Davies’ hand. It had a long wooden handle, wrapped in leather, with a two foot length of rawhide braid swinging from the end.  He absentmindedly swished it around as he gazed at Stephanie’s body.
 
    
 
   She was curvaceous, with ample breasts and wide hips.  Her waist narrowed nicely and despite her pregnancy and miscarriage, bore none of the stretch marks or thickening that many women deal with after conception.  Her thighs were trim and her arms lithe.  All in all there was a sense of lushness, or of slightly over-ripe fruit, that exuded from her, a mouth-watering treat of supple grace.  In contrast to a woman like Aiki, who was narrow and petite, with breasts that, while decent in size, where in proportion to her body, especially for her racial stock, Stephanie looked somewhat over-sized in the bosom.  
 
    
 
   Davies eyes roamed across Stephanie’s skin, taking in the damage that the Challenge had left upon her. A pattern of welts had been placed upon her breasts, still red and plainly visible. The blue and green mottling of freshly made bruises marred the creamy white skin. Her loins were dark pink, the petals wet and swollen, as was her clit, which still had not shrunk back to its original size after the broadside of sensation it had been forced to endure.  
 
    
 
   Davies took it all in, studying her.  Then he smiled. “I will explain your new role.  You are a body slave. I will use you for my personal satisfaction and needs. These will be both sexual in nature, and domestic. You will be silent unless spoken too and you will attempt at all times to anticipate my needs.  I reward proactive behavior, even if you anticipate wrongly, while failure to either obey, or behave in the manner I have described will result in severe punishment.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie swallowed, but to be honest, she had expected something like this.  “Yes, master,” she replied.
 
    
 
   “You clearly know enough to address me properly, and for that I’m glad. Training you should be relatively easy if you are this engaged,” Davies continued. “Once we get back to the ranch, your non-sexual duties will be explained to you. You will use whatever free time I grant you to keep yourself clean and healthy and to prepare yourself for whatever use I may next put you. Over the next year you can expect to be exposed to perhaps every possible sexual torment imaginable. You will be exposed and humiliated in public. You will have sex with strangers. You will have sex with women. You will be constantly aroused and tormented.  You will please me every time you scream, either with desire, or in pain.” He leaned forward, his eyes intent. “And I am going to sexually torture you in ways you’ve never dreamed.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie stiffened slightly, but she nodded obediently. Still upset from losing her husband, she felt embarrassed that Davies’ words excited her. Already she could feel the sweet juices of her arousal coursing down her thighs. When she had applied for the Challenge, she had considered what it might mean to lose and she had wanted it to happen.  Anything to get away from the horror of the failed and miserable relationship between her and Mark.  Now… now everything was wrong. She was aroused, wanting, but the man she truly wanted wasn’t sitting in front of her. It was another man, a tall handsome man who set her nerves quivering.  She blinked and shook her head, trying to reconcile her circumstances to what her heart was telling her.  
 
    
 
   “Now,” Davies continued, “you need to understand my intent. I am going to mold you, shape you, as it were. You will be taught to respond to pain as you do to your husband’s cock sliding through you.” He grinned. “Lie on your back and pull your knees upward as you spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie was scared, frightened of what Davies was going to do next, but she followed his instructions to the letter. She twisted and planted her bottom on the shag carpet, then laid back. She spread her legs, pulling her knees up at the same time.  Her sex was only a twelve inches away from the man, easily within touching distance of his foot, or even his hand, not to mention the quirt he was holding.  
 
    
 
   Davies’ wrist moved lightly and the whip whirled. The man was an expert and the end of the quirt struck Stephanie between the legs, leaving a light red line across her labia and slightly up her left thigh.  She gasped, tensing and almost closed her legs, remembering only at the last moment not to put her knees together. Davies held off hitting her again, letting her recover.  
 
    
 
   “What does your husband do for a living?” he suddenly asked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked, trying to push aside the pain and sexual desire in order to think of Mark again.  “He’s a… he’s an engineer. Building maintenance,” she gasped.
 
    
 
   Davies nodded and then flicked his wrist a second time.  The leather thong of the quirt swirled through the air, this time striking Stephanie even lower, the tip curling into the delicate button of her bottom.  She let out a squeal and jerked as the pain seared her.
 
    
 
   “A man with dirty hands. I like that.  How long were you two married?” he asked, swinging the quirt again.  This time the leather struck the outside of her thigh and she cried out, flinching away.
 
    
 
   “Five years!” she blurted.
 
    
 
   Davies nodded, the whip still swinging above Stephanie.  She opened her eyes, watching the whip, her chest heaving as she tried to anticipate the next stroke.  
 
    
 
   “And what is it you do?” he queried.
 
    
 
   Stephanie swallowed, still more focused on the whip.  “I’m a school counselor.”
 
    
 
   Davies nudged her sex with his toe, the edge of his shoe feeling wickedly raw to her tender flesh. He smiled as the edge of his sole began to glisten with her moisture. “Don’t look at the whip.  Look at me.  The whip doesn’t matter until it strikes you,” he explained.
 
    
 
   Stephanie tore her eyes away from the whirling leather above her and looked at Davies.  Her sex was brimming with wetness and her feet were trembling, hoisted in the air as they were.  Davies was clearly enjoying himself and leaned forward, putting out a hand and running a single finger through her soaked petals.  He scooped out some her juice and popped it in his mouth.
 
    
 
   “Delicious. So how much do the two of you make in combined salary?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?” Stephanie asked, both confusion and resistance in her voice.
 
    
 
   The whip struck violently, hitting her clitoris even as the tip snaked down and stung her labia. The pain was absolutely brutal and this time Stephanie couldn’t help it.  She lost hold of her position and curled up into a ball, gritting her teeth.  She rolled to the side and then felt the bite of the whip against her buttocks. A sharp, stinging heat flashed across her rump and she curled up even tighter. Davies hit her multiple times and eventually she rolled back the other way to protect her ass.
 
    
 
   “I will continue to strike you until you move back into position.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie let out a ragged sob. She tried to open her legs, but the fear of the quirt once again blistering her clit was too much. But then the whip curled around her side, biting into her back and she arched, crying out. He was hitting her harder.
 
    
 
   “Open up. Offer your cunt to me. Let me stroke it with my whip and you won’t hurt quite as much, I promise.”   
 
    
 
   It took another two strokes landing across her back to finally break through her instinctive need to curl up. She opened her legs, screaming at the pain and the second she did, he let a light blow land again across the swollen and tender flesh of her sex.  Stephanie jumped, but didn’t close up again. Her legs trembled violently as she struggled to hold the position.
 
    
 
   “Now, please answer my question. How much do the two of you make combined?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie racked her brains.  Usually it was Mark who took care of the taxes.  How much did he make exactly? Sixty? Fifty? Finally she guessed.  “Fifty-five thousand!” she said, the words exploding from her throat.  
 
    
 
   Davies sat back, a thoughtful look on his face.  “I see.  And without your salary, will he be able to handle the expenses?”
 
    
 
   A horrified expression crossed her face.  She hadn’t even considered that!  She sat up, staring at Davies.  “My God!  He won’t be able to pay the mortgage!” she gasped.
 
    
 
   Roger Davies stared at her for a moment and then burst out into laughter. He tossed the quirt aside and stood up. He picked up his drink and took a huge swallow, his face lighting up in a massive grin.  
 
    
 
   “You honestly think Mark cares about the mortgage right now?” Davies asked, laughing.  His eyes glimmered as he set the glass down. “But I find you adorable.”  He bent down over her and grabbed her left breast in his hand, squeezing it roughly and manipulating the nipple with his thumb. Stephanie couldn’t help but moan.  
 
    
 
   There was a knock on the door and Stephanie twitched her head at the sound, watching as Aiki went to answer it.  Again, the petite Asian girl made no effort to close hide her charms and she opened the door wide, exposing herself.  One of Davies thugs stood outside, holding two papers.  
 
    
 
   Davies let go of Stephanie’s nipple and stood up, leaving her there on the floor.  He marched over to the suite entrance and took the papers.
 
    
 
   “Excellent. So his flight leaves at noon. That gives us more than enough time,” Davies muttered glancing at the first sheet.  He glanced back at Stephanie and grinned.  Then he moved to the second sheet of paper and his eyes darkened.  
 
    
 
   “Takanada must be mad,” Davies said ruefully.  He let out a frustrated sigh and turned toward Aiki, holding out the sheet of paper.  It was covered in Japanese kanji.  She took it, rotating it so that it was right side up, and smiled.  
 
    
 
   “Takanada-san says that your offer is insufficient, Master,” she said curtly, with a nod to Davies.
 
    
 
   The Australian’s eyes narrowed.  “You’re paraphrasing, aren’t you?” he demanded roughly.
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded, her mouth turning down into a frown. “Yes, Master.  The rest of the note is a threat against…” she started to say, but Davies snatched the note from her and crumpled it up into a ball.  He tossed it toward the nearby wastepaper basket and Stephanie noticed he actually made it.  Mark would never have been successful, not even after twenty or thirty attempts.  
 
    
 
   “I’m not interested in his meaningless threats,” Davies said with a growl. “I’ve already explained the situation to him and he’s going to have to understand that sometimes shit happens.” He closed the door and turned back toward Stephanie.  With quick movements he once more approached her, and this time when he sat down, he grabbed Stephanie’s wrist and hauled her up across his lap.  Stephanie gasped in surprise, finding herself bottom up, one arm on the couch, the other dangling down.  Davies grabbed her loose hand and twisted it up behind her back and then the spanking started.  The blows were strong and steady, the sting and then heat of each stroke burning through Stephanie. At first she bore the pain with nothing more than a grunt. But the discomfort in her bottom quickly grew to a point where she could no longer control herself and she began kicking. Tears sprang from her eyes and Davies continued the spanking, turning both of her buttocks scarlet as she involuntarily fought him.
 
    
 
   Finally he felt she had suffered enough and he pushed her off his lap, letting her fall to the floor sobbing.  The scorching flames seemed to still be searing her and she curled up into a fetal ball, the pain overwhelming her.  But then Davies reached down and tugged on her arm.
 
    
 
   “You will end the day by drinking my cum,” he said strictly.  “Now get on your knees, wipe the snot from your nose, and get your lips round my cock.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie started to hiccup, a trait that seemed to have afflicted her since she was a little girl and seemed to follow any bout of crying.  As she struggled to get on her knees, she found that Davies had unzipped the fly of his black trousers and his cock was already stiff and pointing toward her. Aiki handed the man a newspaper and he unfolded it, his attention clearly on the paper as Stephanie moved closer, pressing her soft breasts against his legs. She started by lapping her tongue against his tip, taking hold of the base and using long, wet licks to send pleasure into Davie’s body. He seemed to ignore it but she could feel his shaft pulsing. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the purple head and she tasted a touch of soap and the distinct flavor of man.  
 
    
 
   Then Stephanie stiffened and her head came completely off Davies’ cock as she glanced down. To her shock.  Aiki had moved between Stephanie’s legs, lying on her back, her arms curled around Steph’s thighs. Even more incredible, the tiny Asian girl was delicately licking at Stephanie’s clit, her bright pink tongue disappearing in the folds of Stephanie’s sex, only to reappear at the top, nudging and stroking the tiny nub of sensitive pleasure.
 
    
 
   Stephanie wasn’t inexperienced and even made love to another girl before marrying Mark. But she hadn’t been expecting Aiki’s touch, much less the girl’s mouth pressed to Stephanie’s sex. Davies hadn’t ordered it. Was this a normal thing for the other slave girls to do?  The level of arousal in Stephanie increased again, overwhelming the heat of the spanking in seconds and replacing it with a desire to ride Davies, to straddle him and take his cock as deeply as possible.
 
    
 
   She shook her head. “Mark,” she thought to herself. “I have to remember Mark!”  Davies was in perfect shape, ruggedly handsome, and very dominant.  Mark wasn’t as physically fit, and while she felt an attraction to Roger Davies, her heart longed for Mark.  She wished it was her husband sitting in front of her with his cock in her mouth.
 
    
 
   But the steady caress of Aiki’s tongue drove Stephanie past any mental barriers that thoughts of her husband had brought.  Soon her hips were pivoting up and down, grinding her sex across Aiki’s face, from nose to chin, and the two women fought each other, one from below, holding Stephanie’s thighs, while the one above used her position and weight to get more sensation out of the woman beneath.
 
    
 
   Stephanie exploded a moment later, crying out as the orgasm ran through her, but with Davies’ cock still in her mouth, all she could do was tremble and moan around the thick rod of flesh.  Her head bobbed wildly and she used the power of her arousal to work herself up and down on both Roger Davies and Aiki.  A moment later it was Davies who popped, sending a thin ribbon of cream into the back of Stephanie’s throat.
 
    
 
   She swallowed it immediately, knowing what was expected of her.  The taste of his cum was bitter and salty and she had to struggle to keep from grimacing.  Finally Davies shaft was pulled away and Davies gave her a light smile.
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked around and saw that while Aiki was still lying on her back beneath Stephanie, Melody had come up and was doing to Aiki what Aiki was doing to Stephanie.  Melody’s pink tongue lashed out, striking Aiki’s clit repeatedly.  Aiki, for her part, hadn’t even stopped probing Stephanie, despite the obvious orgasm that soaked the Asian girl’s face.
 
    
 
   Roger Davies pushed Stephanie aside, forcing her off Aiki.  Melody looked up at the movement, eyes wide.  Aiki looked just a little dazed and clearly desperate.  “Well, I think that’s enough,” Davies said, folding his paper and swatting Melody across the rump.  She flinched, making Stephanie suspect that the buxom brunette wasn’t used to being hit.  “Aiki, Melody will be joining us in bed.  And I think Stephanie would find the St. Andrew’s cross comfortable enough for the night. We have a busy day tomorrow, so let’s all get some rest.”  
 
    
 
   Aiki wiped the moisture from her face and climbed to her feet, her face emotionless. “Yes, Master,” she said. Then she held out a hand to Stephanie as the masculine Australian walked off and went into the bedroom.
 
    
 
   “Guess I’ll see you tomorrow morning,” Melody said to Stephanie ruefully.  “I’d wish you a pleasant night, but I know how you’ll be spending it.”  
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked, not knowing what to say. Melody didn’t wait but followed Roger Davies into the master bedroom. Steph turned to Aiki who smiled, but with sad eyes.
 
    
 
   “Come, you get ready for bed,” Aiki said in clipped English. She motioned toward the other side of the suite, away from where the metal framed St. Andrew’s cross waited and Stephanie nodded.
 
    
 
   “What did Melody mean?” Stephanie asked, feeling a bit more comfortable verbalizing with Aiki now that Davies was gone. 
 
    
 
   “The first night difficult. It get easier though, once you are used to,” Aiki replied.
 
    
 
   The petite Asian girl showed Stephanie to a bathroom easily sized to fit eight people. Fresh toiletries were provided and Aiki showed Stephanie how they were color coded so she wouldn’t get them confused with anyone else’s products. After Aiki removed the bondage collar and cuffs Stephanie took the time to take a shower, washing her hair and skin, scrubbing away the fluids and pain, using the hot water as a way to relax her muscles. Her flesh was tender, but her fingers found the stress points and worked the kinks out. The worst spots were her breasts and sex, tender from the two or three days of intense torment provided by The Challenge.  
 
    
 
   Thinking about the contest brought the image of Mark fresh to her mind and in moments she was again sobbing, crying as she leaned against the cold marble slab of the bathroom shower stall.  How had she managed to lose him, just after finding him? It was horrible! Stephanie slid down to the floor, wrapping her arms around her knees as she sobbed. The man whom she had dedicated her life to, loved more than anything, was gone and out of reach. Worse, she would spend a year being sexually abused, her every physical need met, but not by the one man she WANTED to have use her.  It just wasn’t right.
 
    
 
   Finally it was Aiki who distracted Stephanie from her misery. Aiki reached into the stall and turned off the water, then helped pull Stephanie up. Aiki toweled Stephanie dry and when the curvaceous blond was finally ready, Aiki helped put the bondage cuffs and collar back on Stephanie.
 
    
 
   There was a moment’s trepidation as Aiki led Stephanie back into the sitting area.  Getting closer to the St. Andrew’s cross revealed a cold steel frame, shaped like a narrow letter “X” that Stephanie knew would hardly be comfortable for a night’s sleep. Aiki pushed her up to the metal arms.
 
    
 
   “Lift hands please,” the Asian girl said.  
 
    
 
   Stephanie did as asked and Aiki secured Stephanie’s wrists to the frame. There was no way to get loose, but at least she wasn’t pulled taut.
 
    
 
   “Now spread legs?” Aiki asked.
 
    
 
   Spreading her thighs and rising up on tip toe, Stephanie watched, her heart thumping with tension as Aiki bound her open. Once Stephanie's ankles were secured, Aiki stepped to a nearby cabinet and pulled out a two inch thick, square metal post, only a foot long. Stephanie looked on in confusion.  She couldn’t understand what the post was for. 
 
    
 
   Aiki knelt down between Stephanie’s legs and the bound woman could hear the clanking of metal.  A moment later there was a rasp as steel slid against steel and when Stephanie looked down she saw Aiki sliding the metal bar upward.  It was clearly mounted to the frame behind Stephanie, but it was also canted, so that one of the dulled edges was facing up, aimed right at her sex.
 
    
 
   Stephanie knew exactly what was coming and she whimpered. Her experience with a similar device during The Challenge had made such torment quite familiar. He weight would rest on that single edge, which would dig sharply up into her slit. Her eyes widened as the post slid upward and then the cold metal touched the petals of her sex.
 
    
 
   Aiki looked up, her face apologetic. Stephanie’s instincts were to rise up on tiptoe again, lifting herself away from the metal ridge. But as soon as she did, Aiki pushed the bar up another inch. It wasn’t touching Stephanie’s sex, but as soon as she relaxed, or her calves gave way, her weight would be resting on the dull edge.
 
    
 
   The Asian girl tightened the clamp slide on the frame and then stood up. She reached out and caressed Stephanie’s face, then slid her fingers down the front of Stephanie’s body.  Glancing strokes of her fingertips brushed Stephanie’s nipples and Aiki bent down, her mouth opening to suckle Stephanie’s breast. To Stephanie it felt incredible. But then Aiki let go. Dark brown eyes, wet with moisture, looked Stephanie in the eye, and then Aiki turned and left, leaving Stephanie. The last thing the Asian girl did was turn down the main overhead lights.
 
    
 
   Stephanie tried to get comfortable, but understood her predicament with growing despair. Already she could feel the strain on her calves, the arches of each foot aching. In minutes she had no choice but to let her weight rest upon the cruel metal bar between her legs, her labia spread wide and the pressure intense. But it wasn’t all of her weight. Her toes could still touch the ground and Stephanie found that she could shift between one foot and the other, and even pull herself upward via the wrist cuffs. And yet, as exhaustion overwhelmed her, she found herself slipping, nodding off until the biting pain of slumping on the metal rod would force her awake, an agonizing ache between her legs. But even that pain was nothing compared to the agony that lay in her heart. It came out in a hushed whisper of forlorn sorrow.
 
    
 
   “Oh… Mark. What have I done?” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Stephanie woke to the sounds of leather slapping flesh and the fresh cries of a woman in pain. She blinked, trying to figure out where she was, only remembering the events of the previous day when she found herself unable to move, her loins suffering from a deep ache. The memories of the previous night came back to her and she groaned, surprised that she had even been able to sleep, stretched out as she was on the St. Andrew’s cross, her weight supported on the cruel metal edge of the bar between her legs. Her arms were drawn up over her head and both legs were stretched wide. The welts Roger Davies had given her the night before were still vivid on her skin and she pulled on her bonds, her muscles rebelling. She twitched her hips, instantly regretting it, thanks to the metal bar that dug deeply into her sex
 
    
 
   The sounds from the bedroom continued and Stephanie listened, going up on tiptoe to relieve some of the discomfort between her legs. Someone, either Aiki or Melody, was getting spanked, the soft cries and sobs clear as a bell.  She heard a masculine grunting noise and then a few minutes later Aiki came out of the bedroom wearing a silk kimono. Her eyes were dry and Stephanie instantly knew that it had been Melody on the receiving end of the morning’s punishment. Aiki’s kimono was open down the front and Stephanie stared at the girl’s breasts. A thin black colored chain, leading to a pair of delicate nipple clamps, graced the girl’s chest. Aiki seemed to ignore it and instead began making fresh coffee at the bar.
 
    
 
   Stephanie opened her mouth and started to say something, but Aiki noticed and she held up a single finger to her lips. Stephanie’s greeting died before even coming out and she nodded back, still shifting left to right in an effort to relieve some of the burning ache in her loins.
 
    
 
   A knock on the door sounded a moment later and Aiki stepped over to answer it, opening it wide despite the fact that Stephanie was stark naked and strapped to the cross in full view. A hotel waiter rolled a cart into the room, ignoring but also ogling Aiki’s blatant exposure as well as Stephanie’s bound nakedness. Aiki fished some cash out of a small black pocketbook that sat upon the sideboard and handed it to the man. He left without a word and a huge smile on his face.
 
    
 
   The sound of a shower emanated from the bedroom and Aiki looked up from where she was setting out dishes. Eventually the table was set as she wanted and she came over to Stephanie. Aiki stared at her for a moment, and then opened her mouth, pressing her lips against Stephanie’s face, her tongue delving deep between Stephanie’s teeth.
 
    
 
   Even as Stephanie responded to the French kiss, Aiki’s fingers found Stephanie’s sex, rubbing and caressing her, the wetness coming almost instantly as Aiki began thrusting into Stephanie’s body, slipping her hand between the metal post and Stephanie’s sex. Stephanie responded eagerly, wanting release, only to moan in disappointment as Aiki pulled back. The oriental woman wiped her fingers delicately on a clean napkin.
 
    
 
   Forty minutes later Roger Davies emerged from the bedroom wearing black trousers and a polo shirt.  Following immediately behind and on all fours came Melody. Her hair was wet but it was her breasts and bottom that drew Stephanie’s attention.  Her skin was scarlet, as if it had been scalded, and Stephanie couldn’t help wondering if it had been Davies’ hand, or some other instrument that did it.  
 
    
 
   Davies went straight to the table and sat down, allowing Aiki to serve him as Melody crawled up next to him and curled up in a ball at his feet.  A moment later the man was digging into hash browns, sausage, and a poached egg, chugging orange juice and coffee in equal amounts.  A laptop computer was brought out and set down in front of him.
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s stomach growled. She was hungry, but there was no move from the table to even release her, much less feed her. Aiki didn’t sit with Davies either, but stood next to him, waiting to top off his glass, or serve additional food. With disturbing regularity, Davies would pluck a piece of hash brown from his plate, run it through the runny egg, and then hold it out to Melody, who would dart up to snip the tiny morsel from his fingers.
 
    
 
   Davies picked up the lap top and moved to one of the easy chairs, the computer resting across his legs. His fingers flew, his eyes intent.
 
    
 
   Aiki moved quickly over to Stephanie and the first thing she did was lower the metal post between Stephanie’s legs.  For the first time in over eight hours, Stephanie was able to relax without the biting edge of the metal digging into her cunt and she slumped in the bonds, even as Aiki released her ankle cuffs from the cross. A moment later Stephanie’s wrists were freed as well, and while she still wore the black leather cuffs and collar, at least she was no longer mounted to the cross. Stephanie tried to take a step, but ended up falling.  Aiki caught her, holding her up, and helped her limp across the sitting area to the table.
 
    
 
   Sitting down hurt, but it was better than standing and as Melody crawled up into a chair across from Stephanie, Aiki served both of them a breakfast of yogurt parfaits, hash browns, sausage, and orange juice. Stephanie devoured all of it, washing away the horrible night with food. The fresh energy helped her recover, but as soon as she had tucked away breakfast, she felt her eyelids droop.  
 
    
 
   There was no conversation between the girls and Stephanie wondered if it was due to Roger Davies presence, or whether it was normal.  She knew that Melody was also new, and that it was Aiki who had set the behavior standards, but still, it would have been nice to have someone to commiserate with. Melody kept shifting in her seat, clearly uncomfortable sitting.  Stephanie wondered how bad the spanking had been.
 
   When Aiki was finished, she pushed her plate away and gave a stern look at Stephanie. Steph watched as Aiki stood and walked over to where Roger Davies was sitting.  She made sure the kimono was open, baring her still clamped breasts and the tiny weft of dark hair that she sported above her slit.  Then she knelt in the typical submissive pose, legs spread, back straight, hands resting on her thighs, palms up.  Davies ignored her, but a moment later Melody finished as well and joined Aiki.  
 
    
 
   Stephanie rose from the table and joined the other two women kneeling in front of Davies. It felt good to be in a different pose, but after Davies ignored them for a full five minutes, Stephanie began to doze off, eyes closing. Aiki nudged her awake as Stephanie began to list.
 
    
 
   Davies finally glanced up.  “Finished are we?” He smiled. “Good. Aiki, get the case.” Aiki immediately rose. She brought him a silver attaché case, which was locked. Aiki moved back in front of him. Three shot glasses were set on the table and Stephanie watched in curiosity as Davies poured from a medicine sized bottle. The fluid was light gray and wet, rather than syrupy. Even more interestingly, the amounts he poured were not the same.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie,” he said, pushing the fullest glass toward her. He smiled as she looked at him quizzically.  “It’s a…” he paused momentarily. “A nutritional supplement you might say, carefully formulated to maintain certain biochemical rhythms.” Then he slid the glass with the smallest amount over to Aiki. 
 
    
 
   As he stood up both Aiki and Melody grabbed hold of their glasses and downed them, even going to the extent of licking the insides. Melody suddenly turned at Stephanie’s waiting glass, her hand going for it, when Davies sharp tone stopped her.
 
    
 
   “No. That is Stephanie’s.”
 
    
 
   Melody cringed but nodded. Everyone stared at her for a moment and Stephanie reached for the glass, bringing it to her lips. It tasted slightly sweet and it went down easy. She blinked and thought the taste familiar. For a moment she tried to see if there were any changes but she felt no different. She put the glass down skeptically.
 
    
 
    “Aiki and Melody, please get dressed for the day.  We’ll be leaving in about an hour or so.”
 
    
 
   Both Aiki and Melody rose immediately and quickly left the sitting area, leaving Stephanie alone with Davies.  He typed for another two minutes on the computer, then closed it.  He stood and Stephanie watched him.
 
    
 
   “Is your pussy sore?” he asked suddenly.
 
    
 
   Stephanie blushed, nodding. “Yes, master.”
 
    
 
   “Good. Stand and come here,” he said, pointing to a spot on the floor.
 
    
 
   She rose and hurried over.  She stood before him, not quite knowing what to do with her hands. She left them at her sides, trying not to clench her fingers.
 
    
 
   “Now, in a little while we will be boarding my airplane,” he said as he reached into a small valise that was sitting on the nearby side table.  “For the duration of the flight you’ll be wearing a special vibrator, which will be strapped on so it remains in place.  You will not touch it, nor turn it off.  Do you understand?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie swallowed, eyes widening.  “Yes, master,” she replied.
 
    
 
   Davies smiled.  He pulled the vibrator out of the valise and Stephanie involuntarily took a step back. It was similar to the one that Mark had used on her when he had mistaken another girl for her. Straps were secured to the sides of the vibrator, near the base, and there was a massive dial at the bottom.  Overall, the phallus was easily seven or eight inches and Stephanie felt herself quivering at the thought of having it inside her.
 
    
 
   “Now, bend over the back of the couch and rise up on tip toe. I’m going to put it in.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie turned her back to Davies and immediately went to the sofa.  Bending over it, she lifted up and arched her back.  Her calves burned, as did the soles of her feet, but she felt Davies move up behind her.  Suddenly there was a light touch on her labia and she felt him grasping the wet folds of her flower.
 
    
 
   “You have no idea how delicious you look right now,” Davies said softly, rubbing his fingers through her wetness, caressing the pink depths of her sex. Stephanie quivered, her breasts swaying as her breathing increased with her heart rate.  
 
    
 
   “I know it must seem like I’m focusing on you, and admittedly I am.  But rest assured I put Melody through her paces yesterday and this morning. So you are nothing special to me other than physically perfect for abusing.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, master,” she replied perfunctorily, trying not to moan or push back against him as his fingers worked through her open crevasse. There was pain, yes. But the soft fluttering of his hand caressing her was more than enough to compensate and she felt a fresh surge of energy seep through her as she began thrusting her hips.
 
    
 
   “Oh my, this is just too delicious,” Davies said suddenly, his voice gruff.  Stephanie heard the sound of a zipper and then suddenly it was the man’s cock probing at her depths. She gasped, pushing back against him, wanting it badly, when suddenly the image of Mark flashed through her head.  
 
    
 
   “Mark!” she said out loud, her voice tight with tension. She felt herself impaled upon Davies’ shaft and the man groaned.
 
    
 
   “Mark isn’t here right now, Stephanie. But don’t worry. I think you’ll see him again soon!” Davies explained, grunting as he rammed himself in and out of her depths.  The sexual pounding increased and Davies reached around her body, his hand finding her left breast.  He squeezed it roughly, kneading it before his fingers found the delicate nipple and pinched it hard.
 
    
 
   It was exactly what she needed and Stephanie bucked back against him, crying out as the waves of pleasure blasted through her. She felt him tighten, his loins pressed against her buttocks, his balls slapping along her thigh. Then his rod became granite inside her, but malleable, throbbing with need. She felt the squirt of his seed as he filled her and the very thought of it sent her spiraling upward into her own climax.
 
    
 
   Stephanie was only marginally aware of his withdrawal. There was a sense of emptiness and she groaned in disappointment, only to gasp a second later when something cool, thick, and massive was pressed against her sopping wet sex. Davies chuckled as he slid in the vibrator, the massive tool he had shown her just minutes before.  It went deep and he kept pushing until the tip slipped up behind her cervix.  An uncomfortable pressure combined with the aftertaste of sexual euphoria and Stephanie couldn’t help but whimper.
 
    
 
   “There we go,” Davies commented, patting her lightly on the rump.  “All nice and stuffed.”
 
    
 
   He quickly secured the straps around her hips and then thighs, each touch of his fingers feeling hot on Stephanie’s skin.  She held still while he worked until finally he touched her bottom again.
 
    
 
   “Stand up and then go lay down on the rug in front of the sofa.  Lie on your back,” Davies instructed.
 
    
 
   Stephanie shuddered as she straightened, adjusting to the thick plastic phallus that now was firmly and solidly embedded inside her. With faltering steps, she moved forward and sat down on the rug.  She lay down, staring up at the ceiling, wondering what would come next.  
 
    
 
   Davies hadn’t turned on the vibrator, and for that she was grateful. She could feel her sore and tender petals pressed open by the two inch thick rod and she hoped she wouldn’t have to do much walking, since the vibrator extended down a full inch below her swollen slit. She could feel the base of the toy rubbing against the inside of her thighs. There was a clinking sound nearby and then Davies appeared standing over her, holding something metallic in each hand.
 
    
 
   “Reach up to me,” Davies said, grinning mischievously, his Australian accent thick. Stephanie did and he immediately grabbed her right wrist. She watched curiously, her mental acuity still affected by the recent orgasm, as he clipped the object he was holding to a metal loop embedded in the black leather wrist cuff.  Davies squatted down next to her and pushed her wrist down to her chest.
 
    
 
   “This might hurt a bit,” he said next.  He fiddled with the object and she caught the necessary glimpse to recognize what he had attached to the wrist cuff.  Her breath caught in her throat as he pinched open the clover clamp and set it over her left nipple.  Pain shot through her chest and she mewled, whimpering as her nipple was crushed between the steel jaws. Davies ignored her groan and grabbed her other hand, again setting a similar clover clamp on the leather band. Stephanie found herself crying as the pain in both nipples overwhelmed her. Both of her arms were forced across her chest, each arm’s wrist cuff bound to the opposite nipple. Every move of her elbow tugged painfully on her nipples.
 
    
 
   Davies reached down between her legs and turned on the vibrator. As the rumbling started, Stephanie mewled, this one much different than those she had made a moment before.  Now charged again, she felt the surge of sexual sensation as it affected her loins.
 
    
 
   He looked down at her twitching body. “Oh, don’t worry.  You’ll probably be driven to two or three more orgasms before that thing starts to make you too sensitive to handle it. That’s when the real torture starts,” he said.  “Now you stay right there while I make sure Aiki and Melody are appropriately attired and getting things packed.”  
 
    
 
   Stephanie closed her eyes the moment he walked away, taking note of each fresh sensation and noticing how it combined with all the aches and pains and pleasures of before. Underneath everything was a tension that had been sparked by Davies’ comment.  “You’ll be seeing your husband soon,” he had said. What had that meant?  Did Mark’s encounter with Roger Davies during The Challenge result in some sort of friendship?  Would she be given back to her husband? Was Davies use of her some sort of perverted need to sample the goods before she was delivered into the arms of her love?
 
    
 
   The vibrator was creating new waves of pleasure in her and she felt the beginnings of another orgasm coming. Her buttocks lifted off the rug and she spread her legs wide, thrusting upward. Her arms were in an awkward position. She had to consciously hold them across her stomach, otherwise they would slide off to the slide, painfully tugging on the clover clamps and yanking on her nipples. When she realized that a little pull actually made the sensation between her legs intensify, she did it purposefully, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head as she let the powerful wave blast her into sexual smithereens.
 
    
 
    
 
   After the orgasm she wished the vibrator would stop, just for a moment, to give herself a chance to rest, to prepare for more stimulation.  But it just went on, much like the masturbation chair from the Challenge. She had joked to Mark that she wanted one for the house, liking the way it felt having both her front and back stuffed with dildos that never stopped vibrating.  But now, with the larger toy inside her, she wished it would stop and as the incessant buzzing continued, she began to suffer, feeling raw and overloaded.
 
    
 
   On the other side of the sofa there was movement as well and she tried to keep track of it all, twisting her head around. She caught sight of Aiki, who had put aside her kimono and now wore a dark blue dress with a low cut collar, pleated down the front. It was too short and rode high on her thighs. From Stephanie’s angle she caught sight of the Asian girl’s slit, just barely peeking out from under the hem. It seemed to be glistening, the petals outturned and wet, as if freshly used.
 
    
 
   A few moments later it was Melody who walked by. She was dressed in an emerald green strapless dress, her well-endowed bosom filling the front spectacularly.  The top half of each breast was fully exposed, right down to the nipple and there was a reddish hue to her chest, the remnants of her early morning spanking. The hem on Melody’s dress was similar to Aiki’s, too high and Stephanie gasped when she caught sight of Melody’s wet slit.  There was a clamp attached to the buxom brunette’s clit, with a tiny weight dangling down. It seemed to be moving and as Melody walked by Stephanie could hear the sound of another vibrator. From the exaggerated and unsteady steps Melody was making, Stephanie could only imagine what torment the brunette was going through as the pendant vibrator danced along her petals.
 
    
 
   Through it all Stephanie felt the unwavering earthquake of her own torment, and while the toy was still set at the lowest level, it was like an itch she couldn’t scratch.  Twenty minutes later she was having trouble controlling herself again, almost involuntarily thrusting her loins upward, trying to drive or move the vibrator through her depths.
 
    
 
   There was a commotion at the front door of the suite which made her stop and five men entered the suite. Four of them were dressed in dark suits, sunglasses and clearly looked thuggish.  While they glanced down at Stephanie, they seemed to ignore her once she was categorized as one of Davies’ toys, rather than a threat.
 
    
 
   The fifth man was attired differently and looked with longing at Stephanie. His beaming smile was huge and he winked at her as he walked past. Stephanie felt a sudden surge between her legs and couldn’t help it as another wave of orgasmic delight slipped through her. She spotted the man leaving, carrying several bags.
 
    
 
   “James!” Aiki said suddenly. The man stopped and turned. Stephanie watched as Aiki ran up, now on high heels, and deposited another bag in the man’s arms. The petite Asian girl gave James a beaming smile and he chuckled. “Sure, no problem.” Then James left.
 
    
 
   Davies strolled into view. He was now wearing a white button up shirt, but was without a tie. His sports coat was the same color as his black trousers and diamond cuff links were at the wrists. He wore a wide and supple black leather belt that looked like it could be stripped off at a moment’s notice and used upon a bare bottom. The belt buckle was silver, and understated, but shiny. He was wearing boots, rather than loafers, and they were definitely made out of some sort of scaly animal. Considering where he was from, Stephanie assumed the books were crocodile. 
 
    
 
   “Are we set?” Davies asked one of the men.
 
    
 
   “Yes sir.  The plane is being prepped now and James is taking your luggage downstairs. I’ll handle the checkout once we get downstairs, sir.”
 
    
 
   Davies nodded, then turned toward Melody. “Will you please get Stephanie? And don’t forget her shoes.”
 
    
 
   Melody nodded and glanced down at the floor where Stephanie was still bound and suffering from the non-stop vibrations.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master. Right away,” Melody said.
 
    
 
   Stephanie twisted and a moment later Melody appeared.  She knelt down at Stephanie’s feet and the bound woman felt a pair of high heel shoes being placed on the soles of her feet.  They were open-toed and sported a six inch heel.  Stephanie wasn’t sure she’d be able to walk in them. She’d never worn shoes quite like them before.
 
    
 
   “Come on, girl. Time to stand up,” Melody said. “And I’m sorry, but this is going to hurt no matter what way we do it.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie realized Melody was talking about the clamps and started to roll over, but Melody grabbed her under the arms and merely hauled Stephanie upward.  Sharp shards of agony lanced through her breasts, leaving Stephanie breathless. She teetered for a moment and might have actually fallen over had Melody not been there to support her.
 
    
 
   With wild eyes Stephanie looked at Davies. He seemed to be enjoying her torment and with a wave of his hand left the suite. Aiki followed with a grin, and then Melody pushed Stephanie forward. Stephanie seemed to have trouble walking, and stumbled along next to Melody.
 
    
 
   The hall was empty and Stephanie managed to make it to the elevator without dying of mortification as part of the entourage. The buzzing inside her was the most difficult to deal with, while her balance seemed irrevocably canted thanks to both the stiletto heels and the clover clamps that kept her arms at an unnatural angle across her midriff. They entered the elevator and Stephanie leaned against the back wall, feeling the cold mirror against her buttocks and shoulders. Waves of exhaustion seemed to sweep through her, interspersed with surges of both lust and pain.
 
    
 
   When the elevator door opened bright sunlight streamed out across a richly apportioned lobby. Worse, the place was teaming with people and the sight of Roger Davies and his group stilled conversation and turned heads. Stephanie suddenly blushed scarlet right down to the tips of her clamped breasts. Somewhere in the back of her head she knew that most of the people seeing her had been there for The Challenge, the game show she had signed up for with her husband, Mark. Her naked body was no doubt a common sight to some of them, or perhaps even all. But to Stephanie, being exposed in the lobby of the hotel, under what seemed like such normal circumstances, made her so much more aware of her nudity, of the fact that there was a thick vibrator rumbling away inside her at that very moment. Unconsciously her arms shifted, one going to cover her breasts, the other going down to her loins. A sharp tug on her nipple reminded her that her wrists were literally bound to the tips of her breasts and she let out a low moan as she was hustled along. 
 
    
 
   Davies marched through the lobby as if he owned the place and Stephanie could do nothing but follow. Aiki fell in beside her so that Stephanie was pinned between Melody and the petite Asian girl.  A low grade mutter filled her ears, too soft for Stephanie to understand specifics, but loud enough to know that the comments were about her nudity and the torment she was enduring.
 
    
 
   One of the security guards peeled off toward the hotel counter, but Davies and the girls ignored it. A moment later they exited the hotel and Stephanie felt the hot humidity wrap around her. She had no idea where she was actually. She hadn’t been given the opportunity to see the view from the hotel. She sniffed a little and could detect the scent of the sea, but it told her nothing more than she was near the ocean. She surmised she was somewhere in the Caribbean, but she admitted to herself that they could have been anywhere.  
 
    
 
   A limousine was parked at the entrance and James stood by the open door.  Davies stood aside and oddly became the gentleman, holding out a hand and helping Aiki into the vehicle. Stephanie was next and more pain blasted through her breasts as she struggled to bend down and twist. Melody followed, helping Stephanie as she moved forward.
 
    
 
   The interior of the limousine seating was shaped like a capital letter “L”, with seats along the left hand side of the vehicle, as well as a massive back seat.  There was a complete bar and even a few cushions. Davies climbed in next and sat down, glancing at his harem.
 
    
 
   “Well, for a rental, it hasn’t been bad,” he said critically, glancing around the inside of the car.
 
    
 
   The door shut and Stephanie felt the car sink another inch as James got in behind the wheel.  The window between the interior and the cab stayed up and dark.  The limousine moved and in moments Stephanie watched as palm trees and dark green jungle flew past.
 
    
 
   Roger Davies glanced at his watch.  He reached over to a small control panel and lowered the glass separating the cab from the seating area.
 
    
 
   “James, I want to get there before he catches his flight.  Do you remember what he looks like?”
 
    
 
   James laughed. “Of course, Mr. Davies. I watched the show from my room,” James said.
 
    
 
   Davies grinned. “Excellent. Once you find him, park and ask him to join us.”
 
    
 
   Had Stephanie not been distracted, she might have found the conversation interesting, but she was having even more trouble dealing with the vibrator. Her sex had become sensitive and the sensation was borderline unpleasant, rasping away at her loins.
 
    
 
   A moment later Stephanie heard the tell-tale sounds of jet exhaust and she glanced out the window, still grimacing from the incessant shaking between her legs. She held her arms awkwardly across her chest as the limousine moved along the departure concourse.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the limousine came to a stop, pulling over at the curb and Stephanie’s eyes widened.  Her husband Mark stood there, looking down at his ticket in dejection, clearly anguished. Stephanie straightened, wanting to call out to the man she married, the man she longed for, and instead felt Davies fingers encircle her arm and yank her off the seat and onto her knees.
 
    
 
   Pain exploded in her left breast as her right arm yanked cruelly on the nipple clamp and she cried out in agony.  Davies nudged her legs open with his boot and smiled cruelly.
 
    
 
   “If you want him, you’ll keep your mouth shut. Say a word and you won’t see him for another year. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s heart thudded painfully. She didn’t understand what Davies meant, but even the chance of being with her husband again, of seeing him, meant the world to her.  She bit back her tears, nodding, and tried to quiet herself.  A moment later the door opened and Mark climbed in.
 
    
 
   It was everything she could do not to throw herself at him.  The anguish in his eyes was like an arrow to the heart and she knew that he too wanted nothing more than to take her into his arms and hold her.  She closed her eyes as Mark’s gaze moved from her face to her breasts, taking in the clamps crushing her nipples, the spread wetness of her thighs, and the vibrator, still buried between her legs, still vibrating away and sending ripples of both pleasure and discomfort through her body.              
 
    
 
    “Good afternoon, mate.  Glad I caught you before you headed for home,” Roger Davies said, his good natured grin spread across his face.
 
    
 
   Mark turned a suspicious eye on the Australian.  “What do you want?” he asked, though he quickly turned back to look at his wife. Stephanie cringed, wishing Mark would be more polite. He clearly didn’t know that Davies was planning on offering Stephanie back.
 
    
 
   Davies grinned.  “Now is that any way to treat a man who has an offer for you?” Davies asked. Stephanie opened her eyes, wanting to see her husband’s face.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “An offer? What do you mean?” 
 
    
 
   Davies took a deep breath and looked Mark right in the eye. Davies confidence was overwhelming. “I said I liked you, and I meant that. I’m sorry you didn’t win, but that’s the risk you take with the Challenge. I know you worry that you won’t see Stephanie again, so I wanted to offer you a job.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “A job?  You mean work for you?”
 
    
 
   Davies nodded, grinning.  
 
    
 
   “So I can still be with her?” Mark asked, glancing at Stephanie, the sudden blossom of hope lightening his face. Stephanie’s heart thumped wildly and she couldn’t help smiling at her husband.
 
    
 
   The Australian laughed. “Oh, no mate. Not at all. That’s not the way this works.  She’s mine. Bought her fair and square and she’s a fine looking woman too. I intend on doing things to her that would make your hair stand up on end,” he admitted honestly.  He gestured at her, drawing Mark’s eyes toward his naked and bound wife.
 
    
 
   “I told her she’d get to say goodbye if she was a good little girl,” Roger said.  Stephanie twitched at the lie. Davies had said no such thing, but she knew better than to correct the man who now owned her. Already she felt her insides quivering, her hope at being able to spend the next year with her husband disappearing like smoke.
 
    
 
   “But my offer stands. You come work for me and I guarantee that after her year of servitude is up, you can take her in your arms and whisk her off to wherever you want.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie silently wished her husband would refuse.  The last thing she wanted was for him to be forced to witness her debasement, seeing day in and day out her torment. What would it do to him, watching her being sexual pleasured and tortured by another man? Absence makes the heart grow fonder and she almost began crying at the thought of him standing there, tight-lipped, watching as she was reamed from behind by Roger Davies.
 
    
 
   Mark sat there, trying to weigh the factors in his mind. “But we have a home, a mortgage. I have a job, and besides, why would you want me? It’s not like I’m skilled or anything.”
 
    
 
   Roger laughed “It’s not about your skill. I can always find use for a creative man like you. Don’t sell yourself short, mate. You managed to get her through to the very end.  There was no way you were going to beat that slut, Breanne. I’ve read about her. She’s psychologically damaged,” Roger assured Mark, tapping his own skull. “That said, we can find a way around your house situation. I’ll pay you enough to keep your home as well as provide you a place to sleep and eat while you’re working for me at the ranch. It will keep you close to Stephanie, and I think that’s what you want.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “You want me nearby so I can watch what you do to her,” he said, suddenly understanding.  Stephanie smiled in a surge of pride.  He had seen through Davies offer.  But she knew he wouldn’t refuse it.  
 
    
 
   Davies smiled. “See? I said you were smart, mate.  I’ve tortured hundreds of sheilas in my time, but to have one whose love is a few feet away, forced to watch as she willingly accepts it?  That’s a new one, even for me. And I like the idea.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “How can you even trust me?  How do you know I won’t try to take her away from you?”
 
    
 
   Davies laughed. “Oh, if you want you can try. Once you see my home I think you’ll have second thoughts. And the punishment I inflict upon your Stephanie once I have her back will make what I plan on doing to her look like a great white eating a whale. Besides, I’ll sweeten the deal. You stay the full year, I’ll give you a cash bonus of four hundred thousand dollars, just to ensure your loyalty.”
 
    
 
   “You’re paying me to let you hurt my wife,” Mark hissed.
 
    
 
   Davies’ smile faded. “Wrong mate. I already can hurt your wife. I’m paying you to watch. I’m gonna fuck and hurt her whether you’re there or not.”
 
    
 
   Mark turned away from Roger Davies, staring at Stephanie. Stephanie wanted to speak, to tell him to refuse and not play into Davies’ hands, but she didn’t have the strength. She knew their financial situation was playing in her husband’s head. She closed her eyes and the only movement was from her breasts which rose and fell with each breath. She shifted slightly, her hips grinding back and forth, clearly working herself on the rumbling vibrator.
 
    
 
   “So what’s it going to be, mate?” Davies asked. “Will you come work for me, or do you say your goodbyes now?” 
 
    
 
   Stephanie knew what Mark had decided even before he said, without looking at him. She struggled not to cry, instead focusing on the sensations between her legs, of the pulling tightness on her nipples. She tried to control her breathing, hoping she was wrong.  
 
    
 
   “I accept,” Mark said. Stephanie winced, her eyes tightening as Mark agreed. She knew that it would tear him to pieces, bit by bit, until finally he couldn’t take it anymore.  Stephanie knew her husband did not have the strength to witness her daily torture and accept it.
 
    
 
   Roger Davies grinned. “Good, mate. I’m glad. Now give my newest slave girl a kiss, and have my chauffeur load your suitcase in the trunk. You can ride up front with him,” Roger said, his tone a bit more authoritative, rather than friendly.
 
    
 
   Stephanie opened her eyes as Mark leaned forward. His lips touched hers and she melted into his embrace. Part of her was ecstatic. She would see him, be able to look at him, perhaps even speak with him, and know that he was near. But a part of her still wished he had refused, taking the easy way out. He pressed against her and the movement made her arms pull harder on the clover clamps. She whimpered and he let her go. 
 
    
 
   “All right, Mark. That’s enough. If you’re lucky, you might get to touch her again, but it will be awhile. Now get out,” Davies said with authority. Mark pulled away from Stephanie, glared at Roger Davies and then climbed out of the car. He looked at Stephanie through the open door until it shut behind him.
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked at Roger Davies who was grinning wildly.
 
    
 
   “You are an evil man,” she suddenly declared.
 
    
 
   Aiki flinched and even Melody looked shocked. Davies burst into wild laughter.  
 
    
 
   “Really? You think so?” he asked. “Perhaps. I like to think of myself a hedonist though, with some distinctly deviant pleasures.”
 
    
 
   “You’re going to get your thrills by making him watch what you do to me?” Stephanie protested, the anger in her finally surfacing with a vengeance.
 
    
 
   Davies’ smile disappeared and he leaned forward. His hand flashed out and he slapped Stephanie across the face, twisting her entire body around. She fell to the floor of the limo and cried out in agony as her arms instinctively tried to catch her fall, only to come up short as her bonds pulled painfully against her bitten nipples.
 
    
 
   “Let me clear, since you’ve only been in the lifestyle for a short time,” Davies said roughly. “I won’t tolerate that kind of mouth from one of my girls. You’ve earned a punishment for that and yes, I will make him watch. You agreed to the terms when you signed up for the Challenge. Defy me again, and I’ll make the next year absolute hell, for both you and your husband.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie choked back a sob and tried to curl up. Davies’ hands moved between her legs and she jerked back, but he only touched the base of the vibrator.  The dial moved underneath his touch and the sex toy suddenly increased the pace of its shaking, sending waves of sensation through her.  She stiffened under the onslaught and moaned.
 
    
 
   “Let me know when you can’t handle that anymore and I might let you purchase a break,” Davies said.
 
    
 
   Stephanie remained on the floor of the limousine, too stunned to climb back up into the seat and not sure she could even manage it. Her cheek stung fiercely, but the ramped up vibrations between her legs were more than enough to offset the pain. Neither Aiki nor Melody moved to help her and so she felt every bump as the limousine moved to the private hanger.
 
    
 
   The limousine came to a stop and a moment later James the chauffeur opened the door.  Davies climbed out and glanced at Mark, who was standing nearby.
 
    
 
   “Get your wife out of the limo and get her on the plane,” he said gruffly to Stephanie’s husband. Mark’s eyebrow went up and he moved to the open door, glancing in. Stephanie could tell from his eyes that he was angry. He was forced to climb into the limo and he reached out, helping her sit up. His eyes went straight to her cheek and he reached out.
 
    
 
   “Oh God, oh Steph… what have we gotten ourselves into?” Mark said, his face scrunching up.  He looked down at her and reached up to her breasts, clearly about to unclamp her nipples.
 
    
 
   Suddenly Aiki put her hand on his wrist. “I would not do that, if I were you,” she said, her fingers tight. Mark glanced up at her.  
 
    
 
   “How am I supposed to get her out of the car then?” Mark demanded.
 
    
 
   “Lift her. Move her. But leave her wrists bound to her breasts,” Aiki said, keeping her Japanese accent, but dropping the clipped English. Stephanie blinked at Aiki.  Was there more to this woman than met the eye? Mark grimaced.
 
    
 
   “I won’t be able to get her out without hurting her!” 
 
    
 
   “Then that’s what will happen. It’s what Davies wants,” Aiki said.
 
    
 
   Melody nodded. “Please, listen to her. Davies can be a good master, but he can be exceedingly cruel. I’ve heard some stories about him. Please, just do as Aiki says?”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned but then glanced at Stephanie. She was shaking her head, struggling to sit upright and clearly hurting herself in the process. “Mark, do as they ask.  I’m okay.”
 
    
 
   Mark backed off and basically let Stephanie herself work her way to the door.  When she was able to put her feet down on the pavement, he helped lift her up. Finally she was on her feet and he looked at her with frustration.
 
    
 
   “What is it?”
 
    
 
   He gritted his teeth. “I’m just not used to you being,” he looked at her naked body.  “You know, nude in public like this.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie couldn’t help smiling. Part of it was the vibrator, sending more pleasure up through her loins, but the other part was her husband. She loved his touch and just being near him was like standing in the sunlight after a cold storm.  
 
    
 
   “Well, I’d get arrested back at home. I think the laws are a bit different here,”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath and nodded. “No kidding.”
 
    
 
   A violent shudder made her lean against him and Mark wrapped an arm around her. “Are you okay?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie swallowed, still shaking. “I think you better get me on the plane, Mark.”
 
    
 
   His eyes widened. “Why? Are you okay?  Did I hurt you too much?” he demanded, helping her forward as her knees shook.
 
    
 
   “No,” she said, her voice tight as they moved to the stairs leading up to the private Gulfstream Jet that sat on the tarmac.  “I think I’m about to cum. Loudly.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   It had been something of a challenge to get Stephanie up the stairs and into the aircraft but Mark had managed to do it with a minimum of fuss. His heart seemed to break countless times as he saw his wife wince with each step, or gasp when her balance seemed to rock, thus causing her to pull painfully on her breasts. Once they were in the aircraft Mark noticed that it had been partitioned into two sections. The front section, where they were standing, was opulent, with huge couches, extra floor space, mini-bar, and an actual galley. He could see into the cockpit and two men, obviously the pilots, were going through their pre-flight checklist.
 
    
 
   Aiki stepped onto the plane behind them and laid a hand on Mark’s shoulder.  “She sit here,” Aiki said, her speech going back to the clipped and stunted English Stephanie had heard before. Mark’s eyes narrowed, noticing the difference, but he didn’t say anything. He looked over at where Roger Davies was sitting.  The man was already on the phone, talking animatedly and with heat, to whomever was on the other line. 
 
    
 
   “Will you be okay?” Mark asked Stephanie.
 
    
 
   She slipped into the seat that Aiki had indicated and tried to put on a mask of calm for her husband.  She nodded.  “I’ll be fine.  Thank you.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s lips were a tight line and she could see the tension in his neck.  Inside the man was hurting and she knew it. But there was something else, an unmistakable bulge in his trouser and suddenly Stephanie reached out and put her hand on the front of his pants.
 
    
 
   Mark blinked and jerked back even as Stephanie smiled.
 
    
 
   “Not cool,” he whispered, a touch of anger in his eyes.
 
    
 
   Steph looked up at him with tears in her eyes. “But you like what’s happening to me?”
 
    
 
   Mark shook his head.  “If it were me doing it to you, maybe.  But no, not like this.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie turned her head away.  Mark looked like he was going to say something else, but Aiki tapped him on the shoulder again.
 
    
 
   “I show you seat,” she said with a smile.  
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath and then let it out.  Finally he moved along, leaving Stephanie alone. Aiki moved him through the airplane to the back and he found himself in the passenger area. Several of the security thugs were already strapping themselves in and Mark found a window seat a few rows back. There was plenty of leg room and the seat was more comfortable than the few flights he had flown on before, but the knowledge that his wife was sitting naked up front, clamped and stuffed, sore and cumming, was almost more than he could bear.
 
    
 
   Sitting down was a relief for Stephanie, especially since the armrests gave her support and for the first time in over an hour allowed her to take the weight of her arms off her nipples. It was blessed relief. But that same reprieve allowed the vibrator to make inroads into her arousal and ever since Davies had jacked up the vibrations, she was feeling a mixture of sensations.
 
    
 
   The first was arousal, an unending series of orgasmic waves that were steadily growing more powerful. But there was a hint of distress as well, her well-used depths having been subjected to constant stimulation. Had the vibrations been affecting her clit she knew she would have begged for relief long before this. But now, as another full-fledged orgasm seemed to be on its way, she knew that she’d eventually be asking Davies for a break. 
 
    
 
   And she wasn’t looking forward to that.
 
    
 
   In her mind it became a race to see who would get off the ground sooner, herself or the entire compliment of the plane. As they taxied out to the runway Aiki came by in some sort of appointed role as stewardess, and buckled Stephanie up. A few minutes later the Gulfstream picked up speed and as the nose tilted skyward, Stephanie couldn’t help it and vocally exploded, gasping and crying out as the vibrator finally pushed her past her tolerance level.
 
    
 
   Davies noticed and his eyes locked onto the writhing blond with a satisfied grin. He literally turned his captain’s chair type seat around to watch as her chest heaved. For a split second, in the midst of orgasm, Stephanie wondered if Mark could hear her cumming. But then the thought was gone, blasted into the atmosphere by the flood of endorphins and adrenaline that surged through her body.
 
    
 
   Both Stephanie and the plane leveled off a few moments later and Aiki was the first to unbuckle herself. She immediately went to Davies and after a few soft spoken words, went to the bar. She came back with a mimosa and set it down on the small table next to the man. Then she got out his laptop computer and set it up for him. Davies nodded and then settled down, working.
 
    
 
   Melody was seated on the same couch Stephanie was in, though she had buckled herself in.  Stephanie turned to glance at the woman and noticed that Melody seemed very tense.
 
    
 
   “Don’t like airplanes?” Steph asked with a smile.  
 
    
 
   Melody shook her head. “No. I almost had a panic attack last time I flew.”  She glanced at Stephanie’s naked body. “At least you have something to distract you.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie grimaced. Her sex felt like someone was rubbing the insides lightly with sandpaper. “It’s not a perfect ride,” she admitted. “I’m getting sensitive.”
 
    
 
   Melody nodded sympathetically.  “I know what you mean,” Then she glanced over at Davies, keeping her voice low.  “Are you going to ask him for that break?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie eyed Davies herself, but then shook her head. “Not until I absolutely have to. I think the cost of taking a break will hurt more than what I’m enduring now.”
 
    
 
   Aiki gave the woman warning looks, reminding them to keep as quiet as possible with just a gleam in her eye. Then as Stephanie settled back and tried not to twitch, Aiki moved toward the back of the plane. She went through the curtain and then began getting drinks.
 
    
 
   “And what would you like, sir?” Aiki asked James, the chauffeur, who had come onto the plane with the last of the security detail.  
 
    
 
   “I’d prefer a gin and tonic,” the man said. He glanced over at Mark. “We’re allowed a decent drink now that we’re in the air, but he cuts us off three hours out. So drink up now, mate.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded appreciatively. “I think I’ll just have a soda. Want to keep the mind clear.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded and moved off.  
 
    
 
   Mark watched her move toward the back of the plane, then turned toward James. “So how long have you worked for Davies?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Four years. I was one of his ranch hands until he found out I like to drive fast and was good at it. Sent me to driver security school and here I am,” James explained.
 
    
 
   Mark nodded, “And the girls?”
 
    
 
   James grunted. “Eye candy for the most part, but there are occasional perks.”  He twisted round in his seat and looked at Aiki, who was pouring drinks. “Screw the peanuts,” He whispered. “She’ll be offering blowjobs eventually.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrows went up. “Seriously?” 
 
    
 
   James nodded with a grin. “Absolutely. She’s sort of the unofficial stewardess, and this is a long flight.”
 
    
 
   “So where are we going?” Mark asked, putting the mental image of Aiki on her knees between his legs out of his mind. He had to remind himself that he had been the one to whip the poor girl bloody.  
 
    
 
   “Sydney.  Then they’ll take a helicopter out to the Ranch.”
 
    
 
   “A helicopter?” Mark asked.  
 
    
 
   James laughed.  “You seem surprised.  You didn’t expect Mr. Davies to drive the six hours out to the Ranch, did you?”
 
    
 
   “To be honest, I have no idea where we are headed.  I know nothing about Roger Davies, other than he happens to own my wife for the next year, and that he has the right to hurt her, torture her, and fuck her whenever he wants.”
 
    
 
   James winced. “Yeah, I know. I watched the show. I was rooting for you, really.”
 
    
 
   Mark gave the man an incredible look but then sighed. “Well, it’s over now.” He glanced out the window, but then looked back at James. “What does Davies do?”
 
    
 
   James shrugged. “Mostly whippings and spankings. He loves bondage as well. But he’s pretty damn inventive and some of the restraints he puts them in are so incredible you can’t help wanting to fuck the little…”
 
    
 
   Mark cut him off, his face red. “I meant ‘for a living’,” he said strongly.
 
    
 
   “Oh!” James said, his train of thought changing. “I thought you meant…”
 
    
 
   “I know what you thought I meant,” Mark responded gruffly.
 
    
 
   James shifted in his seat with a shrug. “Business I guess. He meets with people all over the globe.  I think he also owns a couple of boats. And a few resorts, but I’m not sure about that.”
 
    
 
   Aiki appeared with their drinks then and Mark accepted his soda. From there James pulled out a dog-eared paperback and began reading, leaving Mark to dark thoughts.  
 
    
 
   For Stephanie in the cabin up front, the flight was anything but peaceful. Slowly the vibrator worked her further and further into an oversensitivity that frayed her nerves and set her on edge. She tried everything she could think of to lessen the impact of her torment, from constantly shifting her weight, to rocking her hips, to trying to sleep. Nothing worked. And just as they were hitting the second hour of the flight she burst into tears, unable to tolerate the incessant stimulation.  
 
    
 
   Melody was the first to respond, twisting in her seat and wrapping her arms around Stephanie. Davies looked up and set aside his computer. He snapped his fingers and almost immediately Aiki was there.  
 
    
 
   “I think Stephanie is ready for a break,” Davies commented.  “Aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded, tears flowing down her cheeks.  
 
    
 
   “Unbuckle her and bring her here,” Davies ordered.
 
    
 
   Melody quickly unclasped the seat belt holding Stephanie down and Aiki helped pull the weeping girl to her high heeled feet. A moment later she was standing in front of Davies. He reached up and turned the dial of the vibrator. Stephanie didn’t realize how loud the vibrator had been until it was off and she gasped in relief, almost collapsing to the ground.
 
    
 
   “There’s a cost you know,” Davies said. Stephanie didn’t respond. She hunched over, clearly tired. Davies grinned and looked at Aiki. “Would you please tell George, James, and Mark to come forward for a moment?”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded obediently and headed for the back of the plane. Davies turned toward Stephanie.  “Lay down right here in front of me and open your legs wide, so I can take the vibrator out.”
 
    
 
   Melody helped Stephanie lay down. It was a relief not to be standing and when she felt Davies ripping open the Velcro straps that held in the vibrator, she felt a sense of relief. Footsteps made her open her eyes and she saw one of the security men standing just behind James and her husband. Mark’s eyes were wide and she could see his fingers flexing.
 
    
 
   “James and Mark, if you would both please grab an ankle and pull her legs apart,” Davies said simply.  
 
    
 
   James moved immediately, stepping around Stephanie and reaching out. His fingers tightened around Steph’s right ankle, holding on to the leather cuff, but Stephanie felt the man run his fingers along the inside of her sole, as if he wanted to feel her flesh.
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath, as if steeling himself and then did the same. He took hold of her leg and pulled it upright.
 
    
 
   “Farther apart, gentlemen. Spread her wide,” Davies commented. “I need her cunt perfectly available.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s face was a mask of controlled anger and Stephanie looked up at her husband, rather than at Davies. She had no idea what was coming next, but the relief from the vibrator made it worth it.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie?” Davies suddenly said to her, waving to get her attention. “This is very simple. You tell me when you’re ready for the vibrator to go back in, okay?” Then he lifted his hand and Aiki placed a short, flexible, leather paddle in his hand. Mark’s eyes widened in alarm, but Stephanie had no opportunity to express herself before the leather sap flicked outward and landed on her clitoris. The crack was audible over the whine of the airplane engines and Stephanie let out a clipped cry, bucking upward. Her arms tried to go down to cover herself and she only realized her hands were still bound to her nipples when another burst of pain exploded in her breasts.  
 
    
 
   She twisted instead and James lost hold of her foot, making Davies glare at the man. The driver bent down and grabbed Stephanie’s leg again, this time holding it more firmly as Davies took aim and once again slapped the supple paddle against Stephanie’s sex. Her labia flattened and the juice of her orgasm soaked the instrument. He hit her again, and then again, adjusting the force of his blows so that she was constantly arching her back, twisting and thrusting her hips, her head flying back and forth as she let out fresh cries of agony.
 
    
 
   Had Mark not witnessed something similar while completing “The Challenge”, he might have reached down and yanked the sap away from Davies. Or possibly killed the man. But George’s presence was clearly Davies’ insurance to make sure that Mark behaved himself. And so he held on to his wife’s jerking leg as another man hit her swelling and soaked sex.
 
    
 
   For Stephanie, the pain was incredible.  It had started as a sharp sting, but it built and built, snowballing until her crotch was nothing but searing heat, her distended and tormented clitoris the epicenter of pain. Her nipples throbbed horribly as she pulled on her breasts, her arms not even under her own control. Every muscle in her body tensed and suddenly she remembered that all she had to do to stop the beating was accept the vibrator again.
 
    
 
   “PLEASE!!! PLEASE!” she gasped, “I want the vibrator!” she begged.
 
    
 
   The beating stopped and Davies looked down at the woman. Her chest was heaving and her sex was bright red. Her clit looked twice the size as normal and her labia were rose colored petals, glistening with juice.  
 
    
 
   “I wondered when you’d be ready to get fucked again with the vibrator,” Davies said.  “And I’m sure we could find a volunteer to stuff it back in again. But first, we have to address the punishment you earned earlier when you talked back to me in the car.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s eyes widened and she looked up at Roger Davies. His grinning face was positioned between her outstretched legs and she realized that Mark and James had pulled her legs up so much that her buttocks were no longer even resting on the floor of the plane. She let out a hiccup, the normal reaction her body had to crying.
 
    
 
   Davies nodded. “I think a few more strokes would be appropriate,” he said.  Then without waiting, he slammed the sap down on Stephanie’s sex with a blow that made the others seem like love taps. Stephanie cried out, bucking wildly but both James and Mark held her ankles fast, one of them grinning the other furious. The wet leather struck her again and again and with her legs held wide apart, the only movement Stephanie had left to her was to thrust her pelvis forward, literally meeting the next impact of the flexible leather pad with her tender flesh.  Her sex seemed to gush, the pain of the sap mixing with the left over sensation of the vibrator and as Davies finished, all she could do was sob, wishing she could put her arms over her head.
 
    
 
   “Let her go now,” Davies ordered, tossing the sap aside. James did instantly, but Mark actually lowered Stephanie’s leg, rather than just dropping it.  He squatted down, the concern and anguish on his face instantly telling.
 
    
 
   “Mark, would you mind stuffing this thing back in your wife’s hole?” Davies asked politely, holding out the vibrator.  “Please make sure it’s set to low.” The man held it by the base, leaving the wet and cum soaked length free for Mark to grab. Stephanie’s husband took the toy, ignoring his wife’s juices.
 
    
 
   Mark knelt down and pried open his wife’s legs. She fought him for a moment, but a gentle squeeze on her shoulder finally got her to give in and she opened up.  She glanced around, seeing Melody, Aiki, Davies, James, and George the security guy, circled around her, staring. Mark had a frustrated look on his face, mixed with apology, and then Stephanie felt the tip of the vibrator gently rest against the inflamed petals of her sex.  He began pushing it in as softly as possible, but there was no way to spare Stephanie the discomfort of it. She whimpered again, groaning until the massive sex toy was once again fully buried in her depths.
 
    
 
   Mark slowly wrapped the straps around her hips and thighs, securing the vibrator in place. He seemed to be unusually slow, obviously taking his time to give her as much peace as possible before turning the thing back on. Eventually though he was forced to put his fingers on the base, twisting the dial. He set it to low and Stephanie groaned, her hips twitching again.
 
    
 
   Davies laughed. “She likes it,” he said. “Just let me know when you want another break.  It’s another eleven hours to Sydney.”
 
    
 
   Mark stood up and looked away.  Part of him wanted to tear Davies to shreds.  Part of him wanted to comfort Stephanie.  And yet, another part of him, a dark part that he didn’t like, responded to what was happening to his wife.  She clearly was handling the sexual torment with aplomb, almost as if she were made for it.  How had he never known?
 
    
 
   Davies looked over at James. “Now, I think these two gentlemen deserve a reward for their service.  I think blowjobs are in order.  Melody can service Mark, and Stephanie can handle James.”
 
    
 
   James grinned widely, but Mark started to protest.  “Why can’t I have Stephanie?” he demanded.
 
    
 
   Roger Davies glanced up.  “Because that would be inappropriate. And I want you to watch your precious wife suck another man’s cock. It happened during the Challenge and I understand you destroyed a television monitor over it. I trust you’ll be more circumspect this time,” Davies said, his tone hard.
 
    
 
   Mark grimaced and had to take a deep breath.  But then Melody grabbed his hand and started to pull him away.  He allowed it for just a moment, his attention on James, who was hauling Stephanie to her feet.  He wasn’t gentle about it either and her wrist cuffs once again pulled hard on her nipple clamps.
 
    
 
   Melody pushed on Mark and he fell backward into the couch the girls had recently occupied and watched as James sat down next to him.  Stephanie knelt down in front of the chauffeur while Melody moved between Mark’s legs.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah girl, suck it!” James said, already unzipping his fly.  
 
    
 
   Melody moved to Mark’s pants and suddenly he couldn’t handle it.  “No.  No.  I’m sorry. I can’t,” Mark declared. Stephanie glanced over at her husband. He saw the look of relief in her eyes, the sudden hope and Mark knew exactly how he would find the strength to get through this. He couldn’t deny others from using his wife, but he could deny himself using the other girls. He pushed Melody away lightly and she blinked in surprise.
 
    
 
   “You don’t want her?” Davies asked, an odd look on his face.
 
    
 
   Mark stood up and stepped around Melody. “No. No thank you. I want Stephanie, and if I can’t have her, then I won’t take anyone else.”
 
    
 
   Davies digested that for a moment. “I see,” he replied. There was a moment of awkward silence.
 
                 
 
   Very well then. You may return to your seat. If Stephanie requires another break from the vibrator I’ll send for you,” Davies said, a wicked smile on his face.
 
                 
 
   Mark nodded, glanced once at his wife, and then retreated toward the back of the plane. Davies merely nodded at James and said “continue.”
 
    
 
   A second later Stephanie was sucking on James’ shaft, bobbing her head up and down and trying to ignore the pinching of her nipples. It didn’t take long for the chauffeur to pop, sending a heavy stream of jism up into Stephanie’s throat. She went down deep, swallowing as she did so, sucking the cream downward. James groaned.
 
    
 
   Stephanie realized that she wasn’t hiccupping. After all these years, to discover the cure? All she could do was continue to suck, wishing that the man she had in her mouth was Mark.
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Four 
 
    
 
   Stephanie was on edge and near the end of her rope for a second time.  With the vibrator going non-stop her loins were a mixture of agony and ecstasy.  But now it was her nipples that hurt the most.  She was exhausted and the steady grinding of the vibrator inside her had brought her countless waves of orgasmic bliss, all in counterpoint to the throbbing heat of the clover clamps.  Her sex was sensitive as well, the orgasms merely a silver lining to the sensitivity she found excruciating and she was seriously contemplating asking for another “break” from Roger Davies.  She wondered how Mark would handle it having to hold her open again for a whipping.  Then Aiki came up to Stephanie and interrupted her thoughts, holding out a dress.
 
    
 
   “What’s this?” asked Stephanie, totally shocked.
 
    
 
   “Put on dress, take out vibrator,” the petite Asian girl said.  Stephanie sighed in relief as Aiki bent down and twisted the base of the sex toy, turning it off.  Sweet bliss slid through every pore of Stephanie’s body and when Aiki pulled the monstrous plastic phallus out of Stephanie it was almost like being born a second time.  There was a sensation of loss, the mass between her legs had been there too long, but Stephanie certainly didn’t miss the constant rumbling. To Stephanie’s surprise, Aiki licked the dildo clean, shocking Stephanie and making her blush.  But to Aiki it seemed a normal action and Stephanie suddenly wondered if it was par for the course.  Would she soon be handed a dildo or vibrator, freshly pulled from Aiki’s pussy and told to suck it clean?
 
    
 
   Then Aiki gently opened the clamps connected to Stephanie’s nipples and Stephanie let out a cry that Mark heard at the back of the plane. Blood rushed into the crushed nubs of her chest and pain exploded through her chest. Her arms were cramped, but she couldn’t help bringing her hands up to cup her breasts, as if her hands could mitigate the agony.
 
    
 
   Davies grinned from his seat on the opposite side of the cabin, watching with delight.  Melody was on her knees in front of him, working diligently on his manhood, her brunette hair covering her face.
 
    
 
   “Hurts, doesn’t it?” Davies asked, his eyes bright.
 
    
 
   Stephanie had tears in her eyes and she nodded.  
 
    
 
   “Good.  That’s sort of the idea.  Get used to it,” he said.
 
    
 
   Aiki reached up and wiped Stephanie’s cheek.
 
    
 
   “Get dressed now?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie took a shuddering breath and stood, trying to get a grip on her own physical reactions. She was still wearing the collar and bondage cuffs, not to mention the ridiculously high heels. But as she stood, Aiki began removing the wrist restraints and when she sank to the floor to get at Stephanie’s ankles, Stephanie began to actually feel human, rather than just a sexual object.
 
    
 
   Aiki stood again and helped Stephanie slither into the ruby colored material, pulling it down over her body. Stephanie wondered why she wouldn’t be marched nude into the airport, and finally realized that Australia probably had stricter laws regarding nudity in public than whatever tropical island they had left. The dress fit perfectly, providing ample support for her well-rounded but abused breasts, the collar low enough that almost the entire top half of her bosom was still on display. The hem was low enough to keep her sex covered if she were standing. Sitting meant showing off and Stephanie unconsciously ran her hands down the sides of her dress, trying to stretch the material as far as it would go.
 
    
 
   The Asian girl helping Stephanie pulled out a small case from a nearby compartment and opened it, revealing a makeup kit and hairbrush. Aiki took great pains with Stephanie’s hair and face, adding the lightest touch of eye shadow, lip gloss, and rouge. By the time Aiki was done, the pilot was announcing that it was time to land.  Everyone buckled up and Stephanie sat quietly as they descended.
 
    
 
   The process of getting off the plane was simple. Two men from Davies security team went first, followed by Davies himself. At some point Stephanie was handed a passport and she wondered how they had gotten one. She realized it was a fake, complete with a made up name, but with her picture. She frowned but then Aiki pushed on her slightly, forcing her toward the exit. Stephanie glanced backward, hoping to catch a glimpse of her husband, but evidently he had remained behind to help with the baggage.  
 
    
 
   Going through customs was ridiculously easy. She handed her new passport to the agent, declared nothing, and then moved to Davies side. Then they were whisked across the hanger and into a black SUV. As they drove away Stephanie turned and saw Mark coming down the stairs from the plane, his arms loaded with bags. He was clearly looking for Stephanie, but didn’t know she was already in the car. Then he disappeared as they moved out of sight.
 
    
 
   The drive was short, only five minutes as they made their way across the airport to a different area. A helicopter sat on a pad and they parked nearby. With its rotors already turning, Davies and two of the security men hurried the girls over to the chopper, opening the passenger door and helping the ladies in.  
 
    
 
   Stephanie had never ridden in a helicopter before and found the experience engaging. Her eyes widened as she looked out the window, seeing the ground drop away.  Davies had a set of headphones on and was talking to the pilot, but neither Melody nor Aiki wore a set. Stephanie saw Sydney and even recognized the multi-shell shaped Opera House in the bay.  
 
    
 
   Stephanie had always wanted to come to Australia, but she admitted to herself that this wasn’t exactly the way she intended. Serving as some one’s sex slave didn’t seem to be the best way to see the country. She settled back in her seat and looked down.  After only ten minutes they were flying over rugged country and her eyes widened when she saw her first kangaroo hopping along.
 
    
 
   The flight never grew boring, though they flew for over an hour. Stephanie had no way of keeping time and she was so engaged with the view that even her exhaustion was immaterial. The terrain turned towards farms and then got drier as they moved further out into the bush. Finally the helicopter banked and Stephanie saw a large complex, with barns and a massive ranch house that could have fit six or seven of her and Mark’s place inside. There was a massive swimming pool in the back, and a large deck. A few people, tiny dots to Stephanie, rushed out of the house and stood by in the gravel yard.  
 
    
 
   The helicopter landed, but neither the engines nor rotors slowed. The staff rushed forward, opening the door and George the Security guy accompanied Davies out and over to the house. Stephanie looked up as her door opened, seeing a white haired man in his late fifties holding out a hand. She took it and he helped her down, holding onto her as she struggled to find her balance in the wind. He handed her off to a woman, plump and beaming a huge smile, dressed in what was obviously a cook’s apron, though she wore blue jeans and a button up shirt underneath.  She walked Stephanie toward the house, hunched over, as if the whirling blades overhead were low enough to decapitate her.
 
    
 
   A moment later the helicopter took off and Stephanie had to shield her eyes as dust went flying.  When she looked up, the chopper was gone and instead she was standing on the porch of the ranch house with Aiki and Melody, as well as some of the staff. Davies didn’t wait, but marched past them and walked in as the silver haired man opened the door for him.
 
    
 
   “Welcome home, Master Davies,” the man said.
 
    
 
   Aiki followed and grabbed Stephanie’s hand, pulling her along.  They moved into the house, the heat that Stephanie was only just noticing abated by the air conditioning inside.  She emerged into an opulent foyer, with artwork hanging on every wall.  But the centerpiece that shocked her, was a niche directly opposite the massive front door. A beautiful but very naked girl was sitting on some sort of pedestal, her arms and legs bound in what could only be considered an uncomfortable pose. Her knees were pulled wide apart, showing off the pink slit between her legs. She was blond, with a pert nose and a dash of freckles across her cheeks, and she was much younger than Stephanie.  Her nails were painted a delicate shade of pink, but it was her skin, a fair and white expanse marred with mostly healed bruises and whip marks that drew Stephanie’s attention.  
 
    
 
   Davies paused for just a moment to appreciate the girl and then grinned. “Hello Silvia.  I hope you’re ready to greet me,” Davies said. He moved his arm and extended two fingers. These he thrust directly into Silvia’s slit, driving his hand forward. Silvia’s eyes widened and she gasped, her hips rocking with obvious pleasure. Davies smiled again and withdrew his fingers. They were coated with the girl’s goo and he turned to Aiki who opened her mouth wide. He stuck his dripping fingers in Aiki’s mouth, who greedily sucked Silvia’s lubrication off Davies hand.
 
    
 
   Stephanie grimaced. While she would have been happy enough to put her own tongue on Silvia, tasting the delicate blond herself, the idea of sucking the girl’s juices off Davies’ hand seemed wrong. Stephanie shook her head. She realized there were many things she would need to get adjusted too over the next year.  
 
    
 
   As Davies walked further into the house, Aiki stepped up next and to Stephanie’s surprise, drove her own two fingers into Silvia’s sex, eliciting a soft gasp from the bound girl. Aiki thrust her hand several times, clearly to Silvia’s intense relief, only to extract her hand and have a second helping, her tongue licking her fingers clean. Then the Asian girl turned to Melody and Stephanie.
 
    
 
   “It common for everyone. Touch her,” Aiki said. “But no satisfy.”  
 
    
 
   Melody stepped up first and lightly stroked Silvia’s sex.  The girl’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and then she groaned as Melody pushed her fingers in. She swirled them around inside Silvia, stirring the pot, using her thumb to stroke the girl’s clit as she pulled out.
 
    
 
   Stephanie could see the arousal in Silvia’s face and when it was her turn she extended her thumb so that when her fingers entered, she was able to rapidly stroke Silvia’s clitoris. Silvia went wild, shaking and gasping, her hips jerking and Stephanie got into it, jamming her hand forward and back with increasingly steady thrusts.
 
    
 
   “I think that’s enough, young lady,” the silver haired man said from behind Stephanie. His hand came out and grasped Steph’s wrist and pulled her hand out of Silvia.
 
    
 
   “The idea isn’t to make her pop.  It’s to keep her wet and ready for whomever comes in the door. If she dries up she’ll get punished and if she cums, as much as she wants to right now, she’ll have a harder time staying wet. You’ll understand when it’s your turn on the pedestal.” His words startled Stephanie and she looked back at Silvia, imagining herself bound and spread like that. He let Stephanie’s hand go and she glanced down at her slick fingers. Silvia was panting and whimpering behind her.
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and opened her mouth. She sucked her fingers clean, tasting Silvia’s sweet nectar. Then she watched as the man stuck his own fingers into Silvia, wiggling them around for a moment, watching her jerk wildly from the heavy penetration. Then he held his hand out to Stephanie and she realized he wanted her to suck Silvia’s cream off his hand. She hesitated.
 
    
 
   “Do it, or you’ll be the one punished,” he warned, but sympathetically, as if he didn’t want to do it.
 
    
 
   Stephanie opened her mouth and the silver haired man stuck his fingers in. The flavor hadn’t changed and she slurped the juices off the man’s hand quickly. He pulled away and wiped his fingers on a towel that dangled from his belt and then motioned for her to continue on into the house.
 
    
 
   “Who are you?” she asked softly.
 
    
 
   The silver haired man grinned. “I am Toby. I’m Master Davies steward and head butler.”
 
    
 
   “Did the butler do it?” Stephanie asked without thinking. Then blinked, realizing she might have overstepped her bounds.
 
    
 
   Toby merely laughed. “Hardly. Though occasionally I am responsible for administering punishments. It is not a duty I relish,” he admitted. He again motioned for her to move along and she turned back to follow Melody.
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened as they entered what could only be described as a great room.  There were multiple seating areas with expensive furniture, sunken pits rounded with padded seats, a massive fireplace on the opposite side of the room, and a white fur rug before it.  But what disturbed Stephanie the most was that there were several pieces of furniture that were clearly meant for bondage.  A solid looking wooden horse stood in one corner, the wood unusually shiny and polished on the edged saddle where a naked girl could sit.  Another bondage cross stood in the corner opposite, the heavy leather covered beams waiting for a captive.  There was sexual art on every table, erotic sculpture that displayed the most deviant acts of hedonistic pleasure and the artwork, while expensive, carried the theme through the entire room.
 
    
 
   Stephanie took in the art and realized that there was one overriding thought process at work.
 
    
 
   Women were objects, meant for sexual use and little more.  
 
    
 
   She grimaced.  When she had started learning about the BDSM lifestyle, so many of the practitioners had said that being submissive was about love and giving in.  She had hoped to create that sort of relationship with Mark, submitting to his needs and desires, thus satisfying her own.  But here, with Roger Davies, she wasn’t a submissive. She was an object, a slave, without will of her own, without an escape. He could do practically anything he wanted to her and she had no recourse. She doubted he would damage her with anything permanent, but still… it was difficult to come to terms with the reality. If he did even a quarter of the activities to her that were depicted in some of the artwork, she’d be destroyed before the year was out.
 
    
 
   The living room was crowded, or so it seemed. Two younger, beautiful women, both as naked as Silvia had been, rose from their seats and gone straight to Davies. Deep, wet, full tongue kisses followed, their hands caressing him as they rubbed their bare bodies against his with feline like grace.  Stephanie’s eyebrow went up, taking in the worship these two women gave the man.
 
    
 
   Davies ended the little game by twisting the dark haired girl around so that she was staring at the redhead, and gave her four sharp, hard spanks, right on the bottom.  She squealed, her hips rolling with exaggerated sexual need, the tips of her breasts hard.
 
    
 
   “Have you been a good girl, Cindy?” Davies asked.
 
    
 
   The brunette nodded, her lip caught between her teeth.  “Yes, Master,” she replied. “Though Toby had to punish me twice.”
 
    
 
   Davies shook his head, pretending to be sympathetic, but he was also clearly pleased. “You made poor Toby punish you? That’s not very nice. That might deserve a punishment all on its own,” Davies observed.  
 
    
 
   Cindy’s eyes widened and she looked down, a touch of fear in her face. “Yes, Master Davies,” she replied.
 
    
 
   Davies turned toward the redhead.  “And what about you, Rebecca.  Were you a good little girl?”
 
    
 
   Rebecca didn’t smile and shook her head. “No sir,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   Davies cocked his head. “And what did you do while I was away?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Toby cleared his throat.  “You might want to save that for later sir.  We were forced to use the punishment spot.”
 
    
 
   That seemed to surprise Davies and he frowned at Rebecca. “I’m disappointed Rebecca. We’ll discuss your behavior later, after I’ve had a chance to rest.”
 
    
 
   Davies looked at Toby.  “I have two more to add to my harem. The girl in green is Melody. The curvy blond in red is Stephanie.”  He glanced at Steph and his eyes lingered there. “There will be some additional complications with Stephanie’s service and I have some very specific duties for her to attend to. We’ll discuss it after the girls get settled.”
 
    
 
   Toby bowed his head. “Very good, sir.”
 
    
 
   Davies nodded and grabbed Aiki’s hand, then snagged Rebecca’s arm, pulling them with him as he crossed the living area and disappeared toward the back left, heading down a hall. Stephanie stood there uncertainly, until Toby stepped forward.
 
    
 
   “Well now, let me introduce Ms. Parks,” Toby said, holding out a hand toward the plump but well-dressed cook who was standing in a corner.  “You’ll be seeing a lot of her, since domestic chores will be assigned to you. And just to let you know, Ms. Parks was once like you.  She was a personal favorite and choose to stay on after her service term expired. She is the only woman in the house allowed clothes.”
 
    
 
   Toby said that with emphasis and Stephanie got the message. She glanced over at Melody, who nodded, and together both women began pulling the one piece dresses up over their heads. When Stephanie was naked she stood with one arm across her breasts, the other covering her loins as Toby took the material and draped it over his arm.
 
    
 
   “Now, please accompany Ms. Parks.  She will show you to your room and explain some of the basic rules to you.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie eyed the beaming woman and took a deep breath, wondering what was coming next.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Five 
 
    
 
   “So the helicopter took her?” Mark asked, helping James load the last of the luggage into the heavy framed truck. James nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yep.  They fly out.  We’ve got a six and a half hour drive ahead of us.”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “So what’s happening to her right now?” he asked.
 
    
 
   James gave him a crazy look. “How am I supposed to know? I’ve only been in the house a few times,” he paused with a grin. “But those times were pretty amazing.  Davies keeps a girl tied up in the entry hall with her legs spread and everyone who enters has to stick his fingers in her. If she’s wet you can have her suck the cream off your fingers.  If she’s dry, you let the butler know and he punishes her.  
 
    
 
   “Punishes her?” Mark asked as he put the last bag in the back of the truck.
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s what I’ve heard,” James admitted. “But I’ve never seen that kind of punishment.  What I have seen is some of the girls getting tortured over by the pool and of course on the rock.”
 
    
 
   “Torture?” Mark queried, trying to keep his interest low-key.  He was merely trying to get a grip on what challenges Stephanie would be facing.
 
    
 
   “Oh, water hoses, whippings, brutal fuckings, toys. I like how he sometimes ties the girls down to chairs and puts sunscreen on every part of their bodies but their tits and between their legs. That can’t feel good, especially when he fucks them stupid later,” James commented.
 
    
 
   Mark felt another surge of anger, but his body also betrayed him. The thought of Stephanie tied down naked in the sun actually aroused him and he tried thinking of mulch and garbage in order to get the idea out of his head.  James started the truck and a few minutes later they were driving.  
 
    
 
   “So you really had no idea you were going to do The Challenge, huh?” James asked a few minutes later.
 
    
 
   Mark, who had been watching the scenery and trying to memorize the route James was taking, looked back at the chauffeur.  “Yeah.”
 
    
 
   James cocked his head.  “Pretty lady. And gutsy.” he commented, obviously wanting to say more. Mark didn’t reply, leaving whatever James was thinking about Stephanie alone.
 
    
 
   “Look, I don’t mean to be a jerk or anything,” James said a moment later when Mark didn’t bite. “But you do know what she’s going to have done to her, right?”
 
    
 
   Mark looked straight ahead through the window. “I’m trying not to think about that.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you’re going to have to eventually. I mean, it isn’t like the staff see that kind of thing every day, what with working the ranch and everything. Only the butler and the cook. They are around the girls all the time. But the rest of us are only given brief glimpses.”
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “At least I’ll be near her,” he said.  
 
    
 
   James sighed. “I guess, mate. But if it were my girl, I’d either be kidnapping her and getting out of the country, or cheering Davies on and asking if I could help.” The incredulous look on Mark’s face made James grin.  “Just sayin’,” the chauffeur said.
 
    
 
   Mark turned back to the window and James frowned. “Long drive, man.”
 
    
 
   They continued on in silence with Mark rebuffing every attempt by James to get him to talk. He was lost in a dark funk, thoughts of Stephanie rolling through his mind.  The worst part was that so many of his most vivid memories of her were totally recent, the last few days in fact, and he had no problem recalling her wild ride on the wooden horse, or suffering through multiple orgasms on that damned double dildo chair.  The taste of her skin, her sex, the scent of her hair, all of it was fresh and immediately accessible and all he wanted was to wrap his arms around her and hold her.  
 
    
 
   Followed immediately by wild and manic sex.
 
    
 
   A thought occurred to him then.  Stephanie had theorized that they had both been drugged during the Challenge, making them more amorous and ready for sexual intercourse at the drop of a hat.  Now that he had left the island, how much was the drug affecting his thinking?  Would he find himself less inclined toward sexual thoughts?  
 
    
 
   James had turned on the radio and had been singing along with what sounded to Mark like country western music, except with a decidedly Australian twist.  Mark reached over and turned off the music.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” James protested.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry I’ve been uncommunicative.  I was wondering if you could tell me a bit about Davies’ ranch,” Mark asked, changing his tone into something much friendlier.
 
    
 
   James shrugged. “What do you want to know?”
 
    
 
   “How big is it?  How many people work on it? Does his security staff guard the whole place, or just his house?  What kind of livestock does he have on his farm?  That sort of stuff.”
 
    
 
   The driver gave Mark a skeptical look.  “And the question about security?  You aren’t thinking of taking my suggestion are you?  Kidnapping her?” 
 
    
 
   Mark looked away, unsettled. “Let’s just say that I’m examining all options,” he finally replied.
 
    
 
   James shook his head. “Well you’re crazy. Assuming you can get her out, you’ll have to arrange transportation back to Sydney and we’ll be in the outback. Not easy to get out of there. Add to that the fact he’ll just dispatch a team to go retrieve you. Even if you make it back home to the states, he’ll have someone come and get her back to fulfill the terms of the agreement, and you’ll probably end up in a body bag.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened.  “He’s that sort of man?” he asked, suddenly feeling a cold lump in his stomach.
 
    
 
   James looked uncomfortable. “There are rumors, that’s all. But some of the staff say that Davies has some shady business dealings. I haven’t seen proof of it myself, at least not directly. But I’ve delivered him to some questionable places, mostly in Hong Kong, Shanghai, and Tokyo.” James snickered. “And Washington D.C.” he added with a sly look at Mark.
 
    
 
   “Ah, that wretched hive of scum and villainy,” Mark muttered.
 
    
 
   James’ eyes widened. “Excellent. Another Star Wars fan!” James replied.
 
    
 
   Mark couldn’t help smiling. “I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t overdo it, mate.”
 
    
 
   “So how many people work the ranch?” 
 
    
 
   James thought about it for a moment. “There are about a dozen outside hands, but that changes occasionally based on the season. The ranch foreman handles that side of the business and he’s the only one that meets with Davies. I’m sort of in a strange category. I have a room in the servant’s quarters, but my responsibility is driving, meaning that I don’t go in the house. Basically I wait for Davies to want to go somewhere.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds boring,” Mark replied.
 
    
 
   James shrugged. “Not so much. I’ve got things to entertain me. And Davies likes to drive around the property, hunt, and occasionally we go into the nearest town. It’s about an hour away. I get to drive fast and I love the SUV. Clearance is good.”
 
    
 
   “What about inside the house?” 
 
    
 
   James shrugged. “I know about the butler, a guy named Toby. And there is Ms. Parks, who handles the cooking. She makes the meals for everyone, including the outside hands. Meal time is my favorite because she usually has one of the girls help with the serving, and not wearing a stitch of clothing.” James grinned. “The girls are all beautiful.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve no doubt,” Mark said. “How many girls?” 
 
    
 
   James shrugged. “Not sure. I’ve seen maybe eight different girls during my five years. All races too, though he’s partial to petite women with big tits. His current favorite is that Asian girl, Aiki. She’s got some special pull with him and almost acts like his personal assistant as well as slave. He’s only had her about a year though.”
 
    
 
   “I know about Aiki. So what do you think I’ll be doing?” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   James’ eyebrow went up. “You? I have no idea. It’s not like you’ll be driving,” he said with a laugh.  “Who knows? What do you do in real life?”
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “Maintenance. I work at a factory and maintain the heavy equipment.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we don’t have much of that. Got one tractor for mowing and the like, but most of our maintenance jobs are contracted from the town.” James glanced back at Mark. “Maybe that’s what Davies has in mind for you. Maintenance.”
 
    
 
   “I think what Davies wants is for me to watch him torture Stephanie,” Mark said angrily. “He gets a hard-on knowing that her husband is standing right there, unable to stop it.”
 
    
 
   “Or he wants you to help,” James added.
 
    
 
   Mark gave him a sour look, but then conceded. “Or help,” he repeated. “I’m just not cut out for this,” Mark said. “I’m a normal guy, not some sort of sadistic, perverted sex king. I never asked Stephanie to do this and I feel way out of my depth.”
 
    
 
   James’ head bobbed in agreement.  “Tough deal, mate.  Wish I knew what to tell you.” He paused. “Well, I do have a suggestion.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked at the driver. “I’m listening.”
 
    
 
   “Go along with it,” James said. “Your wife is clearly a pain slut and can handle practically anything done to her.  She proved that in the Challenge. I saw what they did to her, what you did to her, and I don’t think Davies will do much worse.  Maybe more of it, but nothing worse.”  He took a breath and continued. “As far as you go, ride it out.  Watch and learn. Take it day by day and eventually the year will be over, your wife will be free, and you can head on home.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “That may be the only option, but I’m calling that Plan B for right now.”
 
    
 
   “So what’s Plan A?” James asked curiously. 
 
    
 
   “Not sure, but I’ll think of something.”
 
    
 
   They continued driving, their conversation focused on the more mundane.  James talked a lot of science fiction, of Star Wars, Star Trek, and some show called Firefly, which he was evidently agitated had been cancelled several years before after only half a season.  Two hours later he told Mark they were on Roger Davies’ property, and thirty minutes later they rolled up in front of the ranch house.
 
    
 
   It was evening time with the sun just beginning to set in the west and James pulled up right at the front door.  He hoped out of the car and looked at Mark.
 
    
 
   “Help me with the luggage? You might get a chance to see her.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded and helped James with several of the large bags. Together they moved the collection up onto the porch and James rang the bell. A minute or so later a silver-haired man opened the door.
 
    
 
   “Ah, James. I’m glad you’re here. The master was asking for something from one of his bags. He’s in his study so you can take the luggage directly to the master suite.”
 
    
 
   James shrugged. “Right, and I got here as quick as I could. This is Mark, by the way,” James said, introducing Mark.
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course. Mark Conner.” The silver-haired man looked at Mark. “Mr. Conner, welcome to the Ranch.  I’m Toby, Master Davies’ steward and butler.”  He reached out a hand and Mark found himself shaking it.
 
    
 
   “Once you’ve assisted James in bringing in the luggage, Master Davies would like you to bring yours in as well, since you will be assigned a room here in the house.  I’ll then give you a brief tour of the facilities, and explain your duties to you. After that, Master Davies would like to meet with you around nine in order to handle some of the legal paperwork.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “Uh, I suppose that will work.”
 
    
 
   Toby smiled. “Excellent. James will show you where to put the luggage, and of course, some of the more unique aspects of our Master’s home.” Toby stepped back and for the first time Mark could see into the entryway.
 
    
 
   The art work was impressive, but his eyes immediately found the niche James had spoken of.  Mounted and bound was a brunette with huge eyes.  Her legs were drawn up and spread, exposing the dark pink slit. Mark was pretty sure he could see moisture glistening there. 
 
    
 
   James walked in carrying one bag and pulling two others. He stopped in front of the bound girl and without a word but with a smile, stuck two fingers into the girl’s slit and swirled his hand around. Mark heard her moan and watched as her hips moved with James’ touch.  Then the chauffeur pulled his hand away from the girl’s crotch and stuck his fingers in her mouth. She sucked greedily and Mark couldn’t help but wonder how long she had been there or when she’d be released.
 
    
 
   James moved out of the way and looked at Mark expectantly, as did Toby. Taking a deep breath and wondering if this were some sort of test, he stepped up to the girl and copied James, slipping two fingers into the brunette’s body, feeling her juices coat his fingers. Then he pulled out and put his hand in her mouth.  She sucked her own lubrication from his fingers and James nodded with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Told ya,” he said. He picked up the bags and started to walk into the house.
 
    
 
   Mark followed quickly and only had the most cursory of moments to look at the main living area.  The place was massive, with a sunken conversation pit, hearth and white fur rug.  But what caught his eye were the pieces of torture furniture scattered around the room.  He wanted to stop and stare, but James moved off to the left and headed down a short corridor. A moment later Mark found himself in the master suite, a large room with a king sized bed that seemed large enough to fit seven or eight people.  But what disturbed Mark most was that the underside of the bed had been formed into a cage, with steel bars.  Pillows lined the inside and there was more than enough room, but it was still a cage.
 
    
 
   Worse, the posts on the bed were solid wood and fitted with an assortment of metal rings at various heights. There were a pair of leather bondage cuffs hanging from one of the posts and the foot board actually was formed into a replica of a medieval stocks, with holes cut out for the head and both wrists. It was positioned at just the right height so that someone laying on the bed could be fully restrained. The nearby wall was decorated with a selection of crops, whips, straps, and paddles that made Mark’s eyes widen, and he suspected that the nearby bureau was just as crammed full of things designed to titillate and hurt whatever lady happen to be in Davies’ bed.
 
    
 
   James ignored all of it though and proceeded through a far door. Mark followed and again felt blown away by the bathroom. It was massive, almost as big as the master bedroom, and sported not only a shower big enough for four, with multiple shower heads and a number of strange rings mounted high up on the marble walls, but a Jacuzzi tub big enough to swim in. The place was decorated with the same distinct sexual theme, with photographs of naked women cleansing themselves, soap suds their only attire. Even the soap dispenser was a nude bust with large tits. A row of rubber dildos and anal plugs sat along the edge of the tub.
 
    
 
   “This might be slightly over the top,” Mark said, glancing around with skeptical eyes. James turned and moved to his left, opening another door and led Mark into the walk-in closet.
 
    
 
   The closet was bigger than Mark’s entertainment room and James got out several luggage stands and began setting up the bags. Mark followed suit and soon they were done.
 
    
 
   “Pretty impressive, huh?”
 
    
 
   Mark grunted. “If you like the whole ‘de Sade’ motif.”
 
    
 
   “Huh?” James asked curiously, the name obviously unknown to him.
 
    
 
   Mark shook his head.  “Never mind. It’s not important.”
 
    
 
   James shrugged. “Well, I’m kind of jealous. You’ll be living here in the house, seeing all the girls every day. I only get to see the one helping out with meals”
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s husband took a deep breath. “It’s nothing to be jealous of. What if it was your girlfriend, or wife, who was being constantly tortured within earshot, if not actually in your presence?  How would you feel if every scream you heard made you wonder if it was her?”
 
    
 
   James didn’t reply, but did look a little uncomfortable. He turned and led Mark out of the closet and then back through the massive bathroom. As he passed the bed Mark wondered how long it would be before his wife, his Stephanie, would be the one spread out on those sheets, bound spread-eagled while Davies fucked her.
 
    
 
   The thought did not please Mark and he wondered if his wife had already had his new employer’s cock inside her. In the end he realized it didn’t matter, Davies would eventually have her regardless.  And after seeing her take other men during the Challenge, it wasn’t quite as difficult a concept to imagine as it might have once been.
 
    
 
    
 
   Mark followed James back out of the house to the truck and grabbed his own bag.  James stuck out his hand and Mark shook it.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry about your circumstances, but I hope you get through it. And she really is a good cock-sucker.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up and James coughed. “I live over in the building next to the barn, so if you need me, you can find me easily enough. Plus my phone extension is 374.”
 
    
 
   “Three seven four. Got it,” Mark replied.
 
    
 
   “And don’t forget, when you go back in, you have to do the girl in the foyer.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. James sounded so insistent on that fact. “I’ll remember.”
 
    
 
   James got back in the truck and drove off, leaving Mark standing alone in front of the house. Finally he picked up his bag and went back in through the open door. They foyer was empty except for the brunette and Mark put down his bag and stepped up to her.
 
    
 
   “What’s your name?” he asked gently.
 
    
 
   The girl blinked, surprised at being spoken to.
 
    
 
   “Sir, this slave is called Cindy.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “Well Cindy, the truth is that I don’t want to touch you right now.”
 
    
 
   She blinked in surprise. “Do I not please you?” she asked, clearly confused.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened. “Oh, no it’s not that. You are very pretty. But you aren’t doing this of your own free will. You’ve got no choice. And to be honest, there is another woman here that I’m dedicated to. You might have seen her? She’s blond and arrived today. Her name is Stephanie.”
 
    
 
   Cindy blinked. “Oh. You’re the husband!” she said.
 
    
 
   That surprised Mark. He didn’t realize that his relationship to Stephanie would be common knowledge.  
 
    
 
   “That’s right.  I’m Mark.”
 
    
 
   “I’m so sorry,” Cindy blurted.
 
    
 
    
 
   “Sorry?  Why are you sorry? Because she’s here?”
 
    
 
   Cindy didn’t seem to understand that because she shook her head. “No, I’m sorry because it’s going to be so much harder for her. Rebecca told me what Master Davies ordered for Stephanie.” She grimaced. “It’s going to really hurt.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s face went from calm to angry in a heartbeat and he leaned forward. “What do you mean?” he hissed.
 
    
 
   Cindy was about to speak when suddenly Toby showed up.  “Ah, Mr. Conner. I see you have brought your personal items in. Have you finished with Cindy?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Before Mark answered Cindy shook her head, but didn’t say anything. Toby glanced from girl to man and then gave Mark a frosty look. “Please respect the traditions of the house, Mr. Conner.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s lips were tight as he slipped his two fingers into Cindy’s slick depths and pumped them for a moment, letting the anger drain away. Whatever Davies had in mind for Stephanie wasn’t going to stop because Mark knew about it. He pulled free of the bound girl and stuck his fingers in her mouth, letting her suck her own juices from his digits.
 
    
 
   “Excellent,” Toby said lightly. “Now if you’ll come this way.”
 
    
 
   Mark picked up his bag, wiping his wet fingers on his pant leg. He followed Toby, turning right out of the living area and entering a closed door that led to a narrow and only minimally decorated corridor.  
 
    
 
   “This hallway leads to the kitchen, storage rooms, and one or two extra bedrooms.  Master Davies has decided that we need a permanent maintenance technician to handle the house’s electronics, electrical and plumbing needs, thus eliminating our need to contract with repairmen from the town.  I presume you are qualified?”
 
    
 
   “Uh… I suppose,” replied Mark.  
 
    
 
   Toby gave him a suspicious look.  “Then I will place my faith in Master Davies’ decision. He continued down the hall and they passed an open doorway that led to the kitchen. The place was only semi-lit and spotless as Mark glanced in. It was also big.  Then Toby continued down the hall.  He opened the next door, which was unusually large, and led Toby into what was obviously a storage room.
 
    
 
   “You will be converting this far corner into a workshop for your materials and tools. Please provide me with a list of supplies you will need by tomorrow. I have a list of light bulbs and other items that we keep in stock and you’ll find them on this shelf here.”
 
    
 
   “Okay. Sounds easy enough.”
 
    
 
   Toby arched an eyebrow. “I can assure you Mr. Conner that your duties toward the house will be sufficient to keep you occupied. However, Master Davies did want me to tell you that there might be special projects that he will need your assistance with.”
 
    
 
   “Special projects? You mean watching him torture my wife?” Mark asked, his anger getting the better of him.
 
    
 
   Toby shrugged. “Possibly. I don’t profess to know what the Master is thinking.  But I can say that Master Davies has expressed an interest in designing some of his own implements of restraint. He might ask you to craft some of his previous designs.”
 
    
 
   Mark gave Toby a slight look of revulsion. “You mean I actually get to build the devices he plans on using to torture my wife. Wonderful.”
 
    
 
   Toby ignored the comment. “Now I will show you where you will be staying.”  He left the storeroom and Mark followed.
 
    
 
   The small bedroom was about the size of Mark’s kitchen at home and had room for a single twin bed, a bureau, and a small desk and chair.  There was a computer on the desk as well as a flat screen television mounted on the wall. Mark set his bag on the bed.
 
    
 
   “Looks cozy.”
 
    
 
   Toby smiled. “Breakfast is served at both six and eight in the morning.  Just go through the kitchen and the dining hall is on the opposite side. If you go to the six o’clock serving you will find yourself eating with the ranch hands.  I will leave you a list of current maintenance issues on your workbench, once you have it built. In the meantime, I will find you personally and deliver it to you.” Toby paused. “Have you had dinner?”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “James stopped and picked us up something a few hours ago when we passed through the town.”
 
    
 
   Toby nodded. “Lunch is served at noon and dinner is at five thirty in the evening. Should you get ‘the munchies’ as Ms. Parks calls them, there is a refrigerator in the kitchen with a blue stripe across the front.  Anything in there can be eaten at any time. The only request is that you clean up whatever you use and put everything back in its appropriate place. Any questions?”
 
    
 
   “Do the girls eat in the dining hall?”
 
    
 
   Toby gave Mark a suspicious look. “No. They dine with Master Davies or separately.”
 
    
 
   “And where do they stay?” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   Toby hesitated but then gave Mark a thin smile. “You’ll find their quarters soon enough I dare say, but they are on the hallway opposite this one on the other side of the house. Which brings us to the rules.”
 
    
 
   “Rules?”
 
    
 
   “House rules. You are the first staff member who has been housed here, rather than in the barracks outside. The rules of the house are simple. You will not touch or converse with any of the girls unless forced by circumstances or in the presence of myself, Ms. Parks, or Master Davies. Conversations will be short and to the point.”
 
    
 
   “So no touching or talking to the girls. Does that include my wife?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Toby replied succinctly.
 
    
 
   Mark stared at the man, trying to decide if Toby was an enemy, a friend, or just an innocent bystander. Finally Mark looked away.
 
    
 
   “Look Toby, I know why I’m here and I know that I’m powerless under the circumstances. I’ll behave myself.”
 
    
 
   “That’s good, because your conversation with Cindy in the hallway has already earned her a punishment.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened. “What?  Why the hell should she be punished?”
 
    
 
   Toby smiled grimly. “It is the house rules. Obviously we cannot punish you, so instead we punish the girl. Knowing that Cindy will be whipped, spanked, and suffer a day of orgasm denial for even talking to her, will discourage you from doing so again.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s anger popped right back out. “Well that’s damned unfair! I didn’t even know the rules! I was trying to be nice!”
 
    
 
   Toby shrugged. “Just because you didn’t know the rule doesn’t make it inapplicable. She knew she’d be punished from the moment you opened your mouth.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s fists clenched tight and he resisted the urge to slam his fist into Toby’s face. He turned and counted to ten, trying to calm down.
 
                 
 
   “Now, if you’re ready, I’d like to show you more of the house before you meet with Master Davies,” Toby said, stepping back out into the hall.
 
    
 
   The tour went quick and as Mark saw more of the mansion, the more disgusted he became.  Every room sported manacles, stocks, and other strange apparatus that would bend bodies or cause pain.  Dildos were everywhere; sitting on tables, mounted on chairs, even stuck to walls.  It was like some sort of sick sex parlor.
 
    
 
   When Toby showed Mark the girl’s rooms, he recognized Melody right off. She was lying naked on her bed, only covered with a thin sheet, sleeping soundly. There was no door, no privacy, no bureau, and with no entertainment devices in the room, Mark knew that it was merely for sleeping.
 
                 
 
   The other rooms were empty, making it clear to Mark that the other women were elsewhere in the house. Finally Toby led Mark back out to the sitting area.  He paused momentarily as he spotted a red haired girl sitting quietly in the sunken pit, her legs spread to each side of the circular couch, working herself steadily with a massaging vibrator.  The view was intoxicating and highly erotic.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Conner, that is Rebecca,” introduced Toby.  “She will be replacing Cindy at the front door in an hour or so.”
 
    
 
   “I see,” Mark said, nodding toward the girl who continued to masturbate, though with a gleam in her eye as she appraised Mark.  Mark didn’t speak to her directly, not wanting to risk earning her a punishment.
 
    
 
   Toby smiled at Mark’s reticence to speak. “You learn fast, Mr. Conner. There may be hope for you.  Are you ready to meet with Master Davies?”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “I suppose I am.”
 
                  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
   Toby led Mark away from Rebecca and her steady self-pleasure to a hallway opposite the bedroom suite.  Mark followed along, still looking at the various pieces of artwork along the walls, half-shocked at the explicitness of each work. The artist had rendered each oil painting in exquisite detail, expressions of lust and agony etched on every nude woman’s face. After a while it became more than Mark could handle and he resolved not to look. Toby led him into a dimly lit room, paneled in rich oak and smelling of rich, raw tobacco. Mark looked around. Book cases lined the walls and a heavy wooden desk sat in one corner of the room, Davies’ laptop computer was open and up.  
 
    
 
   The man himself sat behind the desk, his feet up on the wooden counter top, but it wasn’t Davies that drew Mark’s attention. As his eyes swept the room he finally found his wife. Stephanie was lying naked, face up, bent backward over a strange wooden contraption that had her spine arched painfully in a half circle.  Her arms and legs were drawn outward and she was again sporting the leather wrist and ankle cuffs she had worn earlier. Her skin was heavily marked, making it obvious that she had recently been whipped by a flogger of some kind, with fresh marks centered over her protruding pubis.  There was also a wire that seemed to extrude from between her swollen petals, stretching out to a small pink colored box that lay near her hip. From her twitching, Mark had no doubt that there was some sort of sex toy inside her, stimulating her to orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Ah! Mark! Finally!” Davies said, standing up and coming over to shake Mark’s hand. “I hope you enjoyed your tour, mate. Like my home?” 
 
    
 
   Mark shook Davies hand right back and smiled, looking away from Stephanie.  “As a matter of fact, I think your taste in art is sick.”
 
    
 
   Davies roared with laughter and let go of Mark’s hand. “I like that about you, mate. You always speak your mind.” He shook his head. “But you’re wrong. Replace sick with deviant, and you might hit closer to the mark. My dad was a bit of a hedonist and had certain ideas about women. Have you met Ms. Parks?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Mark shook his head. “Not yet.”
 
    
 
   “Well when you do, take a good look at her. She may be in her forties, but I can tell you that when I was ten she was the woman that made me a man, and I before I used her my dad had me whip her thoroughly, especially between the legs. Every once in a while I sneak into her room and have my way with her still. It’s sort of like going home to mother.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked, just a little disgusted at the thought. “I’m not sure how to reply to that.”
 
    
 
   Davies laughed again and walked over to where Stephanie lay on the bench.  Mark moved that way, his eyes languishing over the discomfort Stephanie was feeling.  Davies put a hand out and grasped one of Stephanie’s breasts, kneading it almost unconsciously.  Mark’s eyes went down to his wife, watching as she gasped at the touch.  Since her feet were closer to Mark, he couldn’t see her face.  She was bent over too far.
 
    
 
   “Well Mark, I know that Toby would have told you what your role is to be here at the house and I have no doubt you’ll be able to handle it. Now I’ll need you to sign a power of attorney form so I can have one of my attorneys handle your accounts and make sure your mortgage gets paid.”
 
    
 
   “All right,” Mark said.
 
    
 
   Davies nodded. “As far as your monthly accounts go, I’ll make sure you get enough to pay all your regular bills. You won’t need any spending money here at the Ranch and I’m sure I can find a way to keep you entertained. And of course you have the money at the end of your term to look forward too. So just keep that in mind. Now, do you have any questions?”
 
    
 
   “One of your girls mentioned to me that you have some special plans for Stephanie, painful ones,” Mark said casually.  “I’m concerned that you will mistreat her due to my presence.”
 
    
 
   Davies smile faded. “Really. Which girl may I ask?
              
 
   Toby stepped forward.  “Cindy, Master.  I’ve already scheduled punishment for her.”
 
    
 
   Davies nodded.  “Add Rebecca to that list, since I have no doubt it was Rebecca who said something to Cindy.” Davies sighed and let go of Stephanie’s bosom.  “Mark, let me explain something to you. I bought your wife fair and square and your being here is a caveat. I’ll be honest, I’m attracted to Stephanie. She has exactly the kind of body I enjoy. And the way I enjoy a woman’s body is to hurt them.”
 
    
 
   Davies went to the wall and plucked a leather bound flogger from a hook. With a few casual steps, he moved back over toward Stephanie.
 
    
 
   “Don’t get me wrong, I’m not into meaningless torture, mate. I’m not going to put thumbscrews on her, or cut her, or burn her,” Davies explained. “But sexual torment is the score, the woman the instrument, and her screams of both agony and ecstasy are the music.”  He reached down with his freehand and plucked the control to Stephanie’s sex toy up off the strange arched bench.  A slide of this thumb caused Mark’s wife to tense, her hips jumping as she tried to thrust despite her precarious position.
 
    
 
   Then without a word of warning, Davies slammed the flogger downward, striking Stephanie’s loins.  The leather curled over and around her sex, stinging and burning the loose petals, the swollen clitoris, and she cried out with a sound that wasn’t quite pain, and wasn’t quite pleasure, but a mixture of both.  Mark felt himself ready to spring, but held it back, instead watching as Davies focused on Stephanie.
 
    
 
   “She is exquisite, is she not?” Davies asked, running his free hand over Stephanie’s flesh.  “Feel her proportions, the swollen breasts, the taut stomach, the delicate curve of her hips. She is designed to suffer for our pleasure and is lucky that I have tastes that don’t leave her damaged.
 
    
 
   He bent down, using his forefinger to point out a single red welt that stretched along Stephanie’s mons. “See Mark? See here? This is what I mean! She responds to this! Craves it even! She asks for it! And as men, we must give it to her.” Davies held out the whip.
 
    
 
   “In all honesty, I wasn’t going to let you even have this with her, but now I see that while I must deny you the pleasure of your wife’s body, I can certainly offer you her pain. So take the whip. Strike her breasts and her cunt. Make her scream as she orgasms.  It’s what I want to hear,” Davies said with passion. “You should hear it too.”
 
    
 
   Mark took the whip, looking down at it with a mixture of both horror and desire.  Then he shook his head. He dropped the whip on the floor and looked up at Davies.
 
    
 
   “I’m not like you. To me the music is hearing her whispers in my ears, the feel of her arms around me, of soft passionate love and laughter afterwards. I don’t need to hear her scream to get my jollies.”
 
    
 
   Davies stared at him. “You did it during the Challenge,” he pointed out.
 
    
 
   “Because I had to. Because losing meant this,” Mark gestured at Davies and the room.  “It meant her automatic subjugation instead of returning to our lives.” He shook his head. “You may force me to watch, to witness what you do to her, but you can’t make me an accessory to your abuses.”
 
    
 
   For a moment there was silence. Toby hurried around Mark and picked up the flogger, handing it to Davies. He swung it lightly in his hand and measured up Mark Conner.
 
    
 
   “You’ve stated your position well, and I admire that,” Davies said.  “But ask yourself one thing. This woman whom you love signed you up for a BDSM game show, in which she knew she would be sexually tortured. And that means it’s what she wants.”  Davies leaned closer. “Want to know the other reason I bought her?” he asked. “It wasn’t just because she has the perfect body.  It’s because by the time I’m done with her, she won’t want to leave. She will be perfectly willing to remain here and let me use and torture her. So I’d think right hard about your priorities, mate.  Because if you can’t be what she needs, I will.”
 
    
 
   Mark stared hard at Roger Davies. Their eyes locked and there was a moment where neither men would look away. Mark’s heart trembled but he stared at Davies with an intensity that might have burned a lesser man. Then, to Mark’s relief, Davies turned away first, only to swing the flogger hard, slashing the strands across Stephanie’s tender breasts.
 
    
 
   Mark took a step forward in anger, but Toby’s hand came down on his shoulder.  Davies swung again even as Stephanie let out another cry, this time aiming for her open legs.  The whip curled around her pubis, flattening her petals and literally sending droplets of her juice flying.  Mark watched in fury as Davies beat Stephanie with the flogger until the woman was crying out, pulling hard against her bonds.
 
    
 
   “Now Stephanie. I want you to cum now!” Davies whispered above the woman.  He twisted the flogger around backward and began rubbing the base of the handle over and around her swollen and distended clitoris. Stephanie went nuts, bucking and trying to force herself onto the handle, a grotesque display of lust that seared Mark to the core.  What had Davies done to Stephanie to make her so… ready?
 
    
 
   “You want to cum, don’t you?” Davies asked and for the first time Mark heard her speak since the airplane. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Master!” she gasped.
 
    
 
   “Then beg me for it. Tell me what you want!”
 
    
 
   “Hit me!” she cried out. “Hurt me, please!  I want to cum!”
 
    
 
   “Where should I hit you?” demanded Davies.
 
    
 
   “On my pussy!” she replied, her voice taut and strained.
 
    
 
   “Hard or soft?” Davies asked, frustrating her even more as he continued to rub her clitoris.
 
    
 
   “HARD!” she screamed.
 
    
 
   “And do you want me to do it, or your beloved Mark?” Davies demanded.
 
    
 
   “MARK!”
 
    
 
   Her husband stared at her in horror, shaking his head. “No. This isn’t what I want!” he declared.
 
    
 
   “But it’s what she wants!” urged Davies, holding out the whip.
 
    
 
   Mark glared at the man and crossed his arms.
 
    
 
   Davies gave him a sad look.  “Do this and you might end up losing her,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Do this and I might end up losing myself,” Mark replied. “You just don’t understand, Davies. You may never be able to understand.”
 
    
 
   Davies looked back down at Stephanie and swung the whip.  The leather strands impacted harshly on her pubis, leaving thin red lines. He lifted his hand again and again, striking her until she was sobbing, her sex a swollen, heated mass of flesh. She sobbed as she pulled against her bonds, her head rolling from side to side.  
 
    
 
   There was no orgasm.  Davies had let the moment roll past and he hung the whip back up on the wall.  With a grim look he returned to his desk and pushed a single sheet of paper forward toward Mark.
 
    
 
   “Sign here, please. It gives my factor power of attorney and directs him to pay the bills.”
 
    
 
   Mark stepped over and read the document thoroughly. Everything seemed in order so he signed it.  Davies nodded and took the paperwork and slid it into a desk drawer.  
 
    
 
   “That will be all tonight, Mark. Tomorrow after breakfast I’ll want to discuss a few projects I have in mind with you. I have some drawings I want you to look at,” Davies said quietly.
 
    
 
   Mark Conner nodded. “Alright. I’ll see you tomorrow morning after breakfast.”  
 
    
 
   Toby motioned Mark to head to the door and Mark glanced over at Stephanie.  Her chest was heaving and her hips rolled with lewd motions. Her petals were wide open and clear fluid dripped from her. Her skin was flushed across both her bosom and her loins, obviously inflamed from the blows of the flogger. Mark longed to go to her, to scoop her up and wrap his arms around her, to hold her close. And instead, she was condemned for a full year to the brutal ministrations of a man who didn’t understand.
 
    
 
   “Mark,” Davies suddenly said. “I may not agree with it, but I admire your determination. I just hope it doesn’t cost you something you treasure more than your moral ground.”
 
    
 
   Mark tore his eyes away from Stephanie and smiled at Davies. “It won’t. Not in matters of the heart,” he said.  Then left the room.  
 
    
 
   He wasn’t there to here Davies’ reply. He followed Toby back down the hall leaving Davies and his wife alone.
 
    
 
   Davies turned and went back to Stephanie, his left hand going down to her inflamed sex.  He gently began fondling her as Aiki came out of a side room.  She was naked, wearing only her black strap high heels, and she stepped up next to Davies, slipping her arms around him.  She glanced down at Stephanie, her eyes tracing the thin red welts left upon the blond girl’s skin.
 
    
 
   “Well?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Aiki frowned.  “Takanada-san refuse. He say you must provide item or he take out insurance.”
 
    
 
   Davies let out an explosive breath and pulled his fingers from Stephanie’s slit.  They were covered in her juice but the Australian ignored it and instead began pacing, lost in thought.
 
    
 
   Finally he shook his head. “Circumstances have changed.  I’m not sure explaining it to him directly will serve any purpose however.”  He let out a grunt and shook his head.  “I’m not sure what else I can do.  I’ve returned the deposit.  Even provided an apology.  But what he wants is just not feasible now.”
 
    
 
   Aiki didn’t say anything, but stepped up to him and took his hand.  She lifted it to her face and opened her mouth, gently sucking the digits that had been rubbing Stephanie. She was patient and soft and when she was done Davies kissed her.
 
    
 
   “Will you make try for it?” Aiki asked when he let her go, her stunted English quite noticeable.
 
    
 
   Davies’ eyebrow went up.  “Are you mad? It’s out of my hands now.  I was a middleman, arranging the purchase and transport. I can hardly be held responsible for the item no longer being on the market.”
 
    
 
   “Takanada-san disagree,” Aiki pointed out.
 
    
 
   “Let him. What can he do to me here?” Davies asked. Then he put his hand behind her head and tilted down to kiss her again.  “Mmmm… you taste good. I think I want sushi tonight.”
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled as Davies’ hands began roaming over her body.  His head bent lower and suckled her nipple into his mouth.  She let out a high pitched whimper, closing her eyes and tilting her head back.  Her long black hair fell straight down to her shoulder blades. Davies let go of her, his eyes blazing.
 
    
 
   “What of Stephanie?” Aiki asked.
 
    
 
   Davies glanced at the blonde woman still bound to the half circle frame. She was twitching from the sex toy still buried between her legs and no doubt the blood rushing to her head was making her a little woozy. He grinned. “Let her loose and bring her.  I suppose a California roll might be appropriate too.
 
    
 
   Aiki bowed, smiling, and she hurried over to Stephanie. Carefully she loosened the woman’s bonds, leaving the ankle and wrist cuffs on, but releasing her from the awkwardly curved bench. Slowly Stephanie lifted herself upright, her eyes glazed as she teetered. Aiki held her as Stephanie pulled herself together.
 
    
 
   Davies left the study and a moment later Aiki pulled Stephanie to her feet and then pulled the vibrating egg out of Stephanie. Leaving it silent on the bench, Aiki rose and smiled. Stephanie allowed Aiki to guide her out of the study and across the central great room. There was sound in the alcove and Stephanie cast a quick glance in that direction. Mark was gone, but Toby was in the process of helping Cindy down from the small table. Rebecca was waiting nearby. But Aiki didn’t give Stephanie a chance to watch the procedure, instead taking her to the master suite.
 
    
 
   Stephanie had not yet been in Davies’ bedroom and the sheer size of it bewildered her. The bed was massive, and just a little scary, what with the cage underneath, the stocks and other accouterments of sexual torture around the room. She tried to imagine herself spread-eagled and bound to that mattress and found that it aroused her. Aiki took her into the bathroom and then with a warm, wet washcloth, cleaned gently around Stephanie’s loins.
 
    
 
   “Aiki, what is happening to me?” Stephanie asked softly.
 
    
 
   Aiki looked up and then glanced past Stephanie’s hip. “It is not good for us to talk, especially here,” she warned Stephanie. Her clipped English had once again disappeared.
 
    
 
   Steph grimaced. “I know, but I need to understand. Why is he torturing Mark? Can’t he just leave him be? I won’t let Davies take him from me.”
 
    
 
   Aiki sighed, even as she patted the cloth against Stephanie’s genitals. “You don’t know what serving a man like Davies is like. It becomes,” she paused, trying to think. “All encompassing. It becomes a way of life.” Aiki gave Stephanie a sad smile. “He is going to break you. He will make you want it so much that your love for Mark will falter.
 
    
 
   Stephanie frowned. “Never,” she declared. “I love him too much. Even if he doesn’t want to use me, I will love him.”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s patient smile was belied by the sadness in her eyes. “Use you? That he wants. But to hurt you? I think not. In either case I hope you are right. Now hush. He will be along in a moment.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie bit down on her lip. Aiki spent the next few minutes giving Stephanie what essentially amounted to a sponge bath, clearing the dried cum from her thighs and adding sweet strawberry scents to her skin. Stephanie moaned, realizing that for the first time in hours her sex wasn’t stuffed and stimulated, her nipples clamped and pinched. It was a heady sensation. The only thing she craved now was sleep. Finally Aiki finished and with a soft kiss to Stephanie’s hip, the Asian girl stood, took Steph’s hand, and led her back into the master bedroom. They found Davies waiting for them.
 
    
 
   He was lying naked in the center of his bed, his shaft semi-hard, his clothes draped over a nearby chair. Aiki pushed Stephanie to the bedside and then circled around to come in from the other direction. Steph copied Aiki, climbing up onto the massive bed, sinking into the incredible softness of the mattress. Aiki slithered up as well, her hands and mouth finding Davies’ cock, stroking and licking it. Stephanie didn’t know what to do until Aiki looked up, her mouth still wrapped around Davies, and motioned her closer.
 
    
 
   Stephanie put her hand on Davies’ scrotum, caressing the man’s balls with gentle fingers as Aiki bobbed her head. There was a groan and then Stephanie felt a hand on her buttock.  It pulled at her and she yielded, moving her body closer to his.  His hand slid between her legs, touching her petals and clit, caressing her even as she touched him.  
 
    
 
   To Stephanie it was almost nirvana, the gentle touch, the probing fingers stroking her petals.  Aiki came up off Davies’ cock and nodded at Stephanie. She leaned forward lightly, still trembling as she felt the tender caress, and took his firmness in her mouth. Her heart sped up and when Davies found her clit and began lightly flicking his finger against it, she let out a gasp from around his shaft.
 
    
 
   Then Aiki was pushing her head away and took back the thick member. To Stephanie’s surprise, Aiki swung her leg over Davies’ thigh and then rocked her hips, sliding the saliva moistened shaft through the sweet petals hidden below the trimmed but still lush bush of her pubic hair. Stephanie felt Davies pull at her and she allowed herself to be moved further up his body until it became clear he wanted her to straddle him.  She did, and as Aiki began bouncing on him, impaled with his manhood, Stephanie cried out in pleasure as Davies’ tongue found her swollen slit, licking and sucking at her with an almost unearthly hunger. His arms wrapped around her thighs, holding her to his face.
 
    
 
   Davies seemed intent on devouring her and as Stephanie rocked from the onslaught of his tongue, he reached up and grabbed her wrists, pulling them backward.  The moment he did, Aiki reached out and began pinching Stephanie’s nipples, tweaking the welted mounds until Stephanie couldn’t take it anymore.  The blond woman cried out, her hips gyrating like mad as the orgasm that she’d been denied for so long finally blasted through her.  An explosion of juices leaked from between her legs, soaking Roger Davies’ face, but not slowing the tongue lashing for even an instant.  Her nipples throbbed under the vice-like grip of Aiki.
 
    
 
   Every ounce of energy seemed to flow out of Stephanie and a moment later she started to fall over, unable to keep herself upright.  Aiki let go of Steph’s breasts, seeming to focus on her bouncing, while Davies shoved Stephanie aside, rolling her away.  He reached up and pulled Aiki down to his chest, letting her grind and roll her hips, as Stephanie just lay there and watched, dazed and exhausted.
 
    
 
   A moment later Davies rolled Aiki over, pinning her to the sheets as he drove his shaft deep into the Asian girl’s well.  As he thrust forward, his hand came up and he slapped at Aiki’s breasts, hitting the girl’s small, well-formed bosom until finally he put his hand back down for support. His hips pummeled her, driving in hard and fast, and then he let out a groan that announced his orgasm as clearly as a bell.  Aiki’s eyes widened intently and then she let out a soft whimper as he pumped his seed into her depths.
 
    
 
   Davies seemed to collapse, resting his entire weight upon the petite Asian girl’s body, only to reach out and lay a hand on Stephanie’s thigh.  For a few minutes nothing happened and Stephanie began to fall asleep.  Movement awoke her and she opened her eyes to see Aiki climb from the bed and move into the master bath.  The sound of water filling a tub came next and Roger Davies rolled over, his mouth curled up in a smile as he studied Stephanie’s profile.
 
    
 
   “You are rather fetching. I understand what Mark sees in you,” Davies commented.  
 
    
 
   At the mere mention of her husband’s name Stephanie felt a wave of shame. How could she possibly allow herself to feel this sated, this good, without Mark being there?  It just wasn’t right. Stephanie closed her eyes, blinking away the tears. She knew she had asked Mark to whip her, begged him practically. But he had refused. Why? It would have driven her into an orgasm and she would have felt this way with him, rather than Davies. The big Australian ran a finger over the slope of her breast and teased the nipple. It was tender and a bit sore, but Stephanie accepted the touch without complaint. His hand began to explore her body, touching the soft flesh and tender parts with a gentle yet insistent caress.
 
    
 
   Finally Aiki reappeared at the door and nodded. Davies grabbed Stephanie’s hand and pulled her up.  “Come, the bath is ready,” he said, leading the exhausted blond woman into the bathroom.
 
    
 
   A massive Jacuzzi style tub sat in one corner of the room, large clear paned windows looking out on the pool deck. Marble lined the edge and Stephanie immediately noticed a wide variety of dildos and anal plugs, some with suction cup bottoms, waiting to be used. The tub itself was easily big enough for three people, and filled with white, soapy water. Davies climbed in, his hand still wrapped around Stephanie’s wrist, pulling her in with him. The water was hot, but as they sank down Stephanie groaned in pleasure, reveling at the sensation as her muscles began to relax, until Davies turned her around, facing away from him.  
 
    
 
   With her back pressed to his washboard stomach, his arms still around her, she felt uncomfortable again. Worse, Aiki grabbed one of the anal plugs, positioned it near the edge of the tub, and then sat down on thick toy, literally impaling her own bottom. Stephanie gaped as the petite Asian girl spread her legs wide so that the soft pink folds of her sex were on display. Aiki’s petals were still wet from her copulation with Davies and her position invited Stephanie’s eyes to delve into the Asian girl’s depths. Stephanie felt Davies slip his hand along her hip and then his fingers were probing between her legs. Stephanie stiffened as he touched her, instinctively pressing her thighs together.
 
    
 
   “Relax,” Davies whispered. “I merely want you open and available. I can touch you anywhere I want, whenever I want and you must learn this.” He nodded toward Aiki. “Now watch. You’ll be expected to do what she does soon.”
 
    
 
   Aiki looked at both Davies and Stephanie and then twisted slightly. With her legs still open, her depths revealed, she pulled a small basket forward and pulled a razor and shaving butter into the open. Stephanie looked confused, but then watched with interest as Aiki began lathering some of the cream onto her petals. Then with gentle movements, the petite Asian girl began shaving her sex. 
 
    
 
   Aiki left the traditional patch of dark hair above her sex, but the sides of her labia were shaved smooth. It was intensely erotic and Aiki seemed to be lost in the sweet pleasure of it, her fingers spreading her sex, drawing the blade across her skin. Davies said nothing and his hand rested on Stephanie’s sex, not rubbing, or penetrating, but merely a significant presence.
 
    
 
   “Of course there are shower facilities in the dorm, so while you must do this every day, most of the time it will be in private,” Davies murmured in Stephanie’s ear, even as he probed at her slit beneath the water. Stephanie nodded, not daring to speak. Aiki spent another five minutes on the edge of the tub, then put away the toiletries before lifting herself off the anal plug. She slid into the hot water, pulling the plug in after her and washing it thoroughly before sticking it back on the marble edge. Davies pulled his hand out from between Stephanie’s legs and pushed her across the tub toward Aiki.
 
    
 
   “Wash each other. Sensuously,” he commanded.
 
    
 
   Stephanie was unsure of what to do but Aiki immediately took the lead. She reached up and poured a small amount of soap into her hand, then immediately began rubbing Stephanie, hands gliding up and down her back, swirling around to her front to cup her breasts. Stephanie moaned, especially when Aiki’s fingernails teased the tiny pink tips of Steph’s nipples. Aiki’s hands slid down between Stephanie’s legs and the curvy blond couldn’t help opening up, letting out a tiny cry of strained relief as Aiki’s fingers penetrated deep. After a minute of the Asian girl’s fingers in her sex, Stephanie moaned as Aiki moved again, her hands gliding deeper, touching Stephanie’s bottom. For a moment Step stiffened as Aiki’s pinky finger delved into her anus, but she couldn’t help feeling the pleasure of it. Then Aiki pulled away, grabbed Stephanie’s hand, and poured soap into it.
 
    
 
   Stephanie got on her knees, her breasts floating on the top of the water as she began caressing Aiki. Davies merely sat on the other side of the top, his arms draped along the sides, a genuinely appreciative smile on his face. Every once in a while, through the suds floating on the top of the water, Stephanie could see the man’s member, soft and flaccid. Evidently he’d been well satisfied and even the vision of two gorgeous women bathing each other sensuously wasn’t sufficient to rouse him. When it came time for Stephanie to wash Aiki’s slit, she began working her finger through Aiki’s lower half with eagerness. Aiki’s breath picked up and she began to moan.
 
    
 
   “No,” Davies suddenly said, leaning forward. “Don’t make her cum, Stephanie. That is mine. It will be me who decides when any of you are to cum. By my order. You may tease her, yes. But know this, if you make her cum, or any of your sisters, or even yourself, without my express permission, or by my hand, then you will be punished, and the girl you provided relief to as well.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie drew her hand out from between Aiki’s legs, a horrified expression on her face. “I’m… I’m sorry, Master. I didn’t know.”
 
    
 
   Davies laughed. “I’m well aware of that. I’m telling you know. No doubt you’ll be given the facts soon enough.” He nodded at Aiki. “Well? Finish?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and went back to caressing Aiki. It was difficult for her to balance the needs of doing it sexually, and yet still not push the girl into orgasm. Stephanie though back to their tryst on the bed. She didn’t think Aiki had even cum! Eventually she finished and Aiki, showing solid control, nodded in thanks. Then it was Davies turn. Aiki showed Stephanie how to wash the man and the two women, pressing their soft breasts into him at every turn, washed Roger Davies with gliding, soapy, warm and wanton hands.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   Mark was surprised to find sunlight streaming through the tiny window of his room the next morning and he rolled over, his eyes settling on the small digital clock/radio that sat on the simple nightstand. It was already after eight in the morning and he groaned as climbed out of the bed. He’d been exhausted, but he was more than a little surprised to have discovered himself sleeping in. Usually he was up at six each morning. Still, he supposed that jet lag and the exhaustion from competing in The Challenge had needed to be addressed.
 
    
 
   He climbed to his feet and opened the bureau drawer. As expected, it was empty. He sighed and looked down at the clothing he’d worn the day before. It wasn’t exactly suitable for working a maintenance job. He grabbed hold of the luggage he’d been given. There were some basic courtesy toiletries, the kind available from any hotel shop, his boxers, and that was it. With a snort of derision, he tossed the bag down. Hell, he didn’t even have any clothes except for what he’d worn on his back.
 
    
 
   He dressed and stepped out into the corridor, his stomach rumbling and he headed for the kitchen Toby had shown him the day before. As he approached he heard women’s voices, and laughter. Quickening his step he emerged into the kitchen and stopped in surprise. At the sink opposite the hallway stood Ms. Parks, her shirt sleeves rolled up to the elbow, her arms covered in suds. She was chatting blithely with a naked girl, much younger, whose back was to Mark. His eyes took in her nudity and he blushed as he caught sight of the fresh welts that marred her rump.
 
    
 
   He coughed delicately. “Um, excuse me,” he said softly.
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks let out a tiny cry and whirled. Her eyes widened but then her mouth curled up into a huge smile. “Oh, if it isn’t our newest jackaroo!” Ms. Parks said sweetly. She grabbed hold of a towel and immediately began drying her hands. Mark didn’t know what to say and just stood there, momentarily stunned.
 
    
 
   “Cindi, be a dear and get the man some food.”
 
    
 
   Mark turned his gaze at the woman next to Parks. Now that he could see her face he recognized her not only one of the girls he’d met the previous day, but the one he’d gotten in trouble. He almost greeted her, but then turned back to look at Ms. Parks.
 
    
 
   “I apologize for sleeping in and missing breakfast, but between the jet lag and the events of the last few days, I was beyond exhausted,” he explained. Ms. Parks laughed and hurried around the stone island. She laid a hand on Mark’s arm and pulled him over to a stool.
 
    
 
   “Nothing to say, really. I know how it is, jet setting all over the world like Master Davies. Men like you always try to do too much,” she said warmly. Mark sat down on the stool, trying very hard not to look at Cindi, who was busily loading up a plate from a few containers sitting out on the island.
 
    
 
   “Um… Ms. Parks?” Mark asked cautiously. “I was wondering if you could help me understand a few things. Toby told me that you were uh… experienced.” 
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks let out a laugh. “Oh my yes. I was Master Davies third women, the original Michael Davies, not his son Roger, though Roger is a good man. I was his first and I’m proud of the things I taught him about women.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked, not quite prepared for the brutal honesty. He glanced at Cindi and then looked back at Parks.
 
    
 
   “Well, what I’m wondering about is these rules. Like you and Cindi were talking just a moment ago. I’m a bit confused and hoping I didn’t interrupt you.” He said it apologetically.
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks pressed herself against Mark’s side. “That is awful sweet of you sir, but think nothing of it. I’m one of the girls, so some of the rules don’t technically apply to me. You can think of me as a,” she paused momentarily. “A translator.”  At this point Cindi came over with a plate, a thick wedge of what looked like a breakfast scramble steaming in the center. “It’s leftovers, but I don’t think you’ll complain. I cooked it myself!” Ms. Parks said with a wink.
 
    
 
   Mark suddenly realized he was famished and dug in. “So,” he said between mouthfuls of cheddar cheese infused egg, filled with sausage, onion, and fried potato. “I’m not allowed to talk to the girls directly?”
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks gave Mark an understanding smile. “Yes, and no. You can’t have a conversation with them unless you want them punished.” She gave a sly glance at Cindi. “And don’t be surprised if one of them pounces on you, trying to get punished. They’re all incorrigible!”
 
    
 
   Mark saw Cindi’s eyes widen and a look of irritation crossed the young girl’s face. Still, it wasn’t nearly as appealing as her bare breasts, which seemed to hover just out of Mark’s reach. He found himself hardening and shifted slightly in his seat. Ms. Parks didn’t seem to notice and turned back at him. 
 
    
 
   “But since you live in the household you are permitted to give the girls certain orders, but only if they’re assisting you with duties.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “So me telling Cindi to get on her knees and suck my cock…”
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks’ eyes hardened slightly. “Would be unwise. Master Davies has made it clear you aren’t allowed the privilege of using the girls without express permission from him.” Her tone was stern, but then she patted his hand. “But don’t you worry none. If things get too much for you, come see me and I’ll take care of your needs.”  Her hand slid up his arm and to his side and to his shock, went down his hip toward his crotch. Mark let out a little gasp of surprise and jerked away.
 
    
 
   “Uh! No! No thank you!” he stammered, much to Parks’ amusement. Then he frowned. “Not that I’m unappreciative, I mean.”
 
    
 
   She laughed. “Oh honey, I know. With such good looking eye-candy around like Cindi and your scrumptious wife, what’s a washed out forty year old woman like me worth, right?” She smiled. “But honestly, experience can be amazing and there are tricks I learned before your pretty wife was even born.”
 
    
 
   Mark decided to focus on his food and began eating again.
 
    
 
   “The girls know they aren’t supposed to talk to you either. Remember that any unauthorized sexual contact between you and them will result in them getting punished if they’re caught. Or if you report them. And you should,” she assured him. “Occasionally it’s a test. Master Davies will direct one of the girls to make contact and if you don’t report it, she’ll get double the punishment.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “There seems to be a lot of talk about punishment, but what I saw him doing to Stephanie yesterday seemed pretty darn bad as far as punishment goes.”
 
    
 
   On the other side of the island Cindi’s eyes widened and her mouth opened. Mark could tell she desperately wanted to disagree with him. But it was Ms. Parks who put words to it.  “I know how you feel sir, but punishment here is beyond anything Master Davies has done to your lovely wife so far. She could be taken to the punishment stone in the yard, where the ranch hands could use her for a couple of hours,” Parks explained simply. “Or he could secure her in one of the restraints, constantly tormented and aroused, but denied orgasm for days on end. Those are the worst,” Ms. Parks said. Cindi nodded, emphasizing the cook’s explanation. “Or he could use her non-stop for a week. Usually he switches out the girls for his daily pleasures, giving each one the time to recover before being used again. But each of us have spent days under the lash, enduring non-stop orgasms, his penetrative cock, getting taken front and rear.” Suddenly she reached up to the white blouse she wore. It had an elastic collar and she pulled it down. Mark gasped as her bare breasts came into view. “And if he’s really mad, and you truly deserve it, the repercussions can be... “
 
    
 
   “My God! What did he do to you?” Demanded Mark, staring in horror at the scars on Parks’ breasts. She let him look for a good long moment. Her nipples were taut and hard and both breasts were full, if weighted down with her age. Then she covered herself.
 
    
 
   “That wasn’t Master Roger, but his father. Still, the knowledge that something like this might happen keeps the girls in line.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded and went back to his food. “Okay, on another line, I seem to have no clothing other than what I’m wearing,” he said simply.
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks smiled. “Not that I’d mind seeing you in the buff, but if you’ll just give me your sizes I’ll have one of the ranch hands go into town for a sanger and I’ll have em pick you up some denims. If that will suit you?”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “Whatever you think Davies will want me wearing. I don’t think he’d appreciate me running around his house in the buff.”
 
    
 
   Parks laughed. “True, though the girls and I would certainly enjoy it. There would be some red bottoms that's for sure!” She drew out a small notepad from her apron and a pen. “Now give me your sizes.”
 
    
 
   Mark obliged and after a few more minutes pushed his plate away. Cindi took it and Mark couldn’t help the fact that his eyes kept going back to her naked rump. She was clearly gorgeous, with dark brunette hair, fetching brown eyes, a trim waist and these amazing legs that went all the way down to a pair of stiletto high heels that couldn’t have been comfortable to walk in.
 
    
 
   “Ms. Parks, do all the girls where high heels?” He asked a moment later.
 
    
 
   Parks glanced down at Cindi’s feet, then her own slipper clad soles. “No. Master Davies has them alternate. Barefoot one day, on heels the next. He’s a man who knows that such accouterments don’t make the woman. Besides, when a girl is barefoot it provides him another place to abuse.
 
    
 
   Mark gave her a curious look. “What do you mean?” He asked. Parks was about to reply when Toby walked in.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Mr. Conner. I hope you slept well?” He asked stiffly. 
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “As well as can be expected under the circumstances,” he replied. “Where’s Stephanie?” 
 
    
 
   No one replied and Mark looked around the room. Clearly it was an uncomfortable question. Even Ms. Parks looked discombobulated. Toby coughed. “The slave girl Stephanie is currently in her room, sleeping. She had a late night and needs her rest. She will be allowed to sleep in and will then be assigned some light housekeeping duties for the afternoon.”
 
    
 
   Mark had been about to protest at Toby’s words “the slave girl,” but the man hadn’t given him a chance to interrupt. Now he did so. “She’s not ‘the slave girl’,” Mark said forcefully. “Stephanie is my wife. I’d appreciate it if you remembered that.”
 
    
 
   Toby frowned and looked at Mark for a long moment, but then his eyes fell. “I will… I’ll try,” he said. 
 
    
 
   Mark, sensing he finally had the upper hand, got up off the stool. “Alright, well I guess it’s time I got to work. I remember where my work room is supposed to be, but I’ll need to be shown where I can store some of the stuff that is in there. Plus I need to know if I should focus on machinery or woodworking.”
 
    
 
   Toby blinked. “I… I’m not actually sure. I’ll ask the master when next I see him.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “Good.” He turned toward the bright-eyed and warm smiling cook. “Ms. Parks, it has been an absolute pleasure to make your acquaintance. I look forward to continuing our discourse another time.”
 
    
 
   Parks giggled and to Mark’s surprise, she gave him a little curtsy, followed by a hip-wiggle. Toby’s frown deepened. Mark tapped the butler on the arm and pointed toward the hallway. “After you,” he said.
 
    
 
   Toby nodded and turned tail, heading down the hallway. Mark caught up with him after a few steps and when he was relatively sure they were no longer in hearing range of the kitchen he reached out and snagged Toby’s arm. Toby was pulled up short, his eyes angry.
 
    
 
   “What?” demanded the butler. 
 
    
 
   Mark gave him a knowingly look. “You’re sleeping with Parks.”
 
    
 
   Toby’s eyes widened. “What would you know about it?” 
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “I can see love man. I know what it is. And she’s the only woman who is allowed to randomly have sex in this place. You’re the only guy other than Davies, who I’m guessing usually picks one of his little beauties instead of his forty year old cook. She’s close to your age,” he continued. “And lastly, she’s got a charming personality. I can see why any man could appreciate her charms.”
 
    
 
   Toby’s eyes glared at Mark, but then they softened. “You… you understand?”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded and clapped the butler on the back. “Hell yes, man. Of course I understand. My wife probably spent the night tied spread-eagled to Davies’ bed, getting fucked stupid by someone other than me. I’m furious. I’m ready to spit nails. If it wasn’t for the fact that Stephanie literally signed up for this I’d be fighting Roger Davies right now with every ounce of strength I had.” Mark paused with a deep sigh. “I probably still should,” he added, a sharp pain going through his heart.
 
    
 
   Toby looked up and down the hall, then put his hand on Mark’s arm, his voice low and urgent. “Mr. Conner, listen to me. You’ve got to find a way. Women who stay here end up…” he paused. “Damaged. Mentally. It might be the Silver, but it could just be the constant training.” He shook his head at Mark’s confused expression. Toby sighed. “Amelia is a perfect example. She would gladly go out to the dorm each night and let every ranch hand fuck her silly, except that Master Davies has forbidden it. She makes do with me, but she will undoubtedly try to seduce you. And that hurts because I love her. I’ve loved her for a long time. We’ve been…” he paused again, his frown turning slightly upward. “Happy.”
 
    
 
   Mark digested this. “Toby, I promise you that I will not take her from you. But what did you mean ‘damaged psychologically’?” 
 
    
 
   Toby wrung his hands. “Master Davies’ slave girls become brainwashed per se, accustomed to the delights and torments. After a year they are given an option of staying. Cindi, Rebecca, and Silvia all have been here multiple years.”
 
    
 
   Mark screwed up his face. “They all competed in The Challenge?” 
 
    
 
   Toby shook his head. “No. They were all willing. Master Davies is not a kidnapper, but he purchased them through other means. Still, he gives each girl a means of escape. One year. Very few have turned down the offer of a permanent position.”
 
                 
 
   “But, if that were true, the girls would be of differing ages. Cindi is what, eighteen? And Silvia and Rebecca have to be in their early twenties. Hell, even my wife is only twenty-three!”
 
    
 
   Toby shrugged. “When Master Davies is tired of a girl she is given her freedom, some small amount of money, a new passport, and a trip to the Big Smoke. After that they go their own way.” His shoulders slumped. “But they are broken, unhappy things. They search for a new master the way an addict craves his next hit. James and some of the other ranch hands have told me that many end up in Sydney working as streetwalkers, allowing their clients to do unspeakable things to them.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes hardened. “Does Davies know?”
 
    
 
   Toby shrugged. “I have not heard him speak of it, but there is little the master does not know.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “Well, I’m not about to let Stephanie end up like that. And I have faith in her. She’ll resist the offer to remain here, especially if I’m waiting at the finish line.”
 
    
 
   “And what about the conditioning? Her psychological needs? How will you deal with it when the women you love is gone, leaving behind a shell who only craves masochistic sexual satisfaction?” Toby asked earnestly, darkly.
 
    
 
   Mark grimaced. “Honestly, she seems to be that way now, which means she was before,” he admitted. “I thought I knew her but The Challenge revealed things to me that I was never expecting.”
 
    
 
   “Adversity does that to all of us,” Toby said safely. He laid a hand on Mark’s arm. “But there might be more to it than that as well. You’ll understand soon enough. But I am appreciative of your understanding about Amelia. I will try to help you within the bounds I am able.” Toby said. “But your wife faces a very different challenge, and so do you.”
 
    
 
   Mark stared up at the butler. “I know,” he said softly. “It’s a challenge of the heart.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   Toby came by Mark’s workshop when it was time for lunch. Mark for his part welcomed the break and followed the butler down the halls and out into the main yard. About a dozen men were gathered around and the scent of diesel fuel, horses, and dust filled Mark’s nose. 
 
    
 
   All of the cowboys noted Marks’ presence with something close to envy. Evidently his position inside the household was held as something deferential and he and Toby, followed by James the driver, were allowed to move to the front of the line. Two sets of tables had been set up and Ms. Parks was out in the heat, a kerchief wrapped around her forehead, another around her neck, dishing out sandwiches. Each one was roast beef, filled with tomato, cucumber and spinach, with red onion and herbed mayonnaise. It was certainly a feast for Mark’s eyes, but then he noticed that Cindi, still clad in absolutely nothing but her high heels, standing naked in the sunlight, was handing out cans of beer and soda, along with the occasional water.
 
    
 
   “Fancy a sanger, Mark?” James asked from over Mark’s shoulder.
 
    
 
   “A what?” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   “A sanger. It’s the Aussie term for what you yanks call a ‘sandwich’.” 
 
    
 
   Mark laughed. “I hope that’s beef, Ms. Parks is serving, and not a kangaroo.”
 
    
 
   James chuckled. “No, but kanga meat is actually pretty damn good, if you ask me. Personally though I like jumpbuck.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned at the unfamiliar term. “I’ll stick with beef I think.”
 
    
 
   Toby looked back at James with a stern look. “Jumpbuck is the Australian term for English Sheep, Mark.”
 
    
 
   Mark grinned. “It’s a whole new vocabulary.”
 
    
 
   “Indeed,” agree James and Toby simultaneously, which elicited another frown from the butler.
 
    
 
   “So does Cindi help every day serving food?” Mark asked as they moved away from the table. He clutched a bottle of water in his hand though James and Toby both held beers.
 
    
 
   “No,” replied Toby. “The girls alternate unless Master Davies requests one of the girls special. After a few days, Melody and…. your wife,” Toby said after a moment’s hesitation. “Will be added to the rotation.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “So I’ll get to at least see her.”
 
    
 
   Toby nodded. “Yes. But if you speak to her, or she to you, then Master Davies will order her punishment.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a bite of his sandwich. It was extraordinarily good. “I’ll keep that in mind,” he said. He ate a bit more, watching the ranch hands talk good naturedly, many of them ogling poor Cindi, who stood there silently. Still, none of them tried to touch her, despite the fact she was just inches away. Suddenly there was a ringing noise and Toby reached into his pocket and pulled out a phone.
 
    
 
   “Yes sir?” He said a moment later. His eyes lost focus and the butler looked back toward the house. “Yes sir. I understand sir. I will sir.” He put his phone back in his pocket. “Master Davies has requested that we secure Rebecca for punishment.”
 
    
 
   Mark stopped chewing and swallowed hard. “What? Why? What did she do?”
 
    
 
   Toby stood up, putting his half-finished sandwich down on the picnic table. “She spoke out of turn to Cindi about Stephanie. And you. Cindi’s scheduled for punishment this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   The furious narrowing of Mark’s eyes made Toby flinch. “I know. You believe it is your fault, but trust me, it is not. The girls here are punished frequently, in various ways. Cindi will be taken to the strapping room and will stay there until this evening when Master Davies releases and uses her. Rebecca is…” he paused and looked at James, who had an eager expression on his face.
 
    
 
   “Yes James. She is to be placed on the rock.”
 
    
 
   James suddenly whooped and stood up, pumping his fist. “Hot diggity!” He crowed. Mark looked at James with surprise.
 
    
 
   “What’s the rock?” He asked in bewilderment.
 
    
 
   James grabbed Mark by the elbow and pulled him up off the bench. Mark let himself get dragged to the corner of the courtyard and James pointed down along the side of the dormitory. There, out in the grass, was a smooth stone the size of a bus. 
 
    
 
   “That’s the rock.”
 
    
 
   Mark stared. “Uh, I don’t get it.”
 
    
 
   James laughed and clapped Mark on the back. “You will in a bit. Look. There goes Toby now. I better tell the guys! They’ll be ecstatic! We haven’t had one placed on the rock in over a month!” 
 
    
 
   Mark frowned, trying to understand. James hurried off and a moment later a rousing cheer came from the ranch hands. Mark walked over to the stone. It was limestone and inordinately smooth, as if carved by water and wind. In fact, there was something of a depression in the very center. Still, the surface was marred at equidistant points with four thick, steel rings, blackened with age and fixed deep into the rock. He stepped onto the rock and reached down, tugging on one of the fixtures, finding it perfectly immobile. 
 
    
 
   Mark sighed, a wave of despair washing over him. Why? How had this happened? He knew the facts, the steps he and Stephanie had taken to get to this point, but the revelations and new world he had found himself in was beyond his comprehension. He fell to his knees, tears welling up in his eyes. What would he do when it was his wife being brought out here to the rock? How would he handle it when the ranch hands lined up to fuck her, a steady stream of cock slipping into the women he loved?
 
    
 
   And then a worse thought speared his brain. What if… what if… what if… she liked it?
 
    
 
   Mark let out a low groan of anguish and began sobbing, raising his hands to his face. Too much had been placed on his shoulders and he didn’t see a way out of it. He could only dare to hope that Stephanie’s “training” hadn’t already begun, but he knew, deep in his heart, that the poisoned words of Roger Davies were already seeping into his wife’s ears. Reinforced by the sexual gratification of her masochistic needs, Mark knew they would hold sway over her.
 
    
 
   “No,” he snarled, his wrist wiping away the tears. “No!” he said louder. “I will not lose her! Not now! NOT EVER!” he yelled. Some of the ranch hands looked over at him. Mark stood up, letting the anger and hope surge through him and he turned back toward the house. For a second he considered storming in, grabbing any weapon he could find, and braining Roger Davies, perhaps even killing him. But then Toby appeared, pushing the gorgeous redhead Rebecca forward.
 
    
 
   She was naked, barefoot and wearing black leather bondage gear. Her throat, wrists, and ankles were all wrapped tightly and a multitude of steel rings was embedded in the gear. Toby carried a mid-sized satchel and when they got closer Mark caught the look on Rebecca’s face. She had a tense look of resignation and he knew, innately, that spending any time on “the Rock” had not been expected for her disobedience.
 
    
 
   A sinking feeling hit him. This wasn’t for her. It was timed too perfectly. It was for him.
 
    
 
   “Shit,” Mark cursed softly.
 
    
 
   Rebecca was incredibly beautiful. Standing at least six feet tall in bare feet, her legs and arms were thin and lithe and her hips swayed provocatively. Her pubes were shaved clean and she had one of those slits where the clitoris was large and extended downward, even when she wasn’t aroused. Mark didn’t miss the fact that her pussy was already soaked however and her labia flushed. He had no doubt that she’d spent the morning with a vibrator, or perhaps even Roger Davies’ cock shoved up inside her. 
 
    
 
   Her breasts were larger than Stephanie’s by quite a bit and Mark admitted that before his reconciliation with his wife, Rebecca would have easily turned his head. Now all he wanted was the blond locks of his precious girl. Rebecca stepped onto the stone with a grace that impressed Mark and without a word of complaint, she lay down on the hot surface and stretched herself wide.
 
    
 
   The entire contingent of ranch hands had followed along behind, led by an exuberant James. The comments made about what they intended to do to Rebecca made Mark’s ears burn. As Toby got out four sets of chains and began securing the buxom redhead to the Rock, Mark suddenly understood the peculiar circumstances. Rebecca was chained to the rock not for punishment, but to protect her.
 
    
 
   From the ranch hands.
 
    
 
   Mark watched in grumpy silence as Toby secured the stoic girl. Her sex was already open thanks to her position, pink and moist and clearly ready to be stuffed. Some of the men were already divvying up straws to decide who got to go first. Soon Rebecca’s arms and legs were pulled taut and she blinked up into the sky as Toby pulled out a bottle of sunscreen and began slathering it over Rebecca’s body.
 
    
 
   Mark noticed immediately that Rebecca’s breasts and loins were judiciously avoided. A petty injury to be sure, but one that would be agony for her for days Mark suspected.
 
    
 
   Finally Toby stood up and put the bottle away. Then to Mark’s shock, the older butler unbuckled his pants. He shucked out of them as if he’d disrobed in front of a dozen men every day. His hand went between his legs and Mark was shocked to find the aging butler hung like a horse, his prick an easy nine inches long.
 
    
 
   “Good lord,” Mark muttered. “How can Parks ignore that?” He asked himself.
 
    
 
   James came up behind him. “Toby always goes first. It’s his right.”
 
    
 
   “No. It’s wrong.” Mark replied shortly.
 
    
 
   James gave him a screwy look. “Hey dude, that’s no way to treat a gift like this. Master Davies is a good man who is letting us all get a little bit of pussy and…”
 
    
 
   Mark cut him off. “No James. She’s a victim. Like Stephanie. Like Cindi. At least, I think she is.” His voice trailed off. “I can’t even talk to them and see if they really are willing.”
 
    
 
   James snorted. “Oh they’re willing. Four months ago one of them, a girl named Silvia, snuck out and came to the dorm one night. My God…” he said, his mouth curling up at the memory. “The things we did to her!” He took Mark’s elbow with intensity. “And she wanted it, Mark. She asked for it. We spanked that bitch and rode her and tied her up so tightly that she could barely breathe. And every single one of us fucked her hard. And then, right before dawn, we let her loose so she could sneak back in.
 
    
 
   Mark looked at James in horror. “My God! Wasn’t she caught?”
 
    
 
   James laughed. “Hell yes! We reported her to Master Davies that morning! She spent a week getting whipped and edged with no orgasms. You could hear her begging for hours each day. Hell, three days in Master Davies actually had her wheeled out onto the porch so we could see her, tied all bent over, her pussy pressed up against one of those massager things. It was amazing! Of course it shut off every few minutes leaving her begging.”
 
    
 
   Mark didn’t know what to say.
 
    
 
   “Look, Toby’s almost done. It’s your turn next,” James said, tapping Mark’s chest.
 
    
 
   “What?” Mark glanced at Toby. The older man was pumping strongly, the glazed look of pleasure on Rebecca’s face belying her circumstances.
 
    
 
   James laughed. “Alpha male man. You live in the house. That means you come before me or the other hands. And I top them. So after you I get to go.”
 
    
 
   Mark grimaced. “Sloppy seconds?” He muttered to himself. “Do you people even use condoms?”
 
    
 
   James laughed. “No. We’re all tested as part of our employment and when we come back from leave. Everyone know what happens if we get one of Davies’ girls sick.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “What happens?”
 
    
 
   James bit his lip. “Toby’s done. You’re turn.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked back. Tony was indeed finished and had risen from his place on top of the spread-eagled and bound redhead. Her eyes were glassy and clearly unsatisfied, her hips pumping in need. Her pussy gushed with fluid and Mark could see the white cream of Toby’s seed seeping from her petals. Toby rose up and swung his still enlarged cock, droplets flinging outward to land on the rock. Rebecca moaned lustfully.
 
    
 
   “You’re on, Mark. Show us what you got!” James called out, pushing Mark’s shoulder. The shove imbalanced Mark and he stumbled forward putting one foot on the Rock even as Toby moved out of the way. The ranch hands, led by James, started calling Mark’s name, chanting it, daring him to take the ravishing beauty beneath him.
 
    
 
   Mark looked down at stunning, spread open redhead. He was shocked to realize how hard he was, how desperate he was. His shaft throbbed with need. Suddenly the image of him taking Rebecca flashed through his mind, of him kneeling between her legs, forcing himself into her wetness. Did it matter that she wanted it or not? He could see the need in her eyes. She was willing. And why should he deny himself satisfaction when his wife was no doubt mounted on Roger Davies prick at that very moment!  He was just a man, wasn’t he? Could he be expected to stay true when she herself had given in? It was just sex and he’d already been forced to fuck other women during the Challenge, right? And Stephanie hadn’t minded?
 
    
 
   Mark scowled and his hands went to his zipper. It went down with a solid ringing and he struggled with the snap closure of his trousers. The men were cheering and Rebecca looked up at him, eyes wide open, staring at him hungrily, her tongue licking her lips as if she were starving and his sausage the only thing available to devour. He took a step forward and her hips shifted, opening herself even wider as he stood above her.
 
    
 
   And then he saw a tiny imperfection, a small freckle, just above Rebecca’s bikini line. He froze as the memories flooded through him, of his lips kissing Stephanie just above her sex as he struggled to memorize each little speck, every tiny pinprick of pigment. He never wanted to be unable to identify her body again.
 
    
 
   Mark froze. The cheering behind him seemed to fade out. His exposed cock stood out hard and straight, his fingers holding it. Then, to every one's dismay, he shoved himself back into his trousers. 
 
    
 
   “What? Oh my God!” James groaned. “You’ve got to be kidding me! Take her Mark! She wants it.”
 
    
 
   Mark stepped back and looked up at James. “And I want Stephanie. There isn’t another woman on this ranch that I want beside my wife.” He turned away and pushed through the surrounding crowd. He heard James hoot then and the cheering started back up.
 
    
 
   Mark was in a terrible funk and the force of his arousal still surged through him. Doubts crowded his mind as he passed the picnic tables and the dormitory. Cindi and Ms. Parks had packed up their lunch line and Mark wasn’t sure exactly how to get back into the house, except to go through the front door. He stomped forward, feeling somewhat akin to a tornado looking for a trailer park. His hand closed on the knob and he threw the door open, and froze.
 
    
 
   There she was.
 
    
 
   Stephanie was sitting on the small pedestal opposite the front door, her wrists tied tightly above her head. Rope had been wrapped around each knee and both legs had been pulled apart and up, so that the soles of her feet dangled along the same line as her bottom. Her sex was wide open, soaked and pulsing, and Mark blinked, trying to come to terms with what was going on. A small steel bucket had also been tied to her toe. A note, in Stephanie’s handwriting, stated “tradition plus one peg.” Inside the bucket where clothespins and two had already been attached to her body, crushing her nipples in the wooden, spring-fed maws. Suddenly Stephanie opened her eyes and their gaze met. Her mouth opened in shock, turning into a beaming smile. 
 
    
 
   A flood of emotions shot through him and he took two steps forward, hands raised to caress her, hold her, untie her. He wanted to plunge himself into her pussy, thrusting his cock into her sodden swamp until the torrent of need within him was sated. He wanted to pull the clothespins off and suckle her breasts. She let out a tiny moan too and he could see how desperately she wanted him, needed him and for half a second he considered it, the consequences be damned.
 
    
 
   But then Mark stopped. He didn’t touch her. If he spoke, she could be punished. If he touched her in any way beyond the two fingers required to be slid into her sex and mouth, or the adding of a clothespin, Roger Davies could use that as reason enough to have her punished. Mark didn’t want to be the cause of her suffering. Not that way and so he lifted his hand, reached out, and slid it into Stephanie’s sex. There were no rules about touching the girl at the door when it came to the two fingers. And so Mark didn’t just quickly dip himself in. He moved slowly, swirling his fingertips all around her opening. She was hot and slippery, the soft pink petals of her sex opening wide. His thumb pressed hard against her clit, working it round in tight circles. She moaned, gasping, her hips coming up and frantically beginning to pump. Mark kept it up, working her into a terrible froth until she was manic, trying desperately to cum on his hand. It was then that he pulled away. She opened her mouth, straining forward to lick her own juices from his hand, but to her shock he put his fingers between his own lips, tasting her flavor and reveling in it. This was his Stephanie. This was right. For another long moment they stared at each other. There was no need to speak.
 
    
 
   Mark reached into the bucket attached to her toe and pulled out a clothespin. The two that jiggled on his wife’s breasts were already pinching the nipples directly, so he looked for another place. His eyes traced over her perfect curves and she writhed before him in her bondage, clearly in sexual distress. Then Mark smiled. He lifted the clothespin and without a word let it close on Stephanie’s clit.
 
    
 
   She gasped, her hips suddenly thrusting wildly and Mark stepped back, watching this beautiful woman go quietly insane. He could tell she needed relief, but he also knew it wasn’t his to give. So he stared at her until she settled back down, without saying a word. Then, when she closed her eyes again he took a deep breath and turned down the hall to his left, heading back toward his little workshop. He made it maybe ten feet when Roger Davies appeared.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got to admit, mate, that you’re an impressive gent.” Davies said quietly. “You did everything by the rules.”
 
    
 
   Mark didn’t reply. He just stared at Davies. “Rebecca. The Rock. That was for me.”
 
    
 
   “You’re very perceptive. And a difficult man to read. For a moment there I thought you were going to give in and fuck my little redhead thoroughly.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “And Stephanie? Was that arranged as well?”
 
    
 
   Davies laughed. “Of course. And had you broken the rules it would be your pretty wife out there on the rock, her arms and legs spread wide, her grasping little pussy accepting every cock on the ranch. And then maybe you would be willing to take her.”
 
    
 
   Mark stared at Davies and then pushed past him, the big Aussie’s words echoing in his mind.
 
    
 
   Grasping little pussy…
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   It was the sensation of two fingers sliding into her sex that roused Stephanie. She blinked, twitching her hips as her eyes came open. For a moment she thought it was Mark, but then she recognized the silvery gray hair of Toby. She groaned as he wiggled his fingers inside her, pumping enthusiastically as her bare feet bobbed to either side of her exposed slit. The clothespin on her clit danced viciously, sending little shards of exquisite pain into her depths and the two other pegs that had been attached to her labia seemed to clatter as Toby finger fucked her.
 
    
 
   She was just on the urge of cumming, straining against the bonds that held her in the foyer niche, when Toby pulled his hand out from between her legs and plunged his goo-covered digits into her mouth. Stephanie slurped eagerly, swirling her tongue as she lapped up her musky flavor.
 
    
 
   “Silvia?” Toby said a moment later. Stephanie blinked, noticing for the first time the cute, dark haired brunette standing nearby. The girl was buck naked except for bondage cuffs and collar, as well as a pair of stiletto heels. Silvia held out her hand and Toby plucked what looked like some sort of egg shaped object from the naked brunette’s palm. Stephanie gasped as Toby began sliding it around her slit, covering it with her juices.
 
    
 
   “This object is a type of vibrator that Master Davies occasionally enjoys using on his girls,” Toby said quietly, pushing it in a little deeper. Stephanie’s eyes widened and she let out a whimpering moan. “Only he has the controls to it, but as Silvia will attest, the sensations are quite intense.”
 
    
 
   Cindi grinned ruefully. “That’s for sure. Having this thing inside you will drive you up a wall.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie quivered as Toby finished pushing the ovoid sex toy in. It was much bigger than a regular chicken egg and was at first uncomfortable. Stephanie wriggled her hips as Toby wiped his hand on her outstretched thigh. The butler removed the steel bucket full of clothespins from her toe, then began untying the stuffed little blond. Her legs were first, then her hands. Stephanie was finally able to stand upright and she cupped her breasts, staring at Toby. 
 
    
 
   “Can I take these off?” She asked softly as the clothespins danced with each breath.
 
    
 
   Toby’s eyebrow went up. “You could, but then I would be forced to punish you, and report the infraction to Master Davies.”
 
    
 
   “Better to leave them on until the Master takes them off,” added Silvia. Stephanie nodded.
 
    
 
   “Move out of the way, girl.” Toby pushed Stephanie to the side and Silvia stepped up to the little niche, turning her pert little bottom toward the tiny shelf. She hopped up onto the pedestal and immediately Stephanie noticed that her entire groin was covered in thin red welts, as if she’d been strapped repeatedly, right on the sex. Silvia held out her hands. Toby lost no time in binding Silvia to the overhead ring and then her legs were drawn upward and out. Silvia’s high heels dangled in the air and Toby motioned Stephanie to come close.
 
    
 
   “Use your mouth on her. Make her wet,” he ordered. Stephanie sank to her knees, her clit still throbbing from the wooden clamp dangling to it. Silvia’s sex looked swollen and Stephanie grimaced, trying to imagine what it felt like. Carefully she put her mouth on Silvia’s pussy, the scent of arousal strong. She ran her tongue along the pretty brunette’s petals, tasting the tangy flavor of Silvia’s juice until Stephanie found the girl’s clit. She suckled it into her mouth, rolling her tongue across the tender little nub until Silvia was gasping, her hips thrusting forward.
 
    
 
   “Enough,” Toby said, tapping Stephanie on the shoulder. “That is sufficient,” he said. “You are wanted in the Master’s study.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded, but before she rose she planted a soft kiss on the inside of Silvia’s thigh. The girl’s eyes widened and she gave Stephanie a knowing smile. Toby didn’t say anything since Steph rose almost immediately and when he gestured she preceded him down the hall. Her bare feet made soft slapping noises on the ceramic tile and she crossed the main living room. To her surprise Cindi was secured to the St. Andrew’s Cross that stood near the porch door leading to the pool. Wire ran from some sort of electrical device to her nipples, both of which were cruelly and viciously clamped. Her clit too was caught in some sort of electrified vice and if it weren’t for the red rubber ball gag jammed in her mouth, Stephanie knew that the woman’s cries would have been heard for miles.
 
    
 
   Cindi’s eyes met Stephanie’s and it was just at that moment that the machine delivered the current. Cindi stiffened, squealing into her gag, her entire body shaking violently. Wet splatter seemed to spurt from her sex and Stephanie realized that something was actually inside the poor girl as well. She slowed, enraptured as Cindi suddenly began spurting, cum literally squirting out of the girl’s sex.
 
    
 
   “Ah yes,” Toby said. “She’s been punished like that since this afternoon, right after you were hung in the foyer.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie swallowed. “What did she do?” She asked timidly.
 
    
 
   Toby shrugged. “She broke the rules. Your husband spoke to her.”
 
    
 
   That made Stephanie blink. “What?”
 
    
 
   Toby nodded. “He didn’t know the rules, but that matters little. The Master ordered her to suffer.”
 
    
 
   Cindi suddenly went limp, sagging in her bonds, eyes closed. Stephanie stared at her until Toby put his hand on Stephanie’s rump, giving the cute blond a gentle squeeze. 
 
    
 
   “The Master wants to see you in his study. Let’s not dawdle.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie tore her eyes away from Cindi’s form and nodded, once more moving forward. Again she headed down the hallway to Roger Davies private office. With every step she took she felt her anxiety increase, even as her pussy tightened around the egg inside her. What would be done to her now?
 
    
 
   Davies was sitting at his desk, talking on the phone while idly playing with a quirt. The two foot long braided length of leather was attached to an almost as long supple stick. Aiki stood within arm’s reach of Davies, her hands secured to a metal bar that extended out from a thick collar surrounding her throat. It couldn’t have been terribly comfortable.  The weight of Aiki’s arms would pull on the metal bar, pressing into her shoulders. There were also a number of fresh marks on Aiki’s body, running up her legs, just above a pair of exquisite, black strap stiletto heels. Davies casually flicked the leather strand against Aiki’s breasts, making the petite Asian girl gasp.
 
    
 
   “No Viers, I’m not about to kowtow to that Jap. Not again,” Davies said into the phone. His eyes were narrowed and he looked angry. “Well he can just suck it up and if he doesn’t want to do business with me then fine. It’s not like he’s my only client.” 
 
    
 
   Toby touched Stephanie’s elbow, getting her attention. “Go and kneel at his feet and be obedient.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and immediately crossed the room. She stopped in front of Aiki and sank to her knees, spreading her legs wide. The clothespins still dangling from her clitoris and sex hung like horrible little weights and her nipples throbbed from the pain of being clamped. Davies looked down at her, his frown changing to a smile. He half turned in his office chair, away from Aiki as he focused on Steph. The quirt came forward and he dragged the braided leather over her breasts. Stephanie whimpered, pain shooting up through her nipples as the weight of the quirt made the clothespins bob up and down. Then Davies began tapping on the clothespin with the handle. Agony flashed through her eyes but she knew better than to vocalize it.
 
    
 
   “That’s what I’ve been saying,” Davies continued, still tapping at the clothespin on Stephanie’s nipple. “I doubt that. It’s an empty threat.” Then Davies hung up and put down the phone. He glanced over at Toby with a huge smile.
 
    
 
   “Evening Toby. How are my little nymphs?” He asked.
 
    
 
   “Wet, Master Davies,” Toby replied simply.
 
    
 
   Davies laughed. “That goes without saying. But are they wanton too? Has poor little Stephanie orgasmed at all today?”
 
    
 
   Toby shook his head. “I’m unware of any orgasmic events.”
 
    
 
   Davies nodded with pleasure. “Excellent.” He leaned back in his chair. “Have Cindi and Melody taken to my room for the night, with Cindi on the bottom, bound in the stocks please. And have Melody give her one of those massages.”
 
    
 
   Toby’s eyes widened and then he nodded with a smile. “Yes Master. Any particular flavor tonight?”
 
    
 
   Davies shrugged. “Strawberries and cream I think.” He gave Stephanie an amused wink and then said conspiratorially, “I think women should taste and smell like dessert.”  He waved his hand at the butler. “You can go.”
 
    
 
   Toby bowed once and left.
 
    
 
   “Well now, aren’t you a delectable little treat,” Davies said, leaning forward in his chair, moving his face closer to Stephanie’s. “And how are you doing tonight, my sweet?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie swallowed. “I’m well, Master.”
 
    
 
   “Not too stiff from your service at the entry I hope?” He asked, settling back into his chair.
 
    
 
   Stephanie didn’t want to admit it that she could have used a massage. Instead she licked her lips and looked down at his shoes. “I’m… capable of being used, Master.”
 
    
 
   That made Davies laugh. He slapped his hand on his desk. “You’re capable of being used? Oh that is rich.” He reached into his desk drawer and brought out two plastic boxes, each with small knobs. They were identical. “One is yours. The other is Aiki’s. Pure chance will decide which one of you gets tortured. Pick one.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie straightened up and looked at the two little control boxes. Without hesitation she pushed one toward Davies. Did it really matter?
 
    
 
   “Oh no. Turn it on. Full power. If the vibrator between your legs comes on then you’ll be the one to suffer.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie swallowed and glanced at Aiki, whose cool eyes stared at the curvy blond. The Asian girl stood there stoically, as if she were prepared for anything. Stephanie twisted the knob, bracing herself, but nothing happened. At least, not inside her. Aiki however let out a startled little gasp and the girl’s hips twitched a few times before the black haired beauty regained control of herself.
 
    
 
   Davies looked over at Aiki. “Ooh… Sorry Aiki, but you’re going to be the one to get punished tonight.” He swung the quirt across Aiki’s loins, letting the leather wrap around to score against the Japanese girl’s bottom. Aiki’s hips began pumping as she let out a low moan. Then Davies turned his attention back to Stephanie. He tapped the clothespin on her right breast lightly and then pointed with the quirt to the back corner of the office.
 
    
 
   “There is a small closet. Inside you will find a metal stand topped with a triangular prism. You’ll be familiar with it from your time on The Challenge. Please retrieve it and place it between Aiki’s legs.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and started to rise, but the quirt flashed out and struck her breast hard. The clothespin snapped off and Stephanie let out a startled cry, grabbing hold of her breast.
 
    
 
   “You can crawl to the closet so I can see your plump little ass. You may walk back when you have the stand.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked back her tears, but moved quickly, getting on her hands and knees and crawling toward the back of the office across the hardwood floor. When she got to the closet door she opened it and then stood. The little room was dark, so she felt for a light switch and found one, turning it on. Stephanie gasped. The closet was filled with all sorts of bondage gear. Skeins of rope, bondage cuffs, gags, a few actual restraint frames, each on a cart with wheels. There were several whips, ranging from full bullwhips, to a number of floggers. Then her eyes found the stand Davies had described. It was all metal with a base about a foot and a half wide. It was obvious the height could be adjusted, and the top was capped with a welded angular prism with an edge that was only barely dulled. Stephanie ran her finger along the edge and tried to imagine what it would feel like pressing up into her sex. The metal was stained too, proof that it had seen use. She picked it up, surprised at how heavy the thing was, and carried it back out to Davies’ desk.
 
    
 
   “Set it between Aiki’s legs,” Davies instructed, gesturing with the quirt. Stephanie hurried to obey. The metal base had a rubber bottom to protect the floor and Aiki widened her stance slightly so that Stephanie could get the metal pony into position. The metal ridge didn’t quite come up to Aiki’s sex though. There was at least an inch between the Asian girl’s swollen clit and the edge.
 
    
 
   “Take off her shoes,” Davies said to Stephanie, pointing to Aiki’s heels. Stephanie dropped to her knees and moved toward Aiki, when Davies pressed the quirt against her shoulder. “Wait. The clothespin I knocked off you. You have the most exquisite breasts, my dear. They deserve to be clamped. So put the clothespin back on first.
 
   Stephanie bit her lip and looked around the floor. She spotted the clamp a few feet away and she crawled over and picked it up. Turning back toward Davies she placed the clothespin back on her nipple, wincing as the wooden peg bit deep. 
 
    
 
   “Excellent,” Davies approved. “Now, her shoes.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie moved back toward Aiki. The girl’s sex was dripping and the sound of the vibrator inside Aiki’s sex was clearly audible. It certainly seemed to be of a stronger variety than the ones Stephanie had bought herself online. She shook her head and focused on following Davies’ orders. Stephanie studied the complicated set of straps to Aiki’s pump and then began the process of removing the high heel. Aiki put all her weight onto her left leg as Stephanie pulled the shoe away from the girl’s delicate little foot. Stephanie set the shoe aside and started toward Aiki’s other high heel, but was stopped again by Davies’ quirt. This time it snapped hard against Stephanie’s ass and she squealed.
 
    
 
   “Before you do the other shoe, I think Aiki needs a bit of lotion on her sole.” He opened his desk drawer and pulled out a white bottle, tossing it down to Stephanie. “Be generous, Stephanie. I want her feet well-greased. Slippery, even.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and pumped some of the lotion into her hand. The scent of chocolate wafted up and she couldn’t stop herself from humming in pleasure. Aiki whimpered as Stephanie began rubbing the lotion into the curved arch of Aiki’s bare foot.
 
    
 
   “Care to know a secret, Stephanie?” Davies asked wickedly, in a low tone. “Our dear little Aiki is ticklish. Especially on her feet.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie glanced up at Aiki, and their eyes met. For a second Stephanie saw something in the Asian girl’s eyes, a fury of some sort. But then this faded a moment later and the same sexual need that seemed to pound through Stephanie’s veins made Aiki gasp. Her foot twitched in Stephanie’s slick grasp. Stephanie grabbed hold of Aiki’s ankle and drew the fingers of her other hand along the Asian girl’s sole, using just her nails. It made Aiki actually cry out and jerk her foot, strongly enough that Stephanie couldn’t hold on.
 
    
 
   Davies reached out and steadied Aiki as she rocked in front of him. “That’s enough,” said Davies. “Rub the excess into your breasts, Stephanie.” 
 
    
 
   Stephanie brought her lotion covered hands up to her bosom and began kneading the chocolate scented lotion into her chest. It felt amazing and her massaging fingers made the clothespins dance and sway. Davies watched with smirking satisfaction as Stephanie closed her eyes, getting into the sensuality of his demands. Her fingers dug into the soft flesh and then she flicked one of the clothespins, deliberately. She sucked in a hard breath and one hand slid down her body, heading straight to her sex. She found the clothespin dangling from her clit and gave it the tiniest flick when Davies snapped the quirt against her body again.
 
    
 
   The sharp sting along her hip, curling onto her buttock, forced Stephanie’s eyes open and she yelped, glancing up at Davies. He had an amused look on his face and he leaned forward. “You want it, don’t you? You need it. You’re craving it right now.  If I gave you permission you’d do yourself, right here.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Master!” Stephanie begged.
 
    
 
   Davies smiled and ran the quirt along her breast, giving the clothespin a little flick, not enough to truly hurt, but more than enough to send another jolt of sexual sensation through the curvy blond. “Her other shoe. Quickly now.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie let out a low moan but quickly leaned forward. Aiki shifted her weight, putting the toes of her bare foot down on the steel plate, but due to the lotion, she kept slipping. It made it harder for Stephanie to remove the remaining shoe, but she managed. The second she had Aiki snapped her foot back down, whimpering. 
 
    
 
   “Grease it,” Davies said next. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie pumped another thick dollop of the cocoa butter lotion into her palm and began applying it to Aiki’s dry foot. This time she could feel the strain and tension in the arch and even when she tried tickling Aiki’s sole, the Asian girl did nothing more than let out a gargled cry of frustration. Her right foot kept sliding outward and she was constantly having to reposition herself.
 
    
 
   “Aiki, dear.” Davies said sweetly. “Lift your left foot so that Stephanie can lube you properly.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie was ready as Aiki tried to put all her weight on the other side. She ran her fingers along the girl’s balls and toes, which was all she had time for before a choked cry of agony came from Aiki’s throat and she ripped her foot out of Stephanie’s grasp and pushed it back down. Except now Aiki’s left foot slipped as well. Stephanie looked up. The steel wedge was jammed deep into Aiki’s cleft, the girl’s swollen clit just a dark purple nub peeking out. The vibrator inside Aiki spurred the girl to pump her hips, in essence humping the steel pony, pinching her clit with every forward movement. But the true torment was the lotion. Aiki was constantly adjusting her stance. The best spot for her to put her feet was directly beneath her, but she kept slipping. Her slick soles would slide outward, literally making her take more of her own weight between the legs. Pain flashed through Aiki’s eyes.
 
    
 
   “Stand up,” Davies ordered, looking hard at Stephanie. She immediately got to her feet. He grabbed her wrist and hauled her over to the clear space between the desk and the small seating area that faced the wooden frame she’d been bent over the first night. He pressed a switch on the wall and a hook descended from the ceiling. Stephanie looked at the hook in fright and he quickly secured the leather bondage cuffs still on Stephanie’s wrists to the hook. He went back to the switch and a second later Stephanie was on tip toe. Davies put down the quirt and took off his shirt.
 
    
 
   “I want you to know that you are an amazing woman, Stephanie.” His words sounded utterly sincere. His chest rippled with muscles and a light down of curly brown hair went down his sternum. His stomach was flat and almost a washboard. Clad in only his jeans, he looked incredibly sexy. He picked up the quirt again and walked back to the desk. This time he picked up the second vibrator control and held it up.
 
    
 
   “Your turn,” he said wickedly. His thumb spun the dial and Stephanie’s eyes widened. She gasped as the motor inside her sex roared to life. But it was more than just vibrations. The entire egg seemed to be jumping within her cleft, jerking from side to side, literally rolling. She let out a sharp squeal and her hips began pumping spasmodically. She glanced over at Aiki, suddenly appalled. If this was what Aiki was enduring, so quietly…?
 
    
 
   The quirt hissed through the air and landed across her bare buttocks. Stephanie let out a sharp yelp as it stung, leaving a scorching line of heat across her rump. Involuntarily she twisted away from him, but that only left the man with another target of opportunity. He snapped the quirt again, striking her across both breasts. She clenched her teeth together, hissing. Davies swung again, this time leave a light mark across her calves. Then he went back to the wall and lowered her a few inches. Stephanie heaved a sigh of relief. Was he done?
 
    
 
   “Time to remove the clothespins, my dear. Spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked at him fearfully. Her eyes were filled with tears. He clucked his tongue. “Delay now and you only make it worse for pour Aiki. Look at her.” Stephanie glanced over at Aiki. The Asian girl was obviously suffering. “Spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   “Are… are you going to h-h-hit me?” Stephanie stammered.
 
    
 
   Davies grinned. “Oh hell yes. Now open your legs.”
 
    
 
   Slowly she complied, spreading her feet wider and wider until she stood in an inverted “Y” shape, her hands held high above her head. Davies moved to her side and then with possibly his cruelest strike of the evening, slashed his quirt against her quivering quim. Stephanie screamed, the pain unimaginable, but the clatter of all three clothespins on the hardwood floor told her that Davies wouldn’t be striking her there again. She buckled though, her knees coming together as the tears truly began to pour from her eyes. She turned her face into her forearm and sobbed. 
 
    
 
   She wasn’t expecting the slashing stroke to her breast. He hit her with just the braided leather and the quirt knocked the clothespin off her left nipple with another sharp jolt of pain. Before she could even respond to that Davies struck again, knocking the other clothespin off her body.
 
    
 
   “There,” he said, stepping up to her. He put his arms around her and hugged her as she cried. “There, there. It’s all better now. We’re done. You’ve survived it.” He kissed the top of her head. Stephanie shuddered but then she realized that the egg inside her had brought her closer to the edge than she had been all day. She groaned and struggled to stand upright, grinding her pubis against Davies leg.
 
    
 
   “My, my, my, you are a voracious one, aren’t you?” He chuckled. He let her go and backed away, leaving her whimpering with need. He went back to the wall, raised her back up until she was once again standing on tip toe. Then he disappeared into the closet for a moment. When he came back he was holding a narrow steel chain only eighteen inches long. Each end was capped with a tweezer clamp.
 
    
 
   “I’ve decided that your nipples are just too good not to abuse constantly,” he said as he threaded the chain threw the steel circle embedded in Stephanie’s collar. One clamp dangled down by her right breast, the other the left. He set the first tweezer against the taut and raised point and set the tension. Stephanie moaned, at first fearing the pain, but then realizing that it didn’t hurt. She glanced down at the clamp, then up at him, confusion in her eyes.
 
    
 
   Davies smiled as he grabbed the other clamp. “Yes. The point is not to hurt, but to titillate. You will wear these tweezer clamps whenever you are awake unless I’ve ordered you otherwise. They don’t have to be tight, though I have the right to tighten them. Or to replace them with something crueler.” He finished placing the second clamp and Stephanie moaned. She was close to cumming.
 
    
 
   “There now,” he said stepping back. He went over to the wall switch and this time he lowered Stephanie all the way down. She collapsed, her hips twitching wildly as the orgasm inside her began. Davies watched with a huge grin.
 
    
 
   “When you’re finished, please help Aiki down and help her to the sleeping rooms,” he said quietly. Then he turned and left.
 
    
 
   Stephanie moaned and rolled over. The vibrations inside her were too strong, she reached down between her legs, her fingers finding her clit.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie!” Aiki whispered. “Stephanie!” The second time was more urgent.
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked up at Aiki. The pain etched on the girl’s face was evident. Stephanie gasped, ignoring the wave of pleasure about to strike her and instead began crawling over to Aiki. Her fingers reached for the pin that held up the steel pony and just as the orgasm finally hit, she managed to pry it loose.
 
    
 
   Aiki let out a scream of relief as the steel platform she’d been forced to ride collapsed with a metallic bang, the post sliding down a good eight inches. Aiki’s feet went flat and she stumbled backward off the mount, leaving wet footprints on the floor. Stephanie, still in the throes of her orgasm, watched as Aiki stumbled toward the sofa and then collapsed on it. 
 
    
 
   For a minute no one moved and only the loud churning of the dual eggs still vibrating like mad in both girls could be heard. Finally Stephanie rose up, groping across Davies’ desk. Her fingers found the little control boxes and she turned both off. The earthquake inside her sex went silent and she couldn’t help but collapse again in relief. Shuddering from the overload she focused on breathing, trying to get herself under control.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie?” Aiki moaned. “Stephanie, I can’t free my hands.”
 
    
 
   Steph sat up. All she could see was Aiki’s legs, which were sticking out over the end of the sofa. The girl’s bare feet were still slick with lotion, but at least she wasn’t twitching. Stephanie took a deep breath and slowly stood up. She walked over to the seating area and looked down. Aiki was lying on her back, both arms still held in position by the wire frame that kept her neck and wrists level.
 
    
 
   “There are release buttons,” Aiki said. “But I cannot reach them.” Stephanie sat down next to Aiki’s head and quickly ran her fingers along the metal bar. She found the two depressions and after only a moment was able to free Aiki’s wrists. The Asian girl sighed in relief and began moving her arms, then reached up to her neck and twisted a third release. The collar came off.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Aiki,” Stephanie whispered as Aiki sat up, careful not to touch the couch or the floor with her feet. The petite Asian girl stared at her toes and then glared at Stephanie.
 
    
 
   “Did you really need to use that much?” Aiki demanded, her English perfect.
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked. “What?”
 
    
 
   Aiki lifted her right foot and studied it. “It looks like bukkake,” she muttered. Then she smiled. “Kneel on the floor in front of me, with your arms on the restraint table.
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyebrows wiggled suggestively. “Trust me,” she said. Stephanie, totally confused, slid off the couch and positioned herself between the couch and the wooden frame she’d been secured to the night before. She settled easily enough and then Aiki put her feet on Stephanie’s back.
 
    
 
   “Ooohhhhhh,” Stephanie groaned as the Asian girl’s feet spread the excess lotion around, running from the top of her spine down to her bottom. It was pure bliss. Aiki moved her feet in small circles, digging her toes in along Stephanie’s shoulder blades and again at the small of Stephanie’s back. There was still too much lotion for the girls’ skin to absorb so Aiki slid both her feet up and down Stephanie’s sides, over her hips and down to her legs. Stephanie just moaned with pleasure until finally Aiki seemed satisfied. Aiki put down her feet and stood up.
 
    
 
   “We need to clean up. There are some towels in the private bath,” she said, pointing to the far side of the office. “Why don’t you get a couple so we can get rid of my footsteps? I’ll put away the horse.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie sighed, her mind still swimming in luxurious pleasure. Slowly she stood up and headed for the bathroom. “Just a hand towel?” She called out to Aiki, snapping on the light.
 
    
 
   “Yes. That will be fine. It should be dry. Cabinet on the right.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie moved into Davies private bath and found it almost as luxurious as the one in the master suite. There was a full shower, again easy enough to fit two strangers or three friends, with multiple sprayer-heads. A commode was closed off behind a privacy door, and there was an entire linen closet’s worth of towels. Stephanie selected a hand towel and then realized there was another door on the opposite side of the bath. She stepped forward and glanced in. The lights were off, but she could see that it was a gym with a number of exercise machines. Evidently Roger Davies believed in being physically fit. She smiled to herself and turned back around, only to find Aiki standing there in the bathroom with her.
 
    
 
   “Yes. Occasionally he asks one of us to do a workout with him. Usually it is Rebecca. She’s the only one who can actually keep up with him.” Aiki made a face. “There are two cycles. When he pedals his bike the dildo in Rebecca’s seat goes up and down.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie frowned. “That’s…” she paused. “Actually, I love the idea.”
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed. “Yes. Me too. Come on. I’ll take your vibrating egg out.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie blushed crimson. “Uh… I’m sure I can manage,” she stammered. Aiki took Stephanie’s hand, shaking her head. 
 
    
 
   “Not these. Trust me.” Aiki led Stephanie back into the seating area and pushed down on Stephanie’s shoulders so that she had to sit down on the sofa. “Spread your legs for me,” Aiki said softly. Stephanie complied, suddenly realizing that she was aroused again. Aiki’s eyes seemed to flicker in the soft light still illuminating the room and the Asian girl touched Stephanie’s inner thigh, working her fingertips closer and closer to the sweet spot. Stephanie’s breathing sharpened when Aiki’s caress found her petals and the black haired woman ran not one or two, but four of her fingers through Stephanie’s slit. She didn’t penetrate, at least not deeply, and the resulting surge of moisture on Stephanie’s part coated Aiki’s hand. The curvy blond groaned and thrust her hips forward, then pulled her feet up next to her on the couch. This made it even easier for Aiki, whose hand swirled through Stephanie’s slit with rapidly increasing movements. The sound of wet, succulent flesh opening and closing combined with Stephanie’s labored breathing. At least until Aiki suddenly did penetrate deeply, thrusting four fingers into Stephanie’s well, curling around the sex toy and pulling it out in a single motion. Stephanie cried out, her fingers tight on the back of the couch, her entire body rigid with need. Her loins pumped madly and she let out piercing groan of disappointment.
 
    
 
   “Hush,” Aiki said softly. “I understand.” Then Aiki put her hand back in Stephanie’s slit.
 
    
 
   Stephanie had never been fisted before, not by anyone. In fact, she’d never even considered it. But Aiki’s hand wasn’t that much bigger than the vibrating egg had been and when the beautiful Japanese girl slipped her fingers and thumb into Stephanie’s sex, only to swirl Stephanie’s insides into a creamy froth, Stephanie knew that having another person’s hand inside her was something she’d have to have done to her repeatedly. Aiki pumped her arm and brought her other hand up, her fingers teasing Stephanie’s clitoris even as she massaged Stephanie’s insides. In seconds the orgasm that had threatened the delicate blond crested like a tsunami and Stephanie couldn’t even hold her position. Her feet slipped and her legs shot out wide. Her hands came down to her grapefruit sized breasts, kneading the chocolate scented flesh until her thumbs and forefingers found the tweezer clamped nipples. As the orgasm rocked through her Stephanie pinched the hard, rigid pink bumps, arching her back and letting loose a cry that seemed to shake the world.
 
    
 
   She lay there dazed, her entire body sagging with sexual euphoria and it was several minutes before she realized that Aiki had disengaged, pulling her hand out of Stephanie’s dripping slit. She watched through half-closed eyes as the Asian girl carried the toy that had been in Stephanie’s body to the bathroom where she washed and dried it, then put it away in the closet behind Davies’ desk. Finally Aiki came back with two towels, one wet one, which she used to wipe away the excess fluids on Stephanie’s thighs, bottom and legs, and another to dry her off. Stephanie took a deep breath as she struggled to her feet, allowing Aiki to clean her posterior.
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked down at the couch. It was covered in a slick goo and Stephanie blushed. “Thank God, it’s leather,” she said pointing to the wet spot. It was the size of a medium pizza. “I’ll get a towel and clean it up,” she told Aiki, not wanting the Asian girl to go to more trouble.
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed. She put the two cleansing towels down and stood up, only to put her hands on Stephanie’s shoulders to turn her around.  “On the contrary,” Aiki said. “That would be precipitous.” Slowly she sat down in the exact same spot Stephanie had been occupying, sliding herself across the cushion with a wicked smile. Stephanie gasped as Aiki literally coated herself in Stephanie’s cum. “After all,” the Asian girl said as she drew up her feet and spread her legs, revealing the sweet petals of her sex. “You need to remove mine as well.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked up from Aiki’s slightly bruised sex and saw the look in Aiki’s eyes. Then she smiled and slowly sank to her knees. She reached out and began running her fingers through Aiki’s slit, in the same circle like caresses the girl had used on her.
 
    
 
   “Oh. Oh yes…”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   Mark looked across the grass and saw her waving in the distance, her radiant smile easily the most attractive of her features. Her glittering blue eyes seemed to echo the hues found in the sea and sky and she ran eagerly toward him. She was wearing a summer dress, daringly short but still respectable, the hem dancing around her thighs revealing tantalizing glimpses of firm, toned skin. She was barefoot, her delicate toes disappearing into the verdant green beneath her as her wheat colored hair flashed gold in the sunlight. He opened his arms for her, his heart beating in excitement. She was beyond beautiful. It was her. It was Stephanie.
 
    
 
   They came together with a fiery passion as she leaped into his arms, wrapping her legs around him. He crushed her to his chest as their mouths met, tongues frantically searching for the other, every fiber of their being involved in seeking relief. Their hearts melded together and then she slid downward, her eyes twinkling. Her fingers worked at his buckle and a moment later her luscious mouth was wrapped around his manhood. Mark groaned, head thrown back as she pleasured him, her head bobbing back and forth until she pulled him to the ground to lie flat on his back. The warmth of her mouth left him for only a moment as she slid forward and his hand found her flank, soft flesh yielding under his questing fingers. She wore nothing beneath the dress. He could feel the heat of her and his shaft slipped through her wetness as she rocked against his body. He groaned, straining upward toward consummation. It had been so long! So hard. He inhaled as he felt her move above him, positioning herself for the final act, and smelled…
 
    
 
   Lemons.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes snapped open and he froze, only to half twist with a cry of alarm. The woman on top of him cooed.
 
    
 
   “Now sweetie, let me relieve you, you poor, poor man,” Ms. Parks whispered.
 
    
 
   Mark grunted and pushed the woman off the bed. He twisted and stared at the cook with a look of disbelief and uttered a cry of frustrated chagrin. His cock was certainly wet, but he was pretty sure she hadn’t managed to impale herself. 
 
    
 
   “Aaargggh,” he snarled. “What the hell?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks was sprawled on the floor, her legs spread but the smile on her face hadn’t disappeared. “Oh? Do you want to do it rough? You want the top, big boy?” She grin widened even more and she thrust her breasts forward. “Come and do me!”
 
    
 
   “Good lord,” Mark groaned as he sat up straight. “Don’t you have anything better to do? Shouldn’t you be cooking or something?” He had been sleeping naked because of a lack of underthings and he reached over to the small chair and table where he’d left the previous day’s clothing. He struggled to get his boxers on.
 
    
 
   “Ohh,” Ms. Parks assured him smoothly. “That sweet strumpet Stephanie actually knows her way around a stove!” She frowned at him. “But sweetie, you’re still all hard! You need to relieve that tension.” She moved into a kneeling position.
 
    
 
   Mark let out a frustrated sigh. “Ms. Parks,” he began, but she interrupted him.
 
    
 
   “Amelia,” she purred. “Every man who has put his hand in my breadbox calls me Amelia.”
 
    
 
   Mark grit his teeth and took another deep breath. “Amelia. I appreciate your intentions. I really do. But you have to understand that I’m not here to be one of Roger Davies sex toys. I’m here because of Stephanie. I’m not interested in getting physical with anyone but her. Do you understand?” He reached out a hand and she took it, letting him pull her to her feet.
 
    
 
   “You find me attractive?” Amelia whispered.
 
    
 
   Mark licked his lips. There was little doubt in his mind that Amelia Parks had once been a beauty on par with any of the girls currently residing at the Ranch and even approaching fifty years of age, she was incredibly shapely, with well-rounded curves and a sweet face. Age had caused the inevitable sagging, but she managed it well for the most part. She had thickened around the middle but her skin was creamy white, almost flawless. He smiled ruefully.
 
    
 
   “I find you very beautiful. You just aren’t Stephanie.”
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks smiled back and she reached up, cupping his chin. “You are a sweet and decent man,” she said in disappointment. “Still, I’m here when you need to blow off some steam, or let me suck it out of you!” Her eyebrows wiggled suggestively and he had to keep from giving her a look of crazy exasperation. “I brought your new wardrobe by the way. It arrived this morning on the truck.” She pointed to the corner and Mark saw a cardboard box full of jeans, socks, boxers, and shirts, all folded and ready to wear. There were even a pair of tough cowboy boots.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” Mark said in relief. “I appreciate the clothing.”
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks stepped closer and she put her hand on the bulge tenting the front of his boxers. Mark stiffened as her fingers began rubbing him. “Are you absolutely sure I can’t help you with this?” She begged him, almost pleading.
 
    
 
   For half a second he considered it. Hell, she’d already given him a blowjob. Or at least he presumed she had. Where else had his dream come from? But then he pictured Stephanie in his mind, her hair blowing in the wind, sunlight streaming through the golden locks. He put his hand on hers and gently disengaged her.
 
    
 
   “No. I’m fine. Thank you.”
 
    
 
   Amelia Parks pouted only a moment before spinning. Her dress was a fallen puddle on the floor and she quickly brought it up, covering her body, except she did it in such a way that both of her breasts were still exposed. “Well, I know that you’ll use me eventually. Men can’t resist my cooking.” Her eyes were bright. “When you can’t take it anymore, come find me.” Then she backed out into the corridor and was gone.
 
    
 
   Mark closed the door with a sigh and started to get dressed. Twenty minutes later he walked through the main foyer to exit the building and was surprised to see the luscious redhead Rebecca bound hand and foot to the small pedestal awaiting those entering the building. She gave him a coquettish smile and the twitch of her hips was signal enough. She wasn’t wearing the high heels today, and instead had on the black leather cuffs on wrist and ankle. Her bare feet dipped, the soles delightfully curved. He still felt guilty that he was the reasons she’d been bound to the Rock, so he stepped over to her and slid two fingers into her dripping sex, the petals moist and soft. Her eyes closed in rapture and she moaned deeply, her hips already churning. He pressed his thumb against her clit and in seconds she was frantic, bucking violently against his hand. Mark’s eyes widened and he pulled away, wiping his fingers quickly on her thigh.
 
    
 
   “I’m horny!” she groaned. “Don’t you understand that?” She demanded.
 
    
 
   It shocked Mark so much he replied. “Damn right I do.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck me then. Please! I’ll take the punishment!”
 
    
 
   “You already did!” Mark snapped, totally bewildered at the change in her demeanor, and hurried outside. Hot air surrounded him as she looked back over his shoulder. Fortunately the door concealed the girl and he rounded the end of the house until he stood with the rest of the ranch hands, standing in line waiting for breakfast. 
 
    
 
   “Hey Mark, whatcha doing at the back of the line?” James asked curiously.
 
    
 
   Mark nodded toward the side porch. “Stephanie is cook’s assistant today.”
 
    
 
   James nodded. “Oh. Okay.”  Then it dawned on the driver. “OOHHH. Okay!” He laughed. He clapped Mark on the back. “Every man’s got to have his eye candy and…” his voice trailed off. The door at the side of the house, right next to the kitchen had opened and out came Ms. Parks. She began setting out trays. Stephanie appeared next, bearing similar items.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” muttered James. “I like the look.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie was taller. Her feet had been encased in a set of strap on heels, her dainty little toes still exposed, and that laced up each leg all the way to the very top of her thigh, tying off just an inch from her sex. Her petals, pink and wet, made it readily apparent she was aroused and Mark could see the glistening streaks of moisture wetting the ribbons that went to the shoes. But most appealing was the fact that she was wearing a black leather choker, almost a collar, and that threaded through a clip at her throat was a silver chain, either end of which was capped with tweezer clamps, which held Stephanie’s nipples in tight little pincers. Mark took a shuddering breath as the first men in line hurried up at the sight of a gorgeous woman they’d never seen before.
 
    
 
   James shook his head. “Mate, I don’t know whether to congratulate you, or offer my condolences.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “What?”
 
    
 
   James stared. “Your girl man. She’s hot. And I mean in a way that just makes every man around her want to throw her down and fuck her. Know what I mean?”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “Yes. No. I mean…” his voice trailed off and he felt a surge of anger. James saw it in his eyes and held up his hand. “My bad, mate. I was wrong. I know now.”
 
    
 
   “Know what?” Mark asked suspiciously. James grinned ruefully.
 
    
 
   “It sucks to be you,” James replied, then sauntered forward to join the line.
 
    
 
   Mark climbed up on one of the picnic tables and sat on the top to give himself a better view. Stephanie was there, eyes shining, smiling coquettishly at the parade of men who were collecting food from her. Her cheeks held a charming blush and she seemed to be speaking to the men in quiet tones. 
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened. He jumped down from the table and hurried over to the line, slipping into the last slot. He moved forward, bit by bit, eyes locked on Stephanie until Ms. Parks put a spoonful of breakfast scrabble onto his plate.
 
    
 
   “And here is the man who turned me down,” Parks scolded him, nudging Stephanie with her elbow. “I’d already licked his pole hard and just as I was about to finish him off he told me he was waiting for someone named ‘Stephanie’.” She said it teasingly, but when there wasn’t a reply from her assistant, she looked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie was staring at her husband, a look of absolute adoration on her face. Their eyes were locked together and despite being separated by a table it was if their world had shrunk to just the two of them. Time seemed to slow as every word that needed to be said went unspoken and every needed touch went unshared. Mark’s mouth went dry as his eyes filled with tears.
 
    
 
   “Well,” Parks said in exasperation. “She is a scrumptious little strumpet but you could at least thank her for the food.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked, the moment broken. He glanced back at Amelia and then grinned. He looked back at Stephanie, smiling and she returned it, tears streaming down her cheeks. 
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” Mark said, but he said it with the same inflection and tone that he had used when they first had gotten married, just out of high school.
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s eyes widened. “I love you to!” She whispered. 
 
    
 
   Mark backed away, his eyes locked on his wife. He didn’t even bother to start eating until Ms. Parks and Stephanie had taken all of the food back inside. Even then, the image of his wife, strutting her stuff in those amazing high heels, her bare breasts and loins exposed, her nipples caught in those delicate little clamps stayed with him. Finally he groaned, reached down and adjusted the raging hard-on beneath his jeans. The image sustained him through the next twenty minutes as he ate his food, knowing his wife had cooked it.
 
    
 
   “Mark. A moment?” Toby asked. Mark looked up and saw Toby approaching with one of the ranch hands.
 
    
 
   “What? Oh. Certainly.”
 
    
 
   “This gentleman is Derek Crownser. He’s our foreman here at the Ranch. He has a couple of maintenance issues in the dormitory that need addressing and was wondering if you would mind using your expertise to diagnose some of the problems.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “Oh. Sure. Absolutely.” He nodded at Derek. “Just let me finish breakfast and I can look at them immediately.
 
    
 
   Derek looked grateful. “Thank you. My men and I have tried to keep things patched up, but were cattlemen, not handymen. Half my crew don’t know the difference between a Phillips head and a standard driver.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah well, same thing in my country,” Mark assured him. “I’ll meet you in a few. I’ve got to catch up with Toby.” He ran forward to walk with the butler.
 
    
 
   “Toby, I need to talk to you. Rebecca asked me to fuck her this morning. And she actually tried. The only reason I’m still standing is because you had her tied to the wall.”
 
    
 
   Toby’s eyes widened, then narrowed. “Why are you telling me this?”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “Well, you said that the girls would be punished if I spoke to them, or if they spoke to me. So I have to assume that she doesn’t want to be punished, so if she spoke to me it would have to be a test, so I’m reporting it so that she doesn’t get punished. Right?” 
 
    
 
   Toby actually smiled. “Very logical. Though I know of no such test.”
 
    
 
   “Toby, how long was she actually on the rock yesterday?” Mark asked as they headed for the door.
 
    
 
   “Four hours, thirty-seven minutes. And she was quite distraught that she wouldn’t be around for the evening hours when the men would have more leisure time.”
 
    
 
   “You’re kidding me,” Mark said, stunned.
 
    
 
   Toby snorted. “Hardly. Had you stayed, you would have seen the charade ‘punishment on the rock’ really is. Then men had her cushioned within twenty minutes, with one of them holding an ice filled tumbler of lemonade ready while two others rubbed her hands and feet, all while she begged for the man between her legs to hurry so that the others could fuck her too.” Toby reached for the doorknob.
 
    
 
   “That actually doesn’t sound too bad.”
 
    
 
   “It isn’t,” Toby said, opening the door. Both men stepped in and looked directly across the foyer at Rebecca. Her red hair tumbled down one shoulder and the hot stare she directed at them was practically smoldering.
 
    
 
   Toby went up to her and without a word jammed two fingers into her slit. She gasped, eyes locked on his, pumping her hips on his hand. Still, she didn’t say anything. Finally he drew his fingers away and stuffed them in her mouth. She licked him clean and then her eyes flashed toward Mark. With a sigh of resignation, he imitated Toby, doing exactly the same thing. This time she didn’t say anything either. He glanced at Toby, then shrugged. 
 
    
 
   “I’m going to get my tools,” he told the butler, who waved his hand dismissively and the sauntered off to another portion of the house. Mark went to his small shop and got his tool kit and then, because he wanted to avoid a solo confrontation with Rebecca, decided to go through the kitchen exit. He bit back a smile. And it would mean getting to see Stephanie, even if it were just for a moment. He turned left, heading for the kitchen, but just as he was about to enter, a girlish squeal filled the air and he stumbled to a halt. Carefully, he leaned around the door jam, peeking in and his eyes widened.
 
    
 
   Amelia Parks was naked. Her head was thrown back, her bare breasts perfectly exposed and she was leaning backward against the end of the island, legs braced wide apart, positioned in the one spot where anyone coming in from the house would be sure to see her. Except that squatting between her legs, was the moving head of Mark’s wife. From the look of exultation on Ms. Parks’ face, it was pretty clear what Stephanie was doing to the older woman and his wife’s enforced nudity only made the scene that much more erotic. Mark’s eyes slid from the full, but somewhat saggy breasts of the lascivious cook and onto the supple and taut curves of Steph. Her buttocks were tight and she was still wearing the heels. Squatting, she had no choice but to widen her stance and Mark could see the shape of her sex in shadow against the light contrast of the wooden cabinets behind her. His eyes traced the line of her spine up to her shoulder and then down her left side, over her breast. Stephanie’s arms were up, gripping Amelia Parks by the hip, unwittingly revealing her own bosom. 
 
    
 
   Parks gasped again and this time Stephanie moved forward, dropping into a kneeling position. She brought her arms underneath Parks, spreading her legs even more before smashing her mouth down on the older woman’s clitoris. Mark couldn’t help grinning. He knew his girl wouldn’t settle for anything but the best and sure enough Parks began screaming in orgasmic bliss a second or two later. 
 
    
 
   He stayed right where he was, watching as the two women disengaged slowly. Parks struggled to catch her breath as Stephanie rose, a sheen of the older women juice was spread across her grinning face. 
 
    
 
   “Now, get up on the island girl, I’m going to show you how I cook!” Amelia Parks said with eagerness.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened as Stephanie, who was clearly a little disturbed by the idea, climbed up onto the granite counter top. Ms. Parks giggled and pulled on her, positioning her close to the end Parks herself had been leaning against, with Stephanie’s legs dangling off the side at the knee.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” Parks whispered, running her hands along Stephanie’s outstretched thighs. Mark shivered with jealousy. “Look at this sweet skin. And your pussy! It’s so perfect! No wonder that young man prefers you to me. I’d prefer you to me too! And so wet already!” She dipped her head, pink tongue extended and Stephanie let out a tiny cry of excitement as Ms. Park clearly began lapping at Stephanie’s clit. Mark watched as his wife’s hands came up off the granite and began squeezing her own breasts, pinching forward toward the tips until the tweezer clamps danced. It was mesmerizing in its own perverted way. Mark couldn’t help himself, staring in rapt astonishment as the cook ravished his wife. 
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks came out from between Stephanie’s legs, leaving her swollen slit and gaping sex wide and in perfect view from the door. She swung around the corner of the island, leaned across Stephanie, who lay there moaning with need, and reached for the bowl she kept stocked in the middle of the island.
 
    
 
   “You know what’s the best part of being a cook?” Amelia Parks asked Stephanie seductively.
 
    
 
   “What?” Stephanie asked, already lost.
 
    
 
   “Having the right supply of fruits and vegetables.” Parks grabbed hold of one of the massive English cucumbers that stuck up from the center of the bowl and brought it down between Stephanie’s thighs. Mark watched the inhumanely long and thick vegetable slip through Stephanie’s folds as his wife groaned with need, thrusting her hips upward. Then Parks positioned the end and slipped it in, working it with a twist, even as her own mouth went to Stephanie’s breast, licking the little clamped nipple, only to bite it a moment later.
 
    
 
   Stephanie went nuts, crying out in desperation on the counter top as Ms. Parks frantically pounded at her loins with the cucumber. It sloshed inside her and the wet smacking noise it made as the end was buried repeatedly into Stephanie’s hot and slippery folds made Mark groan himself. He reached down and adjusted the raging hard-on underneath his jeans and every fiber of his being demanded he go in there and rip the cucumber out of Stephanie, replacing its length with his own. He grit his teeth and closed his eyes, but only for a moment, instead opting once more to peek around the door jam and watch.
 
    
 
   Stephanie had cum just a moment before and now lay in limp bliss on the counter top, arms flaccid at her sides. The amazing high heels she was wearing looked only sexier now that her pussy was leaking a pool of clear fluids onto the granite around a thick green cucumber and Ms. Parks had her sliver lined hair laid delicately on Stephanie’s breast as she continued to tease and nibble on the curvy blonde's nipple. But most importantly, Stephanie was looking at the far wall, eyes unfocused.
 
    
 
   Mark steeled himself, straightening up. Then, as if it were totally natural to find the two women who were doing the cooking naked and laid out in sexual bliss on the island counter, he sauntered through the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Don’t mind me, ladies.” Mark told them. “I’m just passing through.”
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks head snapped up in surprise, but her smile was huge. She clearly didn’t mind and she gave him a little wave from the other side of the island. 
 
    
 
   But Stephanie? Stephanie’s eyes had cleared before he’d even made it into her vision. She’d heard his voice and their eyes met, again in sparkling wonder. Mark stared at her, the smile on his face huge as he slowly walked through the distance of her vision and she tilted her head to keep him there. Memories of walks in the garden, running together along the beach, holding hands in the carriage of the Ferris Wheel flit through each of their brains. Seeing her on their wedding night, the white sheer gauze of her nighty…
 
    
 
   Then he hit the door, stumbling and his mind was drawn back to reality. “Owww.” he said stupidly, rubbing his head.
 
    
 
   “Try opening the door next time, hunk,” Ms. Sparks chastised him. “Instead of just looking at the goods.”
 
    
 
   Mark grinned back. “I’ll keep that in mind. Thanks,” he assured her. Then he smiled once more at Stephanie, putting every bit of his love into it. She returned it back. Then he disappeared out through the door.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God!” Stephanie moaned, sitting up and rolling off the counter top. “What if he saw us?” She exclaimed as she reached down between her legs and pulled the cucumber out of her snatch with a groan. She went to the sink and began washing it thoroughly as Ms. Parks wiped down the granite counter top, cleaning it of Stephanie's effluvium.
 
    
 
   “So what if he did?” Ms. Parks said, just a tad bit annoyed. “Did you not see that young man’s smile? The one he made for you? He was thrilled. Overjoyed. He’ll be higher than a kite for the next few hours. Trust me.” She said with a wink.
 
    
 
   “He still loves me?” Stephanie asked.
 
    
 
   Ms. Parks sighed and went to the sink. “Oh deary me. Yes. He loves you.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
                 
 
   Three weeks actually went by fast for Mark. It helped having to work. While it wasn’t physically intensive labor it was difficult, since he had no one to help or consult with other than what he could find on the internet. In fact, a good portion of his time was spent on a computer, watching how-to programs and he was fast becoming an expert on a whole variety of systems. It was amazing what being forced to learn did to a man and Mark’s morale improved dramatically.
 
    
 
   He lived for his daily sightings of Stephanie and he especially preferred the days when she was assigned kitchen duty. He came to learn that Ms. Parks was intimate with all of her helpers, around the same time, though the vegetable she used on each one changed out on a daily basis. He hadn’t thought much about it that first night, but the salad the ranch hands had been served the evening Stephanie had first served as kitchen assistant had been full of English cucumber.
 
    
 
   He was also becoming more used to Roger Davies and the schedule the man kept. He normally slept late and preferred to dine alone with whichever girls had been selected to sleep with him the previous evening. Mark was under no misconceptions that this included his wife, but he’d never been privileged to see what went on in the master suite and he had pushed the idea clearly out of his mind. Instead Mark had passed by on a number of occasions as the breakfast table was laid out on the porch by the pool, Melody and Aiki, or Cindi or Rebecca, or Stephanie and Silvia, or some other combination, joined him. Davies would pass out small drinks of something silver, the girls would lap up the contents, and then breakfast would devolve into another round of wild sex.
 
    
 
   But that was all. Sex. Not bullwhipping. 
 
    
 
   Roger Davies worked from home, that was obvious to Mark, but the man mostly stayed in his office. Mark was also aware that Aiki was Davies assistant, almost as much as she was his sexual submissive, though it was only the fact that Aiki’s noticeable absence as the door greeter led him to that supposition. The few times Toby had led Mark back into Davies presence, the man had been on the phone, usually with Aiki right beside him, working hard on something. 
 
    
 
   Late afternoons and evenings were reserved for the real torments inflicted by Davies, which left the ladies not subjected to his attention, or mounted in the foyer, with very little to do. At first Mark had encountered them lounging about in the house’s great room, draped across the various pieces of furniture, legs spread, working an impressive variety of motorized toys through their delicate slits. At first Mark enjoyed it. Regardless of the way he felt about Stephanie and his own dedication to her, he was a man, and a man with eyeballs. All of Roger Davies’ women were beautiful, but he found himself finding something attractive about each of them. Cindi for example, with her dark brown hair, looked like a lost cheerleader. She seemed the youngest in the group and she was the one who was constantly trying to ambush him. Rebecca, the busty redhead was at least as old as his wife and her looks were molten seduction. Silvia was stand-offish, nervous around Mark, not as if she didn’t trust him to obey the rules, but as if she didn’t trust herself.  And Melody would give mark surreptitious smiles, as if she were his best friend’s lover, and had been given the gift of a secret. 
 
    
 
   The only girl Mark hadn’t spent any time with was Aiki, though “time with” was a misnomer. He was never left alone with any of the girls, or if he was, it was in a very public area of the house. Cindi had managed to entrap him twice, both times throwing herself on him, begging him to fuck her stupid, and had come away angry when he’d resisted. Mark had felt bad each evening when he’s seen Davies string her up outside next to the pool deck, arms secured above her head as he swung his bullwhip at her breasts and bottom. Toby told him that he was doing the right thing.
 
    
 
   But what confused Mark was Roger Davies. Mark had expected to be constantly presented with situations where Stephanie was being tortured. On the contrary, except for the occasional afternoon or evening where he’d spot her bound to the St. Andrew’s Cross in the living room, or even bent over the strange, half-circle like bench in his office, Davies clearly wasn’t trying to torture Mark. In fact, the only thing that happened to Stephanie that didn’t happen to the others was the clamps.
 
    
 
   It hadn’t taken long for Mark to realize that the ladies switched days between the high heels and the bondage cuffs. He’d asked Toby about it and the butler had smiled, explaining that long term exposure to the high heels tended to cause irreparable damage to a woman’s spine and musculature. Master Davies’ father had begun a program to mitigate that damage, requiring that the woman only wear the heels every other day. To offset the lack of heels, the original Master Davies demanded the girls wear symbols of their position - thus the heavy leather manacles around ankle and wrist, and the collar around their throat.
 
    
 
   Stephanie however, was something special. While she switched between the impressive heels and standardized bondage gear just like the other girls, her collar was replaced with a choker while Aiki and the others went bare necked. And most importantly, Stephanie’s nipples were clamped.
 
    
 
   Mark had never seen such an assortment of clamps before, but his wife wore them well. Most of the time he saw her wearing the tweezer clamps. He knew these were light weight and caused no pain, even when the steel chain was drawn up. But he had also seen her wearing box like vices that caught the tips of her nipples in tight little lines and Japanese clover clamps, where the operation mechanism caused the clamp to tighten the more you tugged on them. Stephanie would appear with the tips of her breasts caught in what looked to be jewelry, but were actually rings of spikes, pressurized around her nipple, pain clearly radiating up from her bosom. And once Mark had watched her go about her daily duties with both breasts oiled and covered with wax, the clothespins that clung to her flesh sealed in place beneath the hardened paraffin. But what was the clincher was that she’d clearly been forced to hold the clothespin pulled downward, bending her nipple painfully, as the wax had been applied. Over the next five hours the wax had slowly yielded until the clothespins were sticking straight out from her breasts again. 
 
    
 
   Mark had to admit it had been a turn on.
 
    
 
   His wife also showed other signs of frequent use. She would turn up one morning with her bottom excoriated, red and blistered. One morning she was hanging from the wall across from the main entry and Mark noticed a series of fine welts across the soles of both her feet. Her clit was always swollen and her labia, which he remembered from the Challenge, seemed constantly bruised and tender. But it wasn’t until the third week, when he’d accidentally put off repairing a switch in the laundry room, that he’d been able to find out what Davies had done to her mind.
 
    
 
   It was late in the morning and he’d yet to spot Stephanie. Melody was at the door, grinding away at anyone coming or going or even crossing, with quiet desperation. Toby had confessed to him a need to head into town, and even gone over the process of switching out the girls if noon came around and he hadn’t returned. All Mark had to do was find Silvia, order her to accompany him, and then replace Melody with Silvia.
 
    
 
   Mark had watched Toby handle the tie and it wasn’t complicated so he wasn’t worried about it. Instead he went about his chores like any man with a list. He’d gotten a bit behind and knowing how frustrating it was for things not to work, he headed toward the laundry room in order to fix a slipping switch on a dryer.
 
    
 
   And there she was. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie stood there in the laundry room, humming quietly to herself, folding laundry. Her eyes were far away and to Mark’s surprise, she was actually folding his jeans. She wore the bondage gear and her nipples were caught in the tweezer clamps, but she looked content. The whirring of the machines behind her muffled his approach and a moment later, knowing that they were neither going to be seen or interrupted, he wrapped his arms around her.
 
    
 
   Stephanie squealed only once before Mark’s mouth covered hers as she twisted in his embrace, hugging him tightly. The kiss turned frantic and she began pawing at his shirt, struggling to unbutton it. He began to help, the throbbing member in his pants threatening to rise up out of the denim pants he wore all by itself. In seconds he was kicking off the boots and he lifted her, only to place her gently on the table itself, before he climbed up and sank himself into her sweet wetness. There was no foreplay. It was like those dying of thirst suddenly finding a pool of cool, sweet water.
 
    
 
   Their loving making was fast and aggressive, the quick and violent taking of things yearned for. She came first of course, as was her new nature, but he followed shortly afterward, pumping in such a long stream of cum that she marveled, holding him as he groaned in release. Finally they sagged in each other’s arms, covered in perspiration and feeling the sweet bliss of sexual lethargy.
 
    
 
   When he could finally speak she kept his head against her chest and he could hear the beating of her heart.
 
    
 
   “I love you,” he said quietly.
 
    
 
   Stephanie smiled. “I know.” Her fingers tightened even harder around him as his shaft slipped wetly from her depths.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” He asked.
 
    
 
   She bit her lip and shook her head. “No. I’m not with you. At least, not the way I want. I long for you every second. I look for you around every corner, in every chair. The best days for me are when I’m helping Amelia in the kitchen. Then at least I know I’ll get to see you three times, usually more. And I as much as I hate being tied opposite the front door, you are the man who comes and goes the most. All of the girls talk about you. How you are always gentle, how you rub our clits with your thumb, how you actually make love to us when you touch.” She suddenly giggled. “You’re actually very popular right now. There are a number of us desperate to fuck you. Even Amelia.”
 
    
 
   “None of them are you,” he whispered.
 
    
 
   “No. But I wouldn’t blame you,” she said softly. “I’ve had sex with practically everyone in this house except Toby. All of the girls are bi-sexual and if we aren’t selected for Master Davies’ bed that night, we sort of cuddle for comfort. It always turns into an orgy, swapping partners, sixty-nining, hell, last week Silvia, Rebecca, and Cindi tied me down and tried to see how many times I could cum from just having my clit tickled with a feather.”
 
    
 
   Mark grinned at the thought. “How many times?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie let out a light laugh. “Until I fell asleep? I won’t tell you. Maybe you’ll want to find out yourself.”
 
    
 
   “I just might do that,” he replied. “We are on a journey to discover the sexual side of you. But I do have one question,” he asked, his voice becoming more serious. “What’s in the little cups Davies gives you at breakfast?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie shrugged. “Cindi told me that it’s a vitamin supplement designed to keep our energy up.”
 
    
 
   “What does it taste like?” Mark asked curiously.
 
    
 
   “Sweet, but only barely. It goes down quick enough.”
 
    
 
   “What does Aiki say about it?” He asked.
 
    
 
   “Aiki? Why would she say anything about it?
 
    
 
   “Aiki never gets as much as the other girls. You, Melody, and Cindi do,” Mark pointed out. “At least from what I’ve seen. Any ideas?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie squirmed. “She’s Asian maybe?”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned, clearly thinking. “Maybe. Still, I’ve got questions about that stuff. Toby knew something but he didn’t lie quick enough to catch me off guard and he had to tell me to mind my own business.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie sighed. “Mark. Please. Can’t we just be together?”
 
    
 
   He glanced back down at her. Then he smiled. “Yes. I’m sorry.”
 
    
 
   She pushed him onto his back. “Forgiven. Now I’m going to touch you. I want to touch every part of you.” She ran her hands along his legs and over his chest. He hummed in approval and closed his eyes, drawing his hands upon his head. Stephanie made soft motions with her fingers and then, to Mark’s surprise, slid back down to his spent manhood. Slowly she began stroking him, only to take him into her mouth and begin the best blowjob she had ever given him.
 
    
 
   It took twenty minutes of sucking, licking, and rubbing, but she stiffened him a second time and when he was ready she climbed back up on the table, this time throwing her leg over his and impaling herself down on his shaft. It felt so amazing not only to have cock inside her, but to have his cock deep that she quickly matched his intensity, grinding herself in back and forward motions until nothing would keep them from climaxing together. His hands came up to cup her breast and she showed him how to tighten the tiny restraining bands on the tweezer clamps. Then she unclasped the chain for her collar and put the steel between Mark’s teeth, even as their pistoning loins pumped in oiled unity.
 
    
 
   “Bite down,” she said softly. He did so obediently and then watched with widening eyes as she straightened up, vertical to his horizontal, thrusting with every passion, every need in her heart, the steel connecting her outstretched and clamped nipples to his mouth. She groaned as the pain bit into her breasts, spreading out from the crushed tips, the stretched out flesh, spiraling upward into her body, only to dive down to her sex, which tightened spasmodically around his thrusting cock. Her fluids gushed, wetting him and her and he slid through, both abrasive and frictionless, somehow finding the perfect medium of both movement and stimulation. Nothing could feel better. Ever. Shards of energy shot up through her body, firing along nerves dedicate for the single purpose of pleasure, utilizing the energy of that original shard of pain to find her brain and the first fireworks began lighting up her limbic system. The pleasure centers of the brain went live with human fire, dumping dopamine and oxytocin into her system. Her toes curled all the way down at the other end as her body came to one startling conclusion. It was Mark. It was him. He was inside her. This was right. She threw her head back, letting the agony and the pain and the pleasure meld into something else.
 
    
 
   And came.
 
    
 
   That evening, Mark was sure they’d been caught.
 
    
 
   “The Master would like a word,” Toby said, knocking on Mark’s door and opening it enough to look through after Mark had bade him enter. Mark’s eyes widened and the bottom of his stomach dropped out. He couldn’t help but to wonder what sort of punishment the big Aussie would have cooked up for Stephanie. He nodded, made sure his clothes were in order, slipped on his boots, and followed Toby.
 
    
 
   As usual they walked through the foyer and Silvia was on door duty. The thin, young brunette was hung from the wall like a ripe piece of fruit and it looked like she’d actually fallen asleep. Toby paused momentarily, clearly considering leaving the poor girl alone, but then stopped right in front of her. Toby glanced back at Mark with a grim frown.
 
    
 
   “What?” Mark whispered, not sure what the butler wanted.
 
    
 
   “She’s supposed to remain wet, not nap,” Toby said quietly.
 
    
 
   Mark glanced at the door. “Not a lot of action though. It’s not quite fair.”
 
    
 
   Toby smiled. “Exactly.” He reached into his pocket and drew out a small clamp. The end of it was capped with some sort of dangling weight. “It’s actually a vibrator. It will settle between her petals and drive her into orgasm.”
 
    
 
   “But she’s not supposed to cum,” Mark said suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “Yes. Instead of sleeping, she’ll focus on trying not to orgasm,” Toby said with satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Damn,” Mark muttered. “You are cruel.”
 
    
 
   Toby shrugged and turned on the small vibrator. It was quiet, especially tucked away in his hand. He closed the distance and then, when it would be the last and only thing that woke her, he clipped the pincers to the girl’s barely visible clit.
 
    
 
   Silvia jerked awake with a strangled cry and the groaned. “Toby, you bastard. That hurts!” She protested. Then her eyes widened. “Is that…?”
 
    
 
   “Yes. A vibrator. Hold still a moment,” he said. His fingers opened up her petals and he set the actual vibrating part right between so that it lay along her slit, like a hot dog nestled in a bun.
 
    
 
   “Oh God, Toby. Not there, not like that!” She hissed, her hips already starting to roll. “Oh. Oh God!”
 
    
 
   “If you can’t remain awake enough to stay wet, then you will remain awake enough to not cum.”
 
    
 
   Silvia’s eyes widened even more. “What? Are you insane? This is going to drive me nuts! It’s like me nibbling on you! Please Toby? Please don’t do this to me? I’ll suck you off tomorrow! I’ll let you ride me!” She saw Mark. “Mark! Please! Don’t let him leave me like this!”
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged and spread his hands. “You’re a sex slave girl who asked for this. What the hell do you want me to do about it?” 
 
    
 
   Toby turned and walked away from the pleading girl and Mark followed. The living room was quiet, except for the fact that Melody was laying on the couch. She wore nothing but some sparkly, stone studded heels, one of which was pointed straight up at the ceiling. The sound of something wet, thick, and motorized was coming from her nether region and when Mark and Toby passed they saw she was right in the middle of masturbating with one of the many, many toys that were frequently left around the place. Mark sighed while Toby seemed to take little note.
 
    
 
   Mark’s tension returned as they made their way down the hall to Davies’ office. It also didn’t make Mark feel any better when he saw Stephanie in Roger Davies’ study. A strange chair like restraint that Mark had never see before supported his wife’s writhing frame just a foot or two away from Davies’ desk.  By itself, the chair would have been shaped like a stylized number two. Two padded runners along the base supported Stephanie’s knees and she was leaning back against the wider slope or back of the chair. Her hands were secured to the shortened top where the fluid, sculpture like object formed a small top. But what was most interesting, especially to Mark, was that the chair sported machinery; a strange rubber phallus that was violently quivering each time it was pulled and pushed repeatedly through Stephanie’s quivering petals. It had a separate arm, pressed tightly against her clit and black leather straps had been placed across each thigh and her waist. Her entire body was coated with a sheen of oil and her tweezer clamps had been replaced by cruel looking alligator clamps. With eyes closed she moaned, clearly undone by the aggressive pounding being given her pudenda.
 
    
 
   “Ah! Toby! Mark!” Davies roared when he saw Stephanie’s husband. He was sitting behind his desk with Aiki kneeling between his legs, her head bobbing on his exposed manhood. He motioned at the chair where Stephanie, sporting a bright red ball gag, moaned in sexual distress.  “What do you think?”
 
    
 
   Mark stood staring. His wife was clearly approaching the climax of an orgasm, but the look on her face made him wonder if this was her first. “I’m not sure what to think, but I know she looks good doing it,” he said assuredly. “What’s she being punished for?” It was a loaded question.
 
    
 
   “Punished?” declared Davies. “She isn’t being punished, mate. She’s being rewarded!”
 
    
 
   Mark looked up, suddenly feeling relieved. “Rewarded? For what?”
 
    
 
   “For being her,” Davies said with a grin. “I told you I liked her.”
 
    
 
   Mark wanted to glare at the man, but he couldn’t tear his eyes from Stephanie’s body. Despite making love to her not once, but twice that morning, his cock was rock hard and he wanted her again. Her chest heaved and he could see her eyes moving beneath the closed lids. She began to pant. Then a moment later her eyes suddenly flew open, staring up at the ceiling, as if she were just waking up. She cried out, shaking violently. Her hips, which had only been rolling a moment before, jerked wildly and began pumping as much as the bands would allow. Then she let out such a high pitched squeal that Mark was sure she was in pain. The entire chair seemed to contort as she struggled and then juice began exploding out from between her legs in what was clearly an orgasmic event. Mark took a step back, a chagrined expression on his face.
 
    
 
   “That’s three,” Davies said. “We’ll let her go one more round before bed, right mate?”
 
    
 
   Mark looked down at his wife who had slumped into seeming unconsciousness on the frame. Nothing had changed except even more fluid was dripping down from between her thighs and the wet, penetrative sound of the rubber dildo being drilled into her swamp got even louder. Tiny, pitiful sounds seemed to escape from her lips and her head rolled back and forth from one side to the other, as if her neck was no longer strong enough to hold it up. Still, the thing seemed to reset itself, slowing down to almost nothing, even the vibrators going back to low. Mark took a few steps around the machine and even got down on one knee to look underneath as the noise level decreased dramatically.
 
    
 
   Davies pushed Aiki off his cock and stood up, tucking his slick member away and zipping his jeans back up. “You like it?”
 
    
 
   Mark looked up at Davies with a cocked eyebrow. “I suppose,” he said. “Do you know what horsepower motor is driving this thing?” 
 
    
 
   Davies snorted. “There are at least three motors in the base of that chair Mark. I haven’t the foggiest. But I can tell you one thing. Your wife likes that chair. She came right away the first time and it took… how long Aiki, twenty minutes for the second?”
 
    
 
   Aiki looked at Mark and with a small smile said “fourteen minutes eleven seconds for first orgasm. Twenty-two minutes and thirty-eight seconds for second. Forty-two minutes and eight seconds for third.”
 
    
 
   “You timed it?” Mark asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   Davies laughed. “Got to mate. Why keep a record, unless ya want to beat it, hey?” Davies slapped his hand against his pants. “Obviously she was made for it. Tell you what. It’s a gift. When you take her home, this goes with ya. You just have to promise me that you’ll put her on it at least three times a week.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “Um. Okay.”
 
    
 
   Davies grinned and pointed at Toby. “Write that down Toby.”  Davies roared with laughter and then looked back at Mark. “Three times a week. And you’ve got to push her. Start off with just three orgasms, but see if you can get her to six eventually.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked at the man in exasperation. “We’re going to be here for the next eleven months. Do it yourself.”
 
    
 
   “You sir, are a sorry bloke. But as the case may be, tomorrow I’m heading for the Big Smoke. I’m taking Aiki, Rebecca, and Stephanie. I want you to come too.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked up in surprise. “Me? Why me?”
 
    
 
   Roger Davies shrugged. “Honestly? Cause I want to fuck with ya again and this will be great opportunity. There’s this place I like to take the girls that really gets them going and seeing your face as Stephanie here gets all…” he laughed. “Well, shouldn’t tell the plot, not before you’ve seen the movie, right mate?” He shook his head. “But you’ll come, because of her. Dress casual, but nice, like what you wore on the way home from the Challenge. Toby will provide you some luggage. Oh… and wear the boots. Not those damn loafers those islanders saw fit to provide you.”
 
    
 
   Mark bit his lip, but then nodded at Davies. “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t thank me mate, not yet. After you’ve seen what I plan on having done to my little Stephanie, you’ll definitely not thank me. Still, you’ve made some progress. Maybe you’ll see it her way eventually.” Davies waved at Toby. “I’m good Toby. Why don’t you have Melody and Cindi join me tonight?
 
    
 
   Toby nodded. “I think Melody especially will be pleased. She’s been hanging out in the living room masturbating with that new massage toy you gave her.”
 
    
 
   Davies laughed. “Oh? Then lock her face up in the stocks and tie her feet apart. Instruct Cindi to lick just her clit until I get there,” Davies said. Toby nodded, bowed, then left. Stephanie moaned on the chair and her hips began twitching. Both Davies and Mark watched with intensity.
 
    
 
   “How can she handle that much?”
 
    
 
   “Women are made to be loved, not understood,” Davies muttered. Then he blinked and patted Mark on the back. “Oscar Wilde. Not me, mind you. Though I appreciate the sentiment.” He gave Mark a quick smile. “In any event, I look forward to having you with me tomorrow. We leave around ten o’clock.”  He turned and it was clearly a dismissal. Mark glanced back down at his wife. She was beginning to whimper.
 
    
 
   Finally he looked over at Davies. “Sir?”
 
    
 
   Davies turned back around, just a little surprised. “Yes?”
 
    
 
   Mark straightened up. “Master Davies, may I stay and observe Stephanie’s fourth orgasm?” The question came formally. Roger Davies’ eyebrow went up and then the corner of his mouth. 
 
    
 
   “A fair question. I think, for tonight, the answer is yes.” Davies extended his hand and Mark shook it. “Roll your princess over there,” Davies said, pointing to a free space in front of the couch. “We can watch her suffer together.” He headed for the couch and plopped down. “Aiki! Drinks for both of us.” 
 
    
 
   Mark nodded a quick thanks and then rolled Stephanie’s trembling body, still mounted to the restraint chair, nearer to the couch. Around him the lights went dim until the only decent illumination was pointed at the contorting torso of Stephanie’s form. There was a reddish hue to it as well and Mark sank down on one end of the slightly curved couch.
 
    
 
   Aiki played bartender very well, politely asking Mark what he desired. Both men ended up with beers and Aiki sat down between the two men, curling up in Davies lap. Mark ignored her as she began unbuckling Davies’ belt. Stephanie was beginning to have more visible reactions to the vibrations and the thrusting impact of the phallus. The sound intensity had picked up slightly too. When Mark looked back over at Roger Davies the big Aussie’s cock was out and Aiki was playing with man. Sometimes she licked him, sometimes it was just her fingers. Mark looked away.
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t the sight of that make you hard, Mark?” Davies asked, his eyes intent on Stephanie’s slowly writhing body. 
 
    
 
   “It does,” Mark admitted.
 
    
 
   “Aiki dear, help Mark get comfortable,” Davies said. The little Asian girl immediately came up off of Davies and swiveled around toward Mark on the other end of the couch.
 
    
 
   “Oh. No. I’m good,” Mark protested, but Aiki was already unbuckling his jeans and admittedly, Mark’s cock was aching, being so constrained. An electric thrill went through him though when Aiki touched his hardened shaft and she rubbed him with a delicate grace. With his eyes filled with Stephanie’s sexually tormented body, he didn’t seem to have the ability to tell Aiki no when she wrapped her lips around his shaft and began sucking. Mark groaned, thrusting upward, but she came off him with a final lick and twisted back around to Davies. As she went, she kicked off her shoes. Both were high heels slip-ons and as she lay across the curved couch, she stretched herself between the two men. Davies and Mark both tore their eyes off of Stephanie’s now groaning form as Aiki repositioned herself. Her mouth came back down on Davies’ extended shaft, but she twisted her legs and feet is some manner, and managed to begin rubbing Mark with the soles. Both men groaned.
 
    
 
   Mark knew that despite how amazing Aiki was, she was never going to get him off with her feet, not with her skull perforated by Davies’ prick, so he just sat back and enjoyed the attention. There was something terribly erotic with Aiki’s cute little body positioned between the two men, and despite the fact that her feet were soft and skilled, it wasn’t the same kind of caress Mark was used too.
 
    
 
   Stephanie suddenly seemed to rouse, becoming conscious of where she was and who was with her. Her vision focused and she saw Mark, her eyes widening as she tried to process the image. Mark wondered what she thought of him sitting there next to the man torturing her, with his cock out and Aiki’s toes teasing his manhood. Whatever she thought though, must have clearly been blown out of her mind the next second because the machine between her legs picked up and began doubling the number of penetrations. 
 
    
 
   “AAAAAGGGHHHHHH!!!” She cried out, as if the vibrator were a roller coaster. Her entire body tensed and then her chest began to heave again, her crushed nipples a dark purple underneath the biting teeth of the little alligator clamps. Her pussy seemed to stretch and Mark watches as the soles of her feet bent almost ridiculously, her toes curling tight, her fourth and final orgasm of the night well and truly begun. The men watched in awe as her body rode the thing frantically, pressing down, opening up, accepting the brutal thrust and the intense vibrations. She moaned, whimpered, cried out, and eventually screamed as the machine brought her to climax, culminated by another spurt of her cream across the hardwood floor.
 
    
 
   This time Mark turned it off and Stephanie slumped downward and began a very unlady like snore. Mark gave Davies an apologetic look and the Aussie shook his head. “Too much I suspect. Guess we taxed her. Still, it will be good practice for what I plan to have done to her tomorrow night.”
 
    
 
   “Tomorrow night will be more intense than this?” Mark asked incredulously, pointing to the chair.
 
    
 
   Davies smiled. “By a fair margin. Round Robins are one of the most energetic of all torments that can be applied to a female. But it will be spaced out a little better. Trust me. She’ll do fine. You on the other hand…” He held up his hand and shook it. “Not so sure.”
 
    
 
   Mark pointed at Stephanie. “What about my wife? Who takes care of her now? Or do you plan on leaving her like this all night?” demanded Mark roughly, his anger coming back. Aiki ignored the two men and slipped her shoes back on.
 
    
 
   “What? Of course not. Stephanie has served her purpose today. Quite well in fact. As has Aiki. Aiki will free her from the chair and get her to bed. Which is where you should head yourself.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath and stuffed his hands into his pockets. “And you as well?” He asked as Davies began walking off. The Australian looked back at him with a grin. 
 
    
 
   “Aye, mate. Except unlike you, my bed has two sheilas in it, one of whom has been licking the other’s clit for over an hour.” Roger Davies grinned and climbed up off the sofa. “Have a good night, mate.” Then he left the room. Mark looked back at Aiki who had suddenly begun moving very quickly, unstrapping Stephanie from the chair. Mark moved to help and a moment later Stephanie was in his arms. 
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled kindly. “Can you carry please?” She motioned at Stephanie and Mark nodded, folding his now sleeping wife across his chest. Aiki smiled and led him out of Davies’ study, past the great room and down the corridor toward the laundry room and the girls’ rooms. There were six closet sized rooms, each with a bed just barely big enough to sleep in. Different symbols were drawn on the door, though Mark didn’t recognize any of them. Aiki pushed open one door with three concentric circles drawn on the front and nodded toward Mark.
 
    
 
   “Here,” she said. Mark squeezed past Aiki and laid Stephanie on the bed. She curled up into a tiny ball, the wrist and ankle cuffs still on her limbs.
 
    
 
   “Should we take those off?” Mark asked. Aiki shook her head. 
 
    
 
   “They not disturb her. Come!” She waved at Mark as he brought the single sheet up and covered Steph. He kissed her once on the forehead. Finally he stood up and stepped away, letting Aiki close the door. Then the two of them stood in the hall. Aiki looked up and stared at him.
 
    
 
   “Uh… awkward,” he said after dealing with her intense gaze for a moment. “Thank you for taking care of her.”
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled. “I now help her. Take care of man.” She put her hand on Mark’s chest and slowly sank down. Her hands went to the front of his pants and pressed. Instantly, Mark’s raging hard-on came right back and he closed his eyes and groaned. Instantly he imagined his shaft being licked by this alluring Asian girl, who had endured his fumbling the first time he’d ever held a whip. He imagined her soft mouth surrounding him, his pumping thrusts, and then, because she was naked, he imagined himself sliding into her body.
 
    
 
   “No. Aiki. Please. No.” He whispered. 
 
    
 
   “But why?” She asked, pleading with him. “I can help you. I can take some of the pain away.”
 
    
 
   Mark groaned as her fingers swirled across his pants. “No. You can’t take that pain away. All you are doing is masking it with something else. And as beautiful as you are, as talented and as charming, the woman I really want is Stephanie. Please? Please understand that?”
 
    
 
   Aiki whimpered in frustration. “Then will you at least relieve me?”
 
    
 
   “What?” 
 
    
 
   “I haven’t cum since this morning!” She said, stamping her tiny foot. The click of the high heel was loud in the empty corridor.
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “Well, can’t you do like Melody? Masturbate?”
 
    
 
   Aiki groaned. “It’s not the same thing as a man!” She said. She leaned back against the other wall and spread her legs. She was completely naked and looked… 
 
    
 
   Perfect. She was wet, inviting, wanting. Her eyes burned into him and her mouth opened just a tiny bit. She began to pump her hips and the sensuality meter flicked to overload. Mark stared as she moved, almost slithering her way up the wall. She pushed herself off and put a finger on Mark’s chest. It trailed down to his crotch.
 
    
 
   “I just helped Stephanie,” Aiki said, snapping open the button of Mark’s jeans. “You appreciate that,’ she continued, yanking down his pants. His cock was already straining hard and it stuck out through the front of his boxers at an angle. “And this isn’t the first time. I’ve helped her a lot, Mark.” She told him, grabbing hold of his shaft and pumping. “You have no idea how much. What I’ve done,” Aiki whispered as she sank to her knees. “The risks I’ve taken for the two of you.” Her mouth came down around his cock and she began bobbing up and down. Mark found himself leaning against the hallway wall, eyes closed, moaning. She teased the tip of his manhood and looked up at him. “Now it’s your turn. To help me. Give me what I want.” 
 
    
 
   Mark looked down. He was ready. She really had helped Stephanie, and if giving into this woman would repay that debt… but one thing suddenly occurred to him. He nodded at her, but as she rose, a look of triumph in her eyes, he grabbed her by the shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Your English got awfully good, awfully fast there, Aiki. What’s your game?”
 
    
 
   Fear suddenly flashed across the Asian girl’s face and she reeled back as if Mark had just slapped her. She turned and fled two doors down, then darted in, slamming the wooden partition closed behind her. Mark just stared in abject confusion, his exposed member, hard and dangling. With a sigh he tucked himself in, checked in once on his wife, whispered an apology to Aiki’s door, and headed off to bed.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   The next morning began like every other day and before nine that morning Mark had already finger fucked Rebecca four times, seen his wife’s delectable ass helping Ms. Parks, as well as appreciated her lovely bosom lightly clamped with the tweezer clamps, had breakfast, replaced three light bulbs, and packed. The Ranch was unusually busy, and Toby had something of a challenge mixing up the schedules as Roger Davies walked through his domain, demanding that Rebecca be removed from the front door so she could go shower. Aiki and Stephanie were pulled for the same purposes and this set poor Ms. Parks into a tizzy, since she was not only denied her best assistant, but one of her most enthusiastic lovers. She complained loudly enough that Roger Davies finally grabbed her hand, dragged her through the entire place, all the way to his office. There he ordered her to strip and then, without even a word, forced her to kneel in the same chair that Stephanie had occupied the night before. 
 
    
 
   “Sir!” Toby had objected when Davies had started up the machine with Ms. Parks writhing body happily bouncing on the same massive phallus Stephanie had barely been able to handle the day before. “What do we do for lunch?”
 
    
 
   “Order pizza,” Davies snarled. Toby blinked and looked down at Ms. Parks. “And when do I let her up?” He asked as Davies headed out of his office. Roger looked back and shrugged. “When she asks,” he said, as if it were obvious. He disappeared and Toby frowned, then asked Mark, who had been dragged along for the whole thing, “what the hell do we do for dinner and breakfast? She won’t ask!”
 
    
 
   Mark laughed and left Toby staring down at the older woman who was already well on her way to that first orgasm. Two hours later he was standing with Davies at the edge of the courtyard, along with the redhead Rebecca, Aiki, and Stephanie. For the first time since arriving in Australia Mark saw them actually dressed, though the outfits each of the girls were wearing could barely be described as “decent.” 
 
    
 
   Aiki’s dress looked as if she’s placed three distinct straps of material across her body. One covered her breasts, but only barely and it was attached to a pair of matching sleeves, again each only as long as the length of the material across her breasts. A thin band crossed her abdomen, and then the rest was the skirt, which barely covered her bottom. At the back all three portions attached to a central column which held the zipper and kept the pieces from slipping up or down. Mark could readily admit that she looked fantastic in it. It was colored silver and she wore a pair of high heels that left her black painted toenails exposed and strapped halfway up her calves.
 
    
 
   Rebecca’s little black dress was nothing more than some strategically placed night dyed black gauze that seemed to wrap around her frame. Underneath she wore crimson colored lace panties and bra and the fact that the dress was actually meant to show off the lingerie beneath seemed to matter little to the stunning redhead. The shoes seemed to be a nothing more than stilettos with a toe strap, but the rest was a fine mesh which Rebecca had pulled over each foot, clipping it to the other side. The effect was oddly reminiscent of her dress, though Mark had to keep himself from suggest red lace socks.
 
    
 
   And then lastly came Stephanie. Mark’s face went red when he saw her, not just from humiliation, but from anger too. Stephanie toddled forward, arms wrapped around herself, dressed in a simple white blouse that was tied beneath her breasts and left unbuttoned. Her fine, shoulder length hair had been split and forced into pigtails which bounced with each step. Her midriff was bare down to a blue and white pleated skirt that barely covered her bottom. She had been given thigh-high white colored stockings, neither of which made it to the bottom of the skirt, and both sported little blue bows on the inner thigh. Stephanie also got the only set of stripper shoes; a pair of closed toe black pumps that she clearly had trouble walking in.
 
    
 
   As the helicopter approached Mark stepped up to Davies and grit his teeth. “Why?” he snarled. “The other two look like coeds out for a party. Stephanie looks like she’s heading for a porn shoot!”
 
    
 
   Davies looked over at the three women and grinned. “Hell yes! And the sexiest of them all is the fucking school girl.” He looked back at Mark. “The reason I did it? To piss you off, mate.”
 
    
 
   Mark stepped back and gave the man a crazy look. “Are you trying to pick a fight with me?”
 
    
 
   Davies shrugged. “I like to see a man passionate about his woman, mate. But when you’re ready, if you think you can take me with fisticuffs, let me know. I’ll make myself available. Haven’t had a good fight in turn or two” And then Davies leaned forward. “And when I’m done cleaning your clock, I’ll go fuck that lovely strumpet there and spank her little ass.”  
 
    
 
   Mark almost swung. His fist tightened up but he held back. Now was not the time. Instead he focused his eyes on Stephanie, watching as the blowback from the helicopter blades sent her schoolgirl skirt skyward. Underneath she had on a thong and the circular base of the large vibrator Stephanie had been forced to endure on the plane ride to Australia was easily visible at the cusp of the curvy blond’s sex. Her thighs glistened wetly and then Davies darted forward, took Stephanie’s hand, and helped her up to the helicopter. Mark followed along next, along with Aiki, and he stood in the downdraft, handing the girls up. Finally he climbed in and strapped Rebecca down, knowing only what to do by watching Davies. The big Aussie handed him a head set and he put it on.
 
    
 
   “Make sure the girls are all secured and get them each a headset as well,” Mark heard Davies say over the radio. He nodded and gave Davies a thumbs up, then worked down the row, making sure Rebecca and Aiki both were settled. Aiki seemed at ease while Rebecca was practically a newb. Finally Mark was able to settle himself and he pulled the straps on tight. Then the aircraft took off and the Ranch fell away.
 
    
 
   It was Mark’s first time in a helicopter and he enjoyed the experience immensely. There were two benches, each capable of seating three. Stephanie was against the far window with Davies next to her, staring downward. Aiki sat just in front of Mark. Rebecca was in the same seat Mark occupied but she too and moved all the way over so she could look out the window, eyes bright and mouth open. 
 
    
 
   Davies however got bored with the flight and began to spend his time teasing Stephanie. Mark didn’t notice at first, until one point where he glanced casually back at his wife and found her staring up, not out, and that her eyes were closed and her mouth open. Mark, curious, actually rose up in his seat. The front of Stephanie’s shirt was open, both of her boobs were hanging out, and Davies had shortened the chain leading from her choker to the tweezer clamps. Her legs were spread, one thrown over the Australian’s lap, and his hand had flicked up her skirt. Davies had pushed aside the little g-string and was pumping the vibrator into her rapidly.
 
    
 
   Mark sat back down in his seat and focused on his wife’s face. She was clearly in the throes of orgasm, cumming with wild cries no one could hear over the sound of the engine and the cover of the headsets. Clearly hers wasn’t enabled. Mark was forced to sit there and watch as his wife rode the sky itself.
 
    
 
   They landed in Sydney and by the time the rotors began to slow down Roger Davies had allowed Stephanie to straighten her attire and at least compose herself to a degree. The cabin hatch opened and Mark climbed out first, followed by Rebecca and Aiki. Davies came next and finally Stephanie. Only Stephanie looked the worse for wear. Almost immediately a limousine pulled up and Roger Davies climbed into the back with the girls. James shut the door before Mark could follow.
 
    
 
   “You’re up front! With me!” James said with a grin. Mark frowned but then shrugged. He moved up to the front passenger seat and noted that the glass partition was up. 
 
    
 
   “Hello James,” Mark said with a patient sigh. “How was the drive out here?”
 
    
 
   James snorted. “Not bad. Mr. Davies let me bring the Hummer so it was a lot of fun, even though the thing’s a gas hog.”
 
    
 
   “So where are we headed?” Mark asked. 
 
    
 
   James grinned. “He keeps a condo here in Sydney where we’ll stay while he hashes things out for a bit. Probably do a light lunch out on the town with one of the girls. Some shopping. He likes to take them out like that occasionally. Like they were normal girls. He’ll get them some pretty bauble, romance them. Then there will be dinner, followed by the club.”
 
    
 
   That perked Mark’s interest. “Tell me about the club.”
 
    
 
   James shrugged as he turned down the road. “Can’t mate. Never been inside. You’ll have to ask Ziggy and Sam.”
 
    
 
   These were new names. “Ziggy and Sam?” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   James nodded. “Security detail. They’re in the car following. Bad dudes. They’re all weapons guys from the military. Whenever Mr. Davies is in town they shadow him.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” Mark asked. “Guess all rich millionaires have their fans.”
 
    
 
   James snorted. “So how was the flight?”
 
    
 
   “Stephanie joined the Mile High Club,” Mark muttered.
 
    
 
   “What? He let you fuck her on the helicopter?” James asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   “She flew solo,” Mark replied. 
 
    
 
   James laughed. “Oh. Vibrator?” 
 
    
 
   Mark started to chuckle. “Yeah. Vibrator.”
 
    
 
   “Man, the world got sad when those things were invented. What a waste.”
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “Well, how many men use their hand?”
 
    
 
   “Point taken. But honestly, if any of Mr. Davies’ harem wanted my cock they could have it any time they wanted, even your wife, if you don’t mind my saying.”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “No. I don’t mind. Under the circumstances I’d just count myself lucky if I were in line after you.”
 
    
 
   James pointed. “Well maybe we’ll both get lucky then this trip. Look, there’s the condo.”
 
    
 
   The rest of the afternoon was a lesson in frustration for Mark. After arriving at the condo Davies went out with Aiki and Stephanie, taking only Ziggy and Sam with them. That left Mark alone with James and Rebecca and James took advantage of the opportunity almost immediately, leaving Mark alone. Finally, unable to handle the squeals of enjoyment coming from the back bedroom, Mark left and began wandering the streets of Sydney. He’d been given a small amount of funds and it was enough to buy a sandwich, but he was careful to stay in touristy areas of the city. He wondered how Stephanie was enjoying her visit or whether it had turned into a “list of great places to have a Davies induced orgasm.”  Morose and dispirited, he kicked back into the condo around five and was met by the frothy stare of Davies.
 
    
 
   “Where the fuck have you been?” Roger Davies demanded.
 
    
 
   Mark, taken slightly aback, gave Davies a dark look. “Around. I went for lunch and a walk.”
 
    
 
   “When I leave you someplace I expect you to be here when I get back,” Davies said.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “Get a dog.”
 
    
 
   “What did you say, mate?” Davies whispered.
 
    
 
   “Please! Please don’t fight!” Stephanie cried out, slipping between the two of them. She was wearing a fancy black dress that would have put Aiki and Rebecca’s to shame on the flight. “Not the two of you!” She looked at Mark. “Mark! Please!”
 
    
 
   “Step out of the way, Stephanie. Us men folk are having ourselves a bit of a disagreement,” Davies said.  “I think it’s time your husband and I have a bit of a come to Jesus meeting.”
 
    
 
   Mark grinned. “Bout bloody time.”
 
    
 
   Suddenly Stephanie grabbed hold of the base of her dress and in one swoop she peeled it off her body. “No! Not until you both fuck me first. At the same time!”
 
    
 
   That made everyone pause. “What?” Davies asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked at him squarely. “You will NOT fight with my husband unless you have my permission, and I have felt both his and your cock inside me at the same time.”
 
    
 
   “You want to give him a blowjob while I fuck you in order to give me permission to fight him?” Davies asked, clearly confused.
 
    
 
   Stephanie shook her head. “No. I want him under me, with his cock in my pussy, while you are fucking my ass. And all three of us have to cum, before I will grant my permission for Mark to fight you, or my blessing for you to fight him.”
 
    
 
   “We don’t need your permission or blessing,” Davies steamed.
 
    
 
   Mark suddenly looked up with a laugh. “I do. Never mind, Davies. You’re off the hook. At least until you invite me into your bedroom to sandwich her one night.” Mark shrugged and walked off into the condo while Stephanie smiled at him with her eyes bright.
 
    
 
   “What the bloody hell?” Davies asked, still too stunned. Stephanie looked at him.
 
    
 
   “Master, you are stronger and more used to that sort of thing than my husband, whom I love very much. I don’t want you to hurt him. Please. If anyone needs to be punished for my husband’s behavior then punish me. I will gladly accept any chastisement in his stead.
 
    
 
   Davies quirked his lips. “Damn girl. I’m impressed. Though honestly I should turn you over my knee and spank that ass of yours.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie smiled and the bent over, twisting to present her ass. “You still should,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   Davies came up. “Didn’t you get enough at lunch time?” He asked quietly as he slapped his hand hard against her tush. A little spark of pain exploded across her face and then changed into something much more intense as his fingers slid over her flank and into the wet crack between her legs. 
 
    
 
   “Oohhhhh,” she hummed. “Master, I used to think I knew what enough was, once.”
 
    
 
   Davies smiled and pushed two fingers into her, literally fingerfucking her there in the hallway. She crumpled in his arms and he waited until she sucked in a breath, her pussy tightening around him before pulling free. “Open your mouth,” he said.  She did and he stuck his hand in her, letting her suck him clean. When she was done he stepped back and looked at her. “I’m not a bad winner either. Go fuck your husband. Then get him ready to go. We leave at six.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie glanced at the wall clock. It meant she had forty-five minutes. She smiled, leaned forward, kissed Davies on the cheek and whispered, “thank you, Master!” She picked her dress up off the floor where it had fallen.
 
    
 
   “Don’t think I’ve forgotten this. The punishment you get tonight is easily going to be the worst you’ve ever endured. And you’ll be used by dozens.” Davies told her. Her eyes flashed. 
 
    
 
   “I will suffer anything for Mark,” she said simply, then she scurried off.
 
    
 
   The door to Mark’s room slammed open and he looked up from the bed. To his shock, his wife stood there, a stupid grin on her face. “How quick do you think you can shower and be dressed for dinner?” She asked.
 
    
 
   Mark gave her a quizzical look. “I don’t know. In a hurry? Ten minutes?”  
 
    
 
   Stephanie let out a shout of glee and jumped for him on the bed. “That’s wonderful!” She declared, landing on him. Mark grunted but caught her, both magnificent breasts dangling in front of his eyes. “That means you can fuck me for thirty-five minutes!” And she bent down to kiss him. Mark didn’t ask how or why, but every last shred of anger he felt at Roger Davies disappeared as he sank into his wife’s embrace. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
   Mark was confused by Roger Davies generosity. First, the man had clearly been ready to start a fight with him, then turned the other way and let him have forty-five private minutes with Stephanie, twenty-five of which had been vigorously sexual, with multiple positions, some of which had been strenuous on Stephanie’s body. Then came a sumptuous dinner, which despite having the goon squad standing by looking all menacing, had actually been enjoyable. Davies had set Stephanie between them, with Rebecca and Aiki on the other side, and had regaled Mark with stories of hunting crocodile in the outback and seeing all sorts of things around the world. Mark had found himself laughing right along with the girls.
 
    
 
   The girls. All three of them were drop dead gorgeous, with make-up and hair perfectly done, each one of them wearing a dress that revealed almost everything and yet nothing. Mark couldn’t take his eyes off Stephanie’s plunging lace v-neck and the fact that the tweezer clamps were still attached to her nipples, dangling from the matching lace choker, the chain hanging in the cleavage between both sides of the v-neck. Sure, he couldn’t technically see her nipples, but there wasn’t much to the dress.
 
    
 
   Aiki looked exquisite. She had swapped out the three tiered thing she’d worn for the flight and now wore a hollowed out shell that came up between her legs, concealing her sex, and curved over the fronts of each breast. The rest of the front of the dress was nothing more than a series of straps that ran across her torso. Rebecca had changed into a blue dress that was nothing more than a fold of cloth over each breast and between her legs.
 
    
 
   And Mark sat with them all. The wine Roger Davies ordered was expensive, though the girls weren’t allowed more than a single glass. Davies let the girls select their own entrees, and followed up with a steak. Mark did the same and enjoyed the best meal he’d had in years. As they left he got to experience the stares of the other diners. What made those two men so special that they could earn the attraction of women like that? 
 
    
 
   Back at the limo Mark climbed into the back at Roger Davies invitation and he sat next to the man while the three girls piled into the side seat. Aiki was closest and as the vehicle began to move Davies pointed at the Asian girl. “It’s a bit of a drive across town to the club. Aiki. Striptease. If you’re good I might go easy on you!” Davies called.
 
    
 
   Mark watched in amazement as Aiki slid to the middle of the floor of the limo and landed on her knees. Facing the two men she began this complicated movement that involved a lot of swinging hair, arm waving, and cupping of bosoms. For Mark it was erotic, visually stunning, and plenty of fun, especially when she started peeling off the dress. The fact that she ended up on her back, legs spread, with two fingers buried in her wet slit, literally masturbating for the two men watching was the icing on the cake and Mark found himself adjusting his manhood a number of times. 
 
    
 
   Roger Davies opened a black bag that sat on the floor of the limo and pulled out two complete sets of leather bondage cuffs. He tossed one to Mark and then grabbed Aiki’s ankle. Mark got the message and the two men began wrapping the girl’s ankles. Aiki didn’t stop playing with herself the entire time. When her ankles were done Aiki sat up, again making sure to keep her legs spread, and still on the floor of the limo, offered her wrists. Mark and Davies finished Aiki up and then she moved back to the seat, sucking on her fingers. Mark looked at the little Asian girl in amazement. Her eyes were bright, face flushed with sexual longing, and her legs were open, showing off her glistening slit. 
 
    
 
   Mark expected Rebecca to go next, but Stephanie slid into the middle of the floor, presuming her position in the center of the girl’s seat made her the next natural candidate. She too shimmied and danced, though on her knees for the two men. She turned around, showing off her ass and then, to Mark’s shock, she began spanking herself, giving each well-rounded flank a hard slap with her own hand. How she managed to do all this, twist, and then end up with spread legs in front of the two men, one hand between her legs while the other diddled the tweezer clamps on her nipples, Mark had no idea. But he loved it. And her. Oh God did he love it!
 
    
 
   More bondage cuffs appeared from Roger Davies bag and Mark got the opportunity to touch Stephanie again, his hands sinking into the soft flesh of her leg as he and Davies pulled her legs roughly apart and began locking the leather cuffs to her ankles. Mark ran his hand down her leg, all the way to her pussy, getting his fingers wet in her slit before letting her go. She twisted around on the floor and offered up her arms, eyes closed and the two men secured matching cuffs to her wrists. Davies handed mark the bondage collar and he took off the light choker Stephanie had been wearing, replacing it with the thicker piece of leather. She smiled at him as he attached the chain that went down to her tweezer clamps, and just for fun he shortened it until the tiny clamps were pulling up on Stephanie’s nipples, with just a touch of pressure. It brought a gasp to her sensuous little mouth and her hips pumped steadily. She closed her eyes and bent, clearly begging for a kiss and with a nod from Davies, gave it to her. Stephanie’s eyes glittered with warmth as she climbed back up into her seat and if Aiki’s posture was explicit, Stephanie’s was downright slutty. She actually looked over at Mark as she shifted her hips forward, spreading her knees into a sort of butterfly pose. The look she gave her husband smoldered and Mark actually felt the heat.
 
    
 
   For Mark, even Rebecca’s sultry body and subsequent cuffing couldn’t trump the curvy attributes of Stephanie, but it was a nice cap to the ride and just as the girls began to fidget, all three of them now nude, wearing nothing but their bondage gear and heels, the limousine pulled up to their destination.
 
    
 
   The Queen’s Club was located in an industrial section of the city as far as Mark could tell. He was unfamiliar with Sydney’s layout and the traditional skyscrapers of downtown were nowhere to be seen. Tall walls surrounded the compound and the limo, as well as Ziggy and Sam’s chase car, were pulled up under a portico. The door to the limo opened and Mark, because he was closest, climbed out first, only to find himself face to face with a beautiful blond who was wearing a leopard print cat suit. To make matters more interesting, her nipples extended out through two cuts in the front and a steel chain, capped at both ends with clover clamps, hung from her tits. 
 
    
 
   Mark blinked, then got out of the way for Davies. The big Aussie emerged from the limo looking bigger than life and his eyes widened as he saw the leopard girl. To Mark’s surprise Davies roared a greeting, reached up, yanked the chain stretching between the girl’s tits, and dragged her into a wild kiss. The leopard print girl mewled with heat and wrapped her arms around him. Mark could only stare in bewilderment.
 
    
 
   “Mark, this is Matilda. She’s one of mine!” Davies roared, swinging the girl around so that Mark could see her. The blond smiled wistfully.
 
    
 
   “I wish I was still yours,” she said simply, melting against Davies. “Do you need me back?”
 
    
 
   Davies gave her a sad look. “Sorry, princess. But you know how it is. Here’s some of my current crop,” He said, motioning with his hand. Aiki climbed out of the car, looking regal and cool. Mark looked for Stephanie, but Rebecca climbed out next. Matilda wasn’t impressed. Then came Stephanie.
 
    
 
   “Oh! The girl from the Challenge!” Matilda cooed. She clapped her hands and giggled as Stephanie climbed from the limo. “Oh please, please… “ She begged. “Can I taste her? Just a little?”
 
    
 
   Davies laughed. “No. But don’t worry. You’ll get an opportunity. She’s my gift to the club tonight. A Round Robin.”
 
    
 
   Matilda’s eyes widened as did Aiki’s. “A Round Robin? Seriously?” She gasped.
 
    
 
   Davies nodded and Matilda looked back at Stephanie. “Oh girl. I’m so sorry,” she said sincerely. Stephanie blinked and looked confused, clearly as bewildered as Mark.
 
    
 
   “What’s a Round Robin?” Mark asked, but Davies was already turning away, one arm over Matilda, the other around Aiki. Sam and Ziggy swooped in, leaving Mark to escort Stephanie and the sullen Rebecca. Mark slipped an arm around the two girls and followed as James went and parked the limo.
 
    
 
   The inside of the club was like something out of the nineteen twenties. The art motif was dark gray and steel and the place was decorated in a style reminiscent of a big band jazz club. Tall columns lined the walls and there were little sconces here and there that flickered with simulated fire. Flood lights at the base of each column, pointing upward, provided the light, most of which splashed off the ceiling, giving everything this murky appearance. A number of alcoves had been decorated with running water and little gardens, but each also held a marble statue, carved into a sexual bondage scene that weeks ago would have scandalized Mark. One statue, almost life-size, was of a naked woman bound with hands above her head to a tree, her buttocks and breasts already covered in welts. Mark couldn’t help feeling as if the girl was screaming. Another was of a young teen masturbating, except the phallus she used had spikes and thorns all over it. Mark looked away. There were three stages, one larger than the others in the center of the place and shaped like a peanut, while the seating areas were separated into what looked like twenty five or so distinct sections, all located on four different levels, angling upward and outward from the stages. 
 
    
 
   The main stage was illuminated from below so that it glowed. It was perhaps twenty feet wide and had a protrusion along the front that stuck out into the first seating area. The two small stages were of more interest. Neither of the floors were lit and instead spotlights from above provided the necessary illumination. One had a cut trench in the stage floor, between two steel rings, along with a clock like digital counter. The other stage held a post, secured permanently in the center.
 
    
 
   Mark glanced around. There was only two other people in the place and they were on the fourth tier; a man and a woman. As Mark expected, the man was dressed and the woman was… well… Mark could hardly call her attire “dressed.” She wore what looked like a dress made of red elastic bands and there weren’t quite enough of them. Davies gave the man a nod in passing and a few moments later the big Aussie was quietly ensconced in a tier 2 seating area against the wall. Both Aiki and Rebecca quickly sat down next to Davies on the curved sofa, while Ziggy and Sam took positions against the wall, their eyes constantly scanning for threats. Mark sat down opposite, in a small loveseat, and Stephanie climbed up into his lap.
 
    
 
   “This is… cozy,” Mark said, glancing up at the wall behind Davies. There was a rack of crops and other canes resting there. The whole thing seemed a tad bit overdone. He was only a few feet away from Davies and the man smiled. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry. The place will fill up in the next thirty minutes. There will be something to see almost immediately. I promise,” Davies assured him, even as the sound of more guests arriving filled the room. 
 
    
 
   Davies was proven right as a number of parties were seated within minutes. The tiers filled up and Mark’s eyes were constantly assaulted by new visions of sexual explicitness. While Davies clearly preferred his sexual submissives nude and cuffed, others were at different points on the bell curve. One man had his girl crawl in, her ass stuffed with a furry tail that wagged. She was treated as a puppy dog and acted the part almost to a fault, since it became apparent she needed to “potty” a few moments after the man sat down and he wasn’t pleased. As it was Aiki and Stephanie both excused themselves for a moment, leaving Rebecca the opportunity to worm her hand into Davies’ trousers. 
 
    
 
   When the girls got back Davies asked one of the waiters for three tumblers and some glasses of water. Aiki’s eyes widened with barely concealed glee as Davies pulled out a flask of some sort and began pouring drinks; three of them. 
 
    
 
   “I think that for tonight, a little bit of intensity is in order,” he said. Each glass he filled to different proportions. The smallest amount of liquid went to Aiki who pouted.  “Sorry, my dear,” apologized Davies. “But I’ll need you tomorrow and it’s not like you didn’t get your daily dose this morning. Just having this much is going to make you worthless to me tonight. Don’t push it.” She nodded and took the small cup, drinking the silver fluid inside quickly before licking the glass clean. Rebecca got the next cup, which was filled halfway. She too drank it down eagerly. Finally Roger Davies filled the last cup, all the way to the brim, almost double the amount he’d given the other girls, and he slid it toward Stephanie. She took it eagerly and began slurping it down. The very sight of her doing so disturbed Mark.
 
    
 
   “What is that?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   “Liquid courage,” Davies laughed. “Normally I wouldn’t give a girl that much, but considering the show Stephanie is about to put on for us, she’ll need it.”
 
    
 
   “Show?” Mark asked suspiciously, a touch of anger coming back to his face. 
 
    
 
   Davies nodded. “Normally the Queen’s Club just allows for whatever member who cares to use the main stage to torment his own girl. But occasionally, one of us is generous, and donates the use of one of our girls. There are a number of things the ‘house’ can do of course, but the one everyone loves the most is called ‘Round Robin’. Everyone gets to participate. I’ll even let you take my spot”
 
    
 
   Mark gave Davies a suspicious look. “Your spot? What exactly is a Round Robin anyway?” Mark asked. Stephanie had finished her drink and had slid to the floor glassy eyed. Her right hand was already between her legs, playing with herself and a half minute later she was masturbating, moaning softly. Rebecca wasn’t much better. Only Aiki was managing to control the lust burning through her veins. Mark frowned, very unhappy. He’d had his suspicions about drugs, but having his questions answered like this, right out in the open?
 
    
 
   “What’s Round Robin?” He repeated, since Davies seemed not to have heard him. 
 
    
 
   Davies looked back over at Mark and laughed. “Oh, you’ll hate it. But I promise you when our turn comes you’ll have a good view!” He turned to Rebecca and began lightly slapping her breasts back and forth. Mark was about to ask again when Stephanie rose up, her eyes swimming with need.
 
    
 
   “Sir? Please use me?” She begged, putting her hands on Mark’s growing bulge. Her fingers were already unzipping him and Mark didn’t see a reason not to allow her the satisfaction, especially when some of the other men were already doing much more than getting a blowjob. Stephanie’s mouth opened and surrounded Mark’s shaft, suckling softly but with a steady need. While she dealt with his erection, Mark looked around. His back was too much of it, since he was turned more toward the main stage and the smaller stage to the right, but he was still young and limber enough to watch the amazing parade of beauty. One man ordered his woman down to the bottom tier. She was a short haired girl with blue hair that had been arranged in an amazing array of spikes. Half her body was covered in tattoos and both of her nipples and clit and been pierced with tiny silver spikes. She mounted the second stage, the one with the digital counter and the trench. Mark watched with growing curiosity as she spread her legs and then secured them herself to the iron rings, wrapping cuffs around each ankle. Next a steel ring was lowered from the ceiling directly above her. Her master bound her hands to it, leaving her. Then he checked a small control on a wall panel, selected the number “twenty” and pressed the activation button.
 
    
 
   Without preamble or warning, a braided leather strap snapped up out of the trench and slashed threw the girl’s open legs with a violent swing. She didn’t scream, but her knees buckled and she hissed, eyes wide. Still, she couldn’t close her legs and about thirty seconds later the second lash flashed out from the trench in the stage floor. It struck her clit, petals and perineum, where the impact of the first stroke had just finally turned a bright red color. She cried out on that second swing, but it wasn’t until they got to the fifth that Mark understood just how bad it must be. She began to sob as her loins absorbed more of the beating. The entire club had slowed to watch and line after line was drawn across the blue haired girl’s sex, until it looked like a giant cat’s claw had raked itself across and down through her slit. Mark couldn’t help noticing that she was dripping too, her thighs wet, but despite that, the beating had to hurt. Her petals became enflamed and swollen, and she almost had to dance, blubbering as the pain overwhelmed her.
 
    
 
   Mark swallowed. Was this the Round Robin? Stephanie was focused on his cock, so she wasn’t cognizant of the girl’s sobbing cries, or the fact that her body had folded. Only the fact that the blue haired girl was bound open and upright kept the whip’s target in place.
 
    
 
   “I need a whipping,” Aiki sudden declared in her clipped accent. Mark’s eyes widened and Davies looked over at her in surprise. 
 
    
 
   “I heartily agree. But do you really want one targeting those pretty pink folds of yours?” Davies asked, putting his hand between her legs. 
 
    
 
   “If I cannot get your cock,” Aiki whispered in reply. Davies laughed. 
 
    
 
   “You’ll get it. Eventually. But be a good girl and maybe I’ll send you down for five after they start the Round Robin.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s head swiveled back. What the HELL was a Round Robin?
 
   Just as the blue girl finished her required strokes and was being carried off the stage by her master, one of the club’s managers stepped up on the stage with a small microphone. “Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for coming tonight to the Queen’s Club.”  There was a small round of applause and then the man continued. “As some of you may have heard, we have a special event tonight that will preclude our usual opening off the main stage for display. Tonight we will be hosting a Round Robin. If you are still wanting to display your own trophies the two side stages will be open for your use. Thank you.”
 
    
 
   “My God, what the hell is a Round Robin?” Mark muttered, perhaps for the fourth time. Stephanie continued to lick his pole and he glanced over at Davies. “What the hell have you gotten her into?” Mark demanded.
 
    
 
   Davies looked up and smiled. “Hours of fucking torment, Mark. And sorry, but you don’t generally get to skip things in this new world you’ve stumbled upon. No one would even be here at the Queen’s Club if they didn’t know what a Round Robin is.”
 
    
 
   Suddenly the club’s manager loomed over Mark’s shoulder. He had a beaming smile across his face. “Master Davies, greetings. Are you ready to submit your offering for the Round Robin?”
 
    
 
   Davies nodded and pointed at Stephanie, who was still sucking on Mark’s cock. “Yes. That curvy little blond. Her name is Stephanie.”
 
    
 
   Mark tapped Stephanie on the shoulder and she looked up. After a moment she realized everyone was looking at her.
 
    
 
   “Stand up, girl.” The manager said sternly. She did as ordered and he looked her over. “She seems in very good shape.”
 
    
 
   “She’s in excellent shape,” Davies retorted. “Make sure you tie her tight though. She’s strong and I for one do not want to see her knees bending.”
 
    
 
   The manager grinned. “Of course Master Davies.” He produced a steel clip and threaded it threw the bondage wrist cuffs that Stephanie wore.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie, be a good girl. Do everything you are told and we’ll see you again in about fifteen minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Will I get fucked?” She asked eagerly, her eyes slightly unfocused. Mark cringed.
 
    
 
   “Yes, dear heart. Beyond your wildest imaginings,” Davies assured her. “Now go with the manager.”
 
    
 
   Mark swallowed as the man led Stephanie off and she disappeared with him behind the stage. The moment she was behind the door Mark looked back at Davies. “What the hell did you give her?” He demanded. “She sounded drugged!” 
 
    
 
   Davies rolled his eyes. “Of course she’s drugged. They all are to some extent. Do you even think this would be possible without it?” He shook his head and settled Rebecca on his lap more comfortably. Mark couldn’t be sure, but he suspected the man’s cock was already inside the girl from the way she was bouncing.  “Of course I gave my little Stephanie a dose that would stiffen a wet pasta noodle. Right now you could hand that little crumpet a cactus and she’d try to jam it up her twat. No man would send a girl to Round Robin without a serious buffer against what they’re going to do to her.”
 
    
 
   “Just what are they going to do to her?” Mark suddenly shouted.
 
    
 
   The place went quiet. Mark looked around, realizing he was causing a scene. Roger Davies sat up straight and pushed Rebecca to the side. A quiet anger flashed across his face. Even Ziggy and Sam got a bit more focused on Mark.
 
    
 
   “Look, mate. I know that I’ve been messing with you. I get that. But there are certain lines you can’t cross. I won’t allow you to embarrass me and if I think you’re going to do so, you’ll wait in the car with James. Now, as to the Round Robin, let me explain.”  He reached over and grabbed Aiki, dragging her down to the floor between Mark and him. She accepted the manhandling gladly and went down eagerly. 
 
    
 
   “It’s simple. The girl is bound on her back, with her legs spread and pulled upward and out.” Davies reached down and grabbed hold of Aiki’s foot and then reached up over his hand, and grabbed a crop from the rack against the wall. He held it up above Aiki. “Get her other leg,” Davies urged Mark. Mark grabbed Aiki’s other foot and pulled it out until her were legs were in an open “V” shape. 
 
    
 
   “Now, once she’s tied like this,” Davies said, bringing the head of the crop down and rubbing the leather tip lightly against Aiki’s flushed and glistening skin. “Every man here, by tier, has the opportunity to come down to the stage with one of these.” He held up the crop. “Or a sap, or a belt, or any of a hundred different items. Once you are on stage you and the other volunteers from your tier will be beat and whip her while one of you fucks her until every single man has had his wick dipped in her wet little hole. They’re not supposed to cross the blood line, but sometimes it happens. Some men will try to get a blowjob from her. Some will put their cocks in her hands. And some,” Davies whispered. “Will hit her tits, feet, and if no one is between her legs, her cunt, with their toys.” And he snapped the crop down sharply, striking Aiki right on the clit. She jerked once and squealed. Mark’s eyes widened. 
 
    
 
   “Every man?” Mark asked. Davies shrugged.
 
    
 
   “The ones who will go down. Most of them. I know you will, won’t you?”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes darkened. “Why? Why do this to a woman? And how is beating her and having her take so many men such an issue?” He asked.  Davies laughed. 
 
    
 
   “Because of the drenches. There are six. Six times during the course of the Round Robin she’s subjected to a drench. Each one is difficult and very different. Once they’ll pour hot wax over her and beat it off. Another, lemon juice. Can you imagine?”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “Oh my God.”
 
    
 
   Davies leaned back and let Aiki’s foot go. “Women who are used for the Round Robin are usually worthless for a week. Their pussies are big enough to drive a freight train through and their brains are usually short circuited. Trust me. Tomorrow? When I’m off working and doing some business. You’ll be nursing Stephanie through the recovery stages.”
 
    
 
   “You’re a monster,” Mark growled as he sat back on the couch. Aiki climbed up off the floor and sat down next to Mark, leaving Rebecca to Davies. Aiki gave Mark a sympathetic look. The man kept glancing down at the main stage. He looked at Aiki, a worried expression on his face. “Have you ever been Round Robined?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes widened and she glanced over at Davies who was now quite involved with Rebecca. She shook her head. “No,” she whispered in Mark’s ears. “And I wouldn’t want to. Not for all the Silver in the world. But Stephanie makes me look weak. She’ll be fine.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. Then he heard a strange clacking sound and Aiki’s eyes widened in alarm. Before he could even turn his head she threw herself onto Mark, tackling him to the ground, her body on top of his.
 
    
 
   Automatic gunfire ripped through the Queen’s Club, followed by screaming. Mark’s ears rang as the shots rang out and a second later Ziggy fell down next to him, blood streaming from a number of holes that riddled his chest. A large caliber handgun was smoking in his hand and then Aiki reached out, grabbed the weapon, and cautiously put her head up. There were no more shots, but the lights flickered and people started scrambling for the exits around them. Mark twisted to the right and saw Davies, still sitting upright on the couch, Rebecca slumped to the side, bullet wounds bloody across their bodies. Rebecca coughed once and then her eyes went still. Davies didn’t even have that luxury. Mark could see that the big Australian was dead. 
 
    
 
   “My God!” Mark shouted, his ears still ringing. Aiki glanced up at him and then pointed the gun down toward the stage. She circled around Ziggy and saw that Sam was collapsed behind the sofa, just as dead. She shook her head at then hurried back to Mark. 
 
    
 
   “Quick! We MUST find Stephanie!” Aiki said. “Follow me!” Mark blinked as the naked Asian girl darted down the stairs, in the opposite direction of the fleeing members of the Queen’s Club and headed for the first tier. She pushed through the door between two of the stages and holding the gun like she knew how to use it, visually checked for danger. 
 
    
 
   “Come on! The changing room! They usually dress the girls in these stupid farm girl outfits. She is probably in there!” Aiki said. The scent of smoke and gunpowder was strong backstage and Mark suddenly realized that the gunfire had actually come from this area, targeting the crowd. And they were headed right into it! But he had to get to Stephanie. He had to! He followed along and then saw a body. His heart jumped but it was the manager. He’d taken a single round to the heart and crumpled. Aiki looked aggrieved, especially when she barged into the room. It was empty, but clearly had been occupied with someone dressing. A blue girl’s farm dress lay on the floor. There were boot prints on it.
 
    
 
   “What? Where is she?” Mark demanded. “Why would someone take my wife?” 
 
    
 
   Aiki gave him a frustrated grimace. She darted out the door and began running down the hall, no longer looking through each doorway before moving on. The light in the hall flashed across her bare skin, illuminating luscious curves and her hard pointed nipples. Mark pounded on beside her and she ended up jumping up a set of stairs and bursting out into the night. Thirty feet away two masked men were running from the rear of a sport utility vehicle toward their open doors. Aiki cried out and one of them raised a weapon, but she fired two shots, catching the man in the side. He screamed, but managed to pull himself into the vehicle and then it sped off into the darkness. Aiki shouted something in Japanese and then spat into the dirt. 
 
    
 
   Mark stood there in disbelief. “What the hell is going on?” He demanded. Suddenly the limousine pulled up and the window slid down. James looked at them.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is going on?” He demanded. “Ziggy and Sam aren’t answering and everyone came running out like the place is on fire!”
 
    
 
   Mark looked back to where the SUV had disappeared. But it was too late. There was no way the limo would catch them. Aiki turned to Mark. “Give me your coat,” she told him perfunctorily, and in perfect English.
 
    
 
   Mark blinked at her, startled by the sudden change in demeanor. “Why?” he asked, totally oblivious. 
 
    
 
   “Because I’m a naked woman holding a gun on a Sydney street,” she replied, as if that should be answer enough. Mark blinked and nodded, pulling his jacket off and handing it to her. She quickly put it on, despite the fact it was like wearing a tent. Then she climbed into the front seat of the limo. “Get in the back Mark.”
 
    
 
   Mark climbed in and by the time he was in the partition was down and James was driving. Aiki’s gun, or more accurately, Ziggy’s gun, was pointed at James. The man was obviously terrified. 
 
    
 
   “Now James, I will make this simple. Head straight to the airport, as fast as you can, without drawing attention from police. Five to nine miles over the speed limit,” Aiki said calmly, any pretense of an accent now gone. 
 
    
 
   “My god...” James said honestly as he pushed down on the accelerator. “I don’t understand! Why? What the hell happened?”
 
    
 
   Aiki ignored the question. “Stephanie is missing so I’m guessing she’s in the SUV Mark and I saw a moment or two ago. Probably either verification or trophy. Remember, she’s worth three million dollars right now. I’m guessing she’ll be on the way to Tokyo within the hour. That means if we’ve got any hope of stopping it we’ll need to get to the airport.”
 
    
 
   “Tokyo?” Mark asked, leaning forward. “Why Tokyo?”
 
    
 
   Aiki grimaced. “Because that is where Takanada Hiroshi makes his home.” She glanced back at Mark, an apologetic look on her face. “I’m sorry, Mark. I should have seen this coming.”
 
    
 
   Mark gave her an incredulous look. “You should have? How? Who the hell are you?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   Aiki frowned and turned back toward the front. “Drive faster, James.”
 
    
 
   The limo surged forward and for a moment no one spoke. Finally Mark couldn’t take it.
 
    
 
   “What are we going to do now?” He asked, still floundering. 
 
    
 
   Aiki blinked. “Now? We try to stop them. But if we can’t then we have options. James will go back to the Ranch and let Toby know. He’s the executor of Davies will and get things straightened out.” She lifted the gun and tapped the barrel against her head, as if she were thinking. “And you and I will fly to Tokyo. Tonight.”
 
    
 
   “This is all so fucked up,” James breathed.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “It is all fucked up. What the hell is going on? Who is Takanada? And why would he want Stephanie?”
 
    
 
   Aiki whirled in her seat and she held up a small glass vial. Inside was a silver fluid and Mark recognized it immediately. “This is what it’s all about,” she said. “The street name is Silver, but it is called a number of things across the globe; Love potion, the butterfly kiss, tiger, Pandora’s tears, and a hundred other names. Davies was a distributor and handled overseas shipments. I’m an agent with the Japanese government and have been working undercover in order to investigate a Japanese businessman named Takanada Hiroshi. Takanada had a business relationship with Davies, along with some similar interests. I was assigned to infiltrate Davies’ household.”
 
    
 
   “Wait a moment,” Mark said skeptically. “You’re telling me that the Japanese government actually asked one of their female agents to not only submit to become a sex slave, but actually assigned you to do so?”
 
    
 
   Aiki blushed. “I uh… may have… um… suggested the opportunity to my superiors.”
 
    
 
   Mark rolled his eyes. “And they signed off on it? You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!”
 
    
 
   Aiki glared at the American. “Look, you know what Silver does to a person. You were on it during the Challenge. Don’t you remember how much more energized you were? How much more sexual? Do you remember how often you made love to your wife?”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. He did. Even during the Challenge itself both he and Stephanie had wondered about their apparent change in sexual appetite. Being drugged had been one of their theories. 
 
    
 
   “Silver makes men more aggressive, more willing to take risks, more sexually promiscuous. It’s why you didn’t have a problem fucking other women on the Challenge, but once you got to the Ranch your normal prerogatives returned. Davies would never have wasted the stuff on a man. Ever. Me though? I was dosed daily,” Aiki explained.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “So what are you telling me? That you don’t actually want to be treated like a sex slave and get constantly fucked?”
 
    
 
   Aiki sighed. “Silver intensifies a woman’s sexual desire and lowers her inhibitions. It makes her malleable to suggestion and acts as an amplifier for sexual sensation. Memory and mental stability isn’t affected with lower doses, though higher fixes will generally start to make the girl seemed somewhat mentally slow, as if she were drugged, stupid, or just so horny all she can think about is getting cock in her.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “That’s why Davies gave the big glass to Stephanie,” he mused. Aiki nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yes. With that much running through her system the Round Robin would be like going to the amusement park. Would it hurt? Oh hell yes. But her nerves wouldn’t be able to differentiate between ‘yay’ and ‘oww’. And her brain would short circuit as those signals were made. In essence, hurting her would feel good. She would crave more hard sex. You’re lucky the Round Robin was here, in Australia. There are back rooms in Hong Kong and Amsterdam where there are no rules and the girls will need weeks of recovery and usually a hospital stay.”
 
    
 
   Mark thought it all through. “So Stephanie isn’t actually masochistic?
 
    
 
   Aiki put her hand on Mark’s wrist. “You’re forgetting she signed the two of you up for a BDSM sex contest that had only one likely outcome: her getting whipped, spanked, tormented and fucked stupid. She didn’t start the Silver until she was there on the show. It’s too expensive. You’d have known if she were using it because she wouldn’t have signed you up. She’d have just dragged you to the floor and ravished you. So yes, your wife is a sick pervert with masochistic tendencies you’re going to have to learn to live with,” Aiki said sharply. “But since I happen to be a woman with sick, perverted, masochistic tendencies and you’re going to have to deal with me too, you might want to think about your attitude.” She was gesturing wildly, the barrel of the gun swinging around the inside of the car.
 
    
 
   Mark eyes widened and he nodded. “And you have a gun,” he said off-handedly. 
 
    
 
   Aiki looked at the pistol and laughed, almost hysterically. “And I have a gun. Sorry,” she said, putting the weapon away. 
 
    
 
   “So this drug, this ‘Silver’ is running through your veins, right now,” he said.
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded as James pulled up onto the freeway. “A smaller dose, but my second of the day,” she admitted. “Right now, besides wanting to stop the dogs that took Stephanie, I want to crawl into the back compartment with you Mark, rip off your clothes, and ride you until I scream in relief. All while begging you to clamp my nipples and twist.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked, a shocked look on his face.
 
    
 
   “Um… what about me?” James asked wistfully.
 
    
 
   Mark frowned and slapped the man on the back of the head. “Owww!” James complained. “I’m just saying that I’m willing…”
 
    
 
   Aiki looked at Mark. “It’s taking all my willpower not to take either of you right now.” She shook her head. “We will check the freight loading area of the airport first. It’s our best bet. If there is no sign of her then I’ll make arrangements and see if we can figure out where she’s going.” 
 
    
 
   They were all silent for a moment, but then Aiki spoke again. “It’s addictive too,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened. She shrugged, looking out the front window. “Not like heroine, or cocaine or anything. The world wouldn’t have tolerated it. But just enough. I want more, despite the fact I’ve already had enough today to top Stephanie’s daily dose. If you offered me more, right now, I’d probably take it, knowing it will debilitate me and make me useless.” Her fingers began unbuttoning Mark’s coat and James’ eyes came off the road as Aiki’s fingers slid down between her legs, rubbing her own sex. “For anything… but... sex.”
 
    
 
   Mark barked roughly and shouted “Hey!” James jerked his eyes back to the road and Aiki blinked, sitting up straight. 
 
    
 
   “You think Takanada has taken her?” Mark demanded, pushing on Aiki’s shoulder. Aiki looked at him curiously, but then nodded. 
 
    
 
   “It makes the most sense. Davies recently lost a shipment to the Indonesian Customs Bureau and it cost Takanada about four million dollars,” Aiki said. “He’d be the one most upset about it. And Davies wasn’t willing to guarantee the whole cargo. That’s a lot of money. And Takanada shares the same sort of prurient interest in women.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s frown almost stretched off his face.
 
    
 
   “Okay, I need directions,” said James. “I’m at the airport and even near freight. What are we looking for?”
 
    
 
   “A dark SUV,” said Mark. Aiki nodded with a smile. 
 
    
 
   “It will be a Rodeo or a Blazer or some other canted hatch vehicle,” Aiki said.
 
    
 
   “Hey. Look over there!” James suddenly said, the limo swerving. He pulled up along a chain link fence. On the other side was a hanger which had a dark SUV parked next to it. Aiki’s eyes lit up, but then, just as they were getting out of the limo, the sound of jet engines filled the night. Suddenly a plane rolled by, its strobe lights flashing. It was a big one too and written across the side was a name Mark found both foreboding and dark.
 
    
 
   Takanada Enterprises.
 
    
 
   Aiki stared up at it, her face falling. “We’re too late.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
   There had been something of a ruckus outside the door of the small changing room. The manager had led Stephanie through the bowels of the Queen’s Club, his eyes obviously caressing her every curve. Inside the dressing room he’d pushed her down on a small table, his hands roaming over her body. Stephanie, her veins filled with Silver, had quietly and eagerly spread her legs for him, groaning when he slid two fingers into her slit, his thumb pressed tightly against her clit. His other hand came down on her breast, pinching her nipple and twisting it until her hips were churning.
 
    
 
   “Oh God, you are so beautiful!” The man had whispered to her only a second before bending down and running his tongue through her slit. Stephanie tried to spread her legs even further and the manager had stood, his fingers scrambling at his pants, obviously intending to fuck her. But then came a quick knock and he frowned. Hurrying to the door, one of his staff members whispered something to him. Stephanie had watched as the frustrated man grabbed a ridiculous farmer’s dress off a hook and fling it down at her.
 
    
 
   “Get dressed in that,” he ordered. Then he headed for the door. It shut behind him and Stephanie groaned. She sat up and stood, her fingers examining the material. It wasn’t even her size! Just by looking at it she knew it would be too small for her and she was hesitant to put it on. Instead she looked around the room, and spotting a vibrator laying on a nearby shelf, she picked it up eagerly, turned it to maximum, and slid it neatly into her sex. She groaned in both relief and need.
 
    
 
   Which was when the two armed men burst in. There were two of them, both wearing black ski-masks and Stephanie’s eyes widened. One of them held a small gun with a silencer attached to it, while the other had some sort of machine gun strapped to his torso. The one with his hands free yanked out a roll of duct tape and too Stephanie’s shock, but also thrill, began wrapping it around her, starting at her wrists. In seconds her hands were secured in front of her and then her legs were squeezed together. The men didn’t realize she had the vibrator inside her and Stephanie moaned as the duct tape was wound tighter and tighter around her thighs. 
 
    
 
   “Out of curiosity, why’d you leave her tits free?” Asked the man with the pistol, gesturing at Stephanie’s prodigious chest, which hung loosely between a few of the strands of duct tape.
 
    
 
   “You want to do this?” The other man asked. Both spoke with Australian accents. The man with the tape suddenly brought the roll back up to Stephanie’s breasts. “Arms up, sweetie,” he ordered. She lifted her hands and he wrapped one long loop of tape around her boobs, mashing them together and squeezing them tight. Her nipples were hard little points. Stephanie gasped, then groaned as the man turned to his partner. “There. Happy now?”
 
    
 
   A last bit of tape went around Stephanie’s head, covering her eyes before two or three loops went across her mouth. She started to lose her balance and as she fell, one of the men, she couldn’t see which, picked her up, throwing her over his shoulder. With the vibrator jammed into her slit, still going at full power, all Stephanie could really feel was the intense sexual stimulation. The tips of her breasts rubbed against the man’s shirt. That, combined with the thrill of the bondage, and the pressure of the tape around her bound breasts, sent her into a spiral of orgasmic bliss. As she was carried up the stairs and out to the car she started to cum, twitching in exquisite relief. 
 
    
 
   Somewhere, in the back of her mind, she knew it wasn’t right. But she couldn’t help herself. It was all so dangerous, so different. They tossed her down in the trunk of a vehicle and closed the door. Stephanie, still stunned by the orgasm and the fact that she couldn’t move her arms enough to get to the vibrator, didn’t hear the gunfire and when the vehicle lurched into movement, shouting coming from the front seat, all she could do was wedge herself in and focus on the still buzzing toy between her legs. 
 
    
 
   The drive was short. Certainly no longer than fifteen minutes and the sounds coming from the cab faded. The vehicle stopped and the driver got out, circling the vehicle to the passenger door. Stephanie heard whimpering and wondered what was happening, only to hear the muted sound of the handgun as another silenced round was fired through it. Then the driver got back in the car and they continued on their way. Twenty minutes later they came to another stop and this time Stephanie distinctly heard a new voice.
 
    
 
   “Where is William?” Except it sounded like the person had said “Vilhelm”. Stephanie couldn’t place the accent.
 
    
 
   “He didn’t make it. Some crazy, naked, Asian bitch with a gun got him.” 
 
    
 
   There was no reply. “And the confirmation?” 
 
    
 
   “In the boot.”
 
    
 
   “Get her out.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie stiffened as she heard the back of the SUV open and a moment later rough hands grabbed her. She still couldn’t see or talk and she was pulled up right before being set on her feet. She twisted a little and she could feel the hand holding her. 
 
    
 
   “Was this your idea?”
 
    
 
   “The duct tape? Yes. The way the duct tape is on her? No. That was William. He thought he was being funny.”
 
    
 
   “Funny. Ja. Set her there.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie grunted as she was picked up like a side of beef and thrown over a shoulder. Blood rushed to her head and she groaned. Then she was hauled sideways and her world turned again, only for her to be set upright. She still couldn’t see and she tried wiggling, only to have the same rough hands hold her in place. She tried speaking through the gag.
 
   Then her breasts were slapped. Hard
 
    
 
   Stephanie gasped, or tried to through the duct tape gag. The spank given her tits was not one meant to give her pleasure. It had been swift, strong, and deliberate. The message was clear. Stop. She settled down and stood as still as the vibrator would let her. A new sound filled her ears; a motor. Then the man who slapped her breasts lifted her arms up. Stephanie felt his fingers and she knew that the bondage cuffs she still wore were being hooked to something. The motor sound came again and she gasped as her body was hauled upward. They lifted her up almost a foot and her high heels swung freely beneath her.
 
    
 
   A pair of hands settled on her tape wrapped breasts and she moaned as two pairs of fingers each found a nipple. The tweezer clamps were still on her and the person holding her boobs tightened the clamps down to their maximum, sending shards of pain through her tits. 
 
    
 
   “Now listen. I’m not going to tell you that no one is going to hurt you, because the way I understand it, that’s precisely why you’re here. So that we can hurt you. And fuck you. You’ll be taking a trip shortly, but between then and now you’ve got two choices. You can cooperate, in which case we’ll only hurt you a little.” He punctuated this with a light pull on the tweezer clamps, making Stephanie whimper. “Or you can fight us. In which case, we’re going to hurt you a whole lot.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded, wishing she could see and speak. 
 
    
 
   “Now I’m going to cut some of this tape off. With a knife. You stay still so I don’t do anything accidentally painful.”
 
    
 
   A sharp blade was pressed against Stephanie’s skin and she winced a bit as it started to move down her arm. The man with the gravelly voice and strange accent began cutting and bit by bit she felt the tape separate. He was clearly skilled, leaving the few wraps of tape that held her breasts tightly compressed clinging to her skin while the strands that held her arms together came free. He moved down her body, bit by bit and she trembled as his knife slid against her skin. It took close to ten minutes before most of the tape was removed. When they were done, only the straps around her eyes and mouth and the one wrapping her boobs remained.
 
    
 
   “My my my, you are pretty, aren’t you?” The voice said.
 
    
 
   Gagged, it wasn’t like Stephanie could answer. Hands slid down her body and she felt fingers probing between her legs. They pulled the vibrator out of her and silenced it, tossing it aside. She heard it clatter on concrete.
 
    
 
   “It kept her docile, if nothing else. Spread her legs.”
 
    
 
   The rough hands returned, grabbing hold of her feet and lifting her up. Stephanie felt her legs yanked open though it obviously took both men to do it. Arms wrapped themselves around her thighs and fingers began probing at the slit between, digging roughly into her wetness. She moaned, hips rolling as she desperately wished for more.
 
    
 
   “She is very wet,” observed the man with the strange accent.
 
    
 
   “My understanding was that Davies had offered her for a Round Robin.”
 
    
 
   There was a momentary silence. “Really? How unusual for Davies.” They let go of Stephanie’s legs and she dropped, her weight going back on her aching arms. “Remove her shoes.”
 
    
 
   The rough hands went back down and she felt the straps on each high heel coming loose. A second later she was barefoot. The motorized winch above her was activated once more and she sighed in relief as she was lowered, just enough to stand on tip toe. Still unable to see due to the duct tape across her eyes, she stood there trembling. She could hear movement and then the Australian voice spoke.
 
    
 
   “Why?”
 
    
 
   “Because I can,” the other man said. Stephanie had no idea what this meant until the hiss of something slashing through the air filled her ears. She only had a moment to contemplate what it was before something struck her across the front, slicing a hot line from her left nipple down to her hip. She cried out through the gag and another stroke flashed along her buttocks. She jerked wildly, like a fish caught on a line as the man in front of her whipped her, leaving hot red lines crisscrossing her naked flesh. One stroke, aimed right at her breasts, literally cut the duct tape keeping her boobs bunched together and she felt it loosen, cut from her body. Tears filled her eyes as the whipping continued. Twenty or so strokes later she hung limply, the duct tape across her eyes soggy and slipping.
 
    
 
   “Put the spreader bar on her ankles,” came the strange accented voice. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie trembled as the rough hands touched her, yanking her leg outward. Something was clipped to the bondage cuff she still wore on her ankle and then her other leg was pulled outward as well. A stick had been attached to each cuff and now her legs were widely spread. She dreaded this, but her hips still swung, her pussy wet and pulsing. She braced herself, expecting the lash between her legs and he didn’t disappoint her, bringing the leather braid up to strike the soft flesh. Stephanie screamed as the pain swirled through her loins, but it still melded with her need, and thanks to the Silver that pounded continuously through her veins, it merely made her more excited. She thrashed as the whip bit into her sweetness, cutting at her petals until finally she came close to passing out from the intensity of it. Then the winch started back up, lowering her down until she was flat on the cold concrete. She couldn’t close her legs and she sobbed as her body reacted to the burning heat where she’d been struck. She felt movement above her and then someone kneeled between her outstretched legs. A weight came down on top of her and she was unable to stop him when his mouth suckled a nipple, or when his cock began probing at her wetness. Despite some little corner of her mind repeating Mark’s name like a mantra, the rest of her wanted it. She wanted him to fuck her. She groaned eagerly, pushing her hips upward, her sex hot and steaming. The pain the man had given her with the whip became nothing as he began fucking her, taking his pleasure with her tormented body. Finally she was whimpering, begging, her mouth half-open with rolled up duct tape muffling her words. Her world exploded in pleasure and she shuddered as the orgasm hit her like a brick. Then he too exploded, filling her depths with cum.
 
    
 
   The man with strange accent kissed her tenderly, once, right on the tip of her marked breast. Then he rose.
 
    
 
   “What about me?” asked the Australian. 
 
    
 
   “She is yours for the next thirty minutes. Then I will begin packing her.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie shivered and then a new presence loomed above her. She waited and a hand struck her breast, hard. She gasped as hard fingers began pinching her nipples, twisting them back and forth. He too knelt between her outstretched legs and a moment later his hard cock penetrated deeply, except instead of suckling her breast, he slapped her tits back and forth with every thrust. Stephanie reeled, the pain and pleasure too much for her and she came again, whimpering and making desperate needs.
 
    
 
   “You like that, huh bitch? You like being roughly handled? I’ll bet you do. I’d have loved to see them Round Robin you. With your blond hair and all those curves. I bet you would have screamed during the drenches. You don’t even look like the normal slave girls. You aren’t even thin. You’re… lush.” He licked her breast and she moaned. “And you love it don’t you? You want it? Well… here.” And he began thrusting hard and fast. Stephanie’s body rocked with the sex and then she exploded a second time.
 
    
 
   “Christoph, enough. Finish. It is time to package her.”
 
    
 
   The man between Stephanie’s legs grunted and pumped hard for a minute, climaxing himself but leaving Stephanie still wanting. He rose up and then someone threw an entire bucket of cold water on her.
 
    
 
   Stephanie gasped in shock, her body trembling. The tape over her eyes was ripped away and then they cut the strands of duct tape that had curled and formed the gag. Stephanie blinked as she shivered. She was in a small warehouse, with concrete floors. The SUV she’d been thrown into was only a few feet away. Christoph, the man who had just fucked her, was a small man and he was wearing all black. She recognized his posture though. He was the man who had held the small pistol when she’d been abducted. The other man however, the one rolling the plastic truck over, was blond and had a fair complexion with a light beard. He was tall and ruggedly handsome, very similar to Roger Davies.
 
    
 
   He opened the trunk and Stephanie’s heart thudded beneath her ribs. The inside was padded, but also equipped with a large phallus. She understood immediately that she’d be forced to have the thing inside her. She nodded, both eager and terrified. The two men released her hands from the winch, but did not unclip the bondage cuffs from each other. She was hauled unceremoniously to her feet, cum dripping out of her sex, and dragged to the trunk.
 
    
 
   “Kneel and allow the vibrator to penetrate you completely,” the tall blond man said simply. Stephanie nodded and lowered herself delicately. The bottom of the trunk was well padded and she felt the tapered tip of the massive phallus touch her sex. Gently she began rocking her hips, working her slick pussy over the end. It didn’t take her long. She was still desperate and she sank down without much in the way of objection until the entire foot long piece of rubber was firmly embedded in her sex. Her wrists were clipped to the top of the trunk and then the tweezer clamps on her nipples were loosened, free to dangle from her collar. 
 
    
 
   “We have a different set for you,” the man said, holding up a pair of cruel looking clover clamps. The metal jaws bit down on Stephanie’s nipples and the man threaded the chain through another inset on the trunk. Slowly he closed the case and Stephanie found herself in darkness. A small light came on, nothing but a single green LED light, and she found it sufficient to illuminate the interior of the case. A small straw stuck out from the side of the box and curious, she took a sip. Some sort of flavored water went into her throat, but only a tiny amount. A small fan circulated air and then, between her legs the vibrator started up. It was clearly set to low, but she couldn’t help rocking her hips and pumping as waves of pleasure slid through her. She leaned back and the clover clamps on her nipples tightened painfully. It just made things worse. She wanted to cum but couldn’t. She closed her eyes, trying to come to terms with everything that had happened to her. But one thing that kept coming to the forefront, the one question she had to ask, over and over, was the one thing closest to her heart.
 
    
 
   Was Mark okay?
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
   Mark watched as the limousine drove away and Aiki took his arm. “This way,” she said quietly. Mark nodded and he followed her through the darkened streets of Sydney. They were still near the airport, but in one of the more middle class neighborhoods. Apartments stood on either side and Aiki took several turns, her high heels clattering on the empty street. Mark glanced down at her inappropriate footwear.
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t you have James drop us off in front of the apartment?” Mark asked curiously.
 
    
 
   Aiki sighed. “Because James is going to be under a lot of pressure from the authorities shortly. They’ll have already responded to the murder at the Queen’s Club and they’ll know who Roger Davies is. They’ll be at the hotel by morning. James has very little information, but I don’t want to have to answer questions about the shooting. And remember, I fired at that one man. What if he showed up at a hospital? How can I help you if I’m in jail?”
 
    
 
   Mark gave her a crazy look. “It was self-defense!” He declared.
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “You know that. And I know that. But the police do things their own way. If we hope to get to Stephanie as fast as possible we need to get out of Australia.” She turned down an open walkway and slipped into a complex that looked just a little seedier than the others. She went to the third building and climbed the stairs. Mark followed along behind her, his eyes tracing the fine lines of her legs and then he looked away as her rump and dripping wet sex flashed beneath the lines of his coat.
 
    
 
   The door to the apartment had a keypad rather than a typical key lock and Aiki quickly typed in an eight digit code. The lock clattered and she pushed into what looked to be a very small, but typical one bedroom apartment. As soon as the door was closed behind her she went to the telephone and picked it up. She didn’t even dial. A moment later she spoke in hurried Japanese, answering some questions. She pulled a pad of paper out and wrote a few numbers down, then hung up.
 
    
 
   “Alright, we have flights for Tokyo booked for just a little after eight.” She ran her fingers through her hair. “I’m going to take a shower before hitting the sack,” she said. Then she licked her lips pausing with a meaningful look. “Would you like to join me?”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. It was all going too fast. “What?” he stammered.
 
    
 
   Aiki took a deep breath, her fingers tightening around the back of one of the chairs. “Look, I know that you love Stephanie. I get that. But… Mark. I need… I need sex right now. I need someone to press me against the wall, slap my breasts, spank me, twist my nipples and fuck my brains out.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s jaw fell. “You want what?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shook her head. “Please? I can make it worth your while. I’m really flexible. I’ve studied the Kamasutra. I can put myself in positions that will feel so incredible on your cock that you won’t know what hit you.” Her fingers undid the buttons on his jacket and the coat fell, baring Aiki’s lovely and very naked body. “Use me. Torture me. Take me. Please?” She begged.
 
    
 
   “Aiki,” he began, shaking his head and tears filled her eyes.
 
    
 
   “You won’t, will you?” She began sobbing, sinking down to sit on the old sofa. “I know you won’t. You aren’t like Master Davies.”
 
    
 
   Mark suddenly felt bad. He sat down next to her and wrapped his arm around Aiki’s shuddering body. “It’s not that you aren’t beautiful. You are. You need to know this. It’s just that the woman I want is Stephanie. That’s all I’ve ever wanted. I’m not a part of this world.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded, wiping at her tears. She turned and looked at him, smiling sadly. “You are a good man, Mark Conner. I hope you know that. I know that Stephanie loves you very much. And I know that right now, wherever she is, she’s thinking about you.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “I hope so.”
 
    
 
   For a moment their eyes met and Aiki began leaning forward. Before Mark even knew what was happening she was kissing him, pressing herself to him. He pushed her away even as she tried to slip her tongue into her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Christ! Aiki!” he said, coming up off the couch. Her eyes blinked in realization and she let out a little cry. For a moment it looked as if she were going to say something, but then she bit her lip and hurried into the bedroom. She shut the door behind her and Mark heard the shower start up a few moments later. He breathed a sigh of relief and settled back down on the couch. He closed his eyes, only for a second, and then Aiki was shaking him awake.
 
    
 
   “Mark,” she said softly. He opened his eyes and stared at her. Aiki had done up her hair into a ponytail, a look he’d never seen on her. Better yet, she was fully dressed, wearing a pair of stylish black jeans and a pullover shirt that while complimented her figure, was certainly respectable.  “We leave in thirty minutes. If you want the shower, there is hot water.”
 
    
 
   He groaned and rolled upright, eyeing her carefully. She seemed much more in control of herself. “How are you, uh… handling things this morning?” 
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled ruefully. “Well, my first plan was to yank down your trousers and just impale myself. But I realized that might be a little much for you to handle, so then I thought about waking you up with a blowjob. But considering your objections last night, I thought that might upset you, so I settled for a shake on the shoulder.”
 
    
 
   “So, definitely better than last night.”
 
    
 
   Aiki blushed. “Mark, I’m sorry. I wish I could just blame the Silver, but the truth is that the drug just makes whatever we are feeling more intense. Last night, I really wanted to fuck you. Badly. Despite knowing that your dedication to Stephanie is important. I wasn’t thinking. I’m sorry.”
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “I think I can handle it. This has all been sort of new to me. I’m not used to women throwing themselves at me.”
 
    
 
   Aiki grinned. “Not many men are. That’s one of the reasons Silver is a controlled substance.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out two American passports. “Here. This is for you, and this one is for Stephanie.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked and opened his. “Wow, this looks real. I’m impressed,” he said as Aiki stood up and moved over to the refrigerator. She pulled out a can of energy drink, popped the top and then eyed him.
 
    
 
   “It is real. When you and Stephanie came to Australia we contacted the American FBI and had them expedite your passports to us. You’ll see they’re already stamped for entry.” Her eyes widened. “Hey. Don’t put them in the same pocket. What if an entry agent asks for your passport and you pull out two? Put the other one in your back pocket or something,” she protested.
 
    
 
   Mark winced. “Yeah. Uh. Sorry. Wasn’t thinking.” He held up Stephanie’s passport. “But she’s already left the country. What do I do when I find her?”
 
    
 
   Aiki rolled her eyes. “She was legally here with Davies, but now she’s been kidnapped. That means you can just report to the American embassy, file the necessary reports about human trafficking, and then go home. Simple.”
 
    
 
   “So where are we headed?” He asked, standing to stretch. 
 
    
 
   “Tokyo. Remember? I told you last night?” She shook her head. “I’m guessing Takanada has her, perhaps at his private residence.”
 
    
 
   “What is this man like, Takanada?” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   Aiki took a deep breath. “He’s a criminal, but he’s still an honorable man, at least by Japanese standards. He is ruthless, charming, arrogant, and supremely confidant. We’ve been trying to find sufficient evidence to bring him down for years, but the problem is that most of his enterprises are totally legal. At least the ones in Japan. He stays away from all other drugs but Silver, never coerces his women, and appears in public to be the epitome of a Tokyo businessman. It doesn’t help that he knows some men very high up in the government. He is one of the few men who can literally call the Prime Minister or Emperor direct. 
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “And he has my wife. What will he do to her?”
 
    
 
   Aiki blinked. “Honestly? She’d be a prize in his collection. Takanada Hiroshi prizes round-eyes more than any other women. He had one about a year ago we were watching, a girl from America named Samantha. But she was there willingly as well. The girls at his residence and the ones that work for him are all given Silver, though admittedly we think he gives them lower doses than Master Davies gave us. Japanese women are trained from birth to be obedient and submissive from an early age and there seems to be a trait in us to crave sexual abuse of all kinds,” Aiki admitted. Her eyes lost focus and she looked away. “He’s also a very handsome man,” she said wistfully. Then she shook her head and looked at him. “Are you going to shower? There are some clothes your size on the bed.”
 
    
 
   Mark smiled. “Yes. Is there a lock on the door?”
 
    
 
   Aiki gave him a penetrating look. “You won’t need it,” she said simply, but then she stepped up so that her nose was almost touching Mark’s chin. “But last night, it wasn’t locked.”
 
    
 
   “You didn’t need it,” Mark replied as he turned and went into the bedroom. Twenty minutes later he emerged looking refreshed and ready. He held a black bag which obviously held his other clothes. 
 
    
 
   “Let’s go,” Aiki said, getting her own luggage. Mark followed her out of the apartment and down to the ground level. A cab was waiting, though the driver seemed Asian. The moment Aiki got in, the man turned around and started speaking to her in Japanese. She answered glibly enough and he nodded a few times. He handed over two envelopes, one of which she passed to Mark. He opened it and found a watch, almost a thousand dollars in US currency, and a picture of his wife. She was wearing the dress she’d worn the previous evening and Mark realized that the picture had to have been taken while they’d been out for dinner. She looked amazing. He looked up sharply and Aiki smiled.
 
    
 
   “We’ll get a bite at the airport before we catch our flight,” Aiki assured him. He nodded and then the cab took off.  The trip to the airport was quiet and Mark followed along behind Aiki as they slipped through the gates. They boarded the plane with minimal fuss and finally Mark slid in beside the petite Asian girl. She was staring out the window, her eyes dark and cloudy.
 
    
 
   “Tell me about Silver,” Mark suddenly asked.  She blinked at him.
 
    
 
   “What do you want to know?” She replied.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “Everything,” he said, looking past her out the window as the tarmac rolled slowly by. “Why and how. I’ve never even heard of it.”
 
    
 
   Aiki sighed. “A biochemical company in the United States developed it by accident eighteen years ago. At first, they thought they’d discovered something that would make them wealthy beyond their wildest dreams.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “Why would they think that?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shrugged, pressed back into her seat as the airplane took off. “Why not? Animal testing revealed heightened sexual need in both males and females. It wasn’t until the first human trials started that the scientists discovered some of the more worrisome aspects of the drug.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “So what did the human trials reveal?”
 
    
 
   Aiki settled in her seat as the plane leveled off. “They originally brought in ten couples from a local college. Half were dosed with what would today be considered about two milliliters of Silver. That’s enough to seriously affect inhibitions and cravings, heightening sexual need. Obviously the five couples dosed with Silver began having sex. The other five couples did as well, but through peer pressure and with a little more thought to privacy. This thrilled the scientists. They had a room full of college co-eds screwing their partner’s brains out. This of course demanded a higher dose. They got a repeat of the first performance, then they discovered that all of those given Silver started swapping partners. Things got… rough. And slightly out of hand. It turned out one of the girls was a closet sexual masochist. Two of the men tied her spread-eagled to a table and they took turns on her. Then they forced some of the other girls to engage in lesbian sex.”
 
    
 
   “Orgy huh?” 
 
    
 
   Aiki snorted. “Amongst other problems. The men became aggressive and began fighting if they couldn’t get the female they wanted. And as for the girls, well… most women are mentally geared toward a bi-sexual existence and would accept female on female sexuality with very little in the way of coercion. But this? This was a free for all. The girls on Silver were totally accepting, even when later they admitted they weren’t even remotely interested in lesbian coupling. Afterward, when the scientists realized that the drug literally would make the women taking it do anything sexual, and with the males showing increased aggression, the scientists felt that even a five milliliter dose was dangerous. Your Food and Drug Administration pulled the plug. That’s when the testing went underground.”
 
    
 
   “What?” 
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “They quickly discovered that ten milliliters rendered women sexually pliant, willing to engage in practically any perversion. Physically it causes the body to remain in an aroused state for extended periods of time, increases blood flow to sexually charged areas of the body, sensitizing them, and worse, the drug is mildly addictive.”
 
    
 
   That got Mark’s attention and he nodded. “You mentioned that last night.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “It’s not bad. You can usually burn through the down. For example, I’m unusually hungry today and a little grumpy. I’ll completely metabolize it out of my system in a full forty-eight hours. Stephanie however got almost twenty milliliters. That’s enough to actually impede her thought processes.”
 
    
 
   That got Mark’s attention. “Impede her thought processes?”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “Too much silver makes you an idiot. Temporarily, thank God, but an idiot nonetheless. You can be led around by the nose, begging to be fucked, whipped, spanked, and taken up the rear. Hell, I’d almost me willing to do a Round Robin. Twenty-five milliliters is the limit you can safely give a girl. Any more and you run the risk of permanent brain damage.”
 
    
 
   Mark didn’t like the sound of that. “What about the addictive qualities? Will the increased dose hurt her when she comes down?” 
 
    
 
   Aiki shrugged. “I’ve never had that much in me. She’ll be hyper-sensitive, hungry, probably twitchy. Like I said, it metabolizes fast, but with that much, she’ll still be sexually wanton for forty-eight hours at least, though she won’t be beyond her own control.” Aiki sighed. “It affects everyone slightly different.”
 
    
 
   “What about men?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shrugged. “Men usually don’t take Silver. Low doses, like what you were given during the Challenge, will make you quicker to recover from sexual activity, ready to go again. It will also lower your inhibitions, making it more likely to have sex with multiple partners,” Aiki said with a smirk. “Though honestly, what man needs to be encouraged to have multiple partners?”
 
    
 
   Mark gave her a steely-eyed glare. She laughed and continued. “When the Challenge was over you were already feeling a heightened sense of aggression. You probably were easier to anger, quicker to judge. You also lost some weight. Most men do.”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “This explains so much. I went down a belt size and I just thought that was a difference between US and Australian measurement systems. And I remember being very angry with Davies, right at first.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “The effects of the drug. Davies wouldn’t have wasted it on a man though, so once you got to Australia you had no more doses.”
 
    
 
   “What I don’t understand is you,” Mark asked. “Why would a government agent willingly subject herself to a drug that would make you…” he paused, trying to figure out a polite way of saying what was running through his mind.
 
    
 
   “Want to fuck and be ravished and sexually tortured by random men and more specifically Roger Davies?” Aiki asked.
 
    
 
   Mark frowned, but nodded. She turned halfway in her seat and leaned forward. “Because,” she said softly. “I liked what was happening to me. Make no mistake, Mark. Silver doesn’t take away your right to choose. It just makes it more, intense.” She sighed, closing her eyes. “I loved every second of it when Roger Davies was whipping me, or had me tied spread-eagled to his bed. There was something so right when his cock was sliding through me, or in my mouth.” She smiled and took a breath. “I’m going to really, really miss him.”
 
    
 
   Mark ignored that. “What happens to Stephanie when I get her home?” He asked, trying to change the subject.
 
    
 
   Aiki snorted. “Well, obviously you can’t afford to continue dosing her. Davies gave her ten milliliters a day. That much would cost you two grand a week. Even keeping her on a two milliliter dose would be problematic, especially since the drug is illegal to own, possess, or manufacture in the US. Of course you can still find it, but it’s costly and you run the risk of crossing your own criminal justice system.” Aiki sighed. “Stephanie would go back to being just a woman, with normal urges. She wouldn’t constantly be wet and wanting. It would be cyclic and depend on her mood, her age, her energy levels. She might have a headache, right? Right now Silver wipes all that away. She wants sex constantly, all the time right now. She goes back to being normal.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s face widened as he smiled. “Really?”
 
    
 
   Aiki couldn’t help it. She smiled too. “Yes. Really.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked forward. “I mean, don’t get me wrong. In some ways, it has been nice. I mean she was all… erotic. I might miss that.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded.  “Why do you think the pharmaceutical company that discovered Silver thought they’d found the pot at the end of the rainbow? Think of the marriages that small doses of Silver could have saved! A single tiny drop would have made wives into sex kittens. It would have been the greatest miracle drug ever. Women would have craved sex with the same intensity that their spouses do.”
 
    
 
   The look of defeat on Mark’s face was tough to ignore. Suddenly Aiki twisted in her seat. “But Mark, I want you to remember a few things. Stephanie wasn’t on the drug when she signed you both up for the Challenge. So she’s obviously got a kinky streak a mile wide. That streak is still there, Silver or not. She’s a girl who wanted to get spanked and worse, long before Silver messed with her desire. She loved you before and she will love you afterward as well. She is resilient and beautiful, and if you don’t keep that in mind, then your marriage was a sham.” Aiki shook her head. “Silver can’t replace happiness. The two of you rediscovered yourselves during the Challenge.” She laid a hand on Mark’s chest. “Remember this is where she is,” she said, tapping his heart.
 
    
 
   Mark reached up and wiped a tear from his eye, nodding. “Thank you.” He smiled at Aiki. “You’re a pretty impressive specimen of womanhood yourself.”
 
    
 
   Aiki blushed. “Careful. Compliments will get you everywhere and the drug is still in my system.”
 
    
 
   Mark chuckled. “So it wouldn’t be a good idea asking you if you wanted to go to the restroom with me and join the Mile High Club?”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s face flushed crimson. “The restroom?” She took a deep breath. “Mark Conner, do not ask,” she said, twisting in her seat and staring resolutely forward. “Because honestly I’d be more than happy to take off my clothes right here where we are sitting and do it with you.” She gave him a frustrated glare. “So don’t tempt me.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened and he swallowed hard.  “Oops,” he muttered and stared resolutely forward. Aiki sighed in disappointment and deliberately turned away from him, looking out the window.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
   Stephanie moaned when the trunk opened. She’d been encapsulated for just over sixteen hours and her legs were painfully cramped. Her nipples throbbed horribly thanks to the clover clamps still tightly crushing the tips, and her loins were highly sensitive thanks to the massive and quite uncomfortable phallus vibrating at high speed between her legs. Light speared into the trunk and the fact that Stephanie’s bladder had let go hours before became an issue. Hands freed her wrists and nipples from the top and sides of the trunk and she was hauled out.
 
    
 
   She cried out, unable to support herself and instead was dumped on the cold concrete floor, twitching as the pain shot up through her thighs. Suddenly a high powered jet of water struck her, sluicing the foul fluids off her skin. The cold water revitalized her as well and she rolled back and forth, arms wrapping round her as her legs kicked violently. A strange sort of clarity had come to Stephanie and for the first time in weeks she realized she didn’t have the immediate urge to fuck someone or something. In fact, her sex hurt, aching - and not with need. She rolled up into a tiny ball as the water flashed across her back and over her buttocks. 
 
    
 
   She had to squeal though when the hose was directed at her soft parts, her petals flapping under the high pressure and she rolled again, trying to avoid the direct spray. A hand grabbed her ankle and hauled her across the polished and smooth concrete, forcing her onto her belly. Her legs were roughly thrown open and before she could close up the hose was once more directed up between her thighs. She squealed and this time kicked.
 
    
 
   “Get her up,” a man’s voice said. Stephanie opened her eyes as men stepped into the puddle of water. Both wore black combat boots and black pants. They grabbed her wrists and hauled her upright. A second later her hands were secured to a hook that hung from a chain and she was able to blink water out of her eyes.
 
    
 
   She was standing in another warehouse. It was very warm and one of the large garage doors leading outside was wide open, waves of heat sweeping in. About a dozen men stood around, most of them looking at her and all wearing some sort of soldier like uniform. Stephanie felt self-conscious and she brought her knees together. Her arms were not held high above her head so she brought them up in front of her, trying to cover her breasts. Water droplets still dripped from her body and she located the man holding the hose. He was coiling it up, his dark black skin rippling with muscles.
 
    
 
   Their eyes met and he studied her for a moment. He flicked his hand toward one of his men and Stephanie’s eyes flashed in that direction. A small yellow control box was in his hands and suddenly Stephanie was hauled upward by her wrists, her bare feet kicking. A rattling sound came from under her and she glanced down to see that something had been rolled underneath her. The winch hummed again and she was dropped down. Something metal struck her foot and moved up between her legs. As she got closer she began thrashing, panicking as the sharp edge of the steel wedge got closer to her sex. Still, her feeble body couldn’t move the thing and her descent stopped a moment later, the sharp ridge just an inch below her slit. Her arms supported her weight, her feet dangling almost half a meter above the floor. She looked at the black man, a thrill of fear leaving her breathless.
 
    
 
   “The weights,” he called out. Two of the soldiers darted forward and Stephanie whimpered as gallon milk jugs, each filled with fluid, was tied to the bondage cuffs still wrapped around her ankles. The weights pulled her feet downward and try as she might she couldn’t lift her legs more than a few inches.
 
    
 
   “Now, we will try again,” the black man said simply. He got closer and Stephanie cringed as he pointed the hose once more at her sex. From only a foot away he opened up and the cold stream of water struck her clitoris hard. She bucked, but there was nowhere for her to go. The water slapped at her sex and even penetrated into her crevasse as she twisted. But with the steel horse between her legs she couldn’t rotate further than a few degrees. Finally the man turned off the water and it gushed out from between Stephanie’s legs.
 
    
 
   “Lower her,” the man said next. Stephanie let out a wail as she dropped the last few inches and then the steel edge bit up into her sex. Her labia parted and she took the metal spine right between the legs. Her feet spread outward as the horse forced her legs apart even farther and the weights swung as her weight came down helplessly upon the soft tissue of her sex. Stephanie let out an anguished cry of pain as her hips began to rock.
 
    
 
   For ten minutes the men around her did nothing but watch her torment. No one said anything or touched her. Pain radiated up from between her legs. At first Stephanie whimpered and cried out, rocking with the agony. But eventually the pain overwhelmed her body’s reflexes and she just sat there, whimpering as the metal edge dug into her clit and perineum. 
 
    
 
   Stephanie had been riding the horse for over twenty minutes when the car arrived. It was black and stunk like a diesel engine, but shut off the moment it rolled into the warehouse. The doors opened immediately and a white man with bleached white hair got out. He wasn’t old, but he was huge, easily over six feet in height with a barrel like chest. His beard was well groomed and he smiled at Stephanie as he walked over.
 
    
 
   “Well, I see you made the flight,” he said cheerfully. “I have to admit that I’m something of a fan. After seeing you get tortured in the Challenge, I was just a tad bit jealous of Roger Davies for buying you.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie sucked in a sharp breath, the pain radiating up from between her legs too hard to really respond in any other way. Finally she managed to get some words to form.
 
    
 
   “Where’s Mark?” She asked.
 
    
 
   The bearded man’s eyes widened. “Mark? Your weakling husband? No clue. Probably dead honestly. My understanding was that he was sitting with Davies at the Queen’s Club when my men shot the place up. Probably caught a bullet or two.” He waved his hands as Stephanie’s eyes went wide in panic. She suddenly pulled hard on the straps and almost managed to get one leg over the steel horse. The bearded man snapped his finger and the black man put a whip into his hand. He didn’t even hesitate. He slashed the flogger across Stephanie’s breasts hard and fast, beating her until she slumped back down with a scream, the metal biting back up into her sex. Her nipples throbbed with pain and her ragged breathing sounded like a rasp.
 
    
 
   “I see you can be passionate about somethings, but I have to wonder if that’s you coming down off the Silver. Let me explain some realities to you. First off, I’m a business associate of your former master, Roger Davies. My name is Viers Skeldersohn. Now I am fully aware of your arrangement with Davies. You sold yourself into slavery for a year, with certain limitations on what could be done to your person.”
 
    
 
   Viers stepped closer and reached up to Stephanie’s nipple. He pinched it hard, twisting it around until she let out another scream. “The good news is that you no longer belong to that pansy Davies. He was too soft on his women. I am not. And that is the bad news. You belong to me now. Of course, there are no contracts, and no limits. I will not ‘release’ you at the end of a year. When you leave my service it will be because I’ve tired of you. If you please me, I might leave enough left for your Mark, presuming he’s even alive. Make me take my pleasure from you, and I promise that when you leave my service it will be a final end for you.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked at the man in terror, her body trembling as he let go of her nipple.
 
    
 
   “Now, a word about Silver. Davies liked you wanton. He wasted the drug on you. I sell the drug yes, but my girls do not use it. I like to hear you scream and beg and plead.” He ran his hand down her flank, then spanked her hard, once on the buttock. Stephanie yelped. “But I will train you to desire the lash. I will break you, so that your mind cannot have pleasure without pain. I will hurt you in ways that would make Roger Davies squirm.”
 
    
 
   He moved back in front of her. “Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded, frantic to relieve the pressure of her body on the ridge between her legs. The pain seemed to saw at her horribly and Viers Skeldersohn wasn’t making it easier. She could barely comprehend what he was telling her. 
 
    
 
   He grinned. “Good. Then I am finished here. You will be let down and you will then entertain these men. I expect you to be thoroughly fucked. They will use your mouth, cunt, and arse. And if I hear of one word of resistance, if you cringed, even once…” his voice trailed off and he took a step closer to her.
 
    
 
   “I’ll see you at my villa where your true torture will begin soon. I’ll show you what it means to be a master.” He grabbed her chin and pinched her cheeks hard with a single hand. “And what it means to be a cunt slave.”
 
    
 
   Then he let her go and turned around. Stephanie trembled violently as she watched him go back to his car with a few of the men. Then the engine rumbled to life and the vehicle backed out, leaving her there in the warehouse, surrounded by a dozen men.  As soon as Viers left Stephanie was hauled upward, the pain between her legs disappearing. She let out a sob of relief, but when she was brought back down, her hands freed from the hook, she was instantly surrounded. She looked at the hungry eyes, Viers’ words coming back to her. But despite his threats, she realized something was still inside her. She wanted to get fucked. Hard.
 
    
 
   “Sirs? Please?” she whispered. “Please would you fuck me? Please fuck me in every hole? All of you. Multiple times?”
 
    
 
   The big black man who had hosed her down stepped up close. He smiled, his shiny white teeth gleaming. “Well, since you asked so nicely…” he said quietly. Stephanie gasped as the picked her up and carried her toward a darkened corner, where a number of cardboard boxes covered the floor. Stephanie cried out as fingers slipped between her legs and then she was tossed down, her legs roughly pulled apart as the first of a dozen cocks loomed above her. She looked up at the bobbing prick, licked her lips and nodded.
 
    
 
   “Oh God yes. Take me!”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
   Aiki and Mark were met at the airport by a small Japanese man who greeted Mark with a cursory nod and then began rapidly speaking in Japanese. Aiki listened for half a second and then held up her hand. “In English please, Toro-san. Mr. Conner needs to hear this as well.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up as the small man with glasses eyed him peculiarly. “My apologies Conner-san.” He said bowing. Mark nodded and gestured for the man to continue. “As I was saying, we haven’t been able to confirm that Stephanie was brought her to Tokyo. There were two freight flights from Sydney using Takanada planes. Both were searched upon arrival.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked confused and glanced at Aiki. “You said he’d take her here.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “Of course he would. This makes no sense. We saw the plane.”
 
    
 
   Mark shook his head. “We saw a plane. She might not have been on it.”
 
    
 
   The little man Aiki had called Toro shook his head. “Australian authorities searched the airport facilities and surrounding area. They found a man named Williams dead from an execution style shot to the head, as well as several severe and possibly fatal chest wounds from a handgun. They also found the SUV in a warehouse that had been leased by one of Takanada’s subsidiaries. They’re trying to trace any vehicular traffic from that warehouse, but haven’t found anything yet.”
 
    
 
   “Do you think she’s still in Australia?” Mark asked. Toro shook his head. 
 
    
 
   “No. But we don’t know where she is. All we know is that Takanada-san expressed interest in purchasing Stephanie’s contract. And that was weeks ago.”
 
    
 
   Mark let out a breath. “So she might be here. Could he have snuck her in?”  It was Aiki who replied over Toro’s shaking head. 
 
    
 
   “Of course he could. Takanada is a very resourceful man,” Aiki insisted.
 
    
 
   Toro frowned. “You have been ordered to report to headquarters for debriefing and evaluation.”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes widened. “What? I need to help Mark located Stephanie!”
 
    
 
   Toro shook his head. “Assets have already been assigned for that.” Toro handed Mark a hotel key. “This goes to a room at the Tokyo Hilton. We’d like for you to wait there until we have a handle on things.”
 
   Aiki looked aggrieved. Mark looked irritated. Toro cringed.
 
    
 
   “I will take him to the Hilton,” Aiki announced. Toro looked at her incredulously. 
 
    
 
   “You’re in enough trouble, aren’t you? You killed a man! On assignment!” He said. Aiki rolled her eyes.
 
    
 
   “It was a righteous shoot,” she declared. “And I will still go to headquarters. After I see Mark settled.”
 
    
 
   Toro clearly didn’t have any sway with her so he bowed. “I will see you later,” he said stiffly. Then he waddled away.
 
    
 
   Mark glanced at Aiki. “Are you going to get in trouble for helping me?”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyebrow went up as she grabbed Mark’s elbow. “Trouble? For helping you? No. But my supervisors are not happy about this. Davies was giving us good information on Takanada’s Silver business, even if he didn’t know it. Now we have nothing. That won’t sit well with some.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “What can I do?” 
 
    
 
   Aiki shook her head. “I’m not sure. It’s not like we can go to Takanada’s office and confront him. I’ve got to hope Toro turns up some more information about her whereabouts.”
 
    
 
   “So we just wait,” he grumped. “I’m not good at waiting.”
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled. “I know,” she said softly, putting a comforting hand on his arm. “Really, we will try everything we can to help you.” They took a cab to the Hilton and Aiki went up to the room with Mark. Once he was settled she looked around. “Are you going to be okay here?”
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “It would be better if Stephanie were lying naked in this bed, begging me to fuck her, but I can’t think of anything else.”
 
    
 
   Aiki swallowed and Mark cringed. “Sorry. I forgot,” he said honestly. “Are you still that affected by it?”
 
    
 
   Aiki took a deep breath. “Certain images, things we want, can trigger it. I’ve wanted to make love to you very badly almost since the first day when you cut my hip with that whip,” she admitted with a wry smile.  Mark grimaced. 
 
    
 
   “I’m really sorry about that,” he apologized, again. “I had no idea what I was doing!”
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed. “And still don’t,” she replied, shaking her head. “It’s what makes you so adorable. Stephanie really is a lucky lady. Don’t worry. I’m not going to stress you, or insult you by throwing myself at you again. I’m over that. I think. But I’ve got to beg you, please don’t bring up even the idea of sex.” She put a hand on her hip. “Alright, I’m going to head over to my headquarters. You stay here until I come get you,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   Mark snorted. “Who is paying the bill?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed. “We are. Don’t worry. Japanese are very good hosts.” Then she bowed formally to him and headed for the door. It shut behind her and Mark groaned, falling back on the bed. A few minutes later he switched on the television and tried to take his mind off of Stephanie, their circumstances, and what had happened to them in the space of a month. Now he felt like he was flailing around and Stephanie was lost, with God only knew what happening to her. All he could hope for was that she was safe. He closed his eyes and his memory drew him back into her embrace, there on the Challenge, until he fell asleep.
 
    
 
   The next morning he woke feeling refreshed and he ordered room service. Breakfast was good, but by the time lunch had rolled around he was feeling cooped up. There was no sign of Aiki and no messages from Toro or anyone else with the Japanese Government. Mark started toying with the idea of going to the American embassy, but he realized he didn’t even have proof. He would sound like a crazy tourist ranting about his sex slave wife. It didn’t even make sense. He went to the window and looked out at the Tokyo skyline. It was a pretty city, flashy with lots of glitz. His eyes traced over the familiar and not so familiar, until his eyes suddenly locked on to a name, emblazoned across the side of one skyscraper. Mark’s eyes narrowed and he grabbed his coat and headed downstairs.
 
    
 
   It took him over an hour to navigate through the cramped and busy streets of Tokyo’s downtown and he even had to stop and ask for directions twice. So many things were strange to him that he stopped, bewildered at the sight before moving on toward his goal. Finally he pushed in through the glass doors of a massive, contemporary building, the lobby level which was a massive room. There were a number of actual small shops in the building and across from the entrance was a reception desk where four or five smiling girls in western style clothing waited.
 
    
 
   Mark moved up in line and when it was finally his turn to get to the desk he smiled warmly at the girl, reminding himself that patience and tolerance were the best ways to get what you wanted.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” he said simply. “My name is Mark Conner. I’d like to see Mr. Takanada concerning the whereabouts of my wife, Stephanie.”
 
    
 
   The girl blinked, totally confused. “I’m sorry. I’m not sure I understood,” she said, her English good but her accent terrible. 
 
    
 
   Mark smiled. “I know. You did though. My name is Mark Conner and I believe that Mr. Takanada is holding my wife captive. I’d like to speak with him about it.”
 
    
 
   Now the girl was very confused. “Are you accusing Mr. Takanada of kidnapping?”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “Yes. That is exactly what I’m saying. Now I want to talk to the man and I don’t care what kind of ruckus I make. So call up to the penthouse and give the man my name. I guarantee you that he will know it.”
 
    
 
   The girl nodded suspiciously and then dialed a number. Talking rapidly in Japanese, she was clearly talking to a supervisor rather than anyone in Takanada’s direct office. Mark sighed and crossed his arms. A moment later a sharp looking man in a business suit came out.
 
    
 
   “Good afternoon, sir. What can I do for you?”
 
    
 
   “Simple. Tell Takanada that Mark Conner is here to see him.”
 
    
 
   The man blinked. “Perhaps you’d care to schedule an appointment with Mr. Takanada-san?”
 
    
 
   “No. I don’t want to schedule an appointment, unless it’s for right now. I want to see the man. He either has my wife or knows where she is. So take me to him.”
 
    
 
   The man was clearly perturbed at Mark’s outburst. 
 
    
 
   “Please remain here for one moment,” the man said. The supervisor went to the desk where the receptionist was still giving Mark weird glances. They spoke together for a moment and then the man picked up the phone. Again, hobbled by his lack of understanding of Japanese, Mark couldn’t understand what was being said, but the body language was strong enough. He uttered a snarled oath and turned, heading straight for the elevators.
 
    
 
   “Sir! Wait! You cannot go up there!” Shouted the little man, putting down the phone. Mark didn’t reply and instead stood waiting. People moved a little distance away from him. Just as the elevator door opened, two security guys stepped out. They looked serious and before Mark could get in the elevator, they had both his arms pinned. Mark began getting angry and he wrestled away from one of them.
 
    
 
   “Look. Someone get me Takanada. That man has kidnapped my wife and I want her back!” Mark shouted. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly the security officer grabbed Mark by the collar and in seconds the burly American found himself being forcibly escorted out of the building. Out on the sidewalk the two guards let go of him.
 
    
 
   “Go! Or police!” one said in broken English. 
 
    
 
   Mark glared at the two men. He realized that he wasn’t just going to be able to march in and speak with Takanada. He was going to need a way in. He started looking for a pizza joint. However he’d only gone two blocks around Takanada’s building when a limousine pulled up next to the curb and a man got out of the front passenger seat, who immediately approached him.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Conner? Could we have a word?”
 
    
 
   Mark, suspicious but curious, approached the limo. The man opened the back door and Mark climbed in, surprised to find it empty except for a girl wearing traditional Japanese garb. She was stunningly gorgeous, with black hair, big brown eyes, and just enough makeup to make her look even more exotic than she was. The door shut behind him and the vehicle began moving.
 
    
 
   “Good afternoon, Mr. Conner,” the girl said in perfect English. Her bare feet were close together, a pair of wooden sandals protecting her soles. Mark could detect the scent of cherry blossom on her. She also looked inordinately young and Mark wondered if she’d prefer sake or an ice cream cone.
 
    
 
   “You have me at a disadvantage,” Mark said warily. The girl smiled warmly and put a hand on her chest.
 
    
 
   “My name is not important, though you may call me Yuki. I have been asked to collect you.”
 
    
 
   “Collect me?” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   She nodded. “A few minutes ago you requested an audience with Takanada-san. I am here to take you to him.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “I see. Do you know my wife Stephanie?”
 
    
 
   Yuki smiled sadly. “I know of her. I had hoped to meet her at some point, since she seems to be an amazing person, and the story of your love is sweet and romantic. Unfortunately I have not had the opportunity,” Yuki admitted.
 
    
 
   “Because Takanada is keeping her elsewhere?” Mark surmised.
 
    
 
   Yuki looked uncomfortable. “I am not permitted to say more,” she told Mark apologetically. “But my master did bade me to make you comfortable,” she said. Then, to Mark’s dismay, Yuki began slipping the yukata off her shoulders. In seconds her breasts were bared and Mark saw the now familiar markings of day old cane welts. The girl’s tits had been soundly beaten, and only a day or two before. The robe continued to open and a moment later she shrugged out of it.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is happening to my life?” Mark muttered. “Why is it now that every gorgeous girl I meet is ponying up and stripping naked?”
 
    
 
   “May I relieve your tension?” Yuki asked, reaching for the growing bulge in Mark’s trousers. Mark twisted away and covered himself.
 
    
 
   “No you may not,” he insisted. “And I’m getting tired of having pussy thrown at me. The only girl I want is my wife, Stephanie. All this bling is just a distraction and I’m tired of it. So put your kimono or robe or whatever you call it back on, okay?” 
 
    
 
   The girl looked not only disappointed, but aggrieved and she frowned. “I apologize, but that I cannot do. My master made it clear that I should be appropriately attired when we arrive, and that he expected you well satisfied.”
 
    
 
   Mark crossed his arms. “Well then he should have sent Stephanie in the limo, instead of me.”
 
    
 
   Poor Yuki didn’t know what to do. She knelt on the floor of the limo and frowned up at him. “I will be punished if you are not pleased,” she said, clearly trying to convince him.
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “Yeah. Except it’s not my fault. And honestly, you’ll probably enjoy it anyway. If you want someone to blame, you can look at Takanada. He’s the one punishing you. He’s the one setting you tasks that are impossible to complete. And he’ll be the one wielding the whip, not me, the next time you’re dumb enough to offer him your tits to beat.”
 
    
 
   Yuki burst out into tears and Mark suddenly felt awful. “Yuki, look,” he began. “I’m sorry. I’m just… I’m scared and tired and alone right now. I’ve got no information and have no clue what I’m going to do. I know you’re just trying to please me.”
 
    
 
   She wiped away a tear and looked up. “You are not angry with me?” 
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “How could I be angry with a girl who is obviously drugged up on Silver?” He asked, almost rhetorically. “Here is what I’d like. Do you have a vibrator?”
 
    
 
   She nodded, leaned over to the side of the limo, and opened a small compartment. She extracted a massive, pink and clear gel dildo and held it out to Mark. He pushed it back toward her and when she looked at him quizzically he smiled. “I like to watch. So you lie on your back and give yourself a nice orgasm or two, and I’ll be happy.”
 
    
 
   Yuki gave him a suspicious look. “Really?” She asked. Mark nodded.  “You don’t want me to give you oral sex? I am very good at fellatio,” she assured him. 
 
    
 
   “Definitely something to put on your resume,” he said, trying to keep the sarcasm out of his voice. “But yes. Just lie there and… do your thing.”
 
    
 
   Yuki, still looking as if Mark was tricking her in some way, lay down on the floor of the limousine and brought the vibrator down between her legs. Mark couldn’t help watching as she ran the tip through her shaved petals. The small patch of fur above her sex seemed to tremble and then she began driving the phallus deep into her body. Mark sighed as he watched the girl pump, her creamy white skin opening up to reveal deep curves and tantalizing pinks. Mark tried to look at other parts of her, trying not to focus on the pink tips of her breasts or the rose colored petals of her now glistening sex. He looked at her foot, each toe dainty and small, the arch perfectly angled and lined so that even barefoot it looked like she was wearing high heels. Mark grimaced. Hell. Even Yuki’s toenails were perfect. She lifted her foot and put it on the seat next to him. He had to put his hands in his pockets to keep from yielding to the desire of just touching her.
 
    
 
   Ten minutes later Yuki exploded in a way that made it hard not to stare. Her quivering sex dripped and her juices shot out from around her hand, splattering the inside of the limo. She was also quite vocal about it, crying out and thrusting her hips wildly as the orgasm rocked her. As she settled down she looked up at Mark.
 
    
 
   “Have I pleased you sir?” She asked plaintively, clearly hoping for an affirmative response. Mark nodded. 
 
    
 
   “Beyond my wildest dreams,” he assured the girl. “Someday I’ll take you out for an ice cream cone, because I’m betting you aren’t old enough to drink.”
 
    
 
   “May I turn off the vibrator?” She asked. “Or do you want me to orgasm again for you?” Her eyes seemed to burn a hole straight into him. “It would be a much better orgasm if it were your cock inside me, sir.”
 
    
 
   Mark closed his eyes. “Of course it would.” He sighed and gestured with his hand. “You just keep right on fucking yourself until we get to Takanada’s place.”
 
    
 
   She smiled up at him. “You’ll be sure to tell him I satisfied you?”
 
    
 
   “Tell you what. You cum again before we get there and I’ll tell him you were the best ever.”
 
    
 
   She didn’t even wait till she was back down on the floor. She just started pumping rapidly. Mark’s eyes widened as Yuki got vigorous. He glanced out the window. The city was gone and now they were in the rolling foothills outside Tokyo. A few minutes and about four hundred thrusts of Yuki’s arm later, the limousine came to a stop. The man in the front seat came and opened the door and Mark climbed out with a very disturbed Yuki following immediately behind. She had the vibrator in her hand, but was no longer pumping and except for her geta sandals, which she’d slipped back on, she was naked. The limo was parked in front of a large building, obviously a residence, but Yuki motioned off to the side, where an elegant garden entrance waited. Mark nodded and he followed her, admiring the taut curves of her naked back. But his eyes lingered on her rump. Four dark lines, obviously bruises from several brutal strokes, marred her buttocks. Mark sighed, a tiny flush of anger. 
 
    
 
   Yuki seemed to know where she was going and a moment later they emerged on what could only have been described as a patio deck. The floor was layered teak, stained and weathered. An actual rock garden dominated a curved swath of garden along the side and bonsai stood in small patches. A water garden slid under the other side of the deck and Mark could see koi, the giant goldfish of Japan, swimming silently through the murky depths.
 
    
 
   A simple arbor, intertwined with ivy, was built along one side of the deck and another girl, easily the same age as Yuki, was bound to a framework of bamboo, her body stretched and forced into an awkwardly sexual position. Her breasts were heavily bound and the flesh around the nipples was discolored from being so constrained. The girl’s weight seemed to be resting on a sliced piece of bamboo and even Yuki’s eyes widened a bit as it became apparent that the girl’s clit was crushed between two of the slices.
 
    
 
   A man emerged from behind some greenery and Mark started in surprise. Immediately Yuki fell to her knees and spread her legs in obeisance. The small Japanese man was in his early fifties and he had a large swatch of black hair on his head. His beaming smile was disarming and Mark found himself immediately disposed to like the guy.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Conner,” said the man. “I am Hiroshi Takanada. May I call you Mark?” Takanada extended his hand. Mark took it carefully.
 
    
 
   “That depends. Do you have Stephanie?” Mark asked coldly. Takanada sighed.
 
    
 
   “I wish, for your sake, that I might say yes,” Takanada said. “But unfortunately, while I made attempts to purchase your wife’s contract from Roger Davies legally, I am not in possession of any,” he paused for emphasis. “Stolen property.”    
 
    
 
   “So you didn’t take her?” Mark asked. Takanada shook his head. He gestured over to a small set of teak chairs and a table. Within seconds another naked girl hurried forward carrying a tea service. Her torso was wrapped with hemp rope and Mark could see how the lines had forced her sex into a distended, clearly abraded shape. She bowed, knelt, and began pouring the tea for both men.
 
    
 
   “No. I didn’t take her,” Takanada said a moment later. “I wanted to, let me assure you. Stephanie is one of those gems that men like us, find only once in a lifetime.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “I’m not sure I understand what you mean.”
 
    
 
   Takanada smiled. “Your Stephanie is special is because Silver doesn’t mean much to her.”
 
    
 
   Mark picked up his cup of tea and sipped it. Terrible. Bitter. He put it down with a grimace. “What do you mean? Davies gave her almost ten milliliters a day.”
 
    
 
   Takanada nodded sagely and sipped from his own small cup. He savored the flavor and breathed in the steam. “Yes. Davies was a fool. Had he paused even long enough to appreciate what he had, he would have denied her Silver all together.”
 
    
 
   “Okay. Now I’m confused.”
 
    
 
   Takanada motioned at Yuki, who knelt just a few feet away. “Take Yuki-chan for example. How much Silver do you think she has been drugged with?”
 
    
 
   Mark glanced at the girl. “I saw her in the limo. She was rather intense. Seven? Eight milliliters?” 
 
    
 
   Takanada nodded. “A fair guess. What would you say if I told you that she has had none? Not today. Not yesterday. Not this week or even this month?”
 
    
 
   Mark looked back at Yuki. “I’d have trouble believing you.”
 
    
 
   “Mark-san, there are woman out there who do not need Silver. I covet them, try to find them, bring them to me. They form my harem.” He gestured at the woman bound with hemp. “She has no Silver in her.” He pointed at the girl bound on naked on the bamboo, clearly in sexual distress. “And her also. No Silver.” He shook his head. “They are mine because they desire what it is that I can give them.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “Wait. You’re saying…”
 
    
 
   Takanada nodded. “Your Stephanie? She needs no Silver. She will want to be used regardless of the drug if it is offered correctly. If you cannot offer what she needs, then you will lose her. Why else would she go to such lengths to keep you? The Challenge? Such a venture is insane? Yes? She is a sexual masochist. You must cherish her, love her, and like these girls here,” he gestured at Yuki, the serving girl, and the one hanging above them, “use her according to her nature.”  He reached into the garden bed next to him and pulled a thin branch off the bush, snapping the leaves. He held it up.
 
    
 
   “Yuki,” he said softly. “Please present your breasts,” he said softly. 
 
    
 
   The little Japanese girl’s eyes widened and she smiled warmly. Quickly she came closer, knelt directly in front of both men. She wrapped her arms behind her back and stuck her breasts out. Her hips rolled in need and Mark stared at her in amazement.
 
    
 
   Takanada tapped her nipple with the switch. “She is vessel, a container for certain needs. To be complete, she must be filled.” He held up the switch. “This is what she has chosen to fill herself with. Can you fulfil her needs?” He asked Mark, holding out the switch.
 
    
 
   “What if I hurt her?” Mark asked quietly.
 
    
 
   Takanada shrugged. “She will not come to you next time she needs to find fulfilment. Be what she needs.”
 
    
 
   Mark lifted the switch. Carefully he began tapping it against the girl’s breasts. Yuki moaned and as Mark began to strike harder, leaving tiny red lines, Yuki moaned loudly, clearly wantonly. Her eyes began to glaze as Mark swung the switch and then she let out a sharp cry, her legs opening wide, thrusting forward.
 
    
 
   “Please Master! Use me! Take me hard!” Yuki begged. Mark surged forward, grabbing the girl, his mouth coming down on her lips. He pulled her against him, grinding his throbbing manhood against her pubis. Her fingers went to his pants and for a wild moment the sun and the moon lined up. She pulled open his jeans, exposing his cock, only to cry out as Mark suddenly turned away.
 
    
 
   “No! Even if you cannot satisfy yourself, satisfy her!” Takanada snarled. “Your tongue. Your hand! The bamboo even!” 
 
    
 
   Mark tossed the switch away and jammed his hand between Yuki’s legs. His fingers curled up inside her sex and he pumped against her wildly, mashing his palm against her clitoris. Yuki squealed again, this time the orgasm flowing through her instead of just out of her. Mark felt her wetness in his palm, the heat of her need almost searing him. He gripped her loins until she panted in quiet satisfaction, leaning against him. Finally she looked up, her eyes locking on his, love and adoration on her face. 
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master” Yuki whispered and Mark knew she wasn’t talking to Takanada. Slowly he disentangled himself from the girl and wiped his hand across her belly. Takanada nodded quietly and took another sip of his tea. 
 
    
 
   “Perhaps you have learned something Mark-san.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “Not what I wanted to learn.”
 
    
 
   Takanada laughed. “No. But what you needed to learn.” He set his tea down. “Still, I can help you. Davies was working with a Norwegian named Viers Skeldersohn. He is a brute of a man, and does not appreciate women as I do, nor as Davies did. He started off as a supplier, but quickly took over several labs in Malaysia and Africa where Silver is made. I am fairly certain that Viers was responsible for Davies’ murder,” Takanada said.
 
    
 
   Mark looked at the Japanese businessman and smiled. “So where will I find Viers?”
 
    
 
   “Johannesburg. He keeps a citadel there. It is impregnable and filled with armed men. While the idea of Stephanie being kept there by him for any length of time is repugnant to me, I do not think you have the assets or skills needed to breach his compound and rescue Stephanie.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “Watch me.”
 
    
 
   Takanada gave him a reproachful look. “It would take your government’s military, an elite squad of your navy’s SEALS, and weeks of planning. There is another way,” he told Mark. “There will be a meeting of Silver suppliers and distributes next week in Amsterdam. I would imagine that Viers will be there, no doubt showing off his latest acquisitions. I highly suspect that he will bring Stephanie. If you go, perhaps you can find a way to get her back.”
 
    
 
   “Can’t I just tell the Dutch authorities she’s there and have them deal with it?” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   Takanada shrugged, standing up. “You could. But think about Amsterdam. They will not want to upset the status quo. Silver is a major export of theirs. It is essential to the way that city runs its business.”
 
    
 
   “That’s disturbing on a number of levels,” Mark muttered. He stood, sensing that the meeting was over.
 
    
 
   Takanada bowed. “Indeed.”  Takanada took Mark’s arm. “Mark-san, I have much respect for you. But you must get Stephanie back soon. Viers is hard on his girls. They are brutalized under him. He is not like Roger Davies. He is a true sadist.”
 
    
 
   Mark gave the man a penetrative look. “And what of you?”
 
    
 
   Takanada smiled. “Me? I am in love with orchids.” He put a hand out and suddenly Yuki was there, under his palm. “Yuki will take you back to the Hilton. You have my best wishes. Find Stephanie, and take care of her.”
 
    
 
   Mark held out his hand and Takanada took it, shaking firmly. “I will. Domo arigato,” Mark replied, exhausting his knowledge of the Japanese language in one fell swoop. Suddenly Yuki was there, worming her way under Mark’s arm. She pulled him forward as Takanada turned toward the girl bound on the bamboo, his fingers playing with her genitals, teasing her until her whimpering cries filled the little garden. Yuki smiled. “Come, Mr. Conner-san. I will take you back to the car.” Mark let the girl lead him forward as his mind swirled with thoughts of Stephanie. 
 
    
 
   This time, Yuki didn’t masturbate on the car ride.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eighteen 
 
    
 
   Stephanie never got to see the outside of Viers Skeldersohn’s Citadel because she was in the trunk of the car. After two hours of vigorous sex and some serious spanking, Viers’ men had washed her off with the hose a second time and then bound her hand and foot before sticking her in the trunk of a sedan and driving off with her. Stephanie was sore everywhere, but she felt as if she’d survived something that could have been much, much worse. Still wearing the cuffs on her wrists and ankles, she rolled over in the truck, trying hard not to let the tweezer clamps still attached to her collar pull on her nipples. She was in the trunk for a full two hours and when the vehicle finally did pull over, she was even more sore thanks to the poor condition of the roads. The trunk opened and another armed man reached in and pulled her out.
 
    
 
   The Citadel itself was nothing more than a few buildings with a wall wrapped around it. Admittedly there were armed men everywhere, but they barely glanced at Stephanie as she was led into the first and largest of the buildings. The heat was impressive and there was no air conditioning. Large fans tried to circulate the air but Stephanie found herself sweating almost immediately. The man escorting her paused in the large, great room and they waited for almost five minutes before a woman appeared.
 
    
 
   She was black and dressed in a strange mix of leather lingerie. Or at least, that was the only way Stephanie could articulate it. The woman was tall and muscular and the way she wore her clothing made Stephanie suspect that at one point she hadn’t been allowed to wear anything at all. The woman glared at Stephanie and then snapped her fingers at the soldier. 
 
    
 
   “Bind her hands to the banister above,” the woman ordered. Stephanie blinked and lifted her arms as the man pulled a small piece of rope out of his belt. He tied it to Stephanie’s bondage cuffs, then tossed the rope upward. It landed high, but he was too short, so he had to run up the stairs, hoping Stephanie wasn’t going to pull it down, in order to secure her. Finally he did and Stephanie pulled, feeling the tension. She looked up at the black woman curiously.
 
    
 
   “What is your name?” the woman demanded, going over to a small wooden chest on a nearby table and opening it.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie.”
 
    
 
   The woman reached into the chest and pulled out a cat-o-nine-tails whip, a multi-stranded leather implement that looked cruel. “I am Lesedi. I oversee the girls here at the Citadel.” She said simply. “You will work or you will be punished.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. “I understand,” she said quickly. Lesedi smiled and held up the whip.
 
    
 
   “No. Not yet.” The large black woman swung the cat-o-nine tails at Stephanie’s rump and it snapped sharply against the naked blonde's curvy posterior. Stephanie hissed and jerked forward as far as the rope holding her wrists would allow. The curvy blond moaned and then she spread her legs as wide as possible, bracing herself. Lesedi grinned and swung the whip again, slashing at Stephanie’s rear with fast, sharp strokes. Stephanie rose up on tiptoe, her hips rolling with increasing speed until she finally threw her head back and cried out. Lesedi stepped close and began running her hand over and around Stephanie’s bottom, feeling the smooth heat of her. Then the woman’s large fingers went up between Stephanie’s spread leg, finding her crevasse and dipping in.
 
    
 
   “You are wet,” Lesedi said, thrusting her ring and forefinger into Stephanie. “You like it?” Lesedi asked as Stephanie groaned, her hips grinding. The thick fingers delved deep, curling inside Stephanie’s loins. Lesedi pulled her hand away and struck again, whipping the cat-o-nine-tails hard against Stephanie’s bottom. Stephanie moaned, her lower half rocking in time with the blows, only to slow as the strikes against her rump stopped. Stephanie looked over her shoulder at the black woman, who lowered the whip and then brought it up between Stephanie’s legs, striking the soft, wet, delicate flesh with stinging, but underhand swings. Stephanie rose up even higher, crying out as the whip bit into her soft petals, striking and opening her up. Lesedi swung the whip a few more times, then turned it around so that the handle was pointing up.
 
    
 
   “You’re a special one, aren’t you?” She said, wrapping her arms around Stephanie’s body, her mouth by the blonde’s ear. The whip handle slid downward over Stephanie’s hip until Lesedi brought it up between Steph’s open legs. The curved end of the handle slid through the stinging petals of Stephanie’s sex and the blonde girl moaned, grinding her hips back and forth. Lesedi grinned and pushed, driving the handle up into Stephanie’s body until it struck her cervix, leaving Steph moaning. For a minute the two women moved together until Lesedi pulled the handle out of Stephanie and pushed it up into the blonde girl’s amply curved bottom. Stephanie cried out as the anal penetration dug deep, literally lifting her up off the floor. Lesedi ground the handle of the whip into Stephanie’s bottom until the girl let out a choked sob.
 
    
 
   “That’s what I was waiting for,” Lesedi said, yanking the handle out. She motioned to the soldier to cut Stephanie down. A moment later Stephanie felt the tension on the rope go and she stumbled forward. Lesedi caught her and held her up. The two women shared a look and Lesedi spoke.
 
    
 
   “There are five slave women here. I am your overseer. You will obey my commands as surely as if they came from Master Viers. You will be assigned tasks which you will complete or you will be punished. Now, Master Viers has asked me to bring you to him.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded, swallowing. Lesedi gave her an appraising look and then nodded. “Good. Follow.”
 
    
 
   The black woman let Stephanie go and took off through the house. Stephanie followed, slowly at first, but then hurrying to catch up. Her loins ached, both from her previous torments but also the whipping and anal penetration that Lesedi had given her. Only the vaginal sex had been satisfactory and Stephanie was surprised to realize that she was very wet and would have gladly begged for a second round. 
 
    
 
   The house itself was unimpressive, especially when compared to the Ranch. The art, what little there was, was decidedly African and clashed terribly with the furniture. Ahead, Stephanie could hear a woman sobbing. She followed the black woman into a large room that looked like it had been decorated by a fourteenth century Viking. Horns, swords, and shields hung on the walls, all of them of European origin. A thick fur run was laid out on the floor. A massive oak desk sat along one side of the room, and a pedestal on wheels was positioned in the center.
 
    
 
   Stephanie gasped. On top of the pedestal was a girl, bent in half and held there with a steel bar. The girl’s feet were sticking straight up and her head was resting on some sort of extension. Her nipples were both clamped and tied to the bar, but the ignominy of the position was revealed by the fact that both the girl’s sex and anus were exposed and easily accessible. This was made even more apparent by the fact that Viers was holding a short stick, capped with a rubber dildo, and was jacking it in and out of the poor girl’s slit with hard, short jabs.
 
    
 
   Lesedi didn’t hesitate, but marched right on up. Stephanie followed until they were all gathered around the girl bound to the pedestal. Stephanie could see that the girl’s hands were tied to the bar as well. Her skin, especially all around her bottom, pussy, and thighs, was marked with fine red lines. She had been whipped. Recently. Viers looked at Lesedi and then Stephanie. Then his eyes narrowed and he yanked the dildo out of the bound girl. He tossed the stick on his desk where the rubber rod left a long wet smear and his hard eyes considered Stephanie.
 
    
 
   “A test perhaps,” Viers suddenly said. He pointed at the bound girl’s pussy. “Lick her. Make her cum within ten minutes or you will be punished.”  
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked, surprised. But then she bowed her head. “Yes Master,” she said. She took three steps forward. Bending over slightly, she put her mouth on the girl’s clit. She tasted of salt and perspiration and some sort of mineral oil, but Stephanie began suckling her nub eagerly. Then Viers came around to the other side of the pedestal and put his hand on the girl’s forehead. 
 
    
 
   “Jessica, if you cum, you’ll be punished,” he told the bound girl. A look of fright flashed across her eyes. Stephanie noticed and at first tried even harder to make the girl explode. But then Stephanie realized that this girl probably couldn’t take any more, not if she were that frightened. Gently, Stephanie let go of Jessica’s clit and began lapping at her labia instead, swirling her tongue downward in soft spirals. Jessica gasped, her hips churning, but Stephanie could tell the impetus toward orgasm was gone. Stephanie went even lower, her mouth on Jessica’s perineum and anus. The girl squirmed, moaning loudly, but it was just an act. Stephanie was sure of it. And when Steph went back up the girl’s folds, she stayed away from Jessica’s clit. 
 
    
 
   In no time at all the ten minutes had passed and Viers, who sat at his desk watching, rose and tapped Stephanie on the shoulder. “You have earned a punishment,” he said simply, as if he were announcing what would be on television later. But then when Stephanie looked at him, he nodded toward Jessica, the girl she’d just been licking. “You will take her place.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi seemed to spring into action and quickly began releasing Jessica from the uncomfortable bondage on the pedestal. Stephanie watched quietly as the restraining bar that forced the girl in half, her bare feet waving in the air, was loosened and pulled upward. Jessica groaned as her body unfolded. Lesedi unclipped the girl’s nipples from the tight set of clover clamps and then untied Jessica’s wrists. She had to help the teenager down and Stephanie watched with detached curiosity as the girl could barely stand. Lesedi left her in a heap on the floor, snapping her finger at Stephanie.
 
    
 
   “Mount it,” Lesedi ordered. Stephanie glanced at Viers, who was looking at something on his computer. Stephanie took a deep breath and then turned her back to the pedestal. She put both hands on the wooden base and lifted herself up. Lesedi helped guide her head into position and it rested on a metal and leather protrusion off one side. Lesedi used the same leather thongs to bind Stephanie’s hands to the side of the frame, then lifted a leg.
 
    
 
   “Fold in half,” Lesedi ordered. Stephanie brought her legs up, her knees almost at her ears. The metal bar was fitted into place and slid down until it pressed hard against the backs of Stephanie’s thighs. It was an awkward position, but not exactly uncomfortable. Stephanie didn’t feel strained, though she imagined that six or so hours like this would change her mind. The worst part was her feet. She’d walked barefoot through much of the house and her soles were dirty. It made her feel ashamed.
 
    
 
   Evidently Lesedi noticed too and she disappeared a moment, only to return with a wet cloth. The black overseer began cleaning the soles of Stephanie’s feet. It made the curvy blond giggle madly and Viers gave her an odd look before she was able to finally settle down. Lastly, Lesedi attached the clover clamps to Stephanie’s nipples, eliciting a soft whimper from the blond beauty. Then, because Stephanie’s breasts were much, much larger than Jessica’s bosom, Lesedi tightened the strings leading to the clamps, leaving Stephanie gasping as her large melons were pulled upward toward the bar. 
 
    
 
   “No. Tie them to her toes,” Viers suddenly said. Lesedi nodded, freed the strings to Stephanie’s relief, but then stretched the thin cordage up to Stephanie’s feet. In seconds Stephanie’s big toes were tied to her nipples, her breasts painfully stretched upward. Lesedi nodded toward Viers, then bowed.
 
    
 
   “She is ready, Master.” 
 
    
 
   Viers nodded and then waved Lesedi away. The black woman bent down and helped Jessica to her feet, only to practically drag the teen out of the room. Viers stood up and came over to Stephanie, setting his hand on her exposed flank, caressing it gently. Stephanie concentrated on her breathing, trying to keep her breasts from hurting too much. Still, it was hard to ignore Viers’ questing hand and when his fingertips found her slit, rubbing her clit lightly before slipping into her wetness, all she could really do was moan and wiggle in acceptance.
 
    
 
   A skeptical look on Viers’ face however, made it clear that something wasn’t right. He pushed harder, driving his fingers even deeper into Stephanie’s body. She moaned at the penetration, rocking her hips as much as she could, closing her eyes as the pleasure of the man’s hand inside her sent waves of delight spasming through her body. Her feet kicked slightly, which yanked on her nipples, adding even more to the sensual overload.
 
    
 
   Viers pulled his fingers out of her body and looked at them. Both digits were covered in goo and he shook his head in disgust. “That fool Davies must have given you a dose of Silver so large he risked killing you. There is no way you’d be wet otherwise,” he observed, wiping his hand across the back of her leg. “Usually Silver metabolizes in approximately twenty-four hours and you’ve been in my custody for longer than that.”
 
    
 
   He slapped Stephanie hard across the bottom, making her yelp and jerk, which just sent another sharp shard of agony through both her tits. Then Viers grabbed the dildo stick off his desk. He began by slapping the rubber rod secured to the end against Stephanie’s sex until finally he jammed it in. Stephanie cried out, but not in pain, gasping with urgent need as the thick rubber phallus speared her.
 
    
 
   Viers pulled out his cellphone with the other hand and began an animated conversation with someone, all while pumping the dildo stick. Stephanie tried to stay quiet and she clenched her teeth, but it wasn’t long before she couldn’t handle the waves and her toes curled as her entire body fought the restraints of her position as she exploded.
 
    
 
   The big Norwegian was unprepared for her orgasm and he glanced down with wide open eyes. “Excuse me a moment. Something has come up that demands my attention. I will call you back.” He put down his phone and pulled the dildo out of Stephanie’s soaked slit. He stared at her in confusion. “Did you cum?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master!” Stephanie moaned, a happy smile on her face.
 
    
 
   “You should not have done that,” Viers said unhappily.
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked at him. “I’m sorry, Master. I didn’t know that you wanted me to hold off.”
 
    
 
   He set the dildo stick down on his desk and opened the drawer. This time he pulled out a small leather paddle, the head only as big as his palm. He stepped into position next Stephanie’s bottom and raised the leather sap up high.
 
    
 
   It stung when it struck and his first stroke landed on the back of Stephanie’s thigh. She let out a choked scream, her feet swinging wildly, which merely translated the movements into pain as her nipples were jerked back and forth. Viers swung again, a bit lower this time, catching her left buttock with the full force of the sap. Again Stephanie yelped, her entire body twitching. The sap flashed again, landing hard against her other buttock and he moved back and forth until her skin was flushed red from where the bar crossed the back of her thighs to the small of her back. Tears poured from Stephanie’s eyes and then Viers began the cruelest strokes. He lifted the sap high and brought it down upon her open and splayed sex, smashing her clitoris into jelly.
 
    
 
   Stephanie went nuts, bucking as the searing heat of Viers’ leather paddle exploded like fire between her legs. Her nipples throbbed with matching pain and her feet kicked wildly, yanking hard on her nipples the sap landed with wet smacks against her petals. Viers hit her harder and faster than he had anywhere else and Stephanie let out a shrieking cry as her body tensed and pulled, her breasts dancing with each pull of the leather cord and clamps.
 
    
 
   The wet sound of the sap hitting Stephanie’s sex became louder and Viers aimed once again for the curvy blonde’s clitoris. The swollen, bright red nub was sticking out, an easy target. The leather struck repeatedly and then the girl screamed wildly, which was what he expected. But then her toes curled tightly and a stream of cum shot out of her sex, splattering Viers across the midriff, startling the big Norwegian. His eyes widened and he stepped back as another squirt of girl juice erupted from her and his mouth opened in surprise. She wasn’t urinating. She was actually cumming! Slowly he let the sap drop and he looked at her in surprise. Her heaving chest began to slow and then her eyes closed as she dozed off into the bliss of sexual euphoria.
 
    
 
   Viers sat down on the corner of his desk. He’d seen the Challenge of course, and been impressed by Stephanie’s natural inclinations toward BDSM. But this, witnessing it first hand, was beyond imagining. He wondered just how much Silver was still in her blood and he moved back to the drawer. He put away the sap and instead pulled out a battery operated sex toy, a simple pair of balls on a wire. He slipped them into Stephanie’s well simply enough. She was still soaked, her pussy a swamp. Once the two balls were in her, he turned them on to low, watching as her hips began to twitch. 
 
    
 
   Viers smiled and watched as Stephanie let out a quiet, sleepy moan, her hips rolling and spasming. Her nipples danced as her feet swayed and Viers sat back down at his desk. An hour, he told himself. He’d give her an hour. Then he’d turn up the power on the motorized balls inside her and take a cane to the soles of her feet, explaining he’d stop when she’d cum again. Yes. That would be a decent test. And Stephanie would make a fun addition to his harem. Permanently.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Nineteen 
 
    
 
   Mark was forced to wait another whole day before he saw Aiki. She knocked on his door and when he opened it she came in looking defeated. She was wearing the exact same clothes as she had been when they arrived and she went straight to the hotel bed, sat down, and then fell backward with her arms open, staring up at the ceiling.
 
    
 
   “You don’t look happy,” Mark observed, arms crossed.
 
    
 
   Aiki bit her lip. “I don’t know what to do. I’ve been suspended. My accounts, access, everything. No one will talk to me. I have no idea where Stephanie is. I’ve been told that a case agent would be dispatched to speak with you.” She sounded dejected. “And I know I’m suffering from withdrawal symptoms.” She looked over at Mark. “I still want to fuck you, but it’s natural now. Not the drugs.” She groaned and ran her hands down her body until they rested in the denim clad spot between her legs. 
 
    
 
   Mark ignored her comment. And her body language. “Stephanie is Johannesburg,” He said quietly. Aiki’s head swiveled quickly and she half came up, propping her upper body on her elbows, her fingers right by her elbows. 
 
    
 
   “What?” she whispered.
 
    
 
   Mark sat down on the edge of the bed and looked at Aiki. “Stephanie is in Johannesburg, with a man named Viers Skeldersohn.”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s mouth opened and she blinked. “Viers! My God! He’s brutal on women!” She exclaimed. Then her eyes narrowed. “But it sort of makes sense. I was actually surprised that Takanada would assassinate Davies so publicly. How did you come by this information?” She asked.
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “I was looking out the window of my room when I noticed a particular skyscraper in the middle of the city. It bore a familiar name. So I went and tried to get in to see Takanada.”
 
    
 
   Aiki sat straight up, her mouth falling open. “You what?”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “I walked over, demanded to see Takanada, and promptly got thrown out on my kiester.”
 
    
 
   Aiki blinked. “Kiester?”
 
    
 
   Mark laughed. “My ass. I started circling the building looking for a pizza joint so I could engineer a delivery to use as a way to sneak in when a limousine pulled up. I was asked if I still wanted to meet with Takanada and was driven out to some place out in the country.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “He has a private residence about an hour outside of the city. It is huge, with multiple wings and one of the nicest gardens in Japan.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “Well, Takanada likes his gardens liberally decorated with bound and naked girls. Hell, he was practically throwing them at me.”
 
    
 
   Aiki “You actually talked with him? What did he say? How did he act?” She asked eagerly.
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “He told me that he had made an effort to purchase Stephanie’s contract from Davies, but when that was unsuccessful he dropped it. He also told me that he knew she was with this Norwegian guy holed up in Johannesburg. Takanada also strongly suggested I not try to take her away from Skeldersohn in South Africa. Evidently the man’s stronghold is a citadel and he’s got his own personal army.”
 
    
 
   Aiki grimaced. “Takanada is right. It would take the military to actually conduct a raid on Viers’ castle. I haven’t seen it myself, but Master Roger spoke of it a few times. He wasn’t ever a fan of Viers, despite their working relationship,” Aiki said quietly, sinking back down onto the mattress.
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “Takanada suggested however, that we might have an opportunity to rescue Stephanie at a summit being held in Amsterdam next week. He implied that Viers would be there and would undoubtedly want to show off his new acquisition.”
 
    
 
   Aiki frowned. “The summit? That’s just a three day social sex fest being held at the Chateau. Friday evening, all of Saturday, and then everyone says their goodbyes and they’re gone by noon on Sunday. I know.  Davies was sent an invitation but he wasn’t going to go.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?” Asked Mark curiously. “Weren’t his business contacts important to him?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shrugged. “Davies was a bit different. The Summit is all about showing off your prizes. Most of the supplier representatives will have multiple girls. They each get a suite and half of them visit the others, getting to sample the sex slaves. Master Davies was very selective about the women he used, and how he used them. He was never the kind of man who would just offer one of us up for the sake of propriety.” She shook her head sadly. “He has… I mean had a good relationship with about a dozen of the Asian producers and they spoke regularly. So Master Davies believed he didn’t need to go to some of the summits. Viers on the other hand, has his thumbs in all the pies. He handles distribution for South America, the United States, and some parts of Africa. And he runs three labs making the stuff. The summit though will be mostly suppliers, along with just a few transporters. He always goes, but I think the real reason is because he likes to show off his girls.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “Still, it sounds like our best bet to get Stephanie back is in Amsterdam. If nothing else, we can call in the police and have him arrested for human trafficking.”
 
    
 
   Aiki snorted. “Like that will happen. You’d have better luck getting him on stolen goods. Your wife signed a contract, remember?”
 
    
 
   Mark smiled. “Yes. That’s what I really wanted to talk to you about. You worked closely with Davies on business, right?”
 
    
 
   Her eyes narrowed. “Yes. So?”
 
    
 
   “What if I posed as his replacement? A trusted lieutenant perhaps, who has picked up his side of the business? That would get us into the Chateau.” 
 
    
 
   Aiki gave him a look of skepticism. “You forget. You are famous too. Almost as famous as Stephanie. People in our business watch the Challenge, Mark. You’ll be recognized.”
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “All the better. My bona fides are already established. People know Davies bought Stephanie. They wouldn’t be surprised to find out I went to work for him in order to be closer to her, would they?”
 
    
 
   Aiki laid back down, clearly thinking hard. “I suppose. And we could call a few people too. Tell them that you were running Davies’ business. It might help the ruse.” She turned on the bed, propping up her head with her hand. “But there is a bigger problem. If you go to the summit, you’re going to have to impersonate a master. You’ll need a harem. At least two girls. Preferably more. It’s the only way to pull it off.” She gave him a pointed look. “I can be one. But what about the others?”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “Can we hire some hookers or something?” He asked skeptically. 
 
    
 
   Aiki shook her head. “No. We run the risk of being blackmailed. Besides, finding a hooker willing to let you do to her what is necessary to keep up the fiction that you’re an experienced BDSM Master would be difficult. We’ll need to be bound and tormented. And I won’t be able to rely on my contacts in Amsterdam. If my supervisors find out I’ve even left the country...”
 
    
 
   Mark stood up. “Yeah. I don’t like this. I don’t want you risking your career, but I’ve got to get Stephanie back. I hate asking this of you…”
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed. “You want me to be your slave girl,” she said in a naughty voice. “Don’t you. You just can’t wait to have me in your clutches?”
 
    
 
   He blushed. “Well, not to put too fine a point on it. I’ve got to show up with at least one. And you’re the only girl I know who can fake it properly.” He shuffled around the bedroom. “I don’t like the idea of putting you back in that situation. I’m not that kind of man. Still, I understand that getting into the Summit will be hard. I’ve got to look and act the part. I wish we could find another girl though. That would put less pressure on you.”
 
    
 
   Suddenly Aiki sat up again. “I have an idea. Let’s call Toby.”
 
    
 
   “Toby? Why?” 
 
    
 
   “Maybe Silvia or Cindi would be willing to do it! We’ve got enough cash to get them on a plane and both of them have Australian passports. So we get Toby to ask them to accompany us, then fly them to Amsterdam.”
 
    
 
   “You think Toby would be willing to help me?” He asked. “And you think Cindi and Silvia would?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shrugged. “Toby? Yes. Not sure about Cindi and Silvia. Silvia is a Silver junkie so she’ll do anything for a hit, but I know that Cindi really liked Stephanie. I caught the two of them a few times on the sofa out in the living room. Your wife is a woman who knows how to eat another girl, trust me. If Cindi knew going to Amsterdam was to help Stephanie, I think Cindi would be on a plane tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   Mark thought about it. “Okay. Let’s call Toby. But if we’re going to do that, then there is something else I want to ask him. A paperwork question.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “Whatever,” she said, scooting to the end of the bed. She went to the small room desk and picked up the phone. She smiled at Mark as she dialed. “This just might work. You know that? It just might work.”
 
    
 
   Mark sat down on the edge of the bed and nodded, for the first time feeling a sense of hope. “What do you think he’s doing to her, right now?”
 
    
 
   Aiki looked up from the phone. “Mark, don’t think about that. Not right now. Alright? Stephanie is a survivor and she has endurance levels I’ve never seen before. In fact, if anyone was going to come out of a Round Robin whole it would have been Stephanie.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s face clouded. “Davies was really going to have her tortured and fucked by dozens of men in front of me?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shuddered. “Worse than that. The things done to a slave girl during a Round Robin border on insane. And it’s not just the repeated whipping and caning. The worst thing is the drenches. But she avoided that fate. So let’s make our arrangements.” She finished dialing and then a moment later she grinned at Mark, gave him a thumbs up and said, “Toby? This is Aiki. I’m here with Mark…”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
   Stephanie trembled. She was bound with her arms and legs spread wide to a wall, suspended in the air about a foot and a half up from the ground. Her bare feet stuck out at an angle thanks to the strange device she was not only straddling, but bore the brunt of her weight. It was called a “sybian” and basically amounted to nothing more than an incredibly powerful motor to which a rubber bristle pad was attached. The fact that Stephanie’s entire body was centered on this pad, with only her sex in direct contact with the oscillating surface, made for an interesting ride, and fluids leaked down her thighs, with actual rivulets having made their way almost to her ankle. Her hips constantly rolled and she had already been through a number of forced orgasms that morning.
 
    
 
   Stephanie ached. Her nipples throbbed from the heavy, weighted clamps that clung to her breasts and she closed her eyes, trying to deal with the incessant sexual stimulation caused by the sybian. She’d been at the citadel for over a week and she wasn’t sure how much more she could take. Despite what Lesedi had told her at the beginning, Stephanie hadn’t been given either a rest day or a single chore. After the first afternoon with Viers, suspended with her feet in the air, tied on her back, repeatedly whipped, caned, fucked, sapped, and spanked, her days had been never-ending tests of her resiliency. Each morning had begun with being roused from her sleeping mat, given a chance to use the bathroom, shower, and then eat. Then, along with the other girls of the household, they were taken to the main courtyard, where for the pleasure of the many guards watching, each girl was subjected to a brief whipping, bound with their wrists and ankles tied to a wooden frame.
 
    
 
   Lesedi favored a flogger and for ten minutes Stephanie’s bottom, breasts, and sex were scoured by the multi-stranded rubber whip Lesedi favored until Stephanie was keening under her breath. It was a brutal way to start the morning. Sensitized, Stephanie would hang there until one of the other girls was directed to release her by the cruel black overseer. Then it would be one of Stephanie’s peers turn, each girl being bound with their legs open, the hissing whip striking each of them across their shaved petals, until all five of the girls had been thoroughly reddened. Then Lesedi would give directions. Jessica was frequently sent to the kitchen, while laundry seemed another common task given to one of the other girls. Still, it would leave two or three of them without a chore and Lesedi would take them around the citadel, binding them in strange sexual contraptions, or tasking them to service the men. Or worse, placed in Viers’ office for his personal use.
 
    
 
   Stephanie actually preferred servicing the guards. It was easy work and basically amounted to kneeling on a soft leather pad in the barracks, her breasts and wrists tightly bound to a steel rail that was mounted a few feet off the ground. A few times Lesedi had put clothespins on her nipples, a further way for the soldiers to torment Stephanie, twisting and slapping the wooden pegs until she was close to tears. And still Stephanie’s sex wouldn’t quiet. On two days she’d been taken to Viers though and both had been excruciating. He preferred his girls bound in complicated rope ties, stretched open so that Stephanie’s sex was immediately available. He had a habit of carrying around various paddles and would strike Stephanie’s sex at random moments, even in the middle of phone conversations. One time he’d even taken a switch from a nearby flower arrangement, removed Stephanie’s shoes, and beaten the bottoms of her feet so bad that she’d been unable to walk after being freed from her bonds. Only the industrial vibrator he’s stuffed in her had kept her from being overwhelmed by the pain. And once she’d been sent to his bed. That had frightened her, until she discovered that his taste in actual sex was rather mundane. She’d been bound naked and spread-eagled to the mattress and Viers had merely undressed, climbed atop her, and had his way with her. It turned out that the huge Norwegian was easy to please and his massive cock was one of the best Stephanie had ever felt inside her. But the tasks she hated the most were the ones where she was left alone in a room, as if she were some sort of perverted artwork, bound and tormented, constantly forced to orgasm, her body subjected to unceasing stimulation, while her mind swam with images of Mark.
 
    
 
   She worried incessantly about her husband. Was he okay? Was he managing without her? Was he worried? Was he even alive? Did he stay in Australia? And as her poor clit was subjected time and time again to torment, it was still Mark’s face she saw when she closed her eyes. When Viers had ordered her bound in the splitter cage, a strange metal contraption that fit around her body, with a metal ridge that would dig into her soft slit unless she kept her legs wide open, it had been images of Mark that had given her the will power to accept the biting pressure of the ridge pressing into her sex, bruising her clitoris. And when Viers had hung her upside down in his office, her legs spread wide, with a pair of lit candles jammed into both her sex and bottom, it had been Mark she’d thought of as the hot wax coated her pussy, scorching her sore petals and swollen clit. When Viers had whipped the melts off her an hour later, his hard cane cracking the cooled paraffin between her legs, it had been Mark to whom she cried out for before cumming hard.
 
    
 
   It took several days for Stephanie to understand that she confused the big Norwegian. She hadn’t been given a dose of Silver since she’d been at the Queen’s Club and Viers was dismayed by her natural sexuality and the seemingly unceasing capability for the curvy blond to take practically any sexual abuse imaginable and still cum. He’d ordered Lesedi to push Stephanie to her limits, which was why each day was nothing more than another attempt to see how many orgasms Lesedi and Viers could force out of Stephanie’s battered body. Lesedi used every trick in the book. She tortured Stephanie mercilessly, stopping by and rubbing her softly, and would bring Jessica up to use her tongue on Stephanie’s clit.
 
    
 
   Lesedi was also cruel. Stephanie’s breasts were crisscrossed with a hatch pattern that was the result of Lesedi’s whip and the black woman had even begun taking Stephanie to her bed at the end of the day, ordering the exhausted Caucasian girl to lick her sex and clit until Lesedi was crying out in pleasure. Presuming of course, Stephanie hadn’t already been requested by Viers.
 
    
 
   Still mounted to the sybian, Stephanie shuddered as Lesedi approached, a knotted cord in her hand. The black woman stood before her, held up the makeshift scourge, and began lashing it back and forth across Stephanie’s breasts with just enough force to make it sting.
 
    
 
   “Cum and I’ll stop,” she said wickedly.
 
    
 
   Stephanie let out a choked sob. “I just came ten minutes ago!” She cried out, the pain flashing through her breasts, the weighted clamps jiggling as Stephanie cringed from each blow.
 
    
 
   Lesedi’s eyes narrowed. “Do you think I care? Please. Take your time. When I am done your boobs will be so sore that you will scream when he touches them.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie whimpered. “Why? Why are you doing this to me?” She begged.
 
    
 
   Lesedi smiled. “Because I can. And because he wants you to suffer.” She slashed the knotted cord against Stephanie’s breasts and they jiggled under the blow, even as a light red line appeared across her nipple. “You cum more than any other girl here and he and I both want to know why.” Lesedi swung again, this time striking from the other direction. Stephanie cried out, her hips grinding hard on the sybian. “Look at you. You are already close again. You just came and all I have to do is whip your tits and you are almost crazy with the need to orgasm?” The cord flew again, the heavy knots striking the weights hanging from the clamps on Stephanie’s breasts. “Over twenty men have used you, repeatedly, one after another, and yet still you are wet and ready?” Lesedi swung again and Stephanie sobbed. “Why do you cum when we hurt you?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie cried out as a fresh surge of juice exploded out from between her legs. Lesedi shook her head in amazement. Slowly she stepped up and turned off the sybian. The heavy metal manacles wrapped around Stephanie’s ankles and wrists were loosened and Lesedi wrapped her arms around the sobbing woman. She held her tenderly, then reached up and pinched open the clamps. Stephanie let out a choked cry, clinging to the black woman.
 
    
 
   “I do not understand you, but I am amazed by you,” Lesedi said, running her hand through Stephanie’s hair. “Now you get cleaned up. Rest. Tonight we leave for Amsterdam and he wants you dressed.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked. “Dressed? Clothing?”
 
    
 
   Lesedi nodded. “It will be erotic. Provocative. All men will want you. All men will know you are a slut willing to open your legs for anyone.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie blushed. “No. I’m not like that,” she protested.
 
    
 
   Lesedi barked out a laugh. “I’ve seen you. You accept all.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie frowned. “I’m ordered to. I have no choice. I accepted this… use… as part of the challenge,” she said simply. “But I will only ‘open my legs’ for one man willingly, without orders.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi tilted her head sideways. “Your Mark.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. “My husband.”
 
    
 
   “You are a strange woman,” Lesedi said, putting her hand down between Stephanie’s legs. The black woman parted the soft pink petals and ran her fingers through the goo coating them. Then she brought them up to her mouth. “But I like the way you taste.” She let go of Stephanie, who rocked and had to put a hand on the wall. “And go shower. Do not stop to fuck any of the soldiers on the way, even if you want it.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. Slowly she turned and made her way out of the room. She felt Lesedi’s eyes on her, just as surely as she’d felt the woman’s fingers dig through her wetness. It took her a few minutes to get to the women’s quarters and when she did she went straight to the showers, turning up the hot water. Stephanie climbed in and let the water cascade down her body, the heat loosening muscles that had been tightened by her morning on the sybian.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie?” A soft voice came from behind her. Stephanie turned and saw Jessica. The girl wasn’t any older than eighteen and one night admitted to Stephanie that she had been a runaway who had been convinced to sell herself into sexual servitude. She still had three years on her contract but wished she could find a way out. Ever since Stephanie had willingly accepted the punishment and spared Jessica, the young girl had been extremely appreciative.
 
    
 
   “Do you know where we’re going?” Jessica asked, climbing into the shower. Stephanie didn’t object, though there really wasn’t room for the two of them and there were more than one shower. Still, there was some comfort in physical closeness, provided that there wasn’t more sex. Stephanie shrugged. “I hear we are going to a summit of some kind. In Amsterdam.”
 
    
 
   Jessica nodded and began soaping herself down. Then she put her hands out and began washing Stephanie’s back, her fingers kneading the muscles. Stephanie groaned. “Do you think we might get sold?” She asked tentatively.
 
    
 
   Stephanie turned and looked at the girl. “Why? Aren’t you happy?” She asked.
 
    
 
   Jessica grimaced and shrugged. “When I signed the contract I was on Silver. Now I’m not.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie sighed. She understood. Now that her system was clear of the drug she could feel things more properly. She felt as if her sex drive was more natural.
 
    
 
   “How do you do it?” Jessica asked suddenly. “Every time I see you it looks like you’re cumming, or about to cum, or just riding the wave of it.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked. “I don’t know. It’s just… it’s me,” she said finally. “Mostly I think about my husband, Mark.”
 
    
 
   Jessica’s eyes widened. “You’re married?” She exclaimed in horror.
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. “Yes. When my year is up I’m going to go back to him,” Stephanie said quietly.
 
    
 
   “If the Master lets you,” Jessica whispered. “I heard the guards talking. Because he stole you he doesn’t have to let you go.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s sighed. “Then Mark will come for me,” she said simply. “I know it.”
 
    
 
   Jessica smiled sadly. “I hope so,” she said.
 
    
 
   The ladies’ conversation moved away from Mark and Viers and into a more clinical discussion about some of the torments inflicted upon them, as well as the best ways to deal with the incessant stimulation. Stephanie washed Jessica’s back and when the teen girl spread her legs Stephanie dropped down and suckled the girl’s clitoris gently into her mouth before pushing her fingers up into Jessica’s sex. The teen moaned and bucked until she came quietly, softly, without intensity or pain.
 
    
 
   “Can I do you?” Jessica asked a moment later. Stephanie gave her a sad smile.
 
    
 
   “I think I’m sated right now,” Stephanie admitted. “I spent the morning on the sybian and I’m not sure I’ve recovered yet.”
 
    
 
   Jessica smiled. “I understand,” she said. “Still, if anyone could take my tongue it would be you.” She slid up next to Stephanie and held her, their soft breasts pressing up against each other. Stephanie felt a sudden surge that surprised but ignored it, gently pushing the needy teen away.
 
    
 
   “Come on. We should get some rest. Lesedi said we also needed to get dressed,” Stephanie said.
 
    
 
   “I know. I heard. Clothes. Every time he takes us someplace,” Jessica replied.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded with a smile. “So I’ve been told.”
 
    
 
   The two girls finished in the shower, dried off and went to the common room in the ladies’ quarters. Sure enough, there were five dresses waiting.
 
    
 
   “Looks like we’re all going,” Jessica said in excitement.  Stephanie went up and took a look at the dresses. All of them were made of a stretchy, elastic like material, with odd cutouts. She pulled the teal one off the hanger and pulled it down over her head. It conformed to her skin like paint and the holes in it made it obvious she wasn’t wearing underwear.
 
    
 
   “It looks good,” Jessica said. “It’s a bit short though.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked down. Sure enough, her pink petals peeked out from under the hem. “I suspect Master Viers prefers us like this,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   Four hours later all of the girls were assembled and dressed. Stiletto high heels were provided and the girls looked drop dead gorgeous. Lesedi, who had also put on something more appropriate, this time a black leather miniskirt and a matching top, showed up and ushered the girls out to the car. They climbed in, chatting softly, until Lesedi climbed in after them. Her finger pointed sharply.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie, lie down on the floor with your dress pulled up over your breasts. Angie, you straddle her face and begin licking Stephanie’s clit. Sixty-nine. Don’t stop, even when Master Viers gets in the limo. Jessica, sit there with your legs spread, one leg across Marta’s lap. Marta, bare your breasts and play with Jessica’s clit.”
 
    
 
   The girls all sat stunned for a moment until Lesedi clapped her hands. “Move!” Stephanie slid from her seat, her hands already going to the hem of her dress. She pulled the Lycra material up, exposing her slit and breasts, then laid down on the floor, her legs spread and her bottom half facing the rear bench. Her feet were arched due to the high heels, but it just made her look that much more exotic. A moment later Angie, another of Viers’ blonds, pulled up her own dress, straddled Stephanie’s head, and pressed her pussy down to Stephanie’s mouth. Without hesitation Steph drove her tongue into the little blond girl’s pussy, tasting a fresh flood of juice seep from the girl’s sex.
 
    
 
   But then Angie dropped down, pressing her own mostly naked body to Stephanie. A moment later the two girls were in a sixty-nine position, mouths hungrily devouring each other’s pussy. Across on the bench seat Jessica pulled up her dress and draped a leg across Marta’s lap, who had pulled down her dress, making her large bosom swell with the pressure of the material. Marta put her hands between Jessica’s legs, softly teasing the teenager’s clit.  
 
    
 
   “What about me, Lesedi?” asked the fifth girl, a young black woman named Claire. Lesedi handed Claire two white plastic clothespins, each with a wire attached.
 
    
 
   “Wrap the wires around your thumbs,” Lesedi ordered. Claire did, frowning as she did, obviously knowing what the torment would be. Then Lesedi leaned forward and attached the clothespins to the black girl’s nipples, tugging down the front of the girl’s white colored dress, relishing the wince and moan that came from Claire’s mouth.
 
    
 
   “Now we wait,” Lesedi announced.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t long. Just five minutes. Stephanie’s face was soaked but she heard the car door open and the sharp, heavily accented voice of Viers speaking. The door shut behind him and the car started moving.
 
    
 
   “An interesting tableau, Lesedi,” Viers complimented the overseer. “I especially like the white clothespins. I’d like to see more on her sometime, especially clipped to her cunt. Perhaps a zipline. When we get back see to it. I want her ziplined at least three times daily. Let my men handle it with her thanking them appropriately.”
 
    
 
   Claire let out a tiny moan and bit her lip. Lesedi nodded happily. “I’ll see to it Master.”
 
    
 
   Viers looked around. “Marta’s tits need immediate attention. Do you have any clamps?”
 
    
 
   Lesedi reached into her pocket and pulled out a pair of clover clamps on a chain. She immediately bent over and began attaching the metal to Marta’s nipples, eliciting a groan from the top heavy girl.”
 
    
 
   Viers nodded in appreciation. “Angie, sit up. I want to see Stephanie’s pussy.”
 
    
 
   Immediately Angie pulled her tongue out of Stephanie’s slit and she sat up, softly grinding her sex against Steph’s face. Viers looked down at the wet, pink gash between Stephanie’s legs.
 
    
 
   “Is she wet?” He asked Angie. Angie gave him a wide-eyed look and then giggled.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie is always wet, Master,” Angie said.
 
    
 
   “Does her tongue feel good in you?” Viers asked a moment later.
 
    
 
   Angie nodded. “Stephanie is the best at licking pussy, Master.”
 
    
 
   Viers seemed to consider that. Then he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a strange looking whip. It was just a single strand of rope that had been knotted multiple times along its length. Both ends were bored and glued into a wooden handle, leaving about a foot and a half of knotted cord. Viers swung it once and whistled through the air. Angie’s eyes widened and she flinched backward, expecting him to strike her across the breasts. Instead Viers turned the handle around, holding it out to Angie.
 
    
 
   “You will whip Stephanie’s pussy until you cum. Then you will both switch places and she will do the same to you,” Viers said softly. “And if I feel you are going easy on her then I will take the whip and use it myself. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   Angie’s eyes widened and the color drained from her cheeks. She held the whip up, trying to mental reconcile the fact that Stephanie’s tongue was frantically and rapidly swirling around inside Angie’s slit. Stephanie’s knees bent outward, as if she were preparing herself and then, much to Angie’s shock, Stephanie spread her legs even further, moving her stiletto heels out to the very sides of the limousine.
 
    
 
   “Begin,” Viers said simply, settling back in his seat, his fingertips together. Angie took a shuddering breath and then swung the corded whip. It swished through the air and then impacted wetly between Stephanie’s legs. Immediately the curvy blond lying on the floor let out a horrible screech and her hips jerked high up in the air. Her bottom came up off the floorboards of the limo. Angie felt Stephanie squirm beneath her and Stephanie’s arms wrapped around Angie’s legs, holding on. Angie gasped as Stephanie let out a second scream into Angie’s sex, then sucked in Angie’s clit, Stephanie’s darting tongue lapping at the distended nub between Angie’s legs. Angie swung again, even as the first red marks of the initial strike appeared across Stephanie’s pudenda, down over one labia and up across her clitoris.
 
    
 
   This time the blow made Stephanie’s knees wave wildly and everyone could tell the girl was having trouble staying open. Angie swung a third time, the lash coming down on Stephanie’s clit perfectly, the knot striking the swollen, red bits and this time making Stephanie lose control.
 
    
 
   Angie cried out, grinding herself across Stephanie’s face. A series of shudders ransacked Angie and she swung again, barely missing Stephanie’s thigh. Again the knotted whip struck Stephanie’s sex, biting hard into the soft petals, but evidently Stephanie’s mouth was too good. Angie cried out and then with a quiver gushed wetly, cumming in a blast that soaked Stephanie’s face and soaked her hair past her ears.
 
    
 
   Viers watched quietly as the girls extracted themselves from each other and Stephanie climbed up off the floor as Angie started to lay down.
 
    
 
   “Wait. No. Face the other direction,” Viers interrupted, pointing at Angie. “Lay down with your head here, by the bench.
 
    
 
   Angie, looking just a bit confused did as told and then Viers pointed at Stephanie. “You will straddle her face and use your mouth to pleasure me,” he said simply.
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded, her pussy still tingling from the whipping. She moved forward, being careful not to gouge Angie with her heels and settled herself over the little blond girl’s head. Angie reached up and grabbed hold of Stephanie’s thighs and immediately began licking at Stephanie’s slit. Steph whimpered, a mixture of pleasure and pain slipping up from the girl’s mouth. Still, she had the presence of mind to lean forward and free Viers cock from his pants. Stephanie took the rock hard member in her mouth, licking the tip softly, only to swirl her tongue in wet circles around the head, even as Angie did something similar to Stephanie’s clit. Viers closed his eyes with a moan, clearly enjoying the wet worship of Stephanie’s mouth. Her head bobbed vigorously on his manhood and everyone watched as Stephanie’s entire body seemed to get involved, wriggling and moving as she pleasured Viers.
 
    
 
   “Now,” he grunted suddenly, grabbing her by the arms and hauling her up. Stephanie gasped as Viers manhandled her, turning her around so that she face the other girls sitting in the limo. Angie stayed still below Stephanie’s outstretched legs. Viers lifted Stephanie and set her down in his lap, his cock giving her pussy a glancing blow. “Bounce,” he ordered, shifting her again. Stephanie nodded and reached between her legs, half standing up, only to position Viers’ cock appropriately. She sank back down, feeling his thickness slide into her depths, pushing the bruised and welted petals aside. Stephanie groaned and began working her legs, bouncing her stuffed pussy on Viers’ cock, feeling him tremble. His hands came around and grabbed her ample bosom, squeezing and kneading hard until Stephanie cried out. Suddenly Viers pulled her back against him, his mouth sucking on the juncture of her neck and shoulder, his entire body rigid as he pumped a cup’s worth of cream into her dripping snatch.
 
    
 
   Viers pushed her away a moment later and Stephanie stumbled, only to have Lesedi catch her. Stephanie’s sex was dripping with cum and she sat there, letting the white froth slip down her petals. Angie was too scared to move until finally Viers waved his hand. “Get up. Dress. Look like ladies.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie pulled her dress back down, though it wasn’t long enough to cover her bottom, much less the pink and white creamed slit between her thighs. Lesedi slid over and made room for her and Stephanie settled back with a sigh. The rest of the drive was quiet, with none of the girls daring to speak. Finally they pulled into the airport and the limousine pulled up in front of a private charter plane. Viers got out first, followed by Lesedi, who ushered the girls after the big Norwegian and on board.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-one
 
    
 
   “People are staring at us,” Mark muttered quietly as they stood near the baggage claim. He was dressed in expensive slacks and a sports coat, with a button up white shirt underneath. Aiki looked up and smiled at him.
 
    
 
   “No. They are staring at me. You merely look like a businessman.”
 
    
 
   “Not with you on my arm. No businessman would travel around with a girl like you. There’s a reason Davies had his own plane. They’re staring at your ass,” Mark replied quietly, still looking around, though he couldn’t help it when his eyes went back to the beautiful Asian girl who stood next to him. The dress she was wearing bordered on indecent and the black sequined straps that connected the front to the back made it clear that the small amount of material that covered her breasts, butt, and sex was the only thing she was wearing. Aiki put her left leg forward a bit and Mark immediately saw the heads of about a dozen men twitch in their direction. The hem of Aiki’s dress was as disturbingly high as her neckline was low, and since everyone could see she wasn’t wearing panties, he almost asked about Amsterdam’s decency laws.
 
    
 
   Aiki leaned toward him, which made the dress fold slightly along the top, and also happened to provide him a glimpse down her front, straight to her nipples. He looked away immediately. “You know why I had to wear this right?” She asked quietly.
 
    
 
   Mark nodded irritably. “I’m not stupid. There is remote possibility that one of the other guests at the summit might see us here at the airport. Or recognizes us.” He frowned. “Except wearing that is going to immediately attract attention. If you’d worn what I asked we would have been just a simple couple coming to Amsterdam for an adventure.”
 
    
 
   “And if we had been seen how would we have explained it? You allow your sex slave to dress like a normal person?” She asked, putting a hand on Mark’s arm as she shook her head. “This way at least we keep our cover.”
 
    
 
   Mark rolled his eyes. “Wanted drug dealer and his sex slut,” he muttered. “Wonderful.”
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed softly. “Don’t worry. In an hour Cindi will be here and you’ll have two of us!” Aiki said.
 
    
 
   Mark gave her a pointed look. “So I get to add pimp to the resume.”
 
    
 
   Aiki gave him an exasperated look. “I have to warn you. Cindi’s taste in dresses makes me look conservative.” She tapped Mark’s arm and then pointed. “There are our bags.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Mark nodded and stepped up to the conveyor belt and grabbed the luggage. Aiki smiled and let him carry the luggage. From there it was a short walk to customs. Neither had much to declare and besides, all eyes were on Aiki, who made a special effort to flash the male custom agents at every opportunity. Twenty minutes later they were out in the main terminal when Aiki’s phone rang. She pulled it out, her eyes flashing at Mark.
 
    
 
   “It’s Toby. I wonder why he’s calling,” she said, holding up the phone.
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “We got the paperwork. That’s all I care about,” he said offhandedly.
 
    
 
   Aiki frowned and answered the phone. “Hello?”
 
    
 
   Mark watched Aiki as her expression went from concerned to shocked and then a flashed with anger.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me!” She demanded, glancing up at Mark, a look of worry on her face.
 
    
 
   Mark stiffened. “What? What happened?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shook her head. “Cindi was detained by the Australian authorities when she tried to leave the country. She didn’t call Toby, but when they released her she caught a bus into town and then dragooned one of the delivery folks into taking her back to the Ranch.” Aiki snarled something in Japanese.
 
    
 
   Mark put his hand on his forehead. “But… we needed her. We needed her to make this look legit.”
 
    
 
   Aiki listened in on the phone and then she sighed. “Alright, Toby. I appreciate it. No. At this point I don’t see how. Yes. I’ll keep you in the loop.” She hung up and put the phone away in her purse. “Well, no Cindi,” she sighed. “We’re on our own.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath and looked at her. “This just got a lot harder, didn’t it?”
 
    
 
   Aiki frowned. “Yes. I’m not sure we’ll be able to get into the Chateau at this point. And if we can’t get in, then I don’t see an easy way of getting Stephanie back without setting up some sort of ambush. And Viers will have security.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked frustrated. “I don’t want to risk Stephanie. Or us like that. Viers has already proved he has no problem gunning down the competition. Maybe the smart thing is to go to the authorities here in Amsterdam now, explain the situation, and then have them arrest Viers when he gets here.”
 
    
 
   “If he brought her,” amended Aiki. “Remember we’ve got no guarantees that he will. We need to be at the Summit and physically see her before we can try that. And to be honest, the best way is still for us to find a way to get Stephanie away from Viers. He might have friends in the police force. If she is in our possession,” Aiki’s voice faltered. “I mean, in your possession, then you have the stronger hand. Viers is going to try to keep her. You know that.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “I know. Look, let's concentrate on getting to the Chateau first. Once we get in we can start thinking of ways to get Stephanie separated from Viers. Okay? One problem at a time.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “Okay. Follow me.” They made their way to the car rental counter and a few minute later they were heading out of the airport and into the city. Mark drove but after a while he glanced over at Aiki.
 
    
 
   “Do you think that there will be a Round Robin at this thing?”
 
    
 
   Aiki frowned. “Maybe. Finding masters who are willing to donate a girl for the Round Robin is actually pretty difficult.” she said. “Why?”
 
    
 
   Mark tapped the wheel thoughtfully. “Well, we know that Viers is going to want to show off Stephanie. Do you think he might volunteer her for the Round Robin? That might be the best way to get to her.”
 
    
 
   Aiki took a deep breath. “You want to literally do to him what he did to Davies? Steal her when she’s taken back for preparation? That’s a stretch, but it’s possible.” Aiki fiddled with her dress, pulling the hem further and further up until finally Mark had to tell her to stop.
 
    
 
   “Look, this is hard enough for me. But you keep flashing a hell of a lot of skin and I would appreciate it if you didn’t distract me. At least while I’m driving. People drive crazy here.”
 
    
 
   Aiki frowned and pushed her dress back down, covering the soft pink of her slit. “I’m sorry. I’m just nervous. I wish I had some Silver,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   Mark glanced over at her. “You want to be drugged?”
 
    
 
   She looked down, embarrassed. “I’m… it’s not like that. It’s just I feel more… accepting when I’m on Silver. Especially when I’m dressed like this.”
 
    
 
   Mark shook his head. “It should be banned. Permanently. It’s abhorrent. It messes with your head. You aren’t of sound mind when you are on it.”
 
    
 
   “It is banned. Permanently. But honestly, I can face things better when I’m on it,” Aiki said quietly.
 
    
 
   Mark looked at her and then pulled the car over on the side of the road. A light rain was falling and he turned off the windshield wipers. For almost a minute there was a heavy silence between them, with Aiki looking at him expectantly. Then Mark half-turned in his seat. “Aiki, look at me.”
 
    
 
   She did and he saw the tears in her eyes. Mark felt sorry for the beautiful Japanese girl. “You are a beautiful, sexually appealing, amazing woman. If I weren’t married to Stephanie I’d be on my knee asking you. You are interesting, engaging, talented, and exciting. You. Not the Silver,” he emphasized. “I’ve enjoyed the time that I’ve gotten to spend with you when you aren’t half mad with mindless desire. Don’t let your lack of confidence take away something special.”
 
    
 
   Aiki shook her head. “You really would prefer Stephanie natural to having her dosed with Silver?”
 
    
 
   Mark went quiet. “I… yes. I do. At first I wasn’t sure. I mean, I worried that her love for me was predicated on the drug. What if her feelings for me were just a reaction to her increased need for sexual satisfaction? But you pointed out that she made her decisions long before she ever was given Silver. It might have made her a bit more,” he coughed again. “Aggressive in her desire for sex, but that desire for me was already there. She wanted me. And she made that decision without the drug.” He looked at her sincerely. “So yes. I want her back. Without Silver affecting her.”
 
    
 
   Aiki looked at him skeptically and then looked out the window. “I’m not the only man who prefers his women that way,” Mark continued.
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about? What man wouldn’t prefer his women wet and wanting?” Aiki asked, sounding dejected.
 
    
 
   “Takanada. He told me that most of his women aren’t on Silver. He prizes women who are sexual without needing the drug.”
 
    
 
   The beautiful Japanese woman turned and stared at Mark. “I don’t believe it. What makes us valuable is what we’re like when turned on by the drug.” She licked her lips nervously. “I’m willing to do things, want things, accept things I don’t think I could without it.”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “You have to try Aiki. Accept your sexuality.”  Then he blinked and gave her a rueful grin. “Except you know, not while I’m trying to drive. Right now denial is probably the best course of action.”
 
    
 
   Aiki wiped a tiny tear from her eye and laughed lightly, then put her hand on Mark’s wrist. “You are a good man, you know that?” She told him. Mark smiled. “I’m a reflection of those I’m around.”
 
    
 
   Aiki snorted. “God, I hope not. We’re about to be around some very nasty people.”
 
    
 
   Mark chuckled and pulled back into traffic. “Except I’ll only be pretending to be one of those nasty people, won’t I?”
 
    
 
   Aiki took a deep breath and looked at him seriously. “Can you pull this off? Be a real master?” She put a hand on his thigh.
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “I’m not sure. I’m going to try. But I don’t want to compromise my principles.”
 
    
 
   “Even if that means you don’t get Stephanie back?” Aiki asked. “You have to act like a Master.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked on ahead. “I don’t think Stephanie would want me if I weren’t the man I am.”
 
    
 
   Aiki sighed. “I hope you’re right.”
 
    
 
   Awhile later they pulled up in front of the Chateau. There was a valet service and Mark tipped the guy as he took their rental sedan. Aiki climbed out of the car looking every inch the sexual slave she was and another servant took their luggage. They mounted a set of marble steps with Aiki clinging to Mark’s arm and practically dripping sexuality. They made their way to the front desk that had been set up near the entrance.
 
    
 
   “Good afternoon! Welcome to the Chateau!” said a man dressed in a snappy blue suit. He looked at Aiki with sincere appreciation as she waltzed up with Mark, her hips swinging with enough force to make the hem of her dress dance along her smooth thighs. He smiled and then turned toward Mark. “Welcome to the Chateau, sir. Can I please have your name?”
 
    
 
   Mark smiled casually. “Mark Conner. I’m here as Roger Davies representative.”
 
    
 
   As soon as the words rolled off Mark’s tongue the man looked up, hesitant. “Mr. Conner, we weren’t aware that you were planning on attending. Mr. Davies declined the invitation,” he said with concern.
 
    
 
   Mark nodded, feigning nonchalance. “I’m know that. But as you’re no doubt aware, our organization has recently undergone a management change. Mr. Davies is no longer running the day to day operations and that task has fallen to me, his trusted lieutenant. I felt that coming to the summit was good business decision; to let my suppliers know that their transport is still in good hands, and to make new acquaintances.” Mark smiled. “I know that it’s a bit of an inconvenience to the Chateau, but from what I’ve heard it’s something you can easily handle.”
 
    
 
   The man looked uncomfortable. “Mr. Conner, I know who you are. I recognize you from the Challenge. I wasn’t aware though, that you worked for Roger Davies.”
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “He hired me the night after the Challenge was finished. I’ve worked with him closely over the last month.” Mark leaned forward and read the man’s nametag. “Espen. Good name,” he said soundly. “I know it seems a little forward, but I would appreciate a little courtesy considering the situation.”
 
    
 
   Espen’s eyes widened and he frowned. “Courtesy is not the problem Mr. Conner. The reality is that management hasn’t been informed of this change and since Mr. Davies didn’t reserve a room, I’m just not sure I can accommodate you. That’s all. I would perhaps recommend that you take rooms in the city and then contact your suppliers as they pass through…”
 
    
 
   Aiki stepped up to the counter, her eyes soft. “Do you have a Round Robin scheduled for the summit?”
 
    
 
   Espen blinked. “Excuse me?” He asked, but then recovered. “No. I’m afraid not. Round Robins are rather hard on the young woman who are volunteered, usually requiring a hospital stay. Very few masters wish to be deprived of their property for the length of time needed for recovery. Not to mention the cost. It’s too bad really,” Espen said quietly to Aiki. “This will be the second summit without a Round Robin.”
 
    
 
   Mark turned away from the man and rolled his eyes. Aiki caught a glimpse of it and smiled. Mark shook his head, his hand pulling out his wallet. “Espen, maybe I can find a way to encourage you to find me a room,” he said quietly.
 
    
 
   Espen blinked, and looked away from the mouthwatering Aiki. He glanced at Mark and then his face clouded.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Conner, it isn’t about money. It’s about propriety. The reputation of the Chateau is at stake here. I can’t possibly show favoritism in this way.”
 
    
 
   Mark began pulling cash out. A lot of it, adding more and more to a growing pile on Espen’s desk. The man looked at Mark with a pained look.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Conner! Please!”
 
    
 
   Suddenly Aiki grabbed Mark’s arm and she pulled him away from the counter, leaving the money there. “Offer me up for a Round Robin,” Aiki whispered. Mark turned toward her and his eyes widened in shocked surprise.
 
    
 
   “What? Are you insane?”
 
    
 
   Aiki took Mark’s hand. “It’s the only way. Don’t you see? Viers would have told them already if he were going to offer her up. But he’ll definitely want to participate in the Round Robin. Especially now they’ve gotten so rare. And while he’s with me, you’ll be free to get into his suite and grab Stephanie.”  Aiki’s voice was pitched low.
 
    
 
   Mark shook his head angrily “No. No way! I am not subjecting you to that. Not even for Stephanie’s sake.” He glanced over at Espen, who was looking at them curiously. Mark gave him a fake smile and then turned back toward Aiki, glaring.
 
    
 
   Aiki gave him a cool look. She bowed her head obediently, as if she had accepted his word and then to Mark’s surprise, she stepped back up to Espen. “My master wishes to offer me up for a Round Robin. That should make for a memorable closing to the event?” She asked the man at the desk. At the same time she asked the question her dress began slipping from her shoulders. Espen gaped as Aiki’s amazing chest came into view, her delicate curves and round bosom right there in front of him. Espen’s eyes widened and he stared. A moment later the last bit of Aiki’s dress fell in a puddle around her high heels.
 
    
 
   Mark glared in fury, but he didn’t know how to stop her. If he contradicted her it would irreparably damage his persona. So instead he tried to mask his fury with a cool indifference. Aiki reached out across the desk and ran a hand over Espen’s arm down to his hand. “I’m really looking forward to it personally,” she said with a strange eagerness. “All those men using me. I can’t wait for the cock. And I love the pain of it. Of being hurt and used,” she said softly. Then she pulled Espen’s hand up to her breast, pressing his palm to her nipple. “I wish I were clamped right now.”
 
    
 
   Espen swallowed and with his free hand reached into the desk and came out with a pair of clover clamps. “I can… I can help with that,” he said eagerly.
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled at the man, but pulled his hand from her bare breast. “But my master isn’t a guest here,” she said sadly. “So I won’t have the opportunity to offer myself up, will I?” She leaned away, leaving his hands up in the air, the clamps dangling.
 
    
 
   Espen glanced at Mark who stood stoically nearby. “I uh… I guess I can find you a room, Mr. Conner.” He put his hand on the pile of cash that still sat on the desk and he pulled it toward him.
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “I appreciate it. Are there any special preparations needed for the Round Robin?”
 
    
 
   Espen blinked. “I’ll have to check with the manager sir, but I believe all that needs to happen is that your slave girl is ready an hour before the scheduled event.” He glanced down at some paperwork. “We will of course start around three pm tomorrow. That’s the night of the formal dinner and the Round Robin will take place at the same time, in order for those who wish to dine while watching.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked, trying successfully to hide his revulsion. “How appetizing,” he said. He looked at Aiki, who had stepped completely out of her dress and had picked it up. She draped it over her arm, gloriously naked. Mark sighed. Then he turned back to Espen.
 
    
 
   “One last thing Espen, before you assign me a room,” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   Espen looked up. “Yes sir?”
 
    
 
   Mark gestured at Aiki who was giving him a wicked smile. “Clamp her tits man, since she clearly wants it. And then let’s get this settled.”
 
    
 
   Espen grinned and Aiki leaned forward, gasping as the cruel steel pincers were applied to her nipples. Espen took extra time to fondle her as well, shaking her breasts and kneading the soft curves. Finally Mark coughed and the man looked chagrined.
 
    
 
   “It’s a small room, and I’m sure you won’t mind sharing a bed, sir. But really, it’s the best we can do,” Espen explained a moment later. “It does have a small sitting area however, and it is equipped to keep your slave girl entertained.”
 
    
 
   Mark snorted. “It doesn’t take much with Aiki. Trust me,” he said ruefully. Aiki just stood there, her face a careful mask. Mark took the key and listened to Espen’s directions. He nodded in appreciation, then took Aiki’s arm. As they walked off his fingers tightened around her wrist.
 
    
 
   “You have a hell of a lot of explaining to do,” he snarled. “And frankly, at this point I’m just about ready to spank you myself.”
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled, her steady breathing making the chain that connected the clover clamps swing. “If that is what you wish, Master. My body is yours,” she said simply. Mark didn’t reply and they found the stairs. Aiki walked up them without a shred of embarrassment, her dress draped over one arm, with only the steel clamps on her nipples and her high heels loud on the marble floor. Even when another man, accompanied by a woman, started down from the second floor Aiki didn’t seem phased. The approaching couple caught sight of Aiki and instantly the man stared. The girl next to him looked away and Mark couldn’t help noticing what a beauty she was. She was a blond with stunning eyes and was dressed in a single piece elastic tube that wrapped perfectly around her bust and hips. The hem was just as short as Aiki’s dress had been and Mark got an eyeful of shaved pussy as she’d descended the stairs ahead of him.
 
    
 
   “My my my,” said the man as he came even with Mark. “That’s quite an ensemble on your slave girl,” he said, admiring Aiki’s crushed nipples.  Then his eyes narrowed as he focused on Mark. “You look familiar. Do I know you?” He asked quietly.
 
    
 
   Mark smiled warmly, the anger that he’d expressed to Aiki a moment before disappearing instantly. He held out his hand in greeting. “I’m Mark Conner. You probably saw me on the Challenge a month or so ago.”
 
    
 
   The man’s eyes widened and recognition flashed across his face. “Oh my God! You’re right! You’re Stephanie’s husband!” He glanced around. “But… what are you doing here?”
 
    
 
   Aiki stopped next to Mark and stood there, still buck naked, waiting patiently. Mark smiled. “Actually, after the challenge I began working for Roger Davies. He needed someone with my talents to assist him with expanding and running his business.”
 
    
 
   The man’s face clouded. He’d obviously heard about Davies death. “Yes. Nasty business that. I heard about Davies. And while at the Queen’s Club no less. I’ve been there. They had a…”  Then he looked apologetic and stuck out his hand. “My name is Chris Fery. I represent a few labs here in the Netherlands and one in the Ukraine. I haven’t done business with Davies, mostly because the demand for our product means that I don’t have much in the way of shipping costs. I mostly handle Europe.”
 
    
 
   Mark shook his hand. “A pleasure to meet you Mr. Fery. And who is this lovely lady with you?”
 
    
 
   Fery looked surprised and turned toward the brunette. “Her name is Natalya. I picked her up in the Ukraine about two months ago.” He smiled. “She responds very well to the TENS Unit. I like to tie her down and shock her while I use her.”
 
    
 
   Mark glanced at the girl, who was not only blushing, but cringing. He gave Fery a look of interest and then nodded. “That’s quite creative.”
 
    
 
   Fery nodded. “You should try it sometime. In fact, feel free to stop by my suite tonight or tomorrow. I’m in two oh two. I’ll hook her up to the electricity and you can see what it’s like fucking her when she’s screaming.”
 
    
 
   Mark stared at him. “Why not just volunteer her for a Round Robin?” He asked curiously.
 
    
 
   Fery looked aghast. “What? And do without her for a month while she recovers? I think not.” He shook his head. “These girls cost too much. Round Robins are going out of style, as much as they’re loved, no one wants to donate.”
 
    
 
   Mark tilted his head. “Well, I appreciate the invitation. I’m in three oh five. I’ll try to make some time to visit,” he said. “Though I suspect that I’ll be busy for much of the summit. Business before pleasure.” He glanced at Natalya and gave her a warm smile.
 
    
 
   Fery laughed. “Our business is pleasure,” he said. “But I understand. You probably have a lot of networking to do.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “Absolutely. Still I appreciate the offer. Perhaps another time,” he said simply. Fery nodded.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely. I’ll hold you to it!” He said. Then Mark took Aiki and they started back up the stairs. Fery called after him.
 
    
 
   “I love the fact you make your girl parade around naked like that,” he said. “The clamps are an especially nice touch.” Then he looked over at Natalya. “Strip. Right here. Now,” he ordered.  The girl began to undress and Mark shook his head and continued up the stairs.
 
    
 
   “Great,” he muttered as they went up to the third floor. “You’ve set a precedent,” he said to Aiki, who let out a little laugh.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry. It won’t catch on. Blatant nudity is not as appealing as a woman who is barely covered.” She gave Mark a wink. ‘Sometimes, if you leave even a little to the imagination, it makes the whole more attractive.”
 
    
 
   Mark snorted. “You don’t have to tell me that,” he assured the Japanese Girl. “So put your dress back on.”
 
    
 
   She bowed her head. “Yes, master.”  She quickly slipped the black sequined material back over her head and a moment later her prurient parts were once more covered. Mostly. Mark looked her over and then shook his head. The chain hanging from the clamps spanned the open front of her dress, making her cleavage twice as interesting. They continued down the hall and Mark found the door to their suite. He keyed it open and Aiki went in first.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-two
 
    
 
   The suite assigned to Mark was small, only a touch bigger than his hotel room in the Tokyo Hilton. The bathroom, which was admittedly larger than his master bath at home, was immediately off to the right while a sitting room took up space in front of the door. This stretched off to the back of the room, where it opened up to the right. A large, king-sized bed stood elegantly apportioned, clearly waiting for the occupants to fall into the welcoming softness. But none of this really caught Mark’s attention. Not like the coffee table did.
 
    
 
   Nestled between a couch and two easy chairs was a wooden table approximately five feet long and shaped like the contours of a human body. Wooden slats, both with three holes each, were mounted perpendicular at both ends and a metal runner made their position adjustable. The center hole was obviously bigger than the side openings and Mark realized that it was essentially a stretching rack. Aiki ignored it, moving to the back of the room and pushing open the drapes. Mark couldn’t help noticing the movement of clover clamps clinging to her nipples underneath the dress. Outside was a garden but it looked cold and wet. Mark turned and noticed that against the wall of the bedroom proper was another restraint formed of wooden beams with heavy metal manacles dangling from the corners.
 
    
 
   “There should be a selection of toys and tools in the bureau top drawer,” Aiki said over her shoulder.
 
    
 
   Mark snorted and sat down in one of the easy chairs. “So? It’s not like I’m planning on using any of them on you,” he said dejectedly. “And now I’ve got figure out a way not only to rescue my wife, but you as well.”
 
    
 
   Aiki stepped closer. “What are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   Mark looked up at her. “What the hell am I talking about? What the hell do you think? The Round Robin! I don’t want you hurt like that, or being used by every fucking bastard in this place who fancies himself a dominant!”
 
    
 
   Aiki sighed and came over to the sitting area. She moved around to the other side of the torture table and sat down on the sofa. Her dress rode up and she crossed her legs, mostly because Mark’s eyes flashed right down to her bare and glistening slit.
 
    
 
   “I understand how upset you must be, but we had to get in here,” Aiki explained. “It was the only thing I could think of. They didn’t have a girl for Round Robin. They wanted that more than anything and I knew that they’d make the exception for you if I were willing to submit.”
 
    
 
   “We could have found another way,” Mark insisted.
 
    
 
   Aiki sighed. “Might have beens,” she said dismissively. “As it is, we’re still running a risk here. We have to be part of the summit now.”
 
    
 
   Mark frowned. “I’m aware of that. I’m just a little irritated with you right now. This was not the course I wanted to take.”
 
    
 
   “But it is how it will go,” Aiki insisted. Then her eyes went down. “I’ll… uh… need some Silver, obviously.” She stammered.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “Please tell me that this wasn’t some harebrained scheme to get your drug dose.” His tone was angry. Aiki looked up at him, her eyes wet and she was about to say something when a soft rap at their door interrupted them.
 
    
 
   Mark looked toward the door with concern. “That was fast,” he said suspiciously. Aiki had already risen and smoothed down her dress.
 
    
 
   “I’ll get the door, master.” She said subserviently, already adopting the trademark behavior of a sexual submissive. Mark nodded and watched as the gorgeous Japanese girl walked to the door, her high heels accentuating the movement of her perfect ass. Aiki opened the door and Mark’s eyes widened in surprise as another girl appeared, standing in the hall. Mark could see a beaming smile, long black hair, a perfectly circular face, with huge eyes and unblemished skin, clearly a year or two younger than Aiki.
 
    
 
   Mark’s mouth fell open as Yuki, dressed in an orange colored satin dress, short around her thighs and with bared shoulders, waltzed into the suite as if she owned it. Her well-rounded breasts filled out the front scrumptiously and the white, creamy tops were exposed to the air, nestled in the satin. She said something to Aiki in Japanese as she passed the surprised woman and went straight to Mark.
 
    
 
   “Konichiwa, Conner-san,” Yuki said with a bow. “It is a pleasure to see you again.”
 
    
 
   Aiki closed the door and hurried over. “Do you know this woman?” She demanded, eyeing Yuki suspiciously.
 
    
 
   Mark looked up at Aiki. “Yes. Her name is Yuki and she’s one of Takanada’s girls. She’s the one who picked me up in the limo.” He eyed Yuki’s dress and then grinned. “You look like a vanilla orange creamsicle.”
 
    
 
   Yuki laughed with delight. “Thank you, Conner-san. I happen to like creamsicles very much.” She turned toward Aiki. “You are very beautiful, just as Takanada-san has said. He speaks highly of you.”
 
    
 
   Aiki eyes widened and she looked away blushing.
 
    
 
   Mark watched the exchange with a touch of skepticism. “Okay Yuki, what are you doing here?” He asked suspiciously. “Did Takanada come to the summit?”
 
    
 
   Yuki smiled. “No Conner-san, my Master is not present at this time. However, interested parties have expressed some concern that your endeavor may be unsuccessful. This is not due to any failure on your part, but merely due to a lack of assets. It gives the impression that you may not be a legitimate successor to Master Davies’ enterprise.”
 
    
 
   Mark gave her a steely-eyed look. “I don’t have a lot of assets, Yuki. I’m doing the best I can.”
 
    
 
   She bowed her head in acknowledgement. “Of course Conner-san, but that doesn’t change the fact that you only have one slave girl in your retinue, and it has now become common knowledge that you have volunteered her for a Round Robin event at the close of the summit. Some feel that this is an act of desperation.”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t volunteer her. That was her own stupid idea,” Mark retorted, but then his face softened. “She did it for me, so that I could rescue Stephanie. I’m still trying to think of a way to get her out of it. We had made arrangements for one of Davies other girls to come, but she was detained on her way here and couldn’t make it. So all I have is Aiki.”
 
    
 
   Aiki frowned and looked over at Yuki. “We don’t need you to tell us any of this. Or your master.”
 
    
 
   Yuki’s smile hadn’t changed a whit and she ignored Aiki’s obvious testiness. “I am aware of that. I am not here to pass on that message to you. The reason I am here is because it was suggested to me that I might offer Conner-san the use of my person for the duration of his stay here at the Chateau.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked but it was Aiki who blurted, “What?”
 
    
 
   Yuki’s smile never faltered. “Conner-san’s legitimacy will be dramatically improved by having a second slave girl in his possession. I can guarantee you that a number of individuals here at the Chateau have already expressed a desire to meet you. With only one girl, you are an oddity. With two, you appear selective. It does make a difference.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “Why would Takanada want to help me like this?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Yuki’s eyes dropped. “I do not know Conner-san. But I believe he holds you in the highest respect.” Her eyes slid over to Aiki. “And for Aiki-san.”
 
    
 
   Aiki turned away and Mark leaned forward. “So you want to serve me for the duration? Even knowing my feelings on the subject?”
 
    
 
   Yuki smiled and a little rosy blush came to her cheeks. “I am aware of your desire for your wife. But I also know, from personal experience, that you can use a slave girl properly for certain pleasures.” She smiled warmly again. “Besides, it is not like you have a choice. If you wish to remain on property without issue, then I suggest you accept the offer of my Master and myself.”
 
    
 
   Aiki sighed and looked at Mark. “She’s right. This will go smoother if we have her with us. She might even be an asset.”
 
    
 
   Mark fell back in his chair, clearly thinking. Finally he nodded. “All right. I guess you’re part of the team,” he said softly.
 
    
 
   Yuki bowed and then stood up. Her hands went to the back of her dress and the sound of a zipper could be clearly heard. “Excellent,” She said. “I would suggest that one of us,” she gestured at Aiki with a knowing smile. “Be immediately placed in a position of sexual discomfort. You will most certainly have visitors soon, especially now that the Chateau has made your donation public knowledge.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow twitched. “Sexual discomfort?”
 
    
 
   Yuki pointed at the table. “This will suffice and I would gladly submit.”
 
    
 
   “Christ,” Mark muttered. Yuki took that as affirmation, and to Mark’s dismay, began disrobing right there in front of him. He looked away as the girl peeled off her orange dress. Just as he remembered, her well sized breasts were snow white and capped with tiny pink nipples. Like Aiki, Yuki sported a small patch of black hair above her actual sex, which was already glistening with wetness.
 
    
 
   “May I pleasure you first, Master?” Yuki asked politely, kneeling in front of Mark. Mark stiffened and put his hands out.
 
    
 
   “No. I’m… I’m fine. Thank you,” Mark gulped, closing his eyes. “Aiki? Would you please get Yuki settled?”
 
    
 
   Aiki came over and laid a hand on the younger girl’s shoulder and spoke in Japanese. Yuki looked up, then back at Mark with understanding. She rose and bowed, her breasts dangling in front of his eyes. Then she let Aiki turn her toward the table. It took the girls only a moment to open the restraints and then Yuki laid down, settling her small and gorgeous neck in the open hole. She was face up and her wrists were lined up with her shoulders when the stocks came down, securing her hands in line with her head. Yuki sighed as Aiki put the pin in place.
 
    
 
   “Now my feet?” Yuki asked. Aiki nodded.
 
    
 
   “You’ll need to spread your legs a bit,” Aiki replied. “At the knee too.”
 
    
 
   Yuki did as Aiki suggested and Mark watched as Yuki was secured into place. Aiki reached into a little niche on the table and pulled out two wooden pegs. These she inserted into holes just to the inside of Yuki’s knees, forcing the girl’s legs open just a bit wider.
 
    
 
   “I’ll get something to keep her busy,” Aiki said to Mark. He grunted.
 
    
 
   Yuki’s head turned and looked at Mark. “Does it not please you to see me like this?” She asked curiously.
 
    
 
   “Please me?” Mark asked back. His brow knotted up. “From a certain standpoint, yes. You are very beautiful and you being bound like that is definitely arousing to me.” He leaned forward. “And if you were Stephanie I’d like this infinitely better. If she were the one tied down on that table then I’d definitely get involved. That I can promise you,” he said gruffly.
 
    
 
   Aiki suddenly was standing at Mark’s shoulder. “That sounds very masterful,” she said gently, laying a hand on Mark’s back. She lifted a massager that came with a clip and adjustable arm. “I think this will suit Yuki very well,” she said.
 
    
 
   Mark nodded and watched as Aiki attached the massager to the table. The electrical cord stretched to a nearby floor outlet which was conveniently placed so that no one would trip if using something powered on someone bound to the table. Aiki pushed the bulbed head up against Yuki’s clit and then turned it on low. Yuki’s face suddenly took on a look of wild ecstasy and her hips began to push up as she let out a low moan of need.
 
    
 
   “Here,” Aiki said a moment later, handing Mark a whip. It was just a knotted cord mounted in a wooden handle, only a foot or two long. Mark looked at it in disgust.
 
    
 
   “What am I supposed to do with this?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Aiki took a deep breath. “Honestly? You need to put a couple of red lines across Yuki’s breasts and loins. And probably mine too. In fact, now that we’re in the suite, I should be kept naked. That’s actually very common. And if Yuki is correct, we will have visitors soon.
 
    
 
   Mark took the whip and Yuki turned her head toward him. It couldn’t have been easy. The wooden brace holding her down was tight against her throat.  She tried to nod. “Aiki is right, Master. Please? Would you please whip my breasts?” She thought about it for a moment. “And perhaps the soles of my feet and pussy?” Her voice sounded as if she were craving it.
 
    
 
   Mark looked at Aiki, only to find her standing next to him naked, folding up her dress. She picked up Yuki’s orange dress as well and took them over to the closet. “And I’ll need a couple across my bottom and breasts,” Aiki said as she hung up the clothing. Mark held up the whip, a look of grim determination on his face.
 
    
 
   “Fine,” he said as Aiki came back over to the coffee table where Yuki’s sweet, naked body was secured. “Aiki, straddle Yuki’s face. Yuki, lick Aiki’s clit until I tell you to stop.”
 
    
 
   Aiki couldn’t help smiling and she glanced down at Yuki, who had a surprised, but delighted expression on her face. Gingerly, still wearing her stiletto heels and the clover clamps on her nipples, Aiki went to the end of the table and spread her legs over Yuki’s head. Slowly Aiki dropped down, bending her knees and putting her hands down on the very stock that held Yuki’s wrists and neck in place. Aiki braced herself with her arms and then groaned as Yuki’s mouth opened and the younger girl’s tongue began swirling through Aiki’s sex.
 
    
 
   Mark was in the perfect position to see it all. Yuki’s pink tongue strained upward and Aiki began grinding herself down on Yuki’s face. The massager positioned at Yuki’s sex was humming easily and the little Japanese girl was rolling her hips, obviously working herself on the rubber bulb. Mark took a deep breath and leaned forward. He watched Aiki’s face, waiting for the appropriate time. It didn’t take the woman long either. Either Aiki was already well aroused or Yuki was exceedingly talented at cunnlingus. Then, when it looked like Aiki was getting close to orgasm, Mark swung the knotted cord hard, aiming for Aiki’s bottom. It struck just behind her hip bone and curled wickedly around her buttock, striking the skin with a muted crack. Aiki gasped, her eyes widening as her bottom tightened in response to the pain and her hips slid forward, her slit slipping down to Yuki’s chin. One of Aiki’s hands went to her rear but as soon as she put her hand back on the table Mark swung again, the knotted cord tearing into Aiki’s rump a second time. She let out a sharp squeal and this time didn’t cover. Instead she began thrusting her hips lewdly, grinding her sex on Yuki in frantic need. Mark hit Aiki again, and then a fourth time before standing up and moving around to get a good view of Aiki’s bottom. Sure enough four bright red lines had been drawn across her bottom in different spots. He wasn’t sure how long the welts would remain, but they looked real enough. Aiki moaned, trembling in front of him.
 
    
 
   He tossed the knotted whip back on the easy chair and wrapped his arms around Aiki’s body, his hands coming up to her breasts. With questing fingers he began pulling on the clover clamps and the girl practically swooned in his arms. Aiki cried out, grabbing hold of his arms, but not his hands. Clearly she didn’t want him to stop and instead she let out a wild, needy cry, bursting with juice, still sitting astride Yuki’s swirling tongue. Mark twisted the crushed tips of each breast, the steel pincers of the clamps cold under his fingers, until she whimpered and slumped in his arms, clearly lost in the bliss of sexual euphoria.
 
    
 
   He pulled her off Yuki and tossed her down on the couch as she moaned and twitched. Yuki looked up at him, her eyes glazed and her face covered with Aiki’s goo. Her body too was stressed, her hips dancing up and down as she rubbed her sex against the soft touch of the massager. Mark could see it vibrating against her clit and petals. He moved back over to the chair and picked up the knotted cord. Mark twisted the whip through the air as he got into position at the side of the table. Yuki watched him, her eyes both wary and wanting. Then he swung the knotted cord downward and it caught Yuki across both breasts, right at the nipple line. The young girl stiffened with a gasp, tears springing to her eyes. Instantly a crimson line appeared across her bosom. Mark clenched his teeth as Yuki’s skin showed the dark blotches of each knot that impacted her sweet, soft flesh.
 
    
 
   But then he caught sight of her face. Her expression was not one of agony. It was one of ecstasy. The pain he had inflicted upon her breasts had melded with the pure sweetness of the massager’s intense stimulation. Her hips churned even more wildly and Mark let the whip fall again, this time on the upper slope of her breasts, laying another vivid line across her bosom. Yuki cried out, her back arching, but the table kept her in position. Mark hit her again, and then a fourth time, leaving the young girl’s breasts marked with four harsh lines.
 
    
 
   Yuki was clearly close to exploding and she looked up at Mark, her eyes pleading. “Please Master! Please hurt me more!” She begged. Mark looked down at her, bending over the table. He let the whip fall, but it was a caress instead of a blow and he dragged it up and down her body. Then, as Yuki trembled with need, Mark looked up at Aiki.
 
    
 
   “Aiki!” He said harshly. Aiki blinked and looked up from the sofa.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Master?”
 
    
 
   Mark pointed at Yuki’s high heels. “Remove her shoes,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   Aiki slowly got up off the couch and knelt on the floor at the foot of the table. Her fingers slid along the Yuki’s high heels and a moment later she was pulling them free. Mark stepped up and held out his hand. “Give them to me,” he said and Aiki handed the orange colored shoes to her master.
 
    
 
   “Now, while I put these away, I want you to rub the bottoms of Yuki’s feet. Use your nails. Tickle her. And then I want you to find some lotion or oil and rubber her entire body until she glistens. I want the light streaming off her skin. Understand?” Mark ordered.
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes brightened and she smiled with a bow. “Yes Master. I understand.” She turned and focused on Yuki’s feet, her nails gently stroking the bound girl’s soles. Yuki began to panic, pulling hard on the table.
 
    
 
   “Master! Please! No! Not that!” Yuki begged. “Please whip me!”
 
    
 
   Mark turned and looked down at Yuki. “I am who I am Yuki. I’m not the kind of man who enjoys hurting others.” He squatted down and put his hand on her breast, teasing the nipple. “I am however, fine with driving your mind out of your pretty skull. So brace yourself. The torment I’m going to put you through will be worse than anything you’ve ever endured before.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-three
 
    
 
   To Stephanie’s relief she’d been left alone for much of the plane ride. Except for all of the girls being summoned forward in order to provide blowjobs to the flight crew, who were allowed to pick which girl they preferred, Stephanie had been allowed to curl up in one of the extra-large chairs and fall asleep. Lesedi had forced all the girls to strip the moment they got on the plane, but Stephanie’s nudity no longer bothered her, even when three of the five person crew had asked to sample her soft mouth. She’s padded naked up to the front of the plane and back to her seat without a smidgen of embarrassment.
 
    
 
   What was truly a blessing was the fact that Viers had selected Marta to entertain him on the trip and Stephanie had to ignore the shrill and occasionally pain wracked cries of the stunning brunette as Viers abused her. Stephanie had caught sight of Marta’s predicament when she’d been led forward. Marta had been tied to the seat next to Viers, her legs spread open and braced over the armrests, her hands tied above her head while Viers used a variety of implements on her breasts and clit. Stephanie saw spiked wheels, a medical needle kit, sliced lemons, alligator clamps, knob vibrators, and even a tube of some sort of medical muscle cream, which no doubt felt cold as it went on, only to heat up and burn as time passed.
 
    
 
   Part of Stephanie was jealous. Not of Viers’ attention, but of what was happening to Marta. Had Mark been sitting there Stephanie would have eagerly allowed him to do everything Viers was doing to Marta. Except in her heart she knew that Mark would never be so cruel. So she’d gone back to her chair, fixed her husband’s image in her mind, and fell to sleep dreaming of him.
 
    
 
   Arriving in Amsterdam was a touch anticlimactic. Lesedi once more went through the plane, her corded whip in hand, pushing the girls to quickly dress again in the barely decent costumes they’d worn to the airport. The customs officials barely glanced at the girls’ passports, and Stephanie and her peers were all ushered quickly to the waiting limousine. Once inside they were lined up on the bench seat opposite Lesedi, but this time none of them were directed to undress. Viers climbed in a moment later and Stephanie noticed that there were two accompanying vehicles, both sedans. Each car held a number of men and Stephanie suspected they were security for the big Norwegian.
 
    
 
   Viers seemed preoccupied on the drive and was constantly on his phone. Stephanie didn’t understand what he was saying since he wasn’t speaking in English, but he sounded irritable and demanding. Stephanie ignored the man and instead looked out the window. Amsterdam itself wasn’t that much different than any major city in the United States, except the road names were all totally unpronounceable. At least to Stephanie. She was also a little surprised at the amount of graffiti on the freeway barricades. In America, the transportation department kept that kind of thing to a minimum. She twisted in her seat, staring out the window until suddenly a sharp sting along her buttock made her yelp and she looked back around to see Lesedi glaring.
 
    
 
   “Sit still and be quiet,” Lesedi hissed.  Stephanie frowned. She hadn’t been making any noise. She settled back into her seat, her bottom stinging still, and sat with her hands clasped in front of her. The late afternoon sun slid into the west and the lights of the city faded off to their right. Forty-five minutes later the limo and the two sedans pulled up in front of what Stephanie could only think of as a palace. It was three stories tall, with long fluted columns and marble steps. A doorman quickly hurried down the steps and opened the door of the limousine while another servant came for the baggage. Viers climbed out and Lesedi ushered all five girls forward.
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s eyes widened at the opulence of the Chateau. The landscaping was well maintained and looked wild, yet controlled. The massive doors of the building seemed to be made of beaten gold and actual gas lights flickered to either side. As Viers climbed the steps, his retinue behind him, the doors opened and Stephanie found herself in a luxuriously appointed lobby. A long desk stood off to one side and Viers swerved straight toward it with Lesedi shepherding the girls behind.
 
    
 
   The man at the desk had a name tag that said “Espen” and he immediately greeted Viers with a smile and instant recognition. A few words were exchanged and Stephanie stepped closer to hear the conversation.
 
    
 
   “Really?” Viers asked in surprise. “Well that’s damned nice of someone. I love Round Robins and this saves me the trouble of donating one of my own.”
 
    
 
   Espen glanced over Viers shoulder. “Oh, if you’d like to sir, we certainly wouldn’t mind a second girl,” he said eagerly, studying Viers’ retinue. Viers laughed. “If I don’t have to give up the use of one for so long, I’m not going to.” He took the key from Espen. “Out of curiosity, who donated her?”
 
    
 
   The short man at the desk leaned forward. “It was quite a surprise. Do you remember Mark Conner? The man who was with the girl who almost won the Challenge a month ago?”
 
    
 
   Viers’ eyes suddenly hardened. Behind him Stephanie stiffened with a gasp. “Yes, I remember him,” Viers said softly.
 
    
 
   Espen smiled. “Evidently he was Roger Davies trusted lieutenant and took over the business after Mr. Davies’ unfortunate demise. He arrived early this afternoon with a beautiful Japanese girl who he gladly volunteered for the Round Robin.”
 
    
 
   Viers’ breath came normally, but Stephanie had been around the man long enough to know that he was close to violence. His fingers gripped the key card tightly and he nodded. “Thank you,” Viers said gruffly, turning away. His eyes found Stephanie’s and narrowed as he saw the light of hope in her eyes. Viers didn’t say anything, but marched past her hurriedly.
 
    
 
   Lesedi had to push Stephanie, but the girl didn’t mind it all. A beaming smile was brightening her face and her heart beat wildly beneath her chest. Mark was here. He was alive and actually there at the Summit! Stephanie couldn’t help the bounce in her step and the other girls glanced at her in confusion as she almost twirled in happiness.  
 
    
 
   The suite Viers led them to was massive, with multiple rooms and an actually set of French doors that led out onto the garden. There were three bedrooms, one with a king bed, the other two with double sets of queens. The main sitting room however brought a little quiver of fear back to Stephanie. A coffee table, clearly made into a stretching rack, was braced between a sofa and two easy chairs. Against one wall was a whipping frame, a number of crops and floggers hanging from hooks. A strange conglomeration of steel pipes, each with adjustable attachments, made for an odd piece of art, but Stephanie realized that with little effort a girl could be positioned and bound upon it so that practically any part of her body would be exposed for abuse. Lastly, in one corner, was a metal chair with the seat mostly cut away. A machine with a mounted rubber dildo sat on the floor, obviously waiting for a willing cunt to stuff and pound with mechanical ferocity. Stephanie swallowed hard, realizing only a moment later that her sex was soaked.
 
    
 
   Viers whirled on Lesedi and pointed at Stephanie. “Dye her hair, as soon as possible,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   Lesedi blinked and the bowed. “Yes Master. Is there any particular color you desire?”
 
    
 
   Viers looked up. “Red. Wait. No. Brown. Make her a brunette. Red attracts attention. Brown. Mousy brown. And she stays here in the suite.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi bowed. “As you wish, Master.” She gestured to Stephanie. “You will go and wash your hair. I will return in a few minutes with dye.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and turned to see Viers grab Angie’s wrist and drag her over to the chair. He practically ripped her dress off and then slammed her down. She gasped as he quickly began strapping her to the chair. She spread her legs willingly enough, but Stephanie could see that she wasn’t quite ready for the penetration that followed. Viers jammed the dildo into her sex and she cried out, wincing as the thick rubber was forced in. Then Viers went to the nearby bureau, opened the top drawer and pulled out a pair of weighted clover clamps and a skein of rope. The rope he tossed across the room to the sofa, while the clamps went on Angie’s nipples, making tears spring to the girl’s eyes. As she sat there he kicked the machine, aiming for the activation switch and a moment later the shaft between Angie’s legs began pumping, pushing the full length of the rubber phallus deep into the girl’s sex.
 
    
 
   Viers moved quickly, grabbing hold of Jessica next. Again he yanked the dress roughly off the pale brunette and with a hand on her neck, forced her over to the table. He hauled the stocks up and pushed Jessica down. She moved to cooperate and a moment later her hands were secured next to her neck. Viers grabbed hold of her ankles, and instead of using the lower stocks, he pulled her legs up and bent her in half so that her high heels were just above her face. He reached over to the couch and grabbed the skein of rope he’d removed from the bureau just a moment before. Stephanie, Marta, and Claire watched as Viers quickly secured Jessica’s feet to the end same end of the table her head was bound in.
 
    
 
   “Strip. All of you,” he ordered. Stephanie moved first but Clair and Marta were just a second behind. The dresses fell to the floor and Viers pointed at Stephanie. “You. Go get in the shower as you were told. Wash your hair.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie bowed. “Yes Master,” she said softly. Then she hurried into one of the extra bedrooms and found the bath and shower. She didn’t shut the door and turned the water on. Even over the sound of the spray she could hear a sudden squeal and whimper. Then Stephanie heard Marta gasp. Stephanie closed her eyes and climbed into the shower, trying to focus on washing her hair.
 
    
 
   She knew that dying her hair wouldn’t confuse Mark. Not in the least and she started to smile again, knowing that Mark was nearby. She tried to think of a way to persuade Viers to let her out of the suite, but she was still too new to know how to influence the man. And since this was her first summit she was aware that she needed more information. Just as she finished washing her hair Lesedi appeared with a box of hair dye. It was just a commercial version, nothing special, and the black overseer tossed it down on the bathroom counter.
 
    
 
   “Follow the instruction. Dye your hair. If you do a piss poor job I’ll whip you myself.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie opened the shower door and grabbed the box. “Yes Mistress,” she said obediently. Lesedi smiled and then reached out, grabbing Stephanie’s breast, giving it a hard squeeze. Stephanie moaned with the ache of it and Lesedi gave her a warm look. “You do well. When you are finished it will be your turn to be used.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. “Yes Mistress. I’ll be ready.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi laughed and suddenly her hand went down between Stephanie’s legs. A single finger slipped in deep and Stephanie blushed crimson as Lesedi’s digit swirled in the wet and slippery hole. “No. You are already ready. It is what makes you desirable.” She leaned over. “He will use you hard tonight.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie swallowed. “I’ll be ready.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi nodded. “Good. Hair. Now.” Then she whirled and left the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. Stephanie followed the directions on the box and an hour later emerged looking very different. Gone were her blond locks and instead her hair was the color of milk chocolate. She had spent a few minutes at the mirror studying her image, surprised at the very different girl that looked out at her. But before she was finished the bathroom door opened and Lesedi stepped in. The tall black woman looked at Stephanie with a critical eye but then nodded. “You did it well,” she said, running her hand through Stephanie’s hair. Then Lesedi held out a leather hood. “You will wear this.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked as she took the strange bit of bondage gear from Lesedi. It had two eyes holes and a ridge for her nose, as well as a large circle for her mouth. Stephanie’s heart thumped though. Viers was going out of his way to make it difficult for her to be recognized. She let out a quiet breath of despair and swallowed as she brought the hood up to her face. It fit tightly over her now chocolate colored locks and Lesedi buckled it behind her head. Once it was fully on Lesedi turned Stephanie toward her and studied the fit.
 
    
 
   “Yes. It will do nicely,” she said. “Are you still wet?” She asked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and tried to speak. “Yes Mistress,” she said, though the words came out oddly shaped and barely understandable thanks to the hood.
 
    
 
   “You will not speak. If you attempt it you will be gagged. Master Viers has had Jessica removed from the table. You will enter silently and lay down, face up on the table. I will secure your head, wrists, and feet. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie stiffened slightly, imagining what it would be like to be secured to that coffee table. “Yes Mistress,” she said. “Will it… will it hurt?”
 
    
 
   Lesedi looked up, her eyes widening at the question. “The table itself? No.” The Lesedi leaned closer. “But what the Master will do to you once you are on the table? Of course it will,” she said patronizingly. “You are a slave girl. It is your purpose to be hurt, tormented, and fucked, is it not?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie let out a loud breath. “Yes Mistress. I apologize. Please hurt, torment, and fuck me.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi wrapped her arms around Stephanie and hugged her tight. “Oh child,” she said. “I do like to hurt you, and torment you, and love you. But it is Master Viers who you must beg to do those things.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie let out a laugh that was half sob. “I don’t have to ask him that, Mistress. He is more than willing.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi smiled. “Yes, but if you do ask him that, he will do it all the more. Now, be a good little fuck slave.” Then Lesedi pushed Stephanie toward the door.
 
    
 
   “Oh! Another one!” Said a small man sitting on the sofa across from Viers. Stephanie emerged from the bedroom and looked around. The table Jessica had been bound to was now empty and sat between the couch and the easy chairs. Jessica had been let up and was now on her knees, eagerly sucking the cock of the man who sat on the couch. Stephanie couldn’t help noticing that the backs of Jessica’s legs and rump had been viciously marked with about a hundred light red lines, clearly the work of a quirt or scourge. Some kind of vibrating sex toy had been jammed into Jessica’s sex as well and the controller was held in the hands of the man her mouth was wrapped around. Jessica’s thick labia were glistening with moisture as her bobbed up and down Stephanie could hear her delicate moans.
 
    
 
   There was also another girl in the room close by, one that Stephanie didn’t recognize. She was a thin blond with high cheek bones and was staring at Jessica intensely. She sat next to Viers’ guest and was studiously watching Jessica’s attempt to deepthroat the man. Like the other girls in the room she was naked, but Stephanie saw no dress nearby, and she guessed that this young waif had been forced to walk the halls of the Chateau in the buff. A pair of steel clover clamps clung to her nipples and a short chain between them forced the girl’s breasts to come together. Both soft, pink points looked as if they pained her continuously. To Stephanie, the girl looked Scandinavian, or perhaps Russian.
 
    
 
   Stephanie glanced around the room quickly, taking stock of things. Angie was still seated on the strange, open chair, her sex being pounded by the machine operated dildo. Her eyes closed and her head hung down so that her hair covered her face. From the posture of her body, Stephanie could tell that the girl had already been forced through at least one orgasm and was probably on her way to another. A little closer, Marta was hanging upside down from the whipping frame, her legs spread wide and bound to the upper corners with heavy leather cuffs. Someone had attached a pair of weighted clamps to Marta’s nipples as well and all the hardware actually hung close to her chin. Stephanie saw that the Marta’s face was quite red and her body moved with little twitches. A thick vibrator had been pushed deep into her sex and her hips were rolling despite her inverted position. Claire stood behind Marta, holding a quirt, and every time Marta stopped moving, the gorgeous black slave girl would swing the whip down between Marta’s spread legs, striking the girls protruding labia, making Marta squeal and jerk.
 
    
 
   Viers looked up as Stephanie came into the room and his eyes studied the hood she wore. It almost completely concealed her features, leaving only a bit of her now chocolate colored hair sticking out. Her blue eyes were still visible, as was her mouth, but that was all. Stephanie bowed slightly to Viers, but followed Lesedi’s orders not to speak. Then the black overseer’s hand closed on Stephanie’s arm and she pushed the former curvy blond down onto the table between Viers and the man and girl on the sofa.
 
    
 
   “You are an amazing man, Mr. Skeldersohn,” the man on the couch said, his eyes admiring the shapely bottom of Stephanie. “Five? I wish I could handle so many.” He let out a tiny groan as Jessica slurped on his prick nosily.
 
    
 
   Viers shrugged. “It's about allocating your assets, Fery” he said.
 
    
 
   Fery shook his head, one hand on Jessica’s head. “Still, I can’t imagine how much that costs you in Silver alone.” He let out a very contented sigh and then pointed at the girl next to him. “Natanya uses almost ten milliliters a day.” Fery shook his head and sighed. “It makes her a good cocksucker, but I must admit, she is voracious.” He let out another groan and smiled. “Are you sure you don’t wish to sample her charms?”
 
    
 
   Viers laughed. “I’m quite sated right now, though perhaps another time I might have the pleasure of whipping her tits. They’re quite magnificent.”
 
    
 
   Fery grinned. “Yes. They are at that, aren’t they?” He reached up and grabbed the chain between Natanya’s breasts and gave it a hard tug. A small gasp of pain came from her mouth.
 
    
 
   Lesedi positioned Stephanie at the end of the table and then helped her sit and lay down. Stephanie quivered as the wooden stock at the end closed around her neck and wrists and she felt restrained in a way that was much different than some of the restrictive bondage positions she’d been placed in before. Her accessibility to both men, almost as an afterthought or a decoration, was psychologically demeaning to her. She felt Lesedi touch her legs, spreading them and fitting them in the lower stocks so that she was unable to close her legs.
 
    
 
   “So it is the new girl’s turn?” Fery asked suddenly, pointing at Stephanie. Lesedi had finished securing Stephanie to the table and moved out of the way.
 
    
 
   Viers’ eyebrows went up and he twisted in his seat. “What? Oh. Yes.” There was no additional explanation. Instead he held out his hand and Lesedi placed a vicious looking cat-o-nine tails leather whip in it. Each strand was like a ribbon, each over an inch wide and all eight of them extremely flexible.
 
    
 
   Fery nodded. “I’ve never actually used one of those. I was told that it bordered on extreme.”
 
    
 
   Viers shrugged. “I wouldn’t say that. It depends on how you use it. It’s not like a Round Robin. Still, her pussy and tits will be extremely sore tonight when she is removed.”
 
    
 
   Fery blinked. “Tonight? You aren’t taking her to dinner?”
 
    
 
   Viers shook his head. “No. She’ll remain here. She was disobedient on the plane and has earned herself an extended punishment.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s eyes widened and she glanced over at Viers, seeing the whip. She swallowed hard and tried to brace herself. Viers didn’t even stand up. Instead he just swung the whip hard.
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s mouth opened up in a cry of agony as a shredding pain crossed her unprotected breasts. There was nothing she could do about it since her hands and head were locked in the wooden stock at the end of the table. But she arched her back and lifted her bottom off the table in protest.
 
    
 
   “My goodness,” commented Fery. “That does leave a nice stripe.”
 
    
 
   Viers smiled. “Yes, it does. But I’ve found that a number of them together look better.” He swung again, hitting Stephanie in almost the exact same spot.
 
    
 
   The whip whistled through the air as Viers struck multiple times and Stephanie began to cry out, thrashing on the table as the whip cut into her breasts and then, with utter cruelty, Viers aimed for her open sex. He swung hard and fast, the leather strands beating her petals flat and hammering her clitoris. At ten strokes she was sobbing loudly and only Fery suddenly gasping and grabbing hold of Jessica’s head distracted Viers.
 
    
 
   “Oh my! I’m cumming!” Fery said. Jessica suddenly gagged and spluttered and white cream burst out from her mouth around the man’s cock. He groaned in sexual gratification and then he released Jessica’s head. She sucked in a hard breath and then began lapping the dripping cream from Fery’s sex and scrotum.
 
    
 
   Viers laughed. “Satisfied, Fery?”
 
    
 
   Fery took a deep breath. “Everyone knows you’re a gentleman, Viers. That’s for sure.” He pushed Jessica away and began buttoning up his trousers. Viers nodded and looked back down at the sobbing Stephanie who still lay twitching, her body burning from the now vicious looking red stripes Viers had left on the front of her torso.”  
 
    
 
   Fery nodded at the whip. “I suppose I’ll have to try that at some point. Perhaps Natanya here would enjoy twenty or so strokes,” he said, patting the naked girl’s thigh.
 
    
 
   Stephanie saw Natanya stiffen and thought the young girl had very different ideas about what she’d enjoy. Stephanie’s body ached horribly and she could still feel the burn of the whip. It had struck her sex multiple times and she was pretty sure her clitoris and labia were inflamed. Viers let the strands of the whip fall onto her, caressing her breasts, teasing her nipples and she let out whimper and sniffed.
 
    
 
   “Cruel. Oh so cruel. I love it!” Fery said delightedly. Then he turned back to Viers. “I think I will use that whip on the girl who is going to be Round Robined,” he opined.
 
    
 
   Viers’ head came up. “Oh yes. I heard about that. Some Asian girl?” He sat back down and swung the whip again, but only half-heartedly. It landed crisscross along Stephanie’s hips and actually caught her distended pudenda nicely. She let out another cry and her hips thrust up hard.
 
    
 
   Fery grinned. “Absolutely. Beautiful specimen. I’d love to see her stretched out with those thick red welts marring her incredibly body. And she has such white skin!” he said, nodding toward Stephanie. “Though she doesn’t seem to be as curvy as this incredible morsel.” He reached forward and gave Stephanie’s right breast a hard pinch which made her yelp.
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked through her tears as the pain encompassed her. What was the man talking about? An Asian girl? Her mind suddenly filled with remembered thoughts of Aiki and the soft lovemaking the two of them had engaged in while the other girls had been used by Roger Davies. Aiki had been insatiable, driving her tongue into Stephanie’s slit with a hunger that seemed almost inhuman. Stephanie couldn’t help shuddering at the memory and she suddenly realized that she was wet despite the whipping. In fact, her sex was dripping and demanded attention. She tried to keep still but a moment later her hips started pumping on their own as her body tried to reconcile the strain in her arms and legs with the still hot stripes Viers had left on her pussy and breasts.
 
    
 
   “So,” Viers said, letting the whip fall lightly on Stephanie again, this time catching her across both nipples and eliciting and excited gasp from the bound beauty. “The man who donated this Asian girl?”
 
    
 
   Fery laughed. “Oh. You might actually know him. Guy named Conner. Mark Conner. He was the master of one of the contestants on the Challenge last month. Stephanie? Do you remember her?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s eyes suddenly snapped open. She turned her head slightly to look at Fery, but he was admiring her whipped torso. What did he say? Mark? Mark had donated Aiki for a Round Robin?
 
    
 
   Viers smiled. “Yes. I do remember that girl. Very pretty. A blond girl if I recall, with a high tolerance for pain and a masochistic streak a mile wide. She was the girl who was on the lowest amount of Silver except for that nympho humiliation pain slut, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   Fery nodded. “Yes. That redhead was something else, wasn’t she?” He shook his head. “I can tell you that I definitely fantasize about having that sex kitten in my personal dungeon!”
 
    
 
   Viers leaned forward. “You said Conner was taking over for Davies?”
 
    
 
   The man opposite Viers blinked. “I did? Well yes. Evidently Davies hired him right after the Challenge. Which makes sense. I mean, after all Davies bought the girl, right?” Fery shrugged, but then looked curious. “I wonder why he didn’t bring her.” Fery asked. “Why just the one?”
 
    
 
   The big Norwegian looked up, very interested. “He only had one girl?”
 
    
 
   Fery shrugged. “He did when I saw him, and it looked like he had just checked in. All he had with him was that gorgeous Japanese girl.” He motioned at Natanya. “And he was parading her around naked, with clamps on. I loved the idea so much that I immediately had made Natanya strip.”
 
    
 
   Viers looked at Stephanie and then back at Fery. “It is curious that he’d only have one slave girl with him if he took over for Davies.”
 
    
 
   Fery nodded. “I know. I’ve got Natanya, but Cheryl and Mackenzie are both back at the suite, tied facing together on a pair of chairs, keeping each other entertained.” He grinned. “I’ve got them both stuffed with vibrators and their nipples are clamped together, so if one cums it hurts the other!”
 
    
 
   “Very inventive,” Viers said, brushing off Fery’s description. “Do you think Conner is legitimate?”
 
    
 
   Fery looked surprised. “Legitimate? Why would you ask that? I mean, he’s here, at the summit right? How could he not be legitimate?”
 
    
 
   Viers shrugged. “Just curious. Working for Davies for only a month and already running things?”
 
    
 
   Fery laughed. “Well, I suppose. Still, with the way things worked out for Davies.” Fery shook his head. “He never should have pissed off Takanada.”
 
    
 
   Viers smiled. “That is very true. Takanada is not a man to cross.”
 
    
 
   “Well, this has been very nice and it was great to catch up with you. I’ll pass along the offer to handle shipping if we start increasing supply. It’s nice to see demand going up. Hopefully we can get every woman on the stuff.” Fery stood up and dragged Natanya to her feet.
 
    
 
   Viers shook his head. “Too many ugly women out there wanting sex.” He snorted. “Besides, to truly dominate and break a woman you don’t want her drugged up, wanting it.”
 
    
 
   Fery frowned and gave Viers a skeptical look. “I hear what you’re saying, but I know you don’t believe it.” He pointed down at Stephanie and then suddenly jammed his hand between her legs. Stephanie cried out, her surprise changing to a groan of desire as he drove his fingers into her pussy and swirled them around. He pressed up on the inner part of her sex and in seconds she was bucking wildly, trying to fuck his hand.
 
    
 
   “Without Silver this woman wouldn’t be begging for a fucking, not right after what you did to her.”
 
    
 
   Viers smiled. “Are you so sure? That particular girl is insatiable. She’s adapted quite well to sexual servitude and I find her pussy to be moist and ready under most circumstances, without Silver.”
 
    
 
   Fery shook his head. “I don’t believe it.” He shrugged and pulled his hand out of Stephanie’s sex. “But if even it's true, it’s too much work. All I have to do is snap my fingers and Natanya is opening up for me. She’s always ready. And that is something most men desire.”
 
    
 
   Viers stood. “Most men. Not all, Fery.”
 
    
 
   The man laughed. “Well, you are cut from a different cloth, aren’t you?” He turned and stuck his wet fingers into Natanya’s open mouth. The girls slurped Stephanie’s goo right off the man’s hand. Viers watched patiently, then when Fery was done, walked the man to the door.
 
    
 
   “I’ll see you at dinner,” Viers said.
 
    
 
   Fery grinned. “Absolutely. Until then.”
 
    
 
   As soon as the door shut Viers whirled, his eyes dark and angry. He pointed at Lesedi. “Brace clamps and the TENS Unit with the dildo.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi’s eyes widened but she bowed immediately and hurried off to the back of the suite. Viers stalked over to where Stephanie lay immobile, her hips churning. He bent down and touched her sex. It wasn’t just wet. It was a swamp. She was leaking fluids, her petals hot and slippery. He jammed his thumb into her for a moment and pumped, leaving her whimpering in desperate need. Then he pulled his hand away from her open groin and once more swung the whip, this time with frightening strength. The ribbons of leather flashed downward, smashing into her loins, digging scarlet furrows into her labia and up over her pudenda. Viers didn’t stop, but hit her again and then again, Stephanie’s voice rising from cries to screams as he whipped her sex.
 
    
 
   “PLLEASE! MASTER! PLEASE NO!” Stephanie cried out, her bottom coming up off the table. Viers moved forward and this time the whip scored a hot, scorching line across her chest. Instantly thick red lines began to form, ribbons of scoured skin that crossed each nipple. Stephanie’s breasts jiggled and wobbled with each stroke and a half dozen later Stephanie’s sobbing wails filled the room. Viers took a step back and saw the damage he had done to her body. Two small cuts along her bosom showed scarlet where he’d broken skin and her pussy looked swollen and bruised. He threw the whip down on the easy chair. Lesedi stood there holding the clamp brace and a white device with red and black wires.
 
    
 
   Viers let out a harsh breath. “Put the clamps on her and stuff her cunt with the dildo. Set it to level four.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi, who for a moment looked as if she wanted to protest, nodded obediently. “As you order, Master.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie was crying as Lesedi bent over her. Then she started to hiccup and Lesedi looked at her curiously. The leather hood was absorbing Stephanie’s tears and she shook her head. “I’m sorry, I always hiccup when I cry!”
 
    
 
   Lesedi sighed and picked up the curious looking phallus. Stephanie couldn’t see it, or the two metal strips embedded in the side. The bottom end held two plug jacks, clearly meant for the attached black and red wires. Lesedi began running the tapered tip through Stephanie’s beaten sex, shocked to find the girl still dripping wet. Stephanie groaned and a moment later lifted her hips as Lesedi began pushing the dildo into her sopping wet cunt.
 
    
 
   “Ohhhh,” Stephanie moaned as the phallus filled her completely. Lesedi attached a few straps to the base and secured it to Stephanie so it wouldn’t slide out. Then she moved up to Stephanie’s bosom. Lesedi looked down into Stephanie’s eyes as she placed the padded end of the brace against Stephanie’s sternum.
 
    
 
   “At this point child, I have no desire to hurt you more. But the Master wants you to suffer. There’s nothing more I can do,” she said softly, under her breath. Stephanie’s eyes got small and tears filled them again, but she nodded at Lesedi.
 
    
 
   “I...I understand,” Stephanie whispered.
 
    
 
   Lesedi smiled and bent down, kissing Stephanie’s leather wrapped forehead. “You are amazing.”  Then the black overseer attached the clamps.
 
    
 
   Stephanie immediately cried out, grimacing beneath her leather hood as the cruel pinch of the first clamp seemed to crush her nipple completely. Then Lesedi added the other one and pain, even worse than the whipping Viers had given her, seemed to radiate up through Stephanie’s breasts. Lesedi began adjusting the brace and the pain of having her nipples crushed was suddenly supplanted by having the clamps pulled on as well. Slowly Stephanie’s breasts were tugged upward toward the crosspiece of the brace and her own cleavage was the base. Shards of agony exploded through Stephanie’s chest and she sucked in air as she tried to cope.
 
    
 
   It was only then that Lesedi turned on the trans-cutaneous electrical stimulator. Electricity flashed from the battery pack and controller up the black wire directly into the phallus embedded in Stephanie’s smashed pussy. Instantly Stephanie stiffened and her hips rose up as a sharp wail came from the woman’s mouth. Stephanie’s bare feet tightened and her toes curled sharply. She twitched madly for a moment and then fell back down to the end of the table, gasping for air through her sobs.
 
    
 
   Viers reappeared nearby. Marta was on his arm, dressed in a simple one piece dress, except a slit had been made in the front and both of her breasts were hanging out, the weights still dangling from the clamps on her nipples. The hem of the dress had a cut as well, and not up the side. Instead it was right in the middle and each step she took flashed her bright pink and well used whipped slit. She looked down at Stephanie with a look of hopeless sympathy as another blast of electricity forced Stephanie to wail and bow, her body trembling violently.
 
    
 
   Behind Marta, Claire and Jessica both stood quietly, each also dressed in provocative ensembles that left their more prurient parts delicately exposed. As usual, Claire was wearing white, a dress of nothing but elastic bands that stretched around her body in all the wrong places, leaving her sex and breasts exposed. A pair of white plastic clothespins had been added to her nipples and dangled deliciously with each breath. Jessica had been given a black mesh dress, swirls of which were solid, but like Claire, in the wrong spots.
 
    
 
   Viers looked at Lesedi. “Order room service for yourself. Keep Angie and Stephanie bound and tormented until I return.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi nodded and glanced at Stephanie, whose body had broken out into a sheen of perspiration, glistening up and down her skin. Steph’s chest rose and fell violently, frantically even. “And their dinners, Master?”
 
    
 
   Viers frowned. “Later. When I’ve returned.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi nodded and Viers pointed at Stephanie. “And if she cums from this, turn the goddamned TENS Unit up another three levels. See if she can cum like that.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi’s eyes widened in shock and she glanced down at Stephanie, who just at that moment let out another cry, her body going rigid from the electricity flowing into her sex. “Y-y-yes, Master,” Lesedi said, looking away from Stephanie.
 
    
 
   Viers nodded, evidently satisfied. He went to the door, opened it and two of his security personnel formed up on him as he left the room. Claire, Marta, and Jessica followed. Then the door shut behind them.
 
    
 
   Lesedi stepped over to Stephanie. “I don’t know what you done to anger him, but you must stop!”
 
    
 
   Stephanie eyes were wild and she looked up at Lesedi. “It-s...it’s not me!” She managed to gasp. “It’s M-M-Mark!” Then another jolt of electricity sent Stephanie into paroxysms of pain and need. Her hips began pumping rapidly and Lesedi shook her head.
 
    
 
   “This should be enough to make you unconscious. No other girl I’ve ever seen has suffered this. Why aren’t you passing out?” Lesedi asked in disbelief.
 
    
 
   Stephanie groaned as the electricity stopped and her body slumped back down. Lesedi suddenly reached down and yanked the dildo out of Stephanie’s body. Slowly she pushed two fingers into Stephanie’s sex. Her eyes widened as she realized just how aroused Stephanie was. She could feel the bound girl squeezing her fingers and twitching. Lesedi shook her head and then slid the dildo back in. Stephanie groaned as Lesedi wiped her juice covered fingers on Stephanie’s open and rippling thigh.
 
    
 
   “You better not cum,” Lesedi said with a sigh. “Or you may not survive.”  
 
    
 
   As she walked away Stephanie went rigid again as the electricity slammed into her pussy. The cry that followed should have broken hearts.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-four
 
    
 
   Yuki stepped into the room first, a look of frustration on her face which she shared with Aiki. The taller Japanese girl followed and as soon as Mark closed the door behind him, both women turned on him. He stopped right in front of the door, a look of chagrin on his face.
 
    
 
   “You are not making this easier,” Aiki accused. “You are supposed to be our master, not a gentleman.”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed as Yuki nodded in agreement. “Aiki-san is correct, Master. You cannot do things like that again.”
 
    
 
   Frustrated, he moved around the two women and clomped over to the easy chair. Mark threw himself down, a frustrated look on his face. He lifted both feet and put them indelicately on the table, gratified that there wasn’t a naked girl secured to it. Aiki and Yuki both came around the chair, one on each side and Aiki put her hand on his shoulder gently.
 
    
 
   “Look, I realize that I’m not your idea of a perfect master, but…” Mark began, only to have Aiki move into his line of view.
 
    
 
   “You held the door open for us,” she said darkly. “And then you pulled out Yuki’s chair at dinner!”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened in frustration. “What? I was taught manners! You treat a lady like a…”
 
    
 
   Aiki glared at him, interrupting with a single motion of her hand. “Like a slut. We are not ladies. We are sex slaves. Our purpose is to serve you, in every way! Including sexually.”
 
    
 
   Yuki reached up to Mark’s shoes and began untying them. He glanced at her, stiffening momentarily before relaxing. Yuki smiled and worked his shoes off. Mark tried to look anywhere but at the petite Asian girl. She looked incredible in a little red number that had a plunging neckline that literally went all the way down to her sex. Little flashes of black hair and a bit of pink had followed her all evening. Yuki put aside Mark’s shoes and then without a bit of embarrassment pulled the shoulders of her dress outward. Instantly the whole thing slid down her body, exposing her breasts.
 
    
 
   “Aiki-san is right,” Yuki said, working Mark’s socks off. “You are not behaving as a master should.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed as he looked away from Yuki’s exposed bosom. “Do you want to get whipped again?” He asked angrily.
 
    
 
   Yuki smiled, unfazed as she put aside his socks. Her finger began rubbing the soles of his feet and he let out a soft groan. “If that is what you want, then yes. And I might remind you Master, that your purpose here is to manage to keep others from suspecting you might not be a member of their consortium until you have a chance to rescue Stephanie. That means acting like one of them.” Yuki pressed her right breast to Mark’s foot and used it to rub him. “We certainly don’t mind.” He pulled his foot away with a frustrated look and shook his head. Yuki gave him a frown and arched her back so that both her breasts stuck way out. “That means you should definitely whip me.”
 
    
 
   Mark let out a sigh of exasperation and got up, leaving Yuki still kneeling on the floor. Aiki crossed her arms and glared at him. He stalked over to the window and looked out onto the garden.
 
    
 
   “Look, I’m doing the best I can,” he said softly, wiltingly. A soft cold rain fell, wetting everything out in the darkness. Yuki glanced at Aiki and rose. Both of them came to him and when he turned Aiki’s blue dress, the one that exposed not only one shoulder but a breast as well, had fallen into an azure puddle on the floor next to Yuki’s red. He looked at both naked girls and took a step back as they approached him, eyes hard. The looked like hungry lionesses.
 
    
 
   “Hey now, this getting to be too much,” he protested. “I’m only human.” He looked right at Aiki. “You said that no one would visit from here on in.”
 
    
 
   Aiki glanced at Yuki and the younger girl nodded. Then they both looked back at Mark. It was Aiki who spoke first.
 
    
 
   “You will remove your clothing,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Except for your boxers,” Yuki chimed in.
 
    
 
   “And you will lay down on the bed,” Aiki said.
 
    
 
   “On your stomach,” Yuki finished.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “Why? What are you two planning?”
 
    
 
   Yuki looked a bit chagrinned. “You won’t let us sexually please you, so Aiki and I will attempt to make you relax through massage. We promise not to touch your genitals until you ask, or better yet, order it.”
 
    
 
   He looked skeptical. “A massage? That’s all?”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “You need to relax, Master. You are on edge and people are starting to notice.”
 
    
 
   He sighed. “It’s just I was really hoping to see Stephanie tonight, to confirm she is here. When we saw Viers I just thought…” His voice trailed off. Viers had certainly been there in the dining room. He’d been surrounded by gorgeous women as well, though none of them were Mark’s wife. Mark had sat at his table and stared as Viers had publicly fucked one black skinned beauty wearing white loops, her bottom and breasts and sex exposed, bending her over the table itself and pounding her from behind. Hell, he hadn’t even need to lift her dress, if that’s what anyone had been even able to call it.
 
    
 
   Aiki took his hand and pulled him toward the massive, king sized bed. “Tomorrow we will go exploring and visiting others in the morning. Then that afternoon I’ll be taken for the Round Robin and you and Yuki will have your chance to get Stephanie,” she said, her fingers going to his shirt. Mark nodded and she began unbuttoning his front. “We’ve already established that he leaves two guards in front of his suite,” she said as she bared Mark’s chest, the shirt falling to the floor.
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “I’ve got an idea about that,” he said.
 
    
 
   Yuki reached around him, pressing her bare breasts into his back. “That is good Master. I also have an idea of where to hide Stephanie while we wait for Aiki,” she said softly. “There is an unused storage room in the back of the Chateau that no one ever goes,” Her fingers went to his belt buckle and began opening it. Aiki helped and a moment later his pants were being pulled off. Mark sighed as the two girls dragged him to the bed.
 
    
 
   “Now you are understanding what it means to be a master,” Aiki said softly.
 
    
 
   As agreed they left his boxers on and both girls maneuvered him into the center of the bed. Mark flattened himself and groaned as the two women knelt on the bed to either side and poured almost a cup’s worth of oil onto his back. They began rubbing, both hands, up over his shoulders and down his arms. Mark sighed in bliss as the hands worked their way down his body. It was hypnotic and he found himself relaxing for the first time in months. His eyes closed with pleasure and their fingers swirled across his back. Ten minutes later Yuki moved lower, kneading his calves and thighs, working the ache out of his muscles while Aiki continues to caress his spine.
 
    
 
   “Oh God that feels good,” he moaned, his eyes closed in pure bliss. It felt so good he didn’t even notice when Yuki straddled his leg and began working her hands upward, her wet sex pressed against his heel, her hips starting a gentle grind. Aiki winked at the younger Japanese girl and pulled Mark’s right arm outward and did something similar, except his hand was directly under her wet petals. Yuki leaned forward even more, her soft breasts mashed against his leg and she began shimmying, using her entire body to caress him as she worked herself upward toward his ass. Her hands massaged up his thighs and then slipped up under the material of his boxers, kneading oil into Mark’s bottom. He groaned even louder.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs, my master,” Yuki whispered. Her fingers probed deep into Mark’s ass and he gasped as her fingers slid over his anus and then down to his perineum. A moment later he realized his cock had hardened into granite and was an uncomfortable bulge beneath him. But then Yuki’s fingers and grazed the very bottom of his balls. A surge of need shot up through him and his hips came up off the bed. Fingers grabbed hold of his boxers and began pulling them down and then Yuki’s hand was around his testicles, stroking and rubbing. Mark moaned, his entire body tensing even as his underwear was tossed aside.
 
    
 
   “Master? Please roll over so I may stroke you and please you?” Yuki begged, her voice dripping honey.
 
    
 
   Mark, lost to the sensation began to roll and Aiki suddenly swung a leg over his stomach. Her hands were on his chest and Mark blinked blurry eyes up at her. Her oiled hands worked his pectorals and then flicked her fingers at his nipples. Mark gasped, surging upward. Aiki grabbed his wrists and pulled them up her body. Mark suddenly realized that Aiki’s breasts were slick with the same oil she’d used on him and she pressed his palms against her breasts, working his hands around in small tight circles, stimulating the points of her breasts. Just behind Aiki’s curved and luscious bottom, an oily hand grabbed hold of his cock and began rubbing, pumping and stroking his full, hardened length with sweet slowness.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God!” Mark whispered, lost in the sensation, his finger closing on Aiki’s boobs. Something wet and warm surrounded the tip of his cock and he felt Yuki’s tongue swirl across his glans as her head began to bob up and down on him. Mark’s hips surged upward, his teeth clenched, desperate and wanting. He looked at Aiki, her eyes closed with urgent want and then an image of Stephanie flashed through his mind. His eyes snapped open hard. He struggled upward.
 
    
 
   “No! No! Not like this!” He groaned, pushing Aiki off to the side. Aiki let out a little cry as she was tossed to the far side of the bed. Yuki, sensing his resistance, suddenly wrapped her arms around him, her mouth still sucking him eagerly and he had to half roll on top of her before he was able to get free. He jumped off the bed, falling against the wall as both Asian girls lay there, eyes wide and just a touch fearful. His cock throbbed with aching desperation and his body screamed for him to go up and bury himself in Yuki’s sweet pussy while his mouth came down on Aiki’s clit, sucking it hard.
 
    
 
   Suddenly his anger materialized and he glared at the girls. Neither of them said a word as he straightened, a look of dark anger on his face. He stalked to the bureau where all the toys and equipment were located. They watched him as he pulled out two sets of handcuffs, the metal kind and turned back to them. Except now he was smiling. Aiki and Yuki exchanged glances. “You both are absolutely right,” Mark declared. “It’s time for some fun.”  
 
    
 
   Aiki gave him a skeptical glance. “Really, Master?”
 
    
 
   He nodded, his face beaming. “Now, how do I want the two of you,” he mused. “Yuki, lay down on your back, with your head toward the end of the bed.” Yuki grinned and immediately lay down, her eyes bright as she spread her legs. Mark nodded in appreciation and even reached down, giving her left boob a gentle squeeze. “Very, very nice,” he complimented her. “Now, Aiki. You lay down the other direction, next to Yuki.”
 
    
 
   Aiki, still looking at Mark suspiciously, did as asked. He held up the cuffs. “Are you ready?” He asked wickedly.
 
    
 
   “What are you planning, Master?” Aiki asked. He went to her right wrist and snapped one cuff onto her limb. Then he leaned over and put the other set of cuffs on her left arm. Aiki glanced left and right, realizing she was wearing both set of cuffs, but hadn’t been restrained. “Are you going to cuff me to the bed?” she asked curiously.
 
    
 
   “The bed?” Mark asked with a laugh. “Not quite.” Instead he reached down, grabbed Yuki’s left ankle, and hauled her up the bed with one pull. Yuki yelped but a second later her tiny ankle was firmly secured to Aiki’s left wrist. Then, before the girls could really object, Mark grabbed Yuki and rolled her right on top of Aiki. Yuki’s head landed between Aiki’s knees and she made a muffled sound of protest.
 
    
 
   But then Mark grabbed Yuki’s right foot and quickly secured it to Aiki’s right wrist. Now the cuffs connected the two girls and Yuki struggled to find a position where she wasn’t laying directly on top of Yuki.
 
    
 
   “Mark! What are you doing?” Aiki demanded. Mark took a step back and then pushed on Yuki. She slid upward along Aiki’s oiled body and only when her shaved slit was positioned directly above Aiki’s mouth did he stop. He stepped back to admire his handiwork.
 
    
 
   “Now,” he said, putting his fists on his hips. “I’m going to take a cold shower. The two of you will lick and eat each other’s pussies until I’m done. Make sure you both have at least two orgasms each or I will leave you both like this all night,” he declared. “I appreciate your interest. But I’m Stephanie’s husband. And while I have to pretend to be your master, I’m not interested in assuming the role for real, okay?”
 
    
 
   Aiki lifted her head, trying to look at him through Yuki’s spread thighs. “This is your solution? To cuff us together?” She demanded.
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “Yes. So get to it.” He turned away from the two girls and went back to the sitting area. He sat down and sighed, leaning back to close his eyes. His cock was still rock hard and a moment later, when the inevitable sounds of lovemaking came from the bedroom area he stood up and headed for the bathroom. It was time for a shower. A very cold shower. Afterward he released both girls from the wet, slick, and clearly satisfying punishment, made them go shower and by the time they came back to bed he was asleep.
 
    
 
   At midnight Aiki rose. Lying in the bed, her mouth partially open, was Yuki. The younger girl had been particularly passionate with Aiki and the two girls had pleasured each other for over two hours while Mark had showered, dressed and then readied himself for the night. He’d finally released them once he was convinced they were both sated and exhausted and Aiki could still taste the flavor of Yuki on her lips. Slowly she climbed out of the bed and stood.
 
    
 
   Mark was sleeping on the couch, wrapped tightly in a blanket and Aiki felt a twinge of regret. Mark was an impressive man. Maybe not as physically robust as Roger Davies, though he was handsome. But his personality and dedication, his emotion was exactly the kind of things Aki admired in a man. She wanted to go to him, comfort him, take away his pain, and admittedly she wanted to seduce him, to wrap her mouth around his manhood, to suckle and pleasure until he pulled her up and impaled himself in her sweet wetness. Instead Aiki took a deep breath and found her dress. It didn’t take her long to put it back on and when she had slipped her toes into the dark high heels she quietly took a key and went to the door.
 
    
 
   The Chateau was quiet for the most part, even though as she passed a few closed doors she could hear the choked cries of women being used. Some were making sounds of pleasure, others making sounds of pain, but what Aiki knew that most of them were lost in the world of Silver and she wanted some.
 
    
 
   She walked past Viers’ suite as well, noting that two different security officers were standing guard outside his door. They both eyed her suspiciously, obviously suspecting her of being a distraction. Aiki went right past and didn’t even look at them. Then she headed toward the massive lobby.
 
    
 
   Espen wasn’t at the desk but when she asked about him, the man at the desk laughed and immediately made a phone call. A moment later Aiki was directed toward a small staff hallway and she’d walked only halfway down it when one of the doors open. She recognized Espen immediately, though he was only wearing a trousers and a button up shirt, open at the collar.
 
    
 
   His eyes widened when he saw her and she put a little extra swing into her hips. She was holding her little purse and her high heels clicked loudly on the tile floor. The fact that her left breast was full exposed, the nipple hard and pointing, just made her look all the more exotic. She stopped in front of him.
 
    
 
   “I needed to see you,” she whispered seductively.
 
    
 
   Espen swallowed. “What can I do for you?” He asked, his eyes wide and focused on her half-bared bosom.
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled. “My master has asked me to locate some Silver and purchase it. I assumed a man of your,” she paused and put her hands on his shoulders. “Stature, would be able to help me.”
 
    
 
   Espen’s eyebrow went up. “Of course. But you know that Silver is expensive, even here at the Chateau?”
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed. “It’s expensive everywhere. But we only need thirty milliliters.” She held up her purse. “I can pay for it,” she said. Espen nodded but then she took a step closer until her breast was almost touching him.
 
    
 
   “And I’ll be incredibly grateful for your help,” she whispered.
 
    
 
   Espen swallowed. “Would you… um… wear a pair of clover clamps for me?”
 
    
 
   Aiki let out a laugh. She shrugged, her arms moving, and the dress she was wearing fell to the floor. She opened her purse. Besides the money was a chain capped at both ends with clover clamps. She drew it out and held up in her fingers.
 
    
 
   Espen’s fingers trembled as he took the chain and delicately attached it to her nipples. Aiki groaned rather dramatically. “Silver?” she asked softly.
 
    
 
   Espen laughed. “Do you need it to get in the mood?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes widened for a moment and then she nodded. “Yes. And twenty milliliters for tomorrow. Otherwise I won’t be able to handle the Round Robin.”
 
    
 
   Espen nodded. “Do you really like it?”
 
    
 
   “What?” Aiki asked, confused.
 
    
 
   “The Round Robin,” Espen said. “I mean, what they will do to you.” He swallowed hard. “I’ve seen the drenches. It will be excruciating.”
 
    
 
   Aiki pushed Espen back through the open door into his tiny room. The bed inside filled up over half the space and was still barely big enough for one. The door closed behind her and she began tearing at his pants. Espen began helping and a moment later his cock was out. Aiki sank to her knees and began sucking, devouring him eagerly, working them both into a froth. As Espen laid back on bed groaning, Aiki finally rose up and straddled him. A second later his cock disappeared into her wet slit. She pumped frantically, eyes closing as Espen’s hands came up to tug on the chain. Their bodies moved in perfect rhythm as she ground herself down on his body and a moment he exploded, sending ribbons of cum into her slit. Aiki groaned as Espen gasped and she lowered herself down, staying close to his trembling body.
 
    
 
   It was only when he went limp inside her that she answered Espen’s question. “Why do you think I need the Silver?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-five
 
    
 
   Stephanie awoke groaning. Sunlight streamed in through the window and she realized she was in one of the beds in the spare bedroom. The door was shut and through it she could hear the sounds of someone squealing, though the sound was muted. She rolled over, a flurry of various aches and pains coming from her abused body.
 
    
 
   She was naked beneath the covers, not even manacled. Slowly she ran her fingers down her body, trying to explore the depth of her injuries. Surprisingly her breasts and sex looked relatively decent. Only a few residual marks from Viers whip remained and she discovered that the bruises she sported were centered between her legs.
 
    
 
   Her fingertips flowed easily over her petals and with a gasp Stephanie felt a surge of wetness flow from her opened slit. She closed her eyes, her hand cupping her sex, sending waves of pleasure through her. She was getting close to cumming when the door opened and Lesedi walked into the room.
 
    
 
   “Ah, you’re awake,” the black overseer said as Stephanie yanked her hand out from between her thighs.
 
    
 
   “Yes, mistress,” Stephanie replied. Then she lowered her eyes. “I’m very hungry. Is it breakfast time?”
 
    
 
   Lesedi laughed. “It was breakfast time two hours ago. But I saved you something. I’ll bring it in and then you are to shower, clean up, apply your make-up and then present yourself for use.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie quivered. “More?”
 
    
 
   Lesedi looked up. “It’s your purpose girl. You’re damned lucky he let you up when he got back from dinner.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. She remembered the agony of the previous evening. The shocks had been brutal, vicious even and despite the two orgasms she’d experienced the pain of the torment hadn’t eased. Fortunately Lesedi hadn’t noticed either orgasm, or if she had she’d ignored them deliberately. Stephanie didn’t care, but was grateful that the power had not been turned up as Viers had ordered. Instead she’d only thrashed on the table in agony twenty or thirty times a minute, no longer than a second or two each time. It had been exhausting. She vaguely remembered being released and carried to the bed. But she didn’t remember much more than that.
 
    
 
   With a sigh Stephanie sat up and pushed the covers to the side. Lesedi glanced over. “Spread your legs so I can check you,” she said easily. Stephanie nodded and laid back on the bed, bringing her knees up. She spread her legs wide and then Lesedi was standing between them, her fingers caressing Stephanie’s sex. “You are already wet,” Lesedi exclaimed, pushing two fingers easily into Stephanie’s cleft. “If I didn’t know better, I would think you were sneaking Silver somehow.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie smiled. “No, I’m just… different. It’s this environment,” she said simply. “And my husband is nearby. I know it,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   Lesedi snorted. “Your husband. You should forget him. Viers is your master now.” She pulled her hand out of Stephanie’s body and wiped her fingers on Stephanie’s thigh. Stephanie sat up.
 
    
 
   “Viers may be my master, but only one man can be my husband. And that is more powerful than master,” she said assuredly.  Lesedi shook her head.
 
    
 
   “I’ll bring you food. Then you shower.” Lesedi then went through the door. The sound of Angie’s sharp cries came with repeated cracks of a paddle slamming into a soft bottom. Stephanie shivered, but then Lesedi reappeared carrying a tray. A bowl full of fresh fruit, some yogurt with granola, and a tall glass of orange juice were just waiting to be devoured. Stephanie went straight to it and began eating hungrily.
 
    
 
   Lesedi shook her head. “You are too imperious, too wanting. You inspire men to use you.” She grabbed a brush and began combing Stephanie’s chocolate brown locks. “Your hair is pretty, but I preferred you blond,” the black overseer said softly.
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded, her mouth full. “Yes. Me too. I wonder if Mark would recognize me.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi snorted. “He would be a fool if he couldn’t. You are too special.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie blushed but she continued to eat hungrily. Finally breakfast was done and Lesedi put her in the shower. “Take your time. Wash thoroughly. Work the kinks out. Yes?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. Once the water was cascading down her back she sighed in relief and let the tension wash away. Her mind filled with thoughts of Mark and suddenly she was sobbing. Tears mixed with soap and she put her back to the wall and cried, burying her face in arms as the water fell. For over twenty minutes the misery of her situation hit her full force and the impact of her actions, from the stupid decision to sign up for the Challenge, to her devil-may-care attitude about what would happen afterward, to the torment she had put her husband through. She longed to fall into his arms and just let him hold her, softly. Slowly her tears turned into hiccups and eventually she took a shuddering breath. Mark was there, at the Summit. She needed to be ready if he came for her.
 
    
 
   Stephanie felt a surge of hope, enough to get her off the floor of the shower and she stood up. She scrubbed at her face and washed away the effects of the tears. She cleaned herself thoroughly and with a grim sense of determination climbed out of the shower and dried herself off. Whatever Viers had planned for her she could take. She went to the mirror, put on her makeup, and then, squaring her shoulders, headed out into the sitting room, ready for whatever torment was waiting for her.
 
    
 
   On the other side of the Chateau, Mark Conner sat on a couch next to Aiki, a beaming smile on his face. Yuki on the other hand, knelt on the floor in front of them, her bare bottom up in the air, a number of wicked red welts now firmly etched across her rump. While the suite around them was much like Mark’s, Cadeo Vin’s rooms were larger, and he’d selected to replace the “stretching rack” coffee table with something small and circular. Yuki knelt next to the different piece of furniture, totally naked, her breasts pressed to a cruel looking tack mat, each tiny pin digging into the soft flesh of her bosom. She shuddered as her bottom clenched in expectation of another stroke. Across from Mark, holding a cane, sat a Vietnamese man with pinched features, one of Roger Davies former business partners.
 
    
 
   “I must admit, Mr. Conner, that I was quite surprised when I got your phone call last week. We were already in the process of making different arrangements.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded pleasantly. “I’m aware of that. It took me a few days to get a handle on everything. Originally I was tasked with a special project that Mr. Davies wanted completed. So I’m sure you can understand how it took me some time to organize things, Cadeo.”
 
    
 
   Cadeo smiled and gestured with the cane. It came dangerously close to Yuki’s ass. “Of course. And I appreciate your willingness to be flexible on the price.”
 
    
 
   Mark raised his hands. “Well, being the newcomer in the business, even when you’re merely taking over a previous enterprise, means making sacrifices. I’m not used to the same kind of affluence Roger Davies was, so I don’t need to make quite as much profit. In the end things will all work out.”
 
    
 
   Cadeo grinned. “I’m glad we had this chat. I had heard that you weren’t a serious contender here at the Summit, but you have convinced me otherwise.” He pointed to Yuki. “Your women are exquisite and I’m pleased to see that you are a man who appreciates Asian flavors.”
 
    
 
   Mark glanced around the rooms. On the far side of the seating area, a girl with black hair and almond eyes was bound to a metal rack, about a dozen small vibrating sex toys taped against her nipples, clit, underarms, and feet. Wires disappeared into her sex and bottom as well and only the gag in her mouth kept her quiet enough. While beautiful, Mark could actually see the difference between Aiki and Yuki’s Japanese heritage compared to the broader bone structure of the Vietnamese. Off to the girl’s right a second slave was kneeling on a pad with her bottom raised high in the air. She’d been like that for Mark’s entire visit, both buttocks sporting a myriad of crisscrossing welts and bruises. A third girl, dressed in translucent pants and a gauze tunic, no doubt mimicking traditional Vietnamese attire, except for the part about it being almost totally revealing, had served drinks.
 
    
 
   Mark bowed his head. “Thank you. I’ve donated Aiki here for the Round Robin this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   Cadeo eyes Aiki. The older Asian girl was wearing a dress made of mesh that hid absolutely nothing. Underneath, clipped to her nipples, was a steel chain capped with clover clamps. A pink wire disappeared into her slit, which was vibrating gently, the petals dancing, while a battery pack was taped to her thigh, totally visible through the dress that went down to her knees.
 
    
 
   “I certainly look forward to torturing her,” Cadeo grinned. “I haven’t been to a Round Robin in two years.”
 
    
 
   Mark smiled. “Well, I’m sure she’s looking forward to enduring you,” he said politely. He rose from the couch and extended his hand. “Thank you, Mr. Vin.”
 
    
 
   Cadeo laughed and stood and grabbed Mark’s hand. “I think we have a long and profitable future ahead of us, Mr. Conner.”
 
    
 
   “Mark. Please. I insist.”
 
    
 
   Cadeo Vin grinned. “May I give your slut one more, for the road as they say?”
 
    
 
   Mark smiled and gestured down at Yuki’s wiggling rump. “By all means. I actually enjoy a woman with a little texture.”
 
    
 
   Cadeo laughed and turned back toward Yuki. He placed the cane against her ass and then deliberately took a swing that would have rivaled a golf pro. The cane slammed into her bottom with a sickening crack and Yuki let out a pitched scream, her entire body rocking forward. She let out a choked sob and Cadeo lifted the broken cane.
 
    
 
   “Oops,” he said apologetically. “It looks like I’ll need another cane.” He tossed it aside and put his hands behind his back. Mark smiled at the man, concealing his anger, and then pointed at Yuki. “Help her up,” he ordered. Aiki hurried to Yuki’s side, the young girl sobbing with the pain. Mark nodded at Cadeo.
 
    
 
   “I look forward to seeing you again,” Mark said politely as he made his way to Cadeo’s suite door. The room was only a bit larger than his and Mark had ignored the sounds of the Cadeo Vin’s women being tormented in the adjacent space.
 
    
 
   Aiki looked up and pulled Yuki into a standing position. Her breasts were covered in little red marks where the tacks had dug painfully into her bosom. Some of them were even bleeding. She stumbled forward on her high heels and Aiki grabbed the girl’s dress from off the end of the couch.
 
    
 
   Cadeo walked them to the door, a smile on his face. “I will see you again this afternoon at dinner,” he said to Mark. “And I look forward to abusing your other woman.”
 
    
 
   Mark Conner nodded. “Until then.”
 
    
 
   The second the door shut Mark glanced up and down the hall. No one was there watching. He quickly grabbed hold of Yuki and picked her up from where she sagged against Aiki.
 
    
 
   “Quick. Let’s get her back to the suite,” he hissed. “Back stair, Aiki!” Yuki huddled in his arms, crying quietly. Mark hurried to the back stairs and they managed to get to the suite without anyone seeing. Once behind the safety of the closed door Aiki uttered something nasty in Japanese and hurried to the bathroom while Mark carried Yuki to the bed.
 
    
 
   “Lay her face down!” Aiki called out.
 
    
 
   Mark snarled something unintelligible and gently lowered the crying girl to the bed. Yuki shivered and then Aiki hurried up holding a bottle. Yuki shuddered as Aiki put a healthy bit of the cream in her palm and then pressed it to Yuki’s bottom. The five welts, including the last cutting one that had dug deep, crossed both cheeks and Yuki squealed, her tiny feet kicking as Aiki dabbed the cream across Yuki’s rump.
 
    
 
   “It will be better in a moment,” Mark said to the girl. His face was cloudy, like a thunderstorm and Aiki could see he was still angry. He looked up at Aiki. “This is what you think is acceptable behavior?”
 
    
 
   Aiki looked up with a sigh of resignation. “Cadeo Vin is almost as bad as Viers Skeldersohn, Master. He takes sadistic pleasure in damaging other men’s girls. But he was a strategic necessity if we were to make him believe you were legitimate. It means no more visits.”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. Aiki had convinced him after they had been called upon three times that morning that he needed to quash some of the rumors floating around. She’d selected Vin and Yuki had volunteered to be tortured in order to spare Aiki, considering that Aiki would be subjected to the Round Robin in just a few hours. Now Yuki lay quietly crying on the bed, her bottom stuck up and covered with cream.
 
    
 
   Mark turned away and stomped off to the sitting room. “This… this is crazy,” he half yelled. “Look, I get a little perversion now and then. Really I do. The two of you have done more to turn me on since I’ve been married. And I love the attitude, the constant sexual undertones. It’s exciting. It’s arousing.” Suddenly he kicked the table and it slammed across the floor and hit the couch.
 
    
 
   “But I don’t like men who hurt women!” Mark shouted. “I mean damn it! This isn’t a few playful spanks, or even a light whipping. That man broke a fucking cane on Yuki’s ass. He wasn’t trying to titillate her, or arouse her. He was trying to hurt her. Badly.”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes widened and she didn’t know what to say. Mark pointed an accusatory finger at her. “Even if she were on Silver this isn’t right. And you ought to know that.”
 
    
 
   Aiki swallowed hard and then nodded. “You’re right of course. This is not how slave girls are supposed to be treated,” she said quietly. “But it is the reality, whether we like it or not,” she replied. Mark rolled his eyes.
 
    
 
   “Slave girls? Even the words are wrong. You said yourself that you are doing this willingly.” He gestured toward Yuki. “Does that look willing to you? Did she want her butt destroyed?”
 
    
 
   Suddenly Yuki came up off the bed. Slowly she turned around, kneeling. Her face was blotchy from her tears and she straightened up. She put her hands behind her head and faced Mark.
 
    
 
   “I am fine, Master.” She glanced over at Aiki and smiled. “Though I wouldn’t object to some of that cream on my breasts as well.”
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled softly and began rubbing the healing cream into Yuki’s bosom, concentrating on the girl’s nipples. Yuki moaned.
 
    
 
   “I hope your tetanus shots are up to date,” Mark retorted. “And you are not ‘fine’. I saw what the bastard did to your rump. How can you justify it?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   Yuki took a deep breath, her cream covered, red spotted breasts rising delectably. Slowly she smiled. “It may be hard for you to understand,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “You can say that again,” he muttered. He sat down in the easy chair and put his hand in his head.
 
    
 
   A moment later Yuki appeared by his side. She appeared semi-recovered, the cream that Aiki had rubbed into her disappearing as it was absorbed by her skin. She put a hand on Mark’s arm.
 
    
 
   “Thank you for caring, Master” Yuki said softly.
 
    
 
   Mark looked up at her. Then he reached out, put his hand on her neck and pulled her toward him. He kissed her on the top of her head and she let out a little giggle.
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “If I were truly your master do you know how I would torment you?”
 
    
 
   Yuki looked up curious, her head cocked to the side. “No Master. How would you torture me?”
 
    
 
   Mark breathed in. “Sensation. I wouldn’t try to hurt you beyond the little things. A clamp or a light swat. Because more is not needed. Instead I would try to push your body toward longer and more powerful orgasms, stressing you with pleasure, or with denial. I’d tie you up with a vibrator against your clit until you were begging me to take it off. I’d touch you with ice, and with the hot wax. I could handle that. And when you were finally begging me to let you explode, I’d give you the orgasm myself, with my cock, because you, as a woman, don’t deserve less.”
 
    
 
   Yuki blinked and a fresh tear ran down her cheek. “Master I would gladly, lovingly submit to that,” she whispered. “But it is still your right to hurt me, just as it is your right to pleasure me.”
 
    
 
   Mark shook his head. “I’m not that sort of man. I can’t be.”
 
    
 
   A touch on his other shoulder made him turn and Aiki stood there. She’d removed her dress and the nipple clamps and she wrapped her arms around him, her breasts mashed against his face.
 
    
 
   “You are a very kind man,” she whispered in his ear.
 
    
 
   Mark breathed in her scent and realized his cock had grown stiff again. Aiki’s hand slid down his front and her fingers began caressing him, rubbing the protruding knob with eagerness. Her nipple came up to his mouth and then Yuki suddenly began stroking the bulge in his pants as well. For a second all Mark felt was pure pleasure and then he shook his head.
 
    
 
   “No. No!” He pushed Aiki away. “If you need something use Yuki. But I’m off limits.” He stood up. “I’m Stephanie’s husband,” he said darkly.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie…” his voice trailed off. He turned and looked at the two girls. “Do we have everything ready?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Aiki blinked and straightened. “Yes. Our lunch is ordered. It should be here any minute,” she said.
 
    
 
   “And my suit?”
 
    
 
   Yuki stood up. “Pressed and in the closet, master. As is the other coat.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “So what else can I do to make this easier?”
 
    
 
   Yuki gave Aiki a chagrined smile. “Well, I wouldn’t mind the two of you rubbing more of that cream into my bottom.”
 
    
 
   Aiki let out a giggle and Mark rolled his eyes. He let out a big sigh. “Fine. Back up on the bed. You’re insatiable you know that?”
 
    
 
   Yuki smiled. “And if you want, you could stick a vibrator in me at the same time,” she said sincerely. “That would really make the massage feel good.”
 
    
 
   “Oh. Sure. Why the hell not?” Mark asked. “Let’s reinforce the negative aspects of this whole situation with plenty of sexual pleasure to make sure our brains can’t correctly categorize what hurts from what feels good.” He went to the bureau drawer and yanked out a vibrator.
 
    
 
   Yuki, who was already climbing up on the bed smiled. “Thank you Master. If you’d like, I’d be more than happy to use my mouth to pleasure you while Aiki is rubbing me.”
 
    
 
   Mark hesitated for just a moment. “I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that,” he muttered. “I’m being punished for not talking to my wife for two years. That’s what it is. This is temptation hell.”
 
    
 
   He went over to Yuki and slid the tapered end of the vibrator into her pussy, shocked that she was already glistening wet. The young girl took the full length of the six inch phallus without complaint and was already settling down on the bed, her thighs tight together, holding the toy in. Aiki stood by the bed and climbed up next to Yuki, the tube of cream in her hand.
 
    
 
   “Just one more application, Yuki. This stuff can be dangerous,” Aiki said. She held up the bottle for Mark. “It’s got an anesthetic in it as well as something that heals the skin.”
 
    
 
   “Ah. That explains it. The pain went away.”
 
    
 
   Aiki shrugged as she began to rub a second coat into Yuki’s bottom, eliciting some quiet, passionate moans from the girl. “Not away per se, but it melts instead of burns. She’ll need another application this afternoon, right around the time I…” her voice trailed off.
 
    
 
   Mark looked over at her. “We can call it off. I never asked you to do this,” he said softly.
 
    
 
   Aiki bit her lip. “I know. But it's the only way we’ll get Viers out of his suite without the girls. And he’ll have most of his security with him.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “I know. Remember? We looked at his suite last night after dinner. She’s in there. I know it.”
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled. “She is. The front desk man remembered that Viers brought six girls with him. One was clearly some kind of matron, but the other five were our age. And he remembered a curvy blond.”
 
    
 
   Yuki moaned and suddenly began panting. “Um… is it okay if I cum now?” She begged.
 
    
 
   Mark looked down. “Um. No. No cumming. If you cum you’ll be punished.” He said sternly.
 
    
 
   Aiki gave him a crazy look and Mark grinned. Then he leaned over. “The punishment being of course attaching a vibrating clamp to her clit while keeping the vibrator in her. Forced orgasm.”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “I think she’s going to be a bad little girl and definitely cum now,” she said, even as Yuki let out a passionate groan, her hips pumping wildly.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up and he looked at Aiki suspiciously. “You’ve been acting weird all morning. You tried to seduce me once before breakfast and once after. Your outfits have been rather outrageous. More so than usual. And you’ve actually had sex with Yuki three times since we woke up.”
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled. “I’m working the part.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked at her suspiciously. “Really?”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s head bobbed up and down in affirmation and then she reached between Yuki’s legs and pushed her fingers up against the girl’s clitoris. With soft little swirls of her hands she sent Yuki into outer space, the young girl crying out as the orgasm hit her like a brick. Mark watched as Yuki settled down with a sigh, relaxing into the soft sheets.
 
    
 
   “Four times,” she said breathlessly, pulling her hand out from under Yuki.
 
    
 
   Mark leaned forward. “You’re acting like you’ve had some Silver,” he said softly.
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes widened. “What? Why would you think that?”
 
    
 
   Mark shrugged. “It makes sense. You’ve changed.”
 
    
 
   She frowned. “No I haven’t. You’re just uptight. You need a good fuck.” Her eyes burned and she leaned forward, her gooey hand reaching for his trousers.
 
    
 
   Mark jerked back off the bed. “Holy crap. The moment I’m not ready to whip you suddenly you get all disobedient and pushy!” He shook his head. “No wonder Davies whipped you.”
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed and turned her rump toward Mark. “Would you like to fuck me up the ass?” She asked coquettishly, giving her bottom a playful swat.
 
    
 
   Mark threw up his hands. “Yeah. I’m done,” he declared and walked back over to the sitting area. He sat down as Aiki ran her hands up and down her naked body. A light shiver made her back arch and she looked down at Yuki. Aiki wanted to ask Yuki to use her tongue on her, but the girl was already asleep, exhausted by the trial she’d been forced to endure. She needed to sleep, especially since once three o’clock came along Aiki would be taken to prepare for the Round Robin.
 
    
 
   A moment later a knock sounded at the door. Mark looked up, but evidently he had listened to Aiki and kept still. Despite the fact that she was buck naked, she padded across the suite and threw open the door. Outside one of the Chateau servicemen stood waiting, dressed in a blue suit that matched the one she’d see on Espen the other day. He was pushing a massive cart, covered with a tablecloth and multiple dishes.
 
    
 
   He smiled warmly at Aiki, appreciating not just her beauty but her nudity as well. He rolled it in to the sitting room and Mark nodded at him as Aiki found her purse and gave him a large tip. He smiled warmly.
 
    
 
   “That’s an awful lot of food,” he said brightly. “You all must be very hungry.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked up. “Very, very hungry. Thank you.” Aiki put her arm around the man and escorted him back to the door. Just as he was about to leave she grabbed his hand and put it down between her legs, drawing his fingers up through her slit. His eyes widened and he let out a little groan. Then she pulled his hand out of her sex and brought it up to her lips. For almost twenty seconds she sucked, slurped, and blew on his fingers. He almost melted.
 
    
 
   “Aiki,” Mark said offhandedly. She let go of the servant and back up with a daring smile as the man just stared.
 
    
 
   “You are cruel,” Mark said as she came back into the room.
 
    
 
   She shrugged. “I gave him a tip he will always remember.”
 
    
 
   Mark snorted. “As the biggest tease of his life. Next time, fuck the man.”
 
    
 
   Aiki laughed. “I will take that as a command, Master.” She said eagerly.
 
    
 
   Mark stood. “Wake Yuki if she wants some lunch.” He looked at the cart. “There’s a lot to eat.”
 
    
 
   A few minutes later all three of them were eating quietly, each thinking. Mark thought about Stephanie, a nervous knot in his stomach as he contemplated having her back in his arms, not to mention how to get her out of the Chateau. He glanced over at Aiki and from the preoccupied look on her face he knew she was thinking about the Round Robin. That was his second problem. How to get her out of it? And what if he couldn’t? She had to be cared for and he’d suspected she’d be in no condition to help herself. He knew she’d already dosed herself with Silver. Half the food they’d ordered were what the Chateau called “lover’s food” and Aiki was actually sliding half of the food on her plate into her wet slit before eating it. Across from Aiki, sitting on the couch, sat Yuki. She was still naked and she had her legs curled up under her as she ate, probably to take some of her weight off her bottom. Both women were extraordinarily beautiful and for a second Mark wondered about his sanity, resisting their advances. Both of them had made it clear that they’d be not only willing to sexually please him, but they actively wanted him to use them. Mark knew that all he had to do was snap his finger at Yuki and point at his cock, uttering a single word and her lunch would be forgotten in favor of following his command. And as for Aiki, dosed on Silver, he could string her up and whip her and she’d accept it willingly, and in all likelihood, be aroused by it.
 
    
 
   Thirty minutes later Yuki stood. “Master, if you permit, I’d like to go get ready for this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “Of course.” He looked over at Aiki as Yuki went to her luggage. “Is there anything you need to prepare?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shook her head, her lips tight. “I admit, I’m a little more apprehensive than I expected to be.”
 
    
 
   Mark glanced at the clock. “You’ve still got two hours before they come for you,” he said.
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “I know. I just… I can’t stop thinking about this.” She looked at him and he saw the fear in her eyes. Mark took a deep breath, put down his glass of water, and stood.
 
    
 
   “Come here,” he said, holding out his hand.”
 
    
 
   Aiki blinked but then reached out. He pulled her into his arms and gave her a tight, warm hug. She seemed to melt in his embrace. But then he swung her up into his arms. Aiki gasped and clung to his neck as he carried her across the room. A moment later he laid her down gently on the bed. Aiki looked up at him.
 
    
 
   “Put your hands on the headboard and don’t let go,” he said softly.
 
    
 
   Curious, Aiki did as asked and grabbed hold of the headboard. Mark put his hand on her collarbone and began running his hands up and down her body slowly. He didn’t avoid her breasts or her sex, and in fact his hands seemed to find those parts with increasing frequency. Aiki’s breath increased and then Mark moved her left foot outward, exposing the dripping petals between her legs. Aiki moaned and to her surprise Mark climbed up on the bed and lay down between her legs. Her eyes widened as he moved closer and put his mouth on her sex.
 
    
 
   “Master!” She groaned as his tongue began to lap at her distended clitoris. In seconds her back was arching and her hips were thrusting upward to meet him. Mark’s mouth swirled and licked and sucked and Aiki writhed under the attention. Then Yuki put her hand on Mark’s shoulder and he looked up, his face wet with Aiki’s juices.
 
    
 
   Yuki held out a small leather paddle. “Strike her clit with this, one stroke, lightly, between licks,” she said. Mark almost shook his head but then he saw the serious look on Yuki’s face. He took the paddle and nodded with a smile. Turning back to Aiki he raised the leather sap and with a snap of his wrist, brought it down on her clit with just enough force to make her eyes snap open and a groan escape her mouth. Then, before she could even react, he sucked her clit into his mouth and rolled it around with his tongue. The effect was electrifying. Aiki cried out, her hips grinding upward against Mark’s face. He lifted his head again and delivered another stroke of the sap. It wasn’t hard. It didn’t even leave a mark, but Aiki reacted to it just as much. Her legs widened and her feet almost touched the opposite edges of the king sized bed.
 
    
 
   “Master, my turn?” Yuki asked softly.
 
    
 
   Mark looked up. Yuki had worked on her hair and now the long black tresses were balled up tightly into two bulbs that stood on either side of her head. Red ribbons were tied around them and dangled down along her ears. Her white, creamy skin went well with the red and he nodded. He moved out from between Aiki’s legs and Yuki took his place. Except where he had used his tongue she used her fingers, caressing Aiki’s petals and spreading her wide.
 
    
 
   Mark stood up and wiped his face, the scent of Aiki all over him. Yuki’s bottom and sex waved in the air and he shook his head and walked away before he was tempted further. The sound of the girls filtered all the way into the sitting room, so he went into the bathroom and ran the shower. Cold water crashed down on him until he felt the urgency go away. When he came out Aiki was sitting on the couch. She was naked and one of her vibrating toys was clearly inside her, since the pink control box was clearly visible. The interesting thing was that her hands were secured together with handcuffs, which were attached to a pair of clover clamps. The clamps were dangling from her nipples, making it impossible for her to change the setting or touch herself.
 
    
 
   Yuki came up, an apologetic smile on her face. “I’m sorry, Master, but Aiki was becoming a more eager than she needed to be.”
 
    
 
   Mark sighed. “She took the Silver. Didn’t she?”
 
    
 
   Yuki frowned. “I don’t know where she was keeping it, but I suspect that you are correct. She is acting,” Yuki paused and then grimaced. “Quite desperate. She must have taken a large dose.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “I expected it. To be honest, considering what is about to happen to her, I probably would have given it to her myself.” He shook his head. “Invidious stuff. To think that enough of that Silver shit will make a woman willingly accept torture. It’s wrong.” Then he looked at Yuki, finally realizing she was dressed.
 
    
 
   “Good lord!” He exclaimed. “What are you wearing?”
 
    
 
   Yuki grinned and stepped back, twirling once. Instead of a dress she was wearing a one piece jumper. The sleeves and leggings only covered a tiny portion of her arms and legs and the electric red color matched her ribbons perfectly. But what shocked Mark was the fact that Yuki’s breasts had been pushed up and outward, since the jumper didn’t cover her bosom. Worse, the crotch of the jumper had been cut out, on purpose no doubt. A heart shaped piece was missing along Yuki’s rump and her pink slit was on perfect display. She was wearing a pair of fancy strap heels, also red, that left her delicate arches exposed and her tiny toes, the nails painted a matching crimson, in view.
 
    
 
   “Would you help me with the belt?” She asked wickedly, going to the table and lifting up a gold colored belt. Mark’s eyes widened even more. The belt would certainly fit around Yuki’s tiny waist, but it came with a crotch strap which sported two rather large vibrators and one little bulb. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that the bulb would press hard against Yuki’s clit, while the largest of the vibrators would slide into her sex, and the only barely smaller phallus would go in her bottom.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Mark muttered. “Will you even be able to move?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   Yuki laughed. “Better than you could possibly imagine, Master!”
 
    
 
   With a sigh Mark helped Yuki and she groaned as he pushed the lubed probes into her body. Finally she was fully stuffed and he tightened the strap. She wiggled her hips and took a few experimental steps.
 
    
 
   “Tighter, Master?” She turned around and presented her exposed rump to him. The strap crawled up between her still welted buttocks and he tightened it until she let out another groan. Yuki straightened up and smiled. “Now I’m ready,” she said.
 
    
 
   “You look like the perverted version of one of those video game fighter girls,” Mark said.
 
    
 
   Yuki’s smile got much bigger and her eyes widened. “Oh! Yes! That is exactly the look I was going for!” She struck a pose and the overt sensuality combined with the ridiculousness of the outfit made Mark laugh. Yuki frowned and then stuck out her tongue with a sparkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Now you’re just trying to get spanked,” Mark chuckled.
 
    
 
   Yuki nodded. “You are a very wise master indeed.”
 
    
 
   Suddenly there was a knock and both their eyes widened. Yuki went around the room service cart that still held the remains of their lunch and opened the door. Outside stood three men.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Conner?” Espen said, his eyes appreciating Yuki’s bosom which hung right in front of him. “We’re here for your donation.”
 
    
 
   Mark glanced over at Aiki who stood up, wincing at the pain in her nipples. She walked forward and he took her elbow.  “Give me a second to take the cuffs off,” he told Espen.
 
    
 
   “Oh no sir! That is actually perfect,” Espen said, giving Aiki a huge smile. She looked down demurely. “We were going to bind her anyway and what you’ve done here is perfect.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “Very well. She is ready,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Oh wait!” Exclaimed Yuki. She darted forward and pulled on the wire between Aiki’s legs, drawing out a pair of spherical objects that were trembling fast. Yuki’s eyes glittered as she turned off the toy. “Wanted to make her ready,” she explained.
 
    
 
   The men all grinned as Yuki licked one of the vibroballs and then set them aside. Aiki moved to the door as Espen came forward and took hold of Aiki’s arm. He pulled her out into the hall, her bare feet soft and quiet on the carpet. “You’ll see her in the dining room at four-thirty,” Espen said. “When the Round Robin is complete we will have medical personnel see to her and if she requires hospitalization we will arrange for that as well. But you’ll need to be there to handle any expenses.
 
    
 
   Mark’s lips pressed together. “You make it sound like a certainty.”
 
    
 
   Espen gave Mark a curious look. “It is, sir. Have no doubt. She will need hospitalization after this.” Then Espen glanced at the cart holding the remains of their lunch. “Do you need me to have someone see to that?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Mark shook his head. “No actually. We’re still nibbling at it,” he assured Espen. The man shrugged and took Aiki’s arm.
 
    
 
   “Very well sir. Enjoy the festivities tonight, and thank you again for your donation.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded but looked away. Espen bowed once and then pulled Aiki through the doorway. Aiki looked back and saw the agony etched on Mark’s face. Suddenly she felt terrified, not for herself, but for him.
 
    
 
   “Take care of him Yuki!” she shouted as the door closed. Yuki’s eyes met hers and she nodded quickly. Then Aiki was escorted away.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-six
 
    
 
   Espen didn’t escort Aiki so much as lead her. They padded down the hall quietly and then took the same back stairs that Mark had carried Yuki up earlier that morning. The man Aiki had seduced the night before didn’t say anything, but he continuously glanced at her clamped nipples and Aiki could see the bulge in his trousers. The blue suit he wore tight enough to reveal his arousal. She couldn’t help smiling either and when they got to the ground floor she was turned toward the staff area.
 
    
 
   Espen and the two other men that came with him took her to a room that was half shower and half dressing room. She was led into the tiled area and her handcuffs were undone. Espen elected to leave the clamps on her nipples though. Then her arms were pulled above her head and her wrists were secured into a pair of rubber straps that hung from the ceiling. Warm water was turned on and then Espen used a hose to spray Aiki down. He was thorough, squirting water up between her legs. One of the men began to set up an enema bag and Aiki whimpered when the rubber nozzle was inserted into her rectum. Warm water was pushed into her bowels until her stomach distended and then she was allowed to expel.
 
    
 
   Twice more they completed the process and then Aiki was sprayed down again. It was Espen who released her hands and he wrapped a soft, fuzzy towel around her body. Aiki let him lead her back over to the dressing room and when he began to dry her off she realized they were alone.
 
    
 
   “Make love to me, Espen.” The words came out in a whisper. The man looked up with a grin.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m planning too,” he said quietly as he tossed the towel aside. “I wanted another chance to have you before those men temporarily destroy your pussy.” He pushed her down on a padded leather bench and she fell backward, stretching her arms out even as she spread her legs. Espen struggled with his trousers and then managed to get his cock out. He slid into Aiki easily, her sex so moist with lubrication that the sex was sloppy and wet. She moaned continuously and actually orgasmed once before Espen grunted in pleasure. He pulled out, leaving his deposit of white cream inside her.
 
    
 
   He stood up, a satisfied look on his face. “Back to the shower, Aiki. I’ve got to douche you now,” he said eagerly.  Aiki stood up and padded back to the shower area. Espen spent a moment dressing, then directed her to sit down on one of the plastic stools. She did and spread her legs as he got the applicator and delicately inserted it into her cleft. She moaned and began thrusting her hips as Espen laughed.
 
    
 
   “My God, you are voracious. Aren’t you?” He asked as he squeezed the bottle, cleaning out her vagina.
 
    
 
   Aiki moaned. “Will you make love to me, Espen?” She asked.
 
    
 
   He blinked. “I just did,” he said curiously. “Aiki, how much Silver did you take?”
 
    
 
   She swallowed and blinked. “A lot,” she replied, a wicked grin on her face. She leaned forward and shook her breasts at him. The clamps jiggled. “I want you to fuck me.”
 
    
 
   Espen frowned and finished between her legs. “Yes, well. Perhaps another time. Instead a whole host of men want to fuck you. So let’s get your outfit on, okay?”
 
    
 
   He cleaned her thighs of fluids with a damp cloth and then pulled her out of the shower, drying her off a second time. Then he put his hands on her breasts and carefully removed the clover clamps. She gasped as her crushed nipples were suddenly freed and the pain made her quiver. Espen put the clamps in his pocket. He laid out a blouse and Aiki suddenly started laughing as she saw what they wanted her to dress in. The shirt itself was white with a wide, squarish blue collar. It came together with a low neckline and blue tie in the front. She picked it up and slipped into it, discovering immediately that it was too small. It barely buttoned up the front and left most of her midriff bared. Her boobs were brought together, her cleavage impressive and when Espen handed her the matching skirt and she pulled it up her legs until it settled around her waist. It wasn’t long enough to cover her sex or bottom and when she looked back at Espen he had his cellphone out and was taking pictures of her. She grinned and struck a naughty pose, arching her feet.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God you are so sexy!” He exclaimed.
 
    
 
   A door at the side of the room opened and one of the other staff members came in. He looked at Aiki and whistled, then glanced at Espen. “We’re ready out here. The dining room is half full already. We need to get her mounted.”
 
    
 
   Espen nodded. “All right.” He motioned at Aiki. “Quick. The knee socks and then the pumps.” He said, handing her a pair of knee high white cotton socks. Aiki sat back down on the bench, her bare bottom touching the leather. She put on the stockings and then slid on the black pumps Espen handed her. They pinched her toes, but she knew they wouldn’t be on long. Finally she stood up and he stepped close, his hands wrapping around her to cup her bottom, squeezing her buttocks with kneading fingers.
 
    
 
   “God, I so want you again!” Espen exclaimed. Aiki laughed.
 
    
 
   “Then take me!” She exclaimed eagerly. She wormed her way out of his grasp and turned around, bending over with her hands on the bench. She waved her bare ass and pouting petals right at him and Espen had to take a deep breath.
 
    
 
   “I swear, I’m saving up for one,” he muttered to himself. He shook his head then grabbed her wrist. “I’m afraid it’s time. You need to be mounted.” He led her out of the dressing room and into some sort of staging area. Aiki could hear the sound of people coming through a large opening, but what caught her attention was the wooden cart. It was padded with leather on top and there was a support for her head. But it was also clear that it would only support her torso. Her legs and even part of her bottom would hang off one edge. Espen led her over to it and then his assistant stepped up, handing him the bondage cuffs. Aiki’s chest heaved as the leather was wrapped around her wrists and then ankles. A bondage belt was secured around her waist and then a matching collar was buckled around her throat. Espen pushed her up against the cart and she let the men lift her. She laid back as the two men secured her wrists against the sides of the head support, leaving her arms high and extended. Her neck collar was secured as well and she realized that she wouldn’t be able to sit up. She checked her range of movement she’d been left. The chain was just slack enough so that she could lift her head and look down her body, or to the side. That was all. The bondage belt was secured at the sides. All that was free were her feet and Aiki knew exactly what would happen with the ankle cuffs. She let her legs dangle and then Espen was pushing her.
 
    
 
   Aiki closed her eyes, trying to deal with the flood of emotions that came with movement. The dimmer lights of the staging area were replaced with the bright chandeliers of the dining hall and then a round of applause began as she was rolled out, exposed for all to see. She could only imagine what she looked like. The Japanese Schoolgirl uniform couldn’t be mistaken for anything other than what it was, despite the sexualized cut. She knew everyone could see right up her skirt, presuming her skirt was even covering her sex. The black bondage cuffs on her legs contrasted starkly with the white cotton stockings. She blinked as the lights blinded her.
 
    
 
   The cart hit the ramp leading up to the stage and Aiki felt it jar her. Espen continued to push and a moment later he put her in the very middle of a cleared area. Two racks filled with a variety of canes, whips, quirts, saps, and floggers waited to either side. Espen bent down and secured the wheels and even put in special chocks that would make sure the cart couldn’t tip, no matter what happened to it. Then he and his assistant grabbed Aiki’s legs and pulled them apart, lifting them high. Two steel cables that dangled from the ceiling were attached to the bondage cuffs and an electric remote caused the winches in the ceiling to pull Aiki’s legs even further apart until she let out a groan of discomfort, her rippling thighs taut under the strain. She lifted her head and looked around. She couldn’t do it very long since the spot lights that were shining down upon her made the rest of the room dark. She looked though, not for Viers or Stephanie, but for him. He’d be in the back of the room, at a table comfortable for two and crowded for three.
 
    
 
   It took her almost five minutes to find him and when she did she felt a flutter of heat. His brown hair was neatly combed and he wore khaki pants that went well with a dark blue blazer. Sitting next to him was Yuki, in her perverted superfighter costume. From the look on her face the vibrators attached to her belt and crotch strap were all purring. But it was Mark’s eyes she focused on. They were dark and angry and Aiki imagined him coming down and using her himself, forcing his cock into her wet slit, giving her the pleasure, only to cum himself. Her toes curled at the thought and then she heard Espen’s voice.
 
    
 
   “Gentlemen, thanks to the courtesy of Mark Conner, we are pleased to begin one of the most anticipated and enjoyed events in the BDSM world, the Round Robin,” Espen announced into a microphone. There was another round of scattered applause.
 
    
 
   “For those of you who many not have participated in this event before, the process is simple. Each table has a number on it, which has been placed randomly. This is your wave number. Each wave consists of five participants, though you may abstain. Each participant in the wave is permitted to use the implements here in the arena upon the girl as long as there is a cock inside her. Once each man in the wave has cum they will depart the arena and when all participants of the wave have left the next wave will be permitted to enter.”
 
    
 
   Espen paused. “There are no limits beyond serious bodily damage. In addition, some waves will participate in the drenches, where the slavegirl will be subjected to extreme conditions.”
 
    
 
   There was another round of applause and Aiki trembled. Her pussy itched and her legs ached from the strain they were under. She shifted, just wanting it to start. Then she heard Espen say it.
 
    
 
   “Wave one, you are invited to the arena to tear her clothing off and oil her before beginning the torture.”
 
    
 
   Aiki sucked in a breath and held it. She heard feet and she closed her eyes, not wanting to look. She felt the movement around her and there was some laughter as she trembled. Then, to her shock, something wet struck her torso, splattering against her shirt. She opened her eyes as the warm fluid hit her, soaking her white blouse instantly, making the material translucent and revealing her perfect breast. A man stood above her, a sparkle in his eyes as he held what looked like a clear plastic bottle above her. He squeezed it again and another stream of oil struck her skirt and splattered down between her legs. Her clothing soaked up the oil and then all of the men on the stage surrounded her.
 
    
 
   Aiki gasped as the hands began fondling her. At first she loved it. They spread the oil along her skin, up and down her legs, around her sex and even into her, pushing fingers deep. Her anus was oiled as well, someone’s middle finger jammed and pumped rapidly. The soles of her feet, despite being so high up, weren’t even spared and oil was smeared over her arms and under them, up to her bondage collar. Then some tore at her shirt and the buttons popped, the material separating. Strong hands began squeezing and kneading her breasts and Aiki trembled as the hands between her legs fingered both of her holes. Her nipples were suddenly pinched but with so much oil they couldn’t truly get a good grip. She moaned, her body arching with need and suddenly she was cumming, crying out with pleasure.
 
    
 
   Then the first cock penetrated her. His hands were on her thighs, holding her. He went deep and Aiki moaned in sweet bliss as the thick member slid into her warm, wet, oily depths. Aiki was already swirling down the maelstrom of another orgasm when the first impact struck her amazing, glistening breasts.
 
    
 
   Her eyes snapped open and to her shock a flogger was flying at her. It struck her hard across the bosom, making her breasts dance. Pain fluttered across her chest and she moaned as harder and more frequent blows landed. But then a new pain exploded just under her arm, right where her torso and breast curved around. She twisted her head. One of the men stood there with a thin switch and was slapping at her skin. It burned with each blow and Aiki cried out. Then, even as she adjusted to the newest pain, someone began tugging at her shoes. She felt the pump tossed away and then a hot line of fire exploded across the arch of her right foot. She yanked hard on the bindings holding her legs open, but nothing happened and all she could was twist her foot as the agony bit into her. Another stroke fell, cutting into the sole of her foot and Aiki clenched her teeth against the agony. The cock inside her pounded mercilessly through her depths and the beating continued. Soon both feet stung and Aiki could see that the bottoms of her stockings had actually been shredded. Her breasts were turning a fresh shade of rose and small, thin welts had been strategically placed on her thighs, calves, and arms. Pain rushed through her as the man between her legs suddenly exploded, pulling his cock out and spurting cream all over her exposed belly.
 
    
 
   The strokes stopped and she let out a sob as a new cock was pushed into her slit. It went deep, just as strong and thick and solid as the last one. And then instead of the flogger hitting her breasts, it was the thin switch, drawing light red lines across her bosom, sending shards of agony through her.
 
    
 
   Aiki bucked and thrashed, though she clearly wasn’t able to move very much. Another orgasm blew through her as the man screwing her began rubbing her clit and she screamed in release. Her lover came to a moment later and the third participant took his place between her legs.
 
    
 
   To Aiki it became a swirl of sensation and she began having trouble delineating between one sensation and the next. The only blessing was that as each man fucked her and came, he was forced to leave the arena, reducing the number of strokes she was receiving. Finally the last man was between her legs and while he continued to hit her with a quirt even as he fucked her, Aiki was able to lift her head. She squinted and searched the audience. Women were staring, though many of them were clearly being used. She spotted Fery and Natanya, the blond Russian girl laid out naked on the table like a dinner plate, sporting just a black choker and a matching garter on one leg. Fery was forcing a massive cucumber into her slot, pumping it vigorously. Aiki’s eyes went back to Mark. He was still there, the salad course sitting uneaten in front of him. Yuki sat with him. But while Mark looked angry, Yuki looked entranced. Her eyes were wide and suddenly Aiki knew that the young Japanese girl was terribly turned on by what was happening on the stage.
 
    
 
   The man whipping and fucking Aiki finished with a groan and his seed was deposited in a massive spurt across her belly and he backed away with a grin. He hung up the whip and then Espen appeared again in Aiki’s view. He was carrying a number of containers and he set them on a small stand nearby.
 
    
 
   “Wave 2 may approach the arena. Please apply the first drench!” Espen called.
 
    
 
   Aiki looked around. Viers hadn’t been a part of the first wave. Would he part of the next one? Men surrounded her and except for Cadeo Vin, the Vietnamese man who had caned Yuki. That made Aiki shiver with fear, hoping he’d be the first man to wet his dick in her pussy. The men all went to Espen’s stand however and then surrounded her, each holding a tall glass container.
 
    
 
   “Gentlemen, please start the drench,” Espen said softly.
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes widened as they held their containers over her. Dark crimson fluid poured down and she immediately smelled the liquid paraffin. Hot splashes suddenly coated her breasts, stomach, and sex. Aiki screamed and arched up, her back coming up off the table as the heat seared into her body. A second stream of heat made her twist and cry out as more hot wax was poured onto the soles of her feet and down her thighs. She felt her palms and fingers get coated as her skin was coated. She closed her eyes in agony and then hot wax fell on her face. They poured more across her shut eyelids until her head twisted back and forth. The heat was incredible and Aiki grit her teeth, frightened that if she screamed, they would coat her tongue.
 
    
 
   Something struck her between the legs, hard and she felt the wax covering her sex explode. A second, stronger blow landed and a new pain hit Aiki. A cane was being slammed into her sex, beating the cooling paraffin away, but also leaving bruises on her labia. One stroke struck her clitoris and she almost passed out. Then other canes began striking her. Everywhere wax had fallen the thin, vicious strokes began clearing her skin. Only the blessing of the oil made it possible to endure because the wax just fell away. The bottoms of her feet were struck again, the thin switches flicking away red flakes. Then a thick cock slid back into her hole and Aiki cried out, this time in confusion as her body tightened in need around the pumping, throbbing thickness.
 
    
 
   As the wax on her eyes cooled she could feel it cracking and with a shake of her head she managed to dislodge it. A bit of paraffin clung to her lashes but suddenly she could see again. Two men stood to either side of her, canes impacting upon her breasts and stomach, then her arms in random cacophony, all while the man between her legs jammed himself deep into her sex. Aiki whimpered and cried, but there was no mercy, even when one nipple took a sharp enough blow for the skin to tear. Blood began seeping from her breast but no one seemed to care.
 
    
 
   She glanced out into the audience, her vision blurry. Mark was still there, his face dark and furious. Yuki had clearly settled down and was whispering in his ear. He blinked suddenly and looked off to his left. Aiki followed his gaze and gasped, her heart speeding up. There was Viers! He sat with a hungry look at one of the tables off to her right. Four girls were with him but none of them were Stephanie. He was eating patiently, watching the action as Aiki was fucked and beaten.
 
    
 
   Another cock was rotated into Aiki and the fresh thickness and depth of it made her shudder. Stinging blows landed across her body, making her flinch in wild directions, her hands and neck getting sore from pulling against her bonds. Someone was hitting her toes with a switch even as the man between her legs pumped. Aiki felt her sex ripen again and flutter and then the man pulled out and she felt his cream splatter her belly and thigh.
 
    
 
   The next cock that penetrated though was not something Aiki was prepared for. It dipped once into her pussy but then he pulled out completely and guided the tip of his prick lower. Aiki let out a choked gasp as he pushed himself into her ass, spreading her cheeks. But what she wasn’t expecting was what came next. With the man fucking her ass, it left her clitoris and pussy open. One of the other men grabbed a leather sap and began slapping it down hard on her pussy. Aiki cried out, her toes curling as her body endured the beating, her bruised petals smashed flat even as her clit became swollen and distended. Tears poured from her eyes and then someone was rubbing her clit with their fingers, oil and cum and friction sent spirals of confusing signals through her body and she was cumming again before she even realized what was happening.
 
    
 
   The rest of the second wave was a blur as they used and abused her. Aiki closed her eyes and just ricocheted from one agony to another, every pain punctuated with moments of absolute pleasure. Her nerves were on fire. Parts of her hurt and wouldn’t stop, like the soles of her feet and her breasts. But other spots burned in ways she couldn’t have imagined. Someone had left welts on her underarms, scoring the soft and tender flesh of her armpit. The crease between thigh and torso, just near her bikini line had also been beaten and a quick glance down at herself made her breath catch in her throat. Blood was smeared in a number of places as it became apparent that the switches and canes had cut into her flesh, especially on the bottoms of her feet, her thighs, and her breasts. But she wasn’t actively bleeding, that she could tell.
 
    
 
   When it came down to a single man between her legs, his cock buried in her sex, his hand flicking a quirt hard against Aiki’s breasts so that each blow made her clench his manhood, Aiki began sobbing. It was so much. Her choked cries were dim and frail and didn’t even penetrate the hum of conversation and other activities happening in the dining room.  Then her latest lover yanked himself out, hurried around to the other end of the table, and rubbing his Aiki slicked cock, masturbated over her face until he shot a load right into her open mouth.
 
    
 
   Aiki spluttered and choked as he groaned in relief and stepped out of the arena.
 
    
 
   Espen came up with a wet towel and wiped the cum out of her eyes but left the rest of the spunk on her cheeks. She moaned, eyes rolling as the momentary peace enfolded her. She was barely cognizant as he put new bins on his stand.
 
    
 
   “Wave 3, you may enter the arena and perform the next drench,” Espen announced.
 
    
 
   Aiki blinked, awake and aware, but lost in the aches and discomfort of her situation. Men surrounded her and she tried to focus. Suddenly her vision came into focus and Viers Skeldersohn loomed above her. He wore only a shirt, his massive erection sticking straight out. His right hand was covered in a neoprene glove and he clutched a massive, smooth icicle with a tapered tip. The inside was cloudy though, and as he brought it down to Aiki’s sex, rubbing the tip against her petals. Aiki’s eyes widened as it began to melt. Other pieces of ice came down on her breasts, rubbing in freezing cold circles and her nipples and clit hardened. Then as the first rivulets of melting fluid began running down her side the stinging began. It burned her worse than anything she’d felt before. She smelled citrus and as she screamed Viers pushed the frozen lemon juice dildo into Aiki’s cunt.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-seven
 
    
 
   Mark pulled the room service cart out of the bathroom and through the doorway of his suite, out into the hall. He glanced left and right and closed the door. He was no longer wearing the dark blazer that had been his attire during the dinner and instead was attired in the same blue suit that the staff at the Chateau wore. The cart was elegantly apportioned, with all of the silver plate covers in position. A fresh bouquet of flowers sat in the center and he rolled the entire thing down to the service elevator.
 
    
 
   It had been a maddening wait. First Viers had only sent one of his girls to the Round Robin, where she’d dutifully checked to see which wave Viers would be part of then hurried off. He hadn’t even bothered to show up initially and it wasn’t until Mark had been forced to watch Aiki get sapped on her sex, a pumping cock driving into her clenching bottom did the man actually arrive. Their eyes had met momentarily and Viers had actually nodded to Mark, a knowing smirk on his face. Mark had almost risen and started a confrontation at that very moment but Yuki had stopped him.
 
    
 
   Then, as wave three started he watched as Viers had stretched, removed his trousers and boxers, and then proceeded to strut his stuff as he went to the arena. Aiki lay there, crying and twitching, already sporting marks that would take weeks to heal. Her sex was dripping fluids and had turned a disturbing shade of dark red with hints of blue and her breasts were covered with welts and bruises. Worse, she they had broken skin a number of times and the small wounds seeped blood. The bottoms of her feet were so crosshatched with thin red lines that Mark knew that Aiki wouldn’t walk for a week. But as soon as Viers’ attention was on Aiki he’d risen quietly and quickly.
 
    
 
   The service elevator opened up on the ground floor and he pushed it toward Viers’ suite. He knew exactly where he was going and the only oddity was that while he’d expected two security officers outside the suite, there was only one. He put on a warm smile and approached the one still standing guard.
 
    
 
   “Hello!” He said in an atrocious Dutch accent. “We have brought your dinner, ordered by Mr. Skeldersohn for you!”
 
    
 
   The guard’s eyebrow went up but then he smiled. “All right. He’s not here so I guess we can dig in. Lesedi can tell you where to put it,” he said. He keyed open the door and it swung open wide. Mark nodded and pushed the cart in. As he expected, the door closed behind him. For a moment he was disoriented. Mark expected Viers suite to be similar to Cadeo Vin’s and instead he found himself in a sitting area that only vaguely resembled the Vietnamese drug producer. Two bedrooms off to the left had open doors, but his eyes shot across the easy chairs to the back area of the suite. One girl, a curvy brunette wearing some sort of leather hood or face mask was bound naked and open in the whipping rack. The eyeholes of the mask had been sealed so the girl couldn’t see. A ring gag had been placed in her mouth and the chin of the hood was wet. Next to the bound brunette was a tall black woman who held a glowing, violet glass wand and was busily shocking the bound girl’s body, running the electrified toy across her breasts and then down to her clit.
 
    
 
   “Excuses me!” Mark said, still keeping his awful accent. “I have brought you the dinner ordered by Mr. Skeldersohn for your enjoyment. Where do I put it please?”
 
    
 
   Lesedi snapped her head around and then her eyes narrowed. She jerked her head and Mark pushed the cart closer. Movement to his right surprised him and he saw the second security officer, standing with his back to the wall, arms crossed, obviously watching the show.  
 
    
 
   “Oh. There is enough for all of you!” Mark exclaimed. “Even you, Mr. Security man!” Then he turned and looked at the bound brunette. Lesedi was still holding the wand against the girl’s nipple, making the bound beauty pant. Mark couldn’t help noticing that both her thighs glistened as if she’d been recently fucked.
 
    
 
   “Oohhh!” Mark exclaimed, leaving the cart near the security officer. He took several steps past the man, obviously intent on the girl on the whipping frame. “She is very pretty, I think!” He exclaimed, getting even closer.
 
    
 
   That certainly got the guard’s attention and he came up off the wall in a hurry. “Hey. You. Get back from there. You can’t do that,” he said.
 
    
 
   Mark ignored him and he moved within arms distance of the girl on the frame. Her hips were pumping and he realized that she had some sort of wireless toy inside her, buzzing loudly. But what he was really looking for was two small freckles, just to the left side of her open, wet, wanting slit. His eyes drilled in and then he let out a whoop as he spotted them. He looked up at the hooded woman and one word came out of his mouth, his accent gone.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie,” he said with all the love in his heart. The bound woman suddenly straightened and then began keening wildly through the ring gag.
 
    
 
   It took Lesedi only a moment to understand what was happening. “Guard!” Lesedi suddenly shouted, swinging her arm at Mark. He was expecting it though and blocked the blow, giving the tall black woman a powerful push. Lesedi tumbled backward, almost hitting the dildo chair next to the whipping frame. She fell and he turned around just in time to see Yuki roll out from under the cart’s table cloth from where she’d been hiding on the bottom shelf. Her bare breasts and exposed bottom bounced delightfully as she grabbed the surprised security guard’s arm from behind, twisted it in a complicated martial arts move, and then flipped him over her body. He landed hard, the breath knocked out of him and the exotic Japanese girl threw one leg over her vanquished foe and straddled him. Mark watched as she began grinding her hips against the security guy’s groin. Yuki let out a shuddering breath, clearly in the throes of rapture. He let out a groan, his eyes clearing slightly and reached for the weapon holstered under his jacket. Yuki slapped the man’s hand aside, jammed her fingers into his coat, and removed his gun. She looked over at Mark and tossed the weapon to him, just in time for him to turn and point it at Lesedi, who was scrambling back to her feet. She froze as Mark leveled the barrel at her.
 
    
 
   “I’m not terribly good with guns,” he admitted. “But I’m fairly sure that at this range even my poor aim will suffice.”
 
    
 
   Lesedi froze and straightened, holding up her hands.
 
    
 
   Stephanie was shaking the frame, trying to speak and Mark patted her side softly, his eyes still on Lesedi. “I’m here, darling. You’re safe. Give us a moment to settle things,” he said. Then he turned to Yuki. “You’ve been holding out on me. You know martial arts?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   Yuki laughed. “I am third degree black belt in karate!” She said, pronouncing it as car-ah-tay. She reached over to the cart and lifted one of the dish covers. On the plate were two sets of handcuffs, ostensibly the ones used by Mark to secure Aiki and Yuki together the previous night. She quickly rolled the guard over, the front of his pants stained wet with her juices which were leaking out from around the crotch band she was wearing. Then she dragged his hands backward and cuffed the man. She hurried over to Lesedi next. The black woman snarled and lashed out at Yuki, but the young girl blocked the blow and then proceeded to deliver three sharp jabs before slamming her left forearm into Lesedi’s neck. The woman’s eyes glazed over and she fell to the ground limp. Yuki laughed and cuffed the woman. Mark handed Yuki the gun and immediately turned to Stephanie. His hands found the back of the hood and released the leather covering her eyes. He took the ring gag and hood off as well and a moment later he was looking into his wife’s eyes.
 
    
 
   “Mark!” Stephanie said, her eyes brimming with tears. “Oh my God! Mark!” Her head came forward and their mouths met hard. To Mark’s surprise her tongue found his and the kiss turned deeply passionate. Finally Yuki coughed politely and Mark pulled away, breathless.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” he whispered. Stephanie’s smile was huge and she yanked on the bindings holding her to the whipping frame. Mark snapped out of it and he hurriedly began untying her.
 
    
 
   “Stephanie,” he breathed, his heart pounding in his chest. He got her left arm free and she couldn’t even wait. She grabbed him and drew him to her, holding him as tears of joy streamed down her cheeks. He gently disengaged her and bent down, his fingers going to her feet. He was acutely aware her sex was there by his cheek and as he freed her left foot he leaned forward and gave her slit a quick lick. She tasted salty.
 
    
 
   Stephanie gasped. “Oh God. Mark!” She exclaimed. Mark smiled and then his fingers delved into her wet and open slit. He found the vibrator easily enough and after a moment he drew it out of her, eliciting a wanton groan. Stephanie blinked and Mark held up the egg shaped object. It was still rumbling and he tossed it away.
 
    
 
   “Oh Mark! I’ve missed you so much!” Stephanie gushed, trying to throw her arms around her husband.
 
    
 
   Mark grinned, thrilled but he held up his hand. “I know. But this is a rescue and there’s still a bad guy out front.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and glanced over at Lesedi. “Is she okay?”
 
    
 
   Yuki grinned. “Brachial Stun. She will be fine.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked over at the black woman, then back at Stephanie. “Why do you care? She was torturing you,” he asked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie shook her head. “No. She was pleasuring me. She was the one who was truly kind to me, in her own way and limitations. What she was doing to me?” She shivered at the memory. “Was incredible.” She dropped down and picked up the violet wand. “We have to get one of these,” she said.
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “Yeah. Along with granite counter tops and a dildo chair for the living room. I know. Now you need to get dressed.” He went back over to the cart and lifted up another one of the dinner plate covers. He pulled a blue dress out and tossed it to Stephanie.
 
    
 
   “I know it’s a bit risqué for you but I didn’t have a lot of options to work with,” he apologized.
 
    
 
   She slithered into it, pulling it down over her head. A mesh bodice pulled her breasts in tight, her dark nipples faint outlines beneath the material. The rest of the dress clung to her like paint and the hem barely covered her bottom. Mark handed her a pair of high heels next and she slipped them on and stood there, totally bewildered.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the door of the suite opened and the other guard looked in.
 
    
 
   “Hey, what the hell are you…” his eyes widened as he took in the situation. Yuki pointed the gun at him, but he suddenly pulled back and disappeared.
 
    
 
   “Time to go, Master!” Yuki called urgently. Mark nodded and pulled Stephanie forward. She glanced at Yuki in confusion.
 
    
 
   “Master?” She asked her husband.
 
    
 
   Mark pursed his lips. “Questions later,” he said, planting a kiss on Stephanie’s mouth. He turned back toward Yuki who hurried to the door, gun extended like she knew how to use it. She went through low and popped up, scanning the corridor in both directions.
 
    
 
   “Clear,” she announced. “We must hurry now. He will be getting Viers,” Yuki said, a look of consternation on her face. “Follow me. I will take you to the unused storage room.” Mark nodded and they began hurrying down the hall. Stephanie had trouble keeping up and Mark noticed that she seemed to be limping.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” he demanded.
 
    
 
   “Just sore,” she whispered. “I’ve been… used. A lot. But I’m good. We are we going?”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “Staff area. We’re going to hide until Aiki is done with the Round Robin. We can’t leave her and she’ll need medical attention.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked. “What… what are they doing to her?”
 
    
 
   Mark grimaced. “It was bad and getting worse when we left,” he muttered. “But it was the only way to get Viers out of the suite and occupied.” He looked down. “She sacrificed herself for us, Steph.”
 
    
 
   Yuki opened a door at the end of the hall. She motioned for Stephanie and Mark to go through and then closed as she followed. “Keep going, straight down the hall. Then turn left at the intersection,” Yuki said hurriedly. Mark nodded and took off with Stephanie. He was looking the wrong way when Yuki let out a cry of chagrin. The door behind her had just slammed open and Viers, along with two of his security officers, barged through.
 
    
 
   Yuki’s eyes widened as Viers stumbled to a halt. She half turned and then threw the gun down even as she shouted. His eyes narrowed angrily and he pointed at Yuki.
 
    
 
   “Take her!” Viers ordered.
 
    
 
   “Master! Run! Go! I will hold them off!” Yuki said.
 
    
 
   Mark looked back as Yuki raised her arms, her welted bottom swinging as she prepared for battle.
 
    
 
   “Yuki!” He yelled. Then the two security officers attacked.
 
    
 
   It was impressive to watch. The half-naked girl swung and duck, fighting both seasoned professionals at the same time. Her hands flew and the two men were helpless to fend off the assault. Mark couldn’t help wondering what kind of effect Yuki’s exposed and bare breasts were having, but in less than thirty seconds one of the men was unconscious, lying on the hallway floor. She began exchanging blows with the second security man and Mark stood there in awe as Yuki got the drop on him as well. Realizing the status quo had changed, Viers lunged at Yuki and she promptly rolled, coming up with the gun she had dropped just a moment before. She placed the tip of the barrel against Viers forehead and he slid to a halt, his hands literally grabbing her breasts.
 
    
 
   “Please remove your hands from my chest,” Yuki said politely. “Because if you don’t I think my master would appreciate me eliminating you.” Viers glared at her but let go. Yukie smiled, her bare chest heaving from the exertion of her fight. “Now get down on your knees,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   Mark pulled Stephanie back toward Viers. Viers glared at him while Yuki took a step back, the gun still trained on Viers’ head.
 
    
 
   “I said on your knees,” Yuki snarled. She suddenly lashed out with her high heel clad foot and kicked Viers in the side of the leg. He let out an agonized cry and crashed to the floor, clutching his leg. He glared up at her furious but she backed up, her finger still on the trigger. Mark let go of Stephanie’s hand and approached cautiously.
 
    
 
   “Well,” said Mark. “It seems that we finally get to meet.”
 
    
 
   Viers glared at him. “You hide behind women, Conner. It is a despicable trait.”
 
    
 
   Mark just laughed. “On the contrary, I use the tools that are given to me,” Mark replied. “And I respect them.”
 
    
 
   Viers growled. “You’ve gone through a lot of trouble to steal something that belongs to me.”
 
    
 
   “Belongs to you? I don’t think so,” Mark said firmly. He pointed at Stephanie. “That woman is my wife.”
 
    
 
   “Wife?” Sneered Viers. “Has she told you yet what I did to her? Or that I pleasured her? Or how she screamed in my bed?”
 
    
 
   Mark’s face darkened.
 
    
 
   Viers laughed. “You think you have won, but I promise you that you won’t leave Amsterdam with her. Enough people saw me bring her. They will accept my word that she is mine.”
 
    
 
   Mark suddenly laughed. “Stolen you mean. From Roger Davies,” he retorted. Mark reached into his jacket pocket and Viers flinched, but all Mark pulled from the coat was a piece of paper. “Stephanie Conner signed a one year contract which was purchased by Roger Davies,” Mark explained. “And after he was killed, his estate kind sold it to me.” He waved the paper. “So legally, there is nothing you can do. Call the police to stop me and you’ll be explaining why you were in possession of stolen property, property which just happened to be taken during a double homicide.” He leaned forward. “Do you really want to have that conversation with Interpol?”
 
    
 
   Viers glared at Mark. But then Stephanie put a hand on Mark’s shoulder. “What are you saying, Mark?” She asked, not sure if what she heard was correct. Mark turned and looked at her with a warm smile.
 
    
 
   “Simply put, I own your contract,” he said.
 
    
 
   Stephanie blinked. “You’re… you’re my master now?”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes softened. “Better than that. I’m your husband.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie burst into tears and threw herself on Mark, wrapping her arms around him, sobbing for joy. Mark held her, feeling her warm and nubile body against his and what he knew instantly was that this was not the result of Silver, or any sexual need. It was love, pure and simple. She wanted to be his. His own eyes began to water and the loving couple held each other.
 
    
 
   Viers snarled. “If you think a simple piece of paper will stop me you are deluding yourself. Fine. Leave Amsterdam. Even in America I can get to you. And when I come, I will kill you and then take your woman again. The things I do to her next time will be beyond agonizing.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes hardened and he looked down at Viers. He let go of his wife, who stepped back, hiccups already starting. She watched as Mark took another step forward, his eyes burning with fury. Slowly he reached for the gun in Yuki’s hands and her eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “Master?” Yuki asked cautiously. “Are you sure?”
 
    
 
   Mark put his hand on the gun, but the sound of a door opening startled him. He looked over his shoulder and his eyes widened as a short Japanese man stepped into the hallway, his face dark. Mark let go of the gun, leaving it in Yuki’s hand, and stepped back.
 
    
 
   “Conner-san, it is a pleasure to see you again,” Takanada said warmly, holding out his hand. He didn’t seem fazed that Yuki was holding a gun, or that Viers Skeldersohn was on his knees. Mark’s hand changed trajectory from the gun Yuki was holding to grasp Takanada’s hand.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Takanada,” Mark said warmly, then paused. “Takanada-san,” he amended. “Thank you for your assistance,” he said honestly.
 
    
 
   Takanada smiled. “Of course. I’m pleased to see that you have reacquired your property. She is quite the treasure.” Takanada grinned. “I don’t suppose you’d be willing to sell her contract to me? Would you? Just for the year? I’d be more than willing to give you two million for her.” He said it jokingly, but half seriously. Mark’s eyes widened in shock.
 
    
 
   “Uh. No. No she’s not for sale,” he finally spluttered.
 
    
 
   Takanada bowed, as if expecting the answer. “A shame. She is quite the flower and would have looked wonderful being tormented in my garden.” Takanada sighed in disappointment. “Now, I think it would be best if you took your slave and departed. Viers Skeldersohn is not without allies here at the Chateau. If you left now, while the Round Robin is still incomplete, you would avoid difficulties.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s face clouded. “Takanada-san, I’m sorry. But I can’t. Aiki is my responsibility. She has helped me and I’m…” he paused, then his face settled firmly. “I’m her master.”
 
    
 
   Takanada’s eyes widened. “Indeed? That is very honorable. Yet, I am afraid I must insist,” he said. “The success of your mission is vital, and while you have obtained your prize, getting away with it is as important.” Mark started to protest but Takanada held up his hand. “In your stead, and with your permission, I will see to the disposition of Aiki. I’ve admired her for some time and will see to her recuperation and restitution.”
 
    
 
   Mark looked slightly uncomfortable. “Takanada-san, I’m sure you’re aware that there are some conflicts of interest involved,” he began, but Takanada laughed.
 
    
 
   “If you refer to her investigation into my business transactions, I am not concerned. She is no longer an employee of my government, having left the country against orders to help you. She is something of a free agent.” He shrugged. “Perhaps she would be interested in becoming an employee.”
 
    
 
   “Or a slave girl?” Mark asked.
 
    
 
   Takanada smiled and gave Mark a slight bow. “That is also an option.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “She has an addiction problem. Silver.”
 
    
 
   Takanada nodded. “I am aware of her limitations. I think she may be able to work through them.” He glanced at Stephanie. “While Aiki is not as libidinous as Stephanie, she is hardly a lost cause and in all honesty her skills in other areas make her a worthwhile acquisition.” He took a deep breath and glanced at Viers. “Now if you don’t mind, Mr. Skeldersohn and I have some business to discuss. I will make it clear to him that you and Stephanie are under my protection. You have nothing to fear from him.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s face brightened. “Takanada-san,” he said formerly, straightening and then giving the man a formal bow. “Domo arigato,” he said. Takanada bowed back.
 
    
 
   Mark turned and walked over to Stephanie. “This is our cue to leave.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s eyes were bright and she put her hand in his. “Where are we going?” She asked. Mark smiled. “First, the American consulate here in Amsterdam. Aiki and I planned this part already.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded and put her head on Mark’s shoulder. Mark let her go, holding up his finger for just a second. He went over to Yuki, who was still holding the gun on Viers. Mark kissed her lightly on the cheek. Yuki blushed.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Yuki. You are…” he paused, searching for the right words. “Utterly amazing. Beautiful, sexy, and totally desirable.”
 
    
 
   Yuki snorted, but her eyes betrayed her amusement. “You did not even use me once and yet you say such things, Master.” She shook her head. “It is not right for you to judge me when you haven’t sampled my charms,” she pouted.
 
    
 
   Across the hall Stephanie’s eyes widened. Yuki glanced away from Viers and looked at her for just a second. “Your husband’s notion of dedication to you was very, very annoying. He wouldn’t let either Aiki or I use his cock.” She shook her head. “It was very inconsiderate.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie put her hand over her mouth and giggled. Mark looked embarrassed. Finally he gave Yuki a light spank on her bare bottom. “Yeah. Okay. Thanks, Yuki.” Then his voice softened. “Be safe.”
 
    
 
   Mark turned, walked down the hallway and took his wife’s hand. He nodded once more to Takanada and then Mark and Stephanie Conner hurried away, disappearing around the corner.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” Viers spluttered. “You’re letting her get away!” He said angrily. Takanada turned and his fist lashed out, striking Viers on the chin. The big Norwegian grunted as he fell over to the side and when he looked up Takanada was staring down at him in fury.
 
    
 
   “You Japanese bastard,” Viers spat. “I’ll have your head for this.”
 
    
 
   Takanada eyes narrowed. “Mr. Skeldersohn, I left very specific instructions for you. You were to eliminate Davies and no one else was to be harmed.
 
    
 
   “What?” Viers asked, obviously confused.
 
    
 
   Takanada started pacing in front of the big Norwegian. “I thought I made it clear that none of the girls were to be harmed or taken. Not only did your men kill one of Davies’ girls, but you took the one I had made efforts to obtain.”
 
    
 
   Viers’ eyes narrowed and he let out a laugh. “You should have asked me to get her for you then,” he snarled.
 
    
 
   Takanada shook his head. “In this particular case, with this particular girl, it needed to be legal. I had already instructed my factor in Sydney to approach the Davies Estate the next day and purchase the contracts of all five of his women. It would have given me the opportunity to interrogate Aiki as well as given me the prize I was after.”
 
    
 
   Viers’ eyes narrowed. “You mean you had Davies killed just to get the girl?”
 
    
 
   Takanada sighed. “Hardly. He was sloppy and letting Aiki get too close. I’ve been aware of her real employer for quite some time. If things had continued Davies would have given her everything. But I do not play games and I arrange things so that I benefit in a multitude of ways from every situation. You have cost me that.”
 
    
 
   “Well I’m sorry,” Viers said sarcastically. He looked up at Yuki. “Are you going to have her kill me?”
 
    
 
   Takanda’s eyes narrowed. “I have considered it. Your incompetence on a number of levels has cost me dearly. But despite how things have turned out, I set in motion events that have a good chance of netting me my prize. In time.” He turned his back toward Viers. “So no. Today I will not kill you.” Then he looked back. “You will leave the Conners alone,” he said as he started to walk away. “I have plans for them. Yuki.”
 
    
 
   The bare breasted Japanese girl suddenly grinned and the barrel of the gun came up. She gave Viers a little wave and then hurried over to Takanada. She fell into step with him, just a bit behind, subservient and obedient.
 
    
 
   “Aiki? Master?” She asked softly, eyes sparkling.
 
    
 
   Takanada laughed. “Yes, Yuki. It is time for us to recover Aiki.  Then, if all goes well, we pursue Stephanie Conner.”
 
    
 
   Yuki nodded, her smile bright and chipper. “Yes, Master.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-eight
 
    
 
   Butter sizzled in the frying pan as the scent of caramelizing onions filled Mark’s nose. A bowl full of washed and sliced mushrooms waited close at hand and he tossed in a handful of sweet pepper, letting the flavors mix in the skillet. He placed the wooden spoon he was using down on the black granite countertop and then he turned in place as he waited for the aromatics to cook. A few feet away stood the brand new island that Stephanie had timidly asked for and the same expensive black stone that topped the rest of the counters spanned the surface of the five by four foot workspace. The contractors had been confused when Stephanie had requested the dual hand towel racks on either end, secured with two inch long bolts strong enough to support a grown person’s weight, but had dutifully complied with her wishes. Mark however had known exactly what they were for.
 
    
 
   Stephanie moaned, a sound that was filled with both absolute need and incessant pleasure and Mark crossed his arms, appreciating the view. His wife writhed upon the island, her naked body glistening from the light coating of oil he’d applied just twenty minutes earlier. Her head was pillowed on a few folding towels, but her wrists were bound to the side of the island, ostensibly to that towel rack and Mark had pulled her legs apart, her delicate and dainty ankles tied to the opposite end. Mark couldn’t help watching her chest heave, the two suction cup clamps he’d attached to her nipples wiggling with each heave of her bosom. Her soft curves were a different shade than the rest of her creamy white skin, as if she’d been baked slightly in the sun and her breasts matched the color of her open sex. She whimpered again and his eyes slid down her body to her slit. A pink wire emerged from between her petals, going to a small control box with a dial that had been turned to the highest setting. It made for a sweet buzz that caused Stephanie’s hips to pump eagerly.
 
    
 
   “Oh please,” she whispered. “Please Master? Can I cum?” She begged.
 
    
 
   Mark laughed. “I’m not done cooking our breakfast! Or you for that matter!” He said with a laugh, coming over and giving her breast a decent squeeze, the soft flesh slick with oil under his fingers. The clamp wiggled and a flash of… of… something… crossed her face. Mark had declared he didn’t want to hurt her, but he’d become cognizant of the fact that under sexual strain, some things wouldn’t hurt. And so they’d spent a day browsing the internet, laughing and eager as Stephanie selected a dozen different toys for him to use upon her. Nothing was too deviant, though Mark had blinked when she’d selected the violet wand as well as a collection of anal plugs. The flogger was his limit on whips though and he’d used it on her after she’d begged and wheedled him, even climbing up on the island, letting him tie her open. It was why her breasts and slit were so pink and soft. Mark called it “tenderizing.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie groaned. “But I need it!” She groaned. Mark shrugged. “Right now the cost is twenty strokes.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded frantically. “Okay! I’m fine with that!”
 
    
 
   Mark laughed and reached back to the ceramic jar that held most of his cooking implements. He pulled a rubber spatula out of the jar and held the broad head up. “Are you sure? If you can hold out for another ten minutes the number of spanks goes down?” He teased.
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s eyes flashed. “If you were smart you’d reverse that,” she gasped, her hips still churning.
 
    
 
   Mark laughed. “You are incorrigible. Really? You want more?” He teased, tapping the rubber against her clit. Stephanie stiffened, her eyes widening.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God, Master! Please! Just hit me!” she half-screamed.
 
    
 
   Mark drew the spatula up her body and with his other hand he tugged the suction cup clamp off her right breast. She gasped as her nipple went back to its normal size, only to receive a decent smack from the spatula. Mark didn’t wait long and the rubber struck her with loud cracks, the moisture of the oil spreading across the broad blade of the spatula. Stephanie arched her back, gritting her teeth, eyes closing in sexual tension. Mark laid twenty strokes on her nipple and then reached across her body to take off the other vacuum clamp. It came free, eliciting another lust filled cry from his bound wife and he began hitting her other breast with deliberate, steady swats, his fingers bunching up her breast so that the nipple stood out.
 
    
 
   As the rubber spatula licked at his wife’s nipple Mark reflected on the difference between what he was doing and what he’d seen done to Aiki and Yuki, and even the other girls at the Ranch. When he was done Stephanie would only be sporting a flush, her breasts marginally tender but none the worse for wear. She didn’t need to be brutalized to bring her to an orgasm. She just needed to be out of control and have a bit of sexualized torment applied. Mark had discovered he was more of a sensualist and while he derived no pleasure from hurting his wife, or seeing her in pain, he could easily apply certain low levels of what to him would be discomfort, but to her, in a state of sexual need, was the spice that made it all worthwhile.
 
    
 
   It seemed to work and he was pleased they had found a happy medium.
 
    
 
   He turned and put the same spatula that he’d just spanked his wife’s breasts with in the skillet and stirred the now brown onions and the soft peppers. As his wife whimpered behind him, he quickly transferred the vegetables into a bowl. A teaspoons worth of butter sat in the bottom of the skillet and he waited a moment for it to cool a bit, then dipped his spatula back in it.
 
    
 
   “And a few more spanks, just because I’m your Master,” he said. He pulled the spatula out of the pan and with no warning began dripping the still hot, but not scalding, butter on Stephanie’s right nipple. “And husband!”
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened and her back arched as her nipple tightened. She let out a frantic whine, her bottom coming up off the granite countertop as her hips pumped wildly. Mark grinned as he coated the little pink bump and then he put the pan back down on the stove top. Ignoring the vegetables he turned toward to his wife, the spatula still in hand, and bent over, his mouth coming down on her buttered breast. He sucked her nipple into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. The taste of onions and peppers and butter tantalized his taste buds, but it was the texture of his wife’s tit that really pleased him. She moved beneath his mouth, clearly heading toward climax and he let go after giving her playful bite. Stephanie sucked in a sharp breath. Then he slid the still buttered spatula down between her legs.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready to cum?” He asked softly.
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded frantically. “Oh please! Please! Please Master!” Mark laughed and the spatula slapped her clitoris. He didn’t hit her hard. He didn’t need to. Just the light sting of the buttered rubber striking her sensitive slit was enough and she cried out, thrusting her hips upward in desperation. The petals of her sex opened even more, the pink folds spreading as her clitoris seemed to swell. The dark opening of her cleft widened and he jammed two fingers into her. Stephanie stiffened and her toes curled. Mark knew he had her and he didn’t wait for her to recover or stabilize. He brought the spatula down fast and on his target. Stephanie’s body tightened and her fingers closed into fists as she let out a wild cry of abandon, her entire frame shaking as the orgasm that Mark had let simmer for half an hour finally burst into intense flame. The spatula landed with wet splats against her pussy as she began to cum and as Mark finished his final, twentieth stroke Stephanie let out a cry of release, her entire person thrumming with the orgasmic explosion.
 
    
 
   Mark turned away from his exploding wife and poured the waiting egg mixture into the pan. He didn’t bother cleaning the spatula of the excess juices it had collected from his wife’s cumming slit and he stirred the eggs with a grin. He listened to breathy moans of his wife as she came down from the heights as he made the omelets.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to let me up soon?” Stephanie asked as he was plating. She was still twitching from the vibrating egg inside her sex.
 
    
 
   Mark looked over at her. “Why? Are you hungry?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Stephanie grinned. “For your cock,” she said wickedly.
 
    
 
   Mark laughed. “I need more recovery time, my dear. You had cock this morning. In fact, I woke up with my cock in your mouth.”
 
    
 
   A smug expression crossed her face. “That is a totally appropriate way for a master to wake up.”
 
    
 
   Mark bent over her and kissed her softly on the mouth. Immediately she opened up and tried to French kiss him, but he kept it simple. He pulled back. “It’s an appropriate way for a husband to wake up.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes softened ever so slightly. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   He untied her wrists from the towel rack and then her ankles, helping her up. He reached between her legs and pulled the vibrating egg from her still wet sex and she moaned lightly. With a sigh of satisfaction Stephanie hopped down and gave her husband a quick kiss.
 
    
 
   “You are amazing,” she told him.
 
    
 
   Mark laughed and pointed toward the fridge. She got out glasses and then poured orange juice for the both of them. She carried the glasses out to the dining room table while he got the food. She didn’t bother to dress and Mark’s simple attire of a tee shirt and boxers didn’t seem to faze either one of them. At the dining room table Stephanie paused momentarily.
 
    
 
   “Which chair do you want me in?” She asked meaningfully.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrows went up. They had come to an agreement early on. The chair opposite Mark was equipped with a strap on dildo, a thick one, while the one next to him was empty. This way he could specify whether he needed intimacy of the spirit, or wanted to encourage her sexual behavior. He smiled at her.
 
    
 
   “You choose,” he said, waving his hand. Stephanie smiled and sat opposite him. He watched her face as she straddled the thick phallus and then lowered herself down. Whenever he let her choose she selected the dildo, though for the most part her behavior toward him was the same whether she sat opposite or next to him. The difference was that in one chair she had a tendency to bounce. Vigorously.
 
    
 
   “I think you enjoy that too much,” he said. “You spend a lot of time on that chair.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie let out a soft groan. “It helps,” she admitted. “I like the way it feels inside me.”
 
    
 
   Mark laughed. “Perhaps I should replace the dildo with a vibrator.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened and her face brightened. “Really?” She asked in an excited voice.
 
    
 
   He rolled his eyes. “Wow. Okay. Another line crossed.” He shook his head, chuckling. “Okay. Fine. I’ll get a vibrator for the chair. Hedonist.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie smiled and they dug into breakfast. Their conversation was easy and relaxed, though Stephanie had a tendency to make suggestions for new sexual activities. When they first had gotten back it had been to purchase a copy of the Kamasutra and try out every single position. One day she’d asked him to take her to a Shibari workshop. That had been a strange but rather satisfying experience, even though they had just sat there watching a man tie up a totally dressed model. Some of Stephanie’s suggestions Mark couldn’t handle, like her offer to go with him to a swinger’s club. Or offering her backside so that Mark could test wooden paddles. Still, they talked. And that new connection with Stephanie had been a boon for Mark. Mark suspected that to Stephanie the sex was what had brought them closer, but to him, it was talking. He smiled at her and the look in her eye, the total devotion, the absolute assuredness of her place, the sultry look that made it clear that even after being sexually satisfied she wanted more, and most importantly; a look of love, made Mark know that his Stephanie was back.
 
   After breakfast Stephanie immediately collected the dishes and took them to the kitchen as Mark sat back and watched his wife’s delectable and curvy bottom sashay back and forth, a wicked smile on her face and a streak of wetness on her thighs. He sighed, reflecting back on the last three months, a contented smile on his face. That’s when the doorbell rang.
 
    
 
   It surprised him, since they weren’t expecting visitors and it was still rather early. Stephanie hurried out of the kitchen and she gave Mark a questioning look. He shrugged. “Go take a peek while I get my jeans.”
 
    
 
   She nodded as he went to the bedroom. When they’d first gotten back he’d discovered that Stephanie’s modesty was gone and she’d been more than happy to go to the door naked and greet neighbors, pizza delivery guys, and even a few salespeople. Mark had been forced to make it clear she wasn’t to open the door without his permission, especially naked and so he rushed, getting out a pair of denim blues. He was just getting them on when he heard his wife make a sound of excitement. He heard the door open and a rush of voices came. That concerned him and he finished buttoning his pants and hurried out into the living room to see what the commotion was. And why she had disobeyed him.
 
    
 
   Stephanie hadn’t made it out of the hall and when he looked his mouth fell open. Standing with her, arms wrapped around each other, stood Aiki and Yuki, both women dressed to the nines, their high heels and barely decent attire a stark contrast to Stephanie’s total nudity and bare feet. Tears were pouring down Stephanie’s cheeks and she was laughing. Aiki looked emotional too and Mark could see the tears swimming in the tall Japanese woman’s eyes. Yuki however looked gleeful, as if someone had just given her chocolate cake while at the same time driving a thick vibrator into her slit. And knowing Yuki, caning her ass too.
 
    
 
   He waited patiently and a moment later, just as he expected, Stephanie’s hiccups started. She turned with embarrassment as he stood there and then Aiki and Yuki caught sight of him. Aiki’s eyes met his and for a moment nothing was said. Then Mark opened his arms and Aiki ran to him, falling into his embrace, the tears finally coming. Mark rocked the thin Japanese woman and held her tightly while Stephanie looked on, not in jealousy, but in quiet satisfaction. Yuki stood patiently as Aiki cried. No one said anything until she sniffed and wiped at her face. Stephanie moved back toward them and picked up a box of tissue from a corner table, offering them up to Aiki.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” Aiki said, taking a tissue. “I don’t know why I broke down like that,” she said.
 
    
 
   Mark let her go and gestured toward the couch. “Please, sit down. It is absolutely great to see you. Both of you.” He looked at Aiki, his eyes intense. “Are you…” he paused uncomfortably. “Um… recovered?”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded, giving Mark a grateful smile. “You would ask that, wouldn’t you?” She said as Yuki came and sat down next to Aiki. The smaller Japanese girl left no room between them and Mark saw that their thighs were touching. Stephanie took the seat next to Mark but she draped her left leg over his lap, her still pink and wet slit showing obscenely. It was a very explicit pose and Mark gave her a little look of exasperation which she ignored.
 
    
 
   If Stephanie’s explicit position bothered her, Aiki didn’t show it. Instead she took a deep breath and answered Mark. “Yes. I’m recovered. I spent a week in the hospital for multiple contusions, deep bruising to my chest, feet and genitals. As well as needing treatment for a few chemical burns,” she said quietly. “I also required a few stitches.”
 
    
 
   Yuki nodded in agreement as Mark winced. Aiki’s statement sobered Stephanie. She took her leg off Mark’s lap and she leaned forward. “I can’t even begin to thank you enough,” she said softly, reaching out to take Aiki’s hand.”
 
    
 
   Aiki smiled. “I know. I did it for you Stephanie, and your husband.” Aiki glanced at Mark. “I hope you know how special he is.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. “I’ve always known. It’s why I married him.”
 
    
 
   For a moment Aiki didn’t know how to respond to that. There was a moment of awkward silence. “How have you both been?” She asked instead.
 
    
 
   Stephanie and Mark looked at each other and then they laughed. “Incredibly actually,” Mark admitted. “It’s been almost a dream.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie nodded. “We half expected to come home and immediately be forced back into the grind…” she began.
 
    
 
   “But Toby was exceedingly good to us,” Mark finished. “He felt that Davies’ original commitment to me should be held in good faith. So when we arrived home from Amsterdam and began checking out our situation, we discovered he’d transferred the full four hundred thousand Davies offered me into my account.”
 
    
 
   “And the dildo chair!” Stephanie gushed.
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes widened. “Really? I had no idea!” She said, totally astonished. “I know that Toby divested himself of most of Davies businesses and gave the girls their own contracts along with cash.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie looked curious. “Really?”
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “I found out a month ago. Silvia and Cindi promptly sold themselves again, but at least they get the money. But the real news is that Toby married Ms. Parks.”
 
    
 
   Mark laughed. “That’s not news. I expected that,” he said. Stephanie looked at him surprised. “Come on. Really?” He said in surprise. “She and he definitely had a thing. It’s why he asked me to keep her at arm's length, not that I would have taken advantage of her anyway,” he said stoically. He blinked, remembering the still very attractive fifty year old woman spread naked over his lower half, sucking on his cock. But then Stephanie gave his arm a squeeze.
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded with a grin. “So you two have just been taking it easy?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie laughed. “More like adjusting. After this we both discovered we had needs. We had a long talk, a couple of exploratory sessions, and came to a few mutual understandings,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   Yuki coughed, as if she were impatient. “It is good to see you happy, Stephanie-chan, and you as well Conner-san. But this isn’t exactly a social visit.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked and then looked over at Aiki. “It isn’t?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shook her head, a look of apprehension on her face. “No. We come as the personal representatives of Takanada Hiroshi.”
 
    
 
   Mark tilted his head to the side. “Takanada? Are you working for him?” He asked Aiki.
 
    
 
   Her mouth curled down into a frown. “Um… sort of,” she admitted.
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s look of understanding was almost a smirk. “You submitted to him.”
 
    
 
   Aiki blushed, but then she nodded. “Yes, I am one of his slavegirls,” she said softly. “I offered him a contract and he purchased me.”  Her words, spoken softly, contained a thousand meanings and Mark knew what she meant. He imagined her naked and bound in the garden, just one foot on the ground, the other hauled up into the air, tied with her legs open. Clamps would be hung from her breasts and clit and she’d stay like that for hours, moaning and needing and wanting. But what about Aiki’s lust for Silver?
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “What about your use of Silver? When he and I spoke in his garden he mentioned he appreciated women who weren’t users.”
 
    
 
   Aiki’s eyes sparkled momentarily as she looked at Mark. “I haven’t had any Silver since the night of the Round Robin.”
 
    
 
   Stephanie suddenly leaned forward and put her hand on Aiki’s arm. “Was it bad?” She asked sincerely.
 
    
 
   Aiki bit her lip. “It was…” she shook her head. “It’s difficult to describe. I would never willingly volunteer for one again,” she said quietly.
 
    
 
   Yuki looked at her, a knowing grin on her face and Mark understood immediately.
 
    
 
   “But if he ordered it you would willingly accept it,” Mark breathed.
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “It was both the most wonderful and worst thing that I’ve ever endured. It was freedom in a way that you can’t understand unless you’ve done it. And it was brutal and horrible at the same time. I came so many times that I was suffering from dehydration when they got me to the hospital.” She shook her head. “At first they kept me drugged, on morphine. But eventually they couldn’t keep giving it to me. The pain was bad. Not during the actual event, but afterwards. The healing took a long time.” Then Aiki smiled. “But Yuki was there. She helped nurse me and as soon as I was feeling better it was her who brought me pleasure and assisted me get through it. Then, when I was recovered she took me to Takanada-san.”
 
    
 
   Mark nodded. “You said this wasn't a social visit. Please tell me that you aren’t here to warn us about Skeldersohn?”
 
    
 
   Yuki let out a laugh. “No. That man would not dare to cross my master!” She declared. “No. Takanada-san wants you to come to Japan.”
 
    
 
   It was Stephanie who spoke in shock. “What? Japan?” She asked, amazed.
 
    
 
   Yuki and Aiki both nodded. Aiki leaned forward. “Mark, Takanada recognized your talents and persistence. He is looking for a man who can help him with this side of the business.” She motioned at herself. “He would like to discuss an employment opportunity with you, one that would have you earning much more than your previous salary.”
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyes widened and Stephanie gasped. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Mark whispered.
 
    
 
   Aiki gave him a steady look. “I am not trying to ‘kid’ you,” she said. “I’m not extending a job offer to you, but merely asking you to come to Japan, to Tokyo, as a guest of Takanada, to discuss the possibility. For two weeks.” She paused, giving Stephanie a significant look. “There is but one caveat.”
 
    
 
   Mark leaned forward, curious. “What’s that?” He looked at Aiki but it was Yuki who answered.
 
    
 
   Yuki pointed at Stephanie. “You must bring her. And for the duration of your stay at Master Takanada’s residence, as his guest, she is to be included in his harem.”
 
    
 
   Mark blinked. “Wait, are you saying that I have to bring Stephanie, and that while we’re there she’ll be just one more of his girls?”
 
    
 
   Aiki shifted in her seat. “Hai. Yes. And she will be subjected to the same thing all of us are,” Aiki said.
 
    
 
   “Subjected? Subjected to what, exactly?”
 
    
 
   Yuki laughed. “Pleasure. Pain. Penetration. Bliss. Excitement. Purity and power,” she said.
 
    
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “That was a bit poetic,” he accused. Yuki shrugged.
 
    
 
   “Yes, she will be bound. She will used. By you, by Takanada, perhaps by other men. She will be forced to cum frequently, and she will be denied that pleasure in order for the moment when it is granted to be greater. She will be sexually tortured, her body stressed so that each climax is laced with the energy of her desire. And if she is disobedient she will be punished.”
 
    
 
   Mark sat back in his seat stunned. The idea… the idea was insane. How on earth could he even consider going knowing that he’d be giving his wife over to be used, sexually abused and tormented, and subject to the sexual will of another man? He began to shake his head when he caught sight of Stephanie’s face.
 
    
 
   Her eyes were bright and wide and her mouth was slightly open. He noticed that her pulse had increased. He could see the beat of her heart at the side of her throat. Her nipples had tightened dramatically and her hips were already thrusting in quiet heat. He swallowed, realizing how much the idea of it had turned her on. He thought back over the last three months, and beyond that, to what he’d endured at the Ranch, with Aiki and Yuki. Could he submerse himself again in that? Could Stephanie take it? Could he?
 
    
 
   She turned and looked at him and in a flash of understanding he saw what she wanted. Or at least, what she fantasized about. He was part of it, but her experience, on the Challenge, with Davies, at the hands of Viers Skeldersohn; all of it had changed her.
 
    
 
   “Just two weeks?” he asked suspiciously.
 
    
 
   Aiki nodded. “If you do not find the opportunity and its requirements to your liking you and Stephanie come home.”
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath as Stephanie took his hand, squeezing it. When he looked at her she looked eager, excited. Almost trembling.
 
    
 
   Mark frowned, but then nodded. “All right. I suppose I can abide by those terms,” he said. Yuki immediately grinned and Aiki smiled, but it was Stephanie who leaped on him, hugging him tightly, squealing with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Oh Mark! Thank you! Thank you!” She gushed, kissing his face repeatedly.
 
    
 
   Mark pushed her down. “Okay! Okay!” He laughed. “I get it. You want to be tied naked in his garden, all clamped and straddling a bamboo rod. You are such a masochist!” He said as Stephanie practically glowed. She slipped down off the couch and got on her knees in a very subservient pose.
 
    
 
   “Master, thank you for this opportunity. I will not let you down or embarrass you,” she said demurely.
 
    
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “Of course. I know you won’t,” he said. Then Stephanie looked up. “May I have a moment to speak with Aiki and Yuki, alone, Master?”
 
    
 
   For a second he thought about it but then he let out a breath. “I suppose. I’ll be in the kitchen.”  He stood up, put his hand softly on Stephanie’s head, then left the ladies alone. He heard soft voices as he left the room and went back into the kitchen.
 
    
 
   He washed the frying pan first. Stephanie had already loaded the dishwasher with the dirty dishes and so there wasn’t much for him to do. Just as he finished drying the pan and putting it away he heard Stephanie call out.
 
    
 
   “Master? Master can you please come in here?”
 
    
 
   “Sure. Just one moment,” he said. He tucked the drying towel back on the rack and then padded back out into the living room.
 
    
 
   All three girls were naked. And on their knees.
 
    
 
   Mark’s mouth dropped open. Stephanie knelt between Aiki and Yuki, who were both grinning. Aiki had a look of quiet satisfaction in her eyes, as if she knew something was about to happen that she had wanted for a long time. Yuki just looked exuberant.
 
    
 
   “Master,” Stephanie said eagerly. “We, all of us, have been naughty. We need to be punished.”
 
    
 
   “Hard,” amended Yuki, giving her ample bottom a little wiggle. “Followed by extensive and penetrating personal use, Master.”
 
    
 
   Aiki spoke next. “I too have been bad and require punishment, Master.” She grinned and twisted her hip. “Would you like to see my new tattoo?” Mark glanced down and a small, fat, very round robin had been inscribed on her buttock. He let out a laugh.
 
    
 
   “You’re going to start a new tradition, Aiki. Like fighter pilots with confirmed kills.”
 
    
 
   Aiki grinned and bowed her head. Stephanie and Yuki exchanged glances and all three girls waited patiently. Mark just stared until Stephanie looked up.
 
    
 
   “Remember during the Challenge when I promised you a threesome?” she asked tentatively.
 
    
 
   Mark nodded, his eyes bright. Stephanie grinned. “Well, I hope a foursome will work just as well.”
 
    
 
   Finally he cleared his throat. “Steph?” He said, his voice tight. His cock was already swelling beneath his jeans. She leaned forward and put a hand on the bulge.
 
    
 
   “Mark, these women helped us in ways that are so intimate I can’t even comprehend them. I’ve made love to Aiki before. My love for you as a wife can’t be broken by any earthly pleasure. So let me give you this gift. Take them. Take me. Use us. Let us pleasure you and satisfy you,” she entreated. “As many times as humanly possible.”
 
    
 
   Mark sat down on the arm of couch, still flabbergasted.
 
    
 
   “And I would like my bottom spanked,” Yuki suddenly said. “Hard. Please.”
 
    
 
   Aiki stifled a laugh but then looked up at Mark as well. “My breasts could use some clamps. Do you have clovers?”
 
    
 
   Stephanie’s look of wicked seduction sealed the deal. Mark let out a breath of exasperation. “The three of you are crazy, you know that?” He said, standing up. His hands went to his button and he began stripping out of his jeans as the girls exchange a hungry, predatory look. “You do realize I’m just one man, right? I’m not sure I can please all of you,” he warned.
 
    
 
   “That’s okay,” Stephanie said. “We can handle each other as long as you can wield the whip.” She reached over to the table and picked up Mark’s flogger. She handed it to him with a knowing smile. All three of the girls then reached up, yanking and pulling at his boxers. Soft, knowledgeable hands surrounded his cock, rubbing and stroking and he was pushed down onto the sofa as three tongues all tried to lick him. Warmth surrounded his stiffening cock and his scrotum and Mark Conner looked up at the ceiling, his entire body thrumming with pleasure, with need, with sweet bliss. And from that point he only heard one word uttered from the girls touching him.
 
    
 
   “Master…”
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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