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   Forward by Breanne Erickson
 
   It’s unusual for me to get asked to write a forward for another author’s book, but I can’t help but be excited. Michael Alexander is more than a mentor to me, he’s a friend and I can honestly say that I look forward to every word he writes with some serious fanaticism. The second edition of “The Challenge of Love” is a long time coming. Michael smoothed out a couple of rough scenes, and fixed a couple of minor continuity issues, but for the most part The Challenge of Love is still a hot BDSM story about a woman who dares everything in order to win back her husband. It’s a story of love, heart, soul, pain and pleasure.  If you like MY writing you’ll love this book. 
 
   Especially because… I’m in it too. At least, a fictional version of me. It’s sort of a cameo, and I don’t want to provide any spoilers, so I’ll leave it to you to explore. But I have just one thing to say to the man who penned this book.
 
   How does one apply to compete in The Challenge? 


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter One
 
    
 
   The sounds of the football game were only barely muted by the closed door across the room and Stephanie Conner looked up from her computer with something akin to exasperation.  Blue eyes the color of the Caribbean flashed and she stood up, brushing her long blonde hair back behind her ear.  She was dressed in loose flannel pajamas, with a pair of pink slippers on her feet, and she didn’t make a noise as she padded across the floor of her little niche, not that he’d have been able to hear it anyway.  Grasping the knob, she opened the door to the entertainment room and was practically blasted backward by the roaring sound of a cheering crowd.
 
   The entertainment room was dark, a distinct difference from the softly lit alcove that was her special retreat.  It was a measure of contrasts.  Her sanctuary was filled with books, a soft chair to curl up in, with lighting that was easy on the eyes.  In her husband’s cave the only illumination came from a massive television set that was mounted against the wall like an altar to the technology gods, flashing light and blaring sound as if the occupants of the room were both deaf and blind, and the only hope for them to see and hear was to smash them physically into oblivion.  Even worse, the room was surrounded with speakers, trembling woofers and tweeters, humming mid-ranges, all directing a panoply of ear-drum rupturing noise at the center of the room.
 
   A leather couch was positioned there, a massive piece of furniture with thick plush cushions.  Stephanie had laid on that couch before, usually curled up with a pillow, watching a movie while he was on a business trip, the volume set to a quarter of what the sound system was capable of producing.  She didn’t want to run the risk of early hearing damage.  The couch was comfortable, almost bed like, with built in massage, heaters, cup holders, practically every amenity.  Hell, there were even pockets for the strange collection of remotes and controllers her husband had collected to run the various pieces of gaming, video, and sound equipment.
 
   Stephanie didn’t even know what half the bleeping, blinking, electronic boxes did.  She used only one, the white one, to do her morning exercises on.  Physical activity had been recommend by the therapist as a way of dealing with her emotional pain.  Mental health was an important part of the healing process Stephanie had been told.  She remembered when her husband had bought the strange balance board and the game, which wasn’t a game.  
 
   She didn’t know if his chosen team was winning or losing, not that she really cared.  The announcer was describing some play that had already happened and the television was showing it in slow motion while armchair quarterbacks critiqued and complained and analyzed.  It never ceased to amaze her how so much time, money, and effort could be put into a single sport.  If just for one year, all that money was spent on feeding the hungry, or curing cancer, or even just making sure everyone had a damn coat for the winter, how much good could happen?
 
   Stephanie shook her head and reminded herself not to be judgmental.  After all, there was more to life than just good causes.  One had to live; to have hobbies; to have friends; to love and be loved.  It’s what life was about.  She knew that better than anybody.  She walked across the bare floor behind the couch and reached down, putting her hand on her husband’s head, hesitating for only a fraction of a second.
 
   They had married young, just out of high school and it had been difficult.  He had graciously gone to work, putting food on the table and providing a place to live while she had struggled through college, eventually getting a degree in psychology.  But after earning her bachelor’s degree and racking up thousands of dollars in student loans, he had asked her to find a job.  The disappointment in his eyes when all she had been able to find was a position as a substitute teacher had been brutal to her self-confidence.
 
   But with time and their combined salaries, their circumstances had improved.  He got promoted and while he’d never rise much higher in the company due to his education level, she had eventually gotten a job as a high school counselor.  Everything had seemed as if it were going right for them.  But then disaster had struck and their lives, finances, and now marriage had fallen apart.  
 
   Stephanie had blinked a few times when her husband had come home with all the new toys.  Every last dollar in their savings account was gone, even the money they had decided to use to buy a new car, or to change out the peeling linoleum for hardwood floors, or to replace the Formica countertops with granite.  It had been another blow to her fragile psyche.  
 
   But her husband worked hard and she had kept quiet as a mouse, not wanting him to leave her.  Their money would eventually grow again and those things that she – they - had worked hard for would eventually come.  Besides, the television was pretty awesome and the few times that they had watched something together on the new couch, usually some action flick that he enjoyed, the only thing that would have made it perfect if she’d dared to sneak into his embrace, reveling in his touch, maybe even hoping for more. It had been too long since he’d touched her. 
 
   There were side effects to having the entertainment system though.  Every evening he came home, ate the dinner she prepared for him and then went to watch a game, or a movie, or play some first person shooter adventure on one of the gaming consoles.  Sometimes, he actually picked up his plate from the kitchen table and carried it in there, leaving her sitting by herself, picking at her food, wondering what had gone wrong.  Sometimes she was glad he kept the volume so loud.  It made it harder to hear when she cried.
 
   “Honey, can you please turn it down?  I’m trying to work.” she asked softly, running her hands through his hair.  It was thick and curly and she loved the feel of it, just as she had since high school.
 
   He reached up and pushed her hand away.  “What?” he asked loudly.
 
   “Can you turn it down a bit please?” she practically shouted.
 
   He picked up the remote and turned down the volume fractionally.  Then he twisted and looked up at his wife.
 
   “What?”
 
   She suppressed the sudden surge of frustration and told herself that he wasn’t deliberately being rude.  He just didn’t know.  And he was losing his hearing.  She counted to three mentally and then smiled softly. 
 
   “Can you please turn it down a bit?”
 
   He blinked. “Oh.  Yeah sure.  Whatever.”  He looked back toward the screen.
 
   Stephanie sighed and turned around. She left him to his amusements and closed the door behind her.  She made it all the way to her desk before the volume went back up and another cheer shook the house.  Tears sprang to her eyes as she sat down, the cup of cocoa she had made for herself now cold and bitter.  She couldn’t even play her favorite song, George Winston’s version of Pachelbel’s Canon, because of the noise from his room. She looked at the screen, the student files waiting for notation, and she burst into quiet sobs, her hands over her eyes.  
 
   Stephanie wiped her eyes and took another deep breath.  Soon it wouldn’t matter, would it?  Soon she would know.  She took comfort in that fact and saved her files.  She turned off her computer and stood, glancing once more at the door to her husband’s cave. Perhaps she should just march in and tell him, beg him to take her.  Maybe she should just take off every stitch of clothing and go in and seduce him.  But another loud cheer and her husband’s shout froze her.  She couldn’t take another rejection. Not again.  And so she turned off the computer.  It was time for sleep.  She padded off toward the bedroom, leaving her husband to his amusements.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Several hours later Mark Conner stretched on the large leather sofa and sat up.  With the game finally over he blinked bleary eyes at the clock. 1 o’clock?  He lifted the remote and turned off the television, then the speaker system.  As various green lights turned to red, he dropped the remote on the couch, leaving a collection of snack bowls and glasses littering the couch and coffee table.  He knew that Stephanie would clean them up that morning, or perhaps when she got home from work the following afternoon.
 
   He wasn’t a muscular man, though he had been pretty lean in high school thanks to being active on the wrestling team.  His thick, curly hair had started to recede a little, but at least he still had it.  He was acutely aware of his beer belly since it stuck out almost half a foot further than the rest of him. It was his worst feature but he lacked the willpower to do anything about it.  Barefoot and wearing shorts, he headed into the kitchen for a late night snack.  He glanced into his wife’s “study” as she called it, but the lights were out and he presumed she had gone to bed. She did that most nights.  Sometimes he wished she would join him, to come and watch a game on the couch, maybe curl up next to him, but he had stopped pushing after the miscarriage.  He knew that his touch reminded her of their lost child, and actual sex was painful to her.  It had been difficult for him to adjust to their more platonic relationship, but he couldn’t bring himself to hurt her.   A quick stop at the refrigerator followed and he looked in, grabbing a two liter bottle of soda.  Stephanie hated it when he drank from the bottle directly, so he only did it when she was asleep.  He lifted it to his lips and chugged.  Then he thought he saw something through the back windows of the house.
 
   He lowered the bottle, staring.  Their house had a small, but fenced in backyard and he was almost positive he had seen someone, dressed in black, cross the poorly illuminated grass.  Stephanie had complained to him that they needed lights back there, but he had ignored her, pushing aside her worries as something immaterial.  After all, who would break into their house?  They had nothing.
 
   Except his entertainment system, he thought.  With a grunt he realized that she was probably right. Now that he had the television, he probably needed to get a security system.  He shook his head and lifted the bottle again.  Soda poured down his throat and he never saw the hand that came out of the shadows of the darkened kitchen.  The bottle fell as the sharp prick of a needle hit the back of his neck and all he had time for was to reach up, eyes wide in shock, before he collapsed to the floor.
 
   When he finally regained consciousness, he tried to open his eyes.  Brilliant white light hit him like a board swung by a pro-wrestler and he groaned, rolling over.  He was lying on something hard and his sluggish brain tried desperately to understand what was going on. The floor felt cool on his bare chest and his shorts were scrunched up.  Facing downward, he began to open his eyes and they watered intensely.  It took him almost a minute just to get them working properly.
 
   The light was intense and very bright and when his vision had finally adjusted he looked around, assessing his situation.  He was in a small room, barely the size of a walk-in closet.  The floor, the walls, and even the ceiling were all stark white and bright florescent lights hung above his head, illuminating everything in a brilliant glow.  A small half sphere of darkened glass was embedded in the ceiling. A splash of red paint, formed into massive letters along one side of the room spelled the word “CHALLENGE” and Mark blinked at it for a long moment, trying to understand.  
 
   He turned.  Opposite the word there was a door.  It was easy to miss, since it had no knob, no plate, and was merely a lightly darkened outline in what was already a white field.  Slowly he walked forward, his legs feeling rubbery.  He had to figure out where he was, and how he had gotten there.
 
   His mind reeled.  There had been people in his house!  He had been… had he been attacked?  Where was he?  My God! Had they stolen his television?  He moved a little more quickly and pushed open the door, stepping into a new room.
 
   The place was massive, the size of a small movie theatre.  The floor was flat and just as white as the walls.  Across, opposite the door he had just opened, stood another door, this one made of dark wood.  It stood out distinctly; a way out.  But as his mind registered the door, his eyes focused on something else, something in the center of the room and his eyes widened in alarm. 
 
   It was a strange piece of furniture, something he had never seen before.  Covered in dark red leather, it was about waist high.  Large metal rings, each holding a silver metal clip, were mounted on each of the four legs supporting it. Mark had never seen anything like it before.  But it wasn’t the furniture that caused him to gasp.  It was the body.  He froze, his mind stumbling.
 
   The first thing he noticed was that she was female.  Very female. It was hard to miss.  She lay on her back, body straight, and she wasn’t wearing any clothing.  Her breasts looked firm and the rosy pink nipples appeared hard despite the fact that the room wasn’t cold.  The black leather straps binding immobilizing her encircled each wrist and ankle, as well as her knees, her waist, above and below her breasts, and at her throat. She had long blond hair that hid her face, but he could tell she was alive because her bosom, capped with pink, rose and fell in a steady rhythm.  
 
   He took a step closer and a sudden awful suspicion fell upon him.  He took a few quick steps and the familiarity he began sensing increased.  He gasped when he realized it and ran forward, hands extended, even as he cried out her name. He fell to his knees, sweeping the hair of his wife out of her face so that he could look at her.
 
   Stephanie lay there, eyes closed, her jaw grossly distended by the red rubber ball gag that was tightly strapped around her head.  With her arms bound in front of her at both the wrist and elbow, her body appeared taut and rigid.  As he got closer, he saw that a massive wooden paddle, the type school teachers were reputed to use discipline students lay on the floor beside her.  He fell to his knees, fingers scrabbling at her bonds.
 
   Her eyes blinked open, tears filling them.  Mark lifted her head and began unbuckling the ball gag, freeing her.  She gasped as it came out and she worked her jaw.  She looked up at her husband and whispered her thanks.
 
   He was furious.  Who had done this to his wife?  He shook his head at her and began working on the thin, black leather straps.  
 
   The wrist and ankle cuffs were locked on her limbs and the tiny padlocks resisted his attempts to break them.  He settled for unbuckling the straps at her knees and waist, the ones above and below her breasts, and then the small binding that held her elbows together.  When she was free she let out a moan and curled up into his arms, letting her tears fall onto his shoulder.
 
   “Are you okay?” she asked, clinging to him, her fingers tight on his arms.  Mark looked around, still bewildered, but also trying to ignore his wife’s nudity.  To his embarrassment, he was sporting an erection that was totally inappropriate for the situation.  He hoped she hadn’t notice the tent pole at the front of his shorts.
 
   “I’m a bit groggy,” he replied. “I don’t know where we are, but I think we need to get out of here,” he said authoritatively.  He pried her fingers loose and stood up straight, leaving her sitting on the floor, both hands supporting her body.  He marched over to the large wooden door, hand outstretched.
 
   “Don’t leave me!” Stephanie gasped, the fear in her voice clear.
 
   He growled and shook his head. “I’m not leaving you. I’m checking the door!”  He reached it, pushing since there was again no knob or plate.  It didn’t budge.  He kicked it, and then slammed his shoulder into it.  No movement. He took a step back and looked around the room.
 
   Except for the door, the padded bench, the paddle, and his wife, the room was totally empty.  Fluorescent lights were strung overhead, each diffused by a translucent but solid looking plate.  Again he spotted the same, half spherical, darkened glass globes mounted on the ceiling - many of them. The floor was either concrete or some other hard substance, painted the same shade of white as the walls.  He couldn’t see footprints, or any marks of any kind and he paced the room, following its contours, hoping to garner some sort of intuitive understanding of the space’s purpose.
 
   “What are you doing?” Stephanie asked.  She had curled up into a ball, her arms wrapped around her knees.  Mark glanced at her.  The black leather cuffs and collar contrasted with her milky white skin and he noticed that her finger and toenails were painted a dark shade of pink.  He blinked, wondering how he had missed that fact before.  She hadn’t painted her nails in ages.
 
   “I’m trying to ascertain what this room is for.  Why are we here?  And what do they want with us?”
 
   “They?” Stephanie asked, glancing around with concern.
 
   “The ones that brought us here, obviously.”
 
   Stephanie went quite at the rebuke.  “Oh.  Sorry,” she replied softly.
 
   He looked over at her.  “Do you remember what happened?” he asked.
 
   She shook her head, the curled locks of her blond hair whispering across her bare shoulders.  “No. I was asleep.  Then I woke up here all tied up,” she replied. “And naked,” she said softly.
 
   A horrible thought crossed Mark’s mind and he turned toward her, face white.  “Did they…” he paused, not wanting to say it directly, but Stephanie had years of understanding his body language and it wasn’t hard to figure out what he was thinking.  She blushed crimson and the heat went all the way down her body. 
 
   “No, they didn’t,” she said hurriedly.
 
   Mark turned away, embarrassed.  “Well, that’s a relief.”
 
   Stephanie grimaced as her husband continued around the circumference of the room.  She glanced around and then picked up the heavy wooden paddle, holding it up.
 
   “What do you think this is for?” she asked.  It was solid and there were holes drilled along its length.
 
   “No clue.  Leave it alone,” Mark told her.  He walked a few more steps then threw up his hands in exasperation.  “What do they want?” he demanded loudly.
 
   Stephanie sighed and put down the paddle.  Slowly she climbed to her feet.  Her body was curvaceous, with wide generous hips and full breasts.  Mark actually blinked, just a little surprised at how good she looked, and once again his manhood throbbed inappropriately.  She usually wore loose and baggy clothing and he hadn’t seen her totally naked in ages.  Her hips almost seemed to sway in front of him as she moved over to him, laying one hand on his chest.  The scent of her hair filled his nose and he found himself wrapping his arms around her.
 
   Gently, she put her cheek on his chest and closed her eyes.  She didn’t remember the last time he had held her and despite their circumstances, it felt good.  Her quiet steady breathing added a sense of peace to their situation and Mark began to calm down.
 
   But finally he let go of her and Stephanie, sensing that the moment was over, let him.  She stepped to the side as he moved toward the center of the room, his eyes studying the strange padded bench.
 
   “Why is this here?” he said, almost to himself, running his fingers across the leather.  He bent down and studied it, lifting up one of the steel clasps that hung from the metal rings.  Stephanie came back over and sat down next to the paddle, once more drawing her knees up to her chin.  She wrapped her arms around her body and stared.
 
   Mark studied the bench but then moved onto the paddle. He picked it up, touched it, and even swung it a few times.  He even took it over to the door and hammered loudly on the wooden portal.  Nothing happened and he threw the paddle angrily at the wall.  It clattered downward and Mark put his back to the wall and slid down until he was sitting.
 
   “Are you okay?” Stephanie asked, looking at her defeated husband.
 
   “No. No I’m not okay. I’ve been kidnapped, taken away from my life, my wife has been abused and I’m stuck in this fucking room.  I am NOT OKAY,” he said venomously.  He closed his eyes and pitched his head backward a few times.  His skull thunked loudly against the wall.
 
   Stephanie stood up.  Her large breasts swung free and she walked over to the padded bench, studying it.  Mark watched her and the erection that he had managed to get rid of reappeared as her bare bottom swung before his eyes.  She touched the leather pad and then squatted down to get a better look at the metal rings and the clips.  Mark’s eyes widened slightly as he saw the outline of her sex, the thick and delicious looking petals of her womanhood peeking out from between her thighs.  For the first time he realized that she must have started to shave herself at some point. Unless of course their attackers had done that too. He licked his lips once as the sight of her aroused him, but he turned away and tried hard to put those feelings away.  The last thing she would want in a situation like this would be to have sex.  She hadn’t wanted sex in ages.
 
   Stephanie turned and stepped away from the padded bench and walked over to the fallen paddle. She picked it up gingerly, holding it lightly, and then turned toward her husband.  Slowly she walked forward until she was standing right in front of him.  He looked up, his eyes moving down the front of her body to the pink slit that was a mere foot away from his face.  Then she sat down beside him, mirroring his position.
 
   He glanced over at her, trying hard not to look at her chest.  He thought it would be rude.  He couldn’t remember the last time they had made love, but it wasn’t like she paraded around the house naked either.  She really did have some amazing curves he admitted to himself. He tore his eyes away from her bosom and focused on her face.  She held the paddle in her hands.
 
   “Do you like puzzles?” she asked softly.
 
   “What?” he demanded, totally confused.
 
   “Puzzles,” she said earnestly.  “Some of my students are really big into them and one that I heard a few months ago comes to mind.”
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed in confusion.  “And what does this have to do with being kidnapped.”
 
   Stephanie cringed. “Well, it doesn’t. Not exactly. It’s more about the room.”
 
   Mark sighed. “I’m thirsty.”
 
   She nodded.  “Me too.  And hungry. It’s got to be near lunch time already.”
 
   Mark didn’t say anything.
 
   “I’d like to use the bathroom too.”
 
   He grunted.
 
   “Anyway, like I was saying, the kids have been telling this riddle,” she continued.  She held out the paddle.  “You are in a locked room with no way out.  The only thing in the room is a baseball bat.  How do you get out of the room?”
 
   Mark snorted.  “That’s dumb.  You take the bat and break the door down.”
 
   Stephanie smiled lightly and wiggled the paddle back and forth.  “How did that work out?” she asked.
 
   Mark glared at her and her smile disappeared. Bowing her head she apologized.
 
   “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to upset you.  But please, think about the puzzle.”
 
   Mark sighed and looked away.  “A locked room and a baseball bat, right?”
 
   She nodded, smiling once again.  She put one arm through his and leaned on him.  Again her scent hit him hard and he struggled to compose himself.  
 
   “Um… break the lights?” he asked.
 
   “Nope,” she said.
 
   “Smash the walls?” he asked.
 
   She actually chuckled.  “You are such a Neanderthal.  I would have thought a sports lover like you would figure it out.”
 
   He blinked.  A sports lover?  Baseball?  Bat?  What had she said?  Get out of the room?  Get out?  Out?  Three outs?  Three strikes…
 
   “Oh!  I get it!  Three strikes and I’m out!” he said, feeling a rush of pleasure at having worked out the puzzle.  “It’s a trick on words.  I was thinking ‘out’ meant get out of the room.  But it’s a word puzzle, so I can get ‘out’ any way I want.”
 
   “Right.”
 
   Suddenly he pulled himself free of Stephanie’s arm and stood up.  She blinked, shocked at his sudden movement. He grabbed the paddle from her hand and squatted down into a baseball hitter’s position.  He hauled the paddle back to his shoulder and looked ahead, as if waiting for the pitcher’s throw.
 
   “Wait. I didn’t mean it so…” she said.  He swung rapidly once, twice, three times.
 
   “Literally,” she finished with a sigh.
 
   Mark glanced around.  “Nothing happened.”
 
   “Well, I didn’t expect it too.  That’s not a baseball bat, Mark.”
 
   He gave her a sour look.  “Well what did you expect me to do with it?”
 
   Stephanie took a deep breath and stood up.  The thick leather cuffs on her wrist and ankles tinkled slightly.  The collar at her throat itched.  She stepped closer to her husband and took his hand, pulling him over to the leather bench.
 
   “Look at this piece of furniture.  What is it for?” she asked him intently.
 
   Mark glanced at it.  It was too high to be a comfortable chair or bench, and the padded, rounded top made it a distinctly poor table.  Finally he shrugged and looked at his naked wife. “I’ve got no clue.”
 
   Stephanie stared at him intently.  “Mark, they put cuffs on me, cuffs we can’t get off.  There’s a paddle here.  That bench is almost exactly the same height as my hips.  Don’t you see?”
 
   He blinked, still not following her train of logic.  Finally she sighed. Pushing him out of the way gently, she stepped up to the padded bench.  Going up on tiptoe, the ankle cuffs were positioned perfectly next to the metal clips mounted to the bench’s supports.  Then she bent over the bench, fitting her flat belly against the rounded top.  As she folded herself, her exquisite bottom became taut, more prominent, and she draped herself over the bench.  Her arms swung downward and Mark’s eyes widened as he realized that the cuffs on his wife’s wrists were exactly at the right spot to be secured to the other side of the bench.  He stared.  Stephanie’s bottom looked… well, delicious and he could see the light pink slit of her sex.  It was actually glistening.
 
   “Don’t you see?  The door isn’t going to open until we do this,” she said, her voice strained from holding the position.
 
   “Do what?” he asked, clearly in shock.  “What are you talking about?”
 
   “You have to spank me!” Stephanie said loudly and with heat.
 
   Mark Conner blinked as his jaw dropped. “What?” he demanded.  “No! I can’t do that!  Not to you!  My God!  What do they think I am?” 
 
   Stephanie stayed in position but lifted her head slightly.  “Mark, they haven’t given us food or water and I don’t think they will let us out until you cuff me to this bench and spank me.  You’ve got to do it.”
 
   Mark shook his head.  “No. I can’t.  You’ve been… you’ve been hurt enough. I won’t.  I can’t.”
 
   Stephanie straightened and turned toward her husband. To her surprise, he was crying.  Her brow furrowed in confusion and she stepped forward, one hand extended to cup his cheek.
 
   “Why… why are you crying?” she asked, her eyes soft and worried.
 
   Mark turned away. “I can’t hurt you. Please don’t ask me to do that.  You’ve had so much pain, so much. I can’t give you more.”
 
   Stephanie suddenly knew what he was talking about and her heart lurched.  The miscarriage had been excruciating, leaving her damaged and in agony.  It had taken months to physically recover.  Losing the baby had been just as hard on her psyche.  But it wasn’t his fault.  Didn’t he know that?  
 
   She blinked.  She had thought he didn’t love her any more.  What if…
 
   Her mind reeled.
 
   “You great big lunk,” she said softly as tears formed in her eyes.  “It wasn’t your fault.  You didn’t hurt me.  You were there for me.”  She grabbed him, pulling him into a tight embrace.  Mark let out a quiet sob and buried his face between her breasts.  It wasn’t sexual.  
 
   He spoke, his words coming between his gasps.  “I didn’t want to hurt you anymore.  It was so hard on you. I couldn’t touch you… I was so scared.”
 
   She tightened her grip on him, her own tears streaming down her cheeks.  Had many months of misery been caused simply because neither of them had talked to the other?  Had it all been miscommunication from the start?  What had they done to each other?
 
   “I love you. I miss you. Pulling away from me hurt more than anything, Mark.  I need you by me, holding me, loving me,” she said softly.  “And I don’t hurt anymore, not like that.”
 
   He clung to her harder and together they rocked in place, wet tears flowing freely.  It was several minutes before he straightened and used his thumbs to wipe away some of his tears.  Crying was unusual for Mark and Stephanie gave him a soft smile before grabbing hold and burying her face in his chest.  He held her then, his hands caressing her bare shoulders and back.
 
   “I thought you stopped loving me,” she whispered.
 
   “I thought I was hurting you,” he replied.
 
   “God are we stupid,” Stephanie said through her tears.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   She hiccupped and then laughed.  She pulled back a bit and looked him in the face.  “It still doesn’t change our circumstances though,” she said, suddenly looking worried.
 
   He blinked.  “Uh… you mean the spanking thing?” he appeared distinctly uncomfortable.
 
   She nodded. “I’m sorry.  But I really think you’re going to have to do it.”
 
   He gave her an incredulous look.  “You seem awfully sure about this. Do you want to be spanked that badly?”
 
   Stephanie bit her lip and gave him a coquettish, sideways glance.  “Would it shock you if I confessed that I’ve fantasized about it?”
 
   It shocked him.  His jaw dropped toward the floor again.
 
   She blushed crimson, from her cheeks all the way down to the tips of her cream colored breasts.  She put her hands behind her back and twisted slightly, like a naughty schoolgirl caught trying to skip class.
 
   “You’re serious?” he said.
 
   She nodded and looked embarrassed as she glanced down at the floor.
 
   “Oh.”
 
   She looked back up at him. “That’s an understatement.”
 
   Mark blinked. “So uh… you want me to spank you.”
 
   She nodded.  “I think it’s the only way to get out of this room and hopefully there’s a bathroom on the other side.
 
   Mark glanced at the heavy wooden door.  “What if you’re wrong?”
 
   Stephanie grimaced.  “Then not only do I not get to use the bathroom, but I’ll have a sore rump too.”
 
   He looked at the paddle.  “I don’t like the idea of hurting you.”
 
   She looked uncomfortable for a moment, then brightened.  “Don’t think of it that way.  Think of it as… um… discipline.” 
 
   “Discipline?”
 
   She laughed and pushed him slightly away.  Then she lowered her lashes and wiggled her bottom.  “Maybe I’ve been naughty.”
 
   Mark’s eyes got wide.  Then his expression darkened and he turned away.
 
   “Mark?  What’s wrong?” she asked.
 
   He paused and she could see him wrestling with something.  Finally he took a deep breath.  “After your,” he paused, tortured.  “After your miscarriage, when we tried to make love again, it hurt you so much that I felt awful.  And I held off and held off asking it of you and when you did seem to want me, it looked as if I was still hurting you.  So I stopped asking. I didn’t want that.  I still don’t want that.  I don’t want to hurt you.  And you wiggling your bottom at me isn’t helping my self-control,” he said through clenched teeth.
 
   It was Stephanie’s turn to look surprised. “But Mark, I healed ages ago.  It stopped hurting.  I… I… I thought you didn’t want me!”  Tears returned to her eyes as she realized just how stupid she had been.  “I thought you wanted someone healthy and whole. I couldn’t figure out why you were even staying with me, why you didn’t divorce me!”  The sobbing started back up and she stumbled forward, back into his arms, pressing her bare breasts against his chest.  
 
   He softened and put his arms around her, holding her through the crying fit.  His tears disappeared into the locks of gold that topped her head and they rocked together for a long time.  Then she shifted slightly and looked up at him.  
 
   “You still desire me?”
 
   He smiled. “Can’t you tell?” he asked.  He pushed his hips forward, setting the bulge of his cock against her body.
 
   She nodded. “I can feel it.”
 
   “I still don’t want to hurt you.”
 
   “I know.  But it’s not like that. It’s a different kind of hurt,” she explained.  
 
   He gave her a skeptical look and then closed his eyes.  Finally he nodded.  “Let’s get this over with then.”
 
   She swallowed and then pulled on his hand, leading him over to the bench.  Slowly she stepped up to the leather padded support and bent over it.  Mark put one trembling hand on her calf, reveling in the feel of her skin, and then slid it down to her cuffed ankle.  The metal clip on the bench quickly secured her to the support and he ran his hand back up her side, under her arm, and then back down to her hand.  He clipped the wrist cuff to the bench, securing one side of her before moving around to the opposite end of the bench.  Stephanie spread her legs farther apart and stretched.  His hands fumbled at the clips but he eventually succeeded at securing her.
 
   His wife’s body looked terribly vulnerable; her well rounded form a dreadful temptation.  Standing on tiptoes made her legs look even better than usual and the two little dimples just above her buttocks were practically made for kissing.  But he turned away and picked up the paddle.  He lifted the heavy weapon and swung it through the air once, eliciting a sharp exhalation from his wife, who had thought he was already striking.  He laid a soft hand on her back, just above the target area.
 
   “Are you sure about this?” he asked softly.
 
   Stephanie shook her head, the tension in her body causing her to shake.  “No, not really. It makes sense, but… I’m scared of the paddle,” she admitted.  Her voice was trembling.
 
   Mark nodded.  He stroked her head and back, moving his hand down low to cup her upturned bottom.  “I know. I’ll make it quick, okay?” 
 
       She nodded and he started to pull back.
 
   “Wait!” she screamed.  “Wait!”
 
   It startled Mark and he dropped the paddle in fright.  
 
   “What!  What?” he asked, moving around to her face.  She lifted her head slightly and looked at him.
 
   “Please… before you spank me, could you…” her voice trailed off with pressure.  “Take me? Please?” she begged.
 
   “Take you?  Take you where?” he demanded, still rattled.
 
   “Take me! You know!” she said, a touch of anger in her voice.
 
   “Take you?”
 
   “Fuck me, Mark! I want your cock inside me before you spank my ass!” Stephanie demanded in exasperation.  
 
   His eyes flew open wide.  “What? You want to make love right now?” he asked incredulously.
 
   She nodded vigorously. “Yes.  Right now.”
 
   Mark paused momentarily but then nodded.  He reached out and began unclipping her wrist.
 
   “What are you doing?” she asked.
 
   “Freeing you?  You said you wanted to make love?” he said stupidly.
 
   She groaned. “Don’t.  Don’t release me.  I’m not sure I’ll be able to bend over like this again.  Just move behind me, put your cock in me, and take me, Mark.”
 
   He blinked.  “You’re serious?  You want me to take you like that?” he asked incredulously, looking at her raised bottom. Her slit looked seductively wet and soft.  His voice belied his feelings.  His cock was rock hard at the idea of taking her and he longed for the freedom to seek out her wet slit.
 
   She nodded, as best she could while bent over the padded bench. “Please, Mark?  Take me? I want something hard and fast and yet sweet and perfect.  Take me before you spank me?
 
   He took a deep breath.  Then with careful fingers, he reattached her right wrist to the leg of the padded bench.  He stood up and moved behind her.  With exaggerated patience he pushed his shorts downward and exposed his rock hard shaft. It sprang upward, seeking out her wetness and when he tilted forward, the tip slipped delicately along her posterior until she gasped.
 
   She shifted her weight and the probing head dipped into her wetness.  Mark noticed her arousal, her exquisite need and with a hard thrust, one filled with wanton abandon, he buried himself to the hilt inside his wife, gasping in overwhelming release. It had been so long for him and he channeled the emotional revelations, the stress of their kidnapping, and even the horrific image of him paddling his wife’s bottom, into his first deep thrust.
 
   The bench didn’t move, not even rocking as Mark pinioned Stephanie between his hips and the padded leather.  His manhood pumped wildly and it didn’t take long before his wife was gasping, her legs straining as her husband worked himself through her loins with wild abandon.  She felt the rising surge within, the roar of the fire as it burst into conflagration.  She twisted her hips, trying to buck back against his pounding, but she was nothing more than a receptacle while bound to the bench.
 
   She was so close when he came, squirting white cream into her depths with a cry of release that was more than just physical.  Their coupling was the start of a reunion, a healing, and as he emptied himself inside her fresh tears streamed down his cheeks.  Unaware that she hadn’t exploded herself, he pulled his limp shaft free of her, leaving wet streaks on her thighs and buttocks.
 
   “Mark,” she gasped, trembling.  “Now.  Do it now!”
 
   He blinked, still dazed with sex.  He bent over, his cock a wet noodle lying against his skin.  He grabbed the paddle and stepped to the side of his wife, positioning the paddle.
 
   “Hurry!” she cried out, her own body beginning to slip away from the sexual energy of their love-making.  
 
   He lifted the paddle and swung.  It landed with a light snicking sound and there was a brief ripple of impact that sent a wave down each thigh.
 
   “Mark! Don’t fuck around! HIT ME!” she yelled at him.
 
   Mark let out a roar and swung the paddle hard.  It landed harshly, the radiating circle of pressure slashing outward.  Stephanie cried out, head thrown back, eyes brimming with tears that poured down her cheeks.  Her fingers were wide apart as she strained against the bindings.
 
   He pulled the paddle back and looked at his wife’s rump. A massive rectangular shape had appeared in scarlet across both buttocks and a hard lump came to his throat.  Stephanie collapsed in her bonds, her body heaving as her sobs of anguish shook her.  
 
   “Steph?  Are you okay?” he asked.
 
   She shook her head. “No,” she whispered. “It hurt! Oh God that hurt.”
 
   Mark’s eyes watered. “I’m sorry!  I didn’t mean…” he started to say but she shook her head.
 
   “Do it again,” she whispered.
 
   “What?”
 
   “You have to hit me again.  The door will open but you’ve got to turn my entire bottom red.”
 
   He blinked. “No. No! I can’t do it!  Please! Stephanie, there’s got to be another way.”
 
   Her lip trembled.  “Touch me.  Touch me while you paddle me and I’ll be able to handle it,” she begged.
 
   He looked at her, aghast, and then nodded.  On his knees beside her, he reached up and pushed his hand between his wife’s loins and the padded bench.  Slowly he worked himself deeper until he felt the moist flesh of her sex.  She groaned in obvious relief as his fingers found her slit, his thumb pressing against her clit.
 
   “Yes.  Right there.  Rub me!” she gasped.  
 
   Mark had never done anything like this before.  Even during the better years of their marriage the sex was vanilla and rather routine.  To touch her like this, his fingers slipping into her depths while his thumb worked at her clit was novel, and rather nice.
 
   Her breathing had deepened and her buttocks were clenching and relaxing in time with the rhythms of her arousal.  Her chest heaved, even bent over the bench and she nodded.  “Now, Mark.  Spank me!  Spank me until I cum!”
 
   The dirty words uttered by his wife were more of a motivation than anything he’d ever felt.  She had never spoken like that before!  His left hand continued to work at his wife’s clit and sex and he picked up the massive wooden paddle with his right.  He lost much of the power in the kneeling position, but the paddle still landed painfully across her bottom, leaving a second, slightly lighter rectangle of red.  Stephanie let out a keening wail and her toes came up off the ground for a second.  
 
   “KEEP HITTING ME!” she screamed.  Mark flung his arm wide and slammed the paddle back into this wife’s rear.  His left hand continued working at her sex, and she bucked and wailed as he brought the paddle down against her bottom again.
 
   He didn’t bother to count, but struck again and again until her rump was fire-engine red.  Her hips were grinding and she bucked rapidly, her entire body jerking with both sexual need and the fire of the spanking.  Over the ruckus, Mark heard a loud thud and looked up.
 
   “Stephanie!  The door! The door is open!” he said wildly.  He pulled his hand away.
 
   “No! DON’T STOP!” she screamed at him.
 
   Mark turned and looked back at his wife in surprise.  He stood there stock still for a second, then lifted the paddle and slammed it as hard into her bottom.
 
   She would have kicked if she could and instead she thrashed, her head jerking back and forth, her hair wild.  Her teeth were clenched and her eyes closed.  The keening wail she was issuing became louder and her entire body shook like a tree in the throes of a hurricane.  Mark lifted the paddle again, but then chickened out, unwilling to smack her again. Her bottom was already deep scarlet.
 
   She didn’t say anything else, but slumped into her bonds limply.  Mark bit his lip and dropped the paddle.  He moved around to her rear and stretched out his hand to touch her crimson colored bottom, but he stopped an inch away. He could actually feel the heat.  Then he bent down and freed her ankles, unclasping the large bondage cuffs and releasing her legs.
 
   A moment later he did the same thing to her wrists, lifting her up slightly and supporting her as she cried against him.  Together, they headed toward the door.  As they got closer, Mark noticed that it was a small room and that a single, white-colored table sat in the center.  There was one pitcher full of water, one glass, and some sort of fur covered item on the table.  A metal doggy bowl sat on the floor nearby.  Carefully Mark led Stephanie through the door and as soon as they crossed the threshold, it closed behind them.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   Mark cursed as the door shut. He glanced back over his shoulder, noticing immediately that there wasn’t a knob. There was no way to go back. “My shorts are in there!” he said irritably. Now he was as naked as his wife. Counting the bondage cuffs and collar, she was actually wearing more.  His still recovering manhood had hardened into semi-rigidity as he had spanked Stephanie, but still hadn’t stiffened to pole like granite.  He helped her toward the single chair but she cried out and shook her head frantically.
 
   “No! Please, just set me down on the floor, Mark”
 
   Mark’s brow furrowed but then he did as she asked, gently lowering her down.  She cringed and twisted as her buttocks came in contact with the white tile and she ended up moving to her hands and knees, right near the metal doggy bowl.
 
   “Here,” Mark said, grabbing the glass of water.  Stephanie took it eagerly and drank half, but then handed it back.  
 
   “Don’t you want more?” Mark asked.  
 
   She nodded. “But I’m worried if I drink more I won’t be able to hold my bladder.”
 
   Mark grimaced.  He hadn’t thought about that.  He refilled the glass and drank it down.  His wife might be squeamish about it, but he didn’t have a problem pissing in a corner for their captors to clean up.  He put down the empty glass and studied the fur covered item.  
 
   “What do you think this is?” he asked Stephanie, who glanced up wearily.  
 
   “It looks like a tail,” she replied.  
 
   Mark’s hands slid down the synthetic tail and found the base.  He pulled the fur upward and his eyes widened as he tried to take stock of the thick, rubber plug.  He quickly put it back down on the table, hoping his wife hadn’t seen.  Then he looked around the room.  It was relatively small and he immediately noticed the half-spheres of darkened glass. He was beginning to suspect that they were being watched. He looked away, knowing there was little he could do about that and instead focused on the other end of the room There were two more doors waiting.  The one they had just come through was featureless and clearly locked.  The other two were marked with simple circles.  One was pink while the other was blue and it didn’t take Mark long to figure out that they were about to be separated.  But what disturbed him the most was that there was a black silhouette figure contained within the pink circle, the silhouette of a woman kneeling, breasts quite in evidence, with her hands down in front of her.  Mark winced when he saw that the picture had the tail in the appropriate place.  
 
   He went to the pink marked door and checked it. Locked. Then he moved to the blue marked door and found the same.  Neither had any visible means of opening them.  He hammered on the first one and then turned around with an angry glare.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Stephanie asked, looking up from her place on the floor.
 
   “What’s wrong?  Everything is wrong!  We’re prisoners here, Steph!  They are sexually abusing us!  I want out!”  His voice crumbled.  “And I don’t want this to happen to you.  I can’t bear to see you debased like this.”
 
   Stephanie climbed to her feet and came to him, wrapping her arms around his middle.  He grabbed her back, hugging her tightly as fresh tears came out of his eyes.  She held him and rocked him.  Finally he seemed to get it under control.
 
   “I think I know what we have to do,” he whispered to her.  
 
   She leaned back and looked up at her husband with love.  “What do we have to do dear heart?”
 
   Mark half turned and pointed at the door with the pet-girl symbol.  “I’m sorry, Steph, but I think you have to wear the tail.”
 
   Her eyes widened slightly and she glanced at the table.  Carefully she pulled away from Mark and picked up the synthetic tail.  Her hands found the plug at the base and she swallowed darkly.
 
   “Oh my,” was all she said.
 
   “You don’t have to do this,” Mark said heatedly.
 
   “Don’t I?” she asked quietly, almost with acceptance. 
 
   “We can huh… we can go on a hunger strike!” he said with passion, clearly pleased with the idea.
 
   Stephanie smiled sadly at him. “And what about using the bathroom? I really need to go.”
 
   Mark looked around the small room grimacing again.  Finally he pointed at the half full pitcher.  “We can drink all the water and then use the pitcher.  It won’t smell good, but it’s better than dehumanizing my wife and turning her into some sort of pet,” he declared.
 
   Stephanie turned and held out the tail. “Mark, I need to use the bathroom.  Please put this in my bottom.”
 
   Mark’s eyes widened again. “What? Are you crazy?  After what I just DID to your ass?”
 
   Stephanie nodded. “Yes, I know. It hurts.  But I’m still soaked from what you did with your fingers so you can slide it in my vagina, get it good and wet, and then put it in my bottom. Then we can keep going.”
 
   Mark frowned. “But… but…” he nodded toward the doors.  “It looks like we won’t go forward together.”
 
   Stephanie put a finger on his lips, silencing his protests.  “I know that we will find each other fast.  I feel a connection with you.  Already we’ve healed injuries neither of us knew the other had.  I love you, Mark.  I love you so much and I will do anything to be with you.”  She pushed the tail into his hand and then dropped down onto her hands and knees, turning her still brightly scarlet rump toward him.  She gave it a little wiggle and smiled coyly.  “What does a girl have to do to get some attention around here?” she asked.
 
   Mark stood there open-mouthed.  He couldn’t believe his wife was doing this!  Finally he shook his head and dropped down behind her.  
 
   “You’re sure about this?” he asked, lifting the rubber plug upward.
 
   She nodded. “Just get it wet first before you stick it in my bottom, okay?”
 
   “Sure,” he said.  Slowly, he rubbed the tapered end of the plug against her swollen petals. Mark was surprised by how aroused she was.  In fact, she was literally dripping and as he pushed the first inch of thick rubber into her sex, she moaned enthusiastically and actually thrust back against him.
 
   “Like that?” he asked, the grin on his face coming despite the circumstances.
 
   “Oh God yes,” she said.  “I still haven’t cum,” she admitted.
 
   That surprised Mark and he stopped pushing the plug.  “What? I thought you came while I was spanking you.  You said don’t stop.”
 
   She pushed back against his hand, impaling herself a little deeper on the plug.  Stephanie let out a little moan.
 
   “When I said that you were doing something to my clit and I didn’t want you to stop,” she admitted.
 
   Mark blinked, suddenly realizing that he had walloped her an extra time for no good reason.  He froze momentarily and Stephanie looked back to see the realization in his eyes.
 
   She reached out and took his hand.  “Baby, you didn’t hurt me. I wanted to get spanked.  But if you want to make it up to me, you can make me cum now.”
 
   Mark bit his lip and nodded.  Then he began thrusting the plug into his wife’s sex.
 
   Her back arched as she let out another moan and their movements became more rhythmic.  Stephanie was clearly enjoying it and Mark shifted as his erection was now once again prominent.  For a second he almost tugged the plug free, intent on replacing it with his own shaft, but then worried that his own loins might aggravate the blistered skin of her bottom.  
 
   Instead he reached down underneath her, found her clit and once more began stroking her, even as he worked the tail in and out of her slit.  Stephanie moaned and rocked back and forth, her amazing breasts swinging with her movement.  Finally she let out a quivering cry, dropping her head down as her chest heaved.  
 
   “Now, Mark.  Now!” she said brusquely.  
 
   Mark tugged the plug out of her swollen sex and moved it up an inch and a half through her crotch.  He placed the tapered tip against her anus and began pushing.  Stephanie let out a deep moan which changed into a whimper as he pressed the plug through her sphincter muscles and into her ass.  
 
   It didn’t take long to embed the plug and when it was set, the furry tail seemed to be part of his wife’s actual body. It swayed when she moved and she turned around, eyes bright.  
 
   “Now it’s your turn,” she whispered.  Still on all fours, she went up to him and opened her mouth. It surprised him as her lips engulfed his engorged cock, licking the remnants of her own juices from his skin, but more importantly, sending shivers of lightning like pleasure up through his body.  He groaned.  She had so rarely provided fellatio for Mark that it was almost like a new experience, and his wife seemed to know just what to do.  She bobbed her head, suckling his shaft, while her fingers found his scrotum and stroked the sides gently.  She moved her hands upward, using her hand to continue stroking the shaft of his cock even as her lips moved along his length.  Then to his surprise, she went back down, making swallowing movements and deep-throating his shaft.  Where the hell had she learned to do that?
 
   He felt himself getting close to the edge and she suddenly lifted up and turned back around.  To his surprise, she lifted one knee and cocked her leg. The tail lifted, exposing the still swampy entrance to her womb.  Mark couldn’t control himself.  He rose up on his knees, grabbed her by the hips, and with the furry tail against his stomach, drove his shaft into her welcoming wetness.
 
   He came in seconds as she twisted her hips and thrust backward against him.  Mark let out a growl as he exploded, filling her depths with a second burst of his seed.  With a groan he pulled backward, once again concerned for her comfort.  But Stephanie’s eyes were glazed and she fell over to one side and curled up, a look of extreme satisfaction on her face.
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked her.
 
   “Mmmmmm,” she murmured contentedly.  
 
   Mark snorted. “Seriously, Steph. Are you okay?”
 
   She nodded, her eyes still slightly unfocused.  
 
   He sat back on his heels and shook his head. “Kidnapped, stripped naked, spanked, and now ass fucked, but you’re having the time of your life.”
 
   Stephanie blinked and then focused on his face.  She sat up, wincing as her bottom found the floor. 
 
   “No.  It’s not like that, Mark.  I found you again.  I would go through all of this and even worse for that.” She reached out a hand and cupped his cheek. “I found out that you still love me.  That you still… desire me,” she said, laying a hand on her breast.
 
   Mark’s frown softened. “Of course I still love you.” He leaned forward and kissed her.  It wasn’t a wet kiss, but she could feel the intensity of it.  “But I hope that this will be the end of your torment,” he paused. “And of mine. How do you think it makes me feel to see you abused like this?” he demanded.
 
   Stephanie’s gaze moved from his face down to his cock and her mouth quirked upward slightly.  She reached out and grabbed his shaft, giving it a quick squeeze.
 
   “Oh, I’d say that you could handle it under different circumstances,” she replied, giving him a naughty look.
 
   “Stephanie!  How can you act this way when we’ve been KIDNAPPED?” Mark demanded.
 
   Steph nodded and frowned dramatically. “Right. I’m sorry.  I forgot.  It’s just so nice to have YOU again that everything else seems kind of… unimportant.”
 
   Mark reached out and squeezed her shoulder. “It IS important.  We were abducted for this.  I will get you out of here. I promise.”
 
   She nodded. “I believe you.”
 
   He took a deep breath and looked at the doors.  “Ready to try them?” he asked, motioning toward the doorways.
 
   Stephanie nodded and began crawling toward the door marked with the silhouette of the pet girl. Mark went with her and as soon as she sat in front of the door, he pushed on it, hoping to open it for her.
 
   “It’s still locked,” he said stupidly.
 
   Stephanie looked up at him.  “Maybe they’re worried about you going through that door too.  Why don’t you go stand at your door and I’ll stand at mine and we will go through our doors at the same time?”
 
   Mark shrugged. “Okay, I guess that’s worth trying.”  He walked across the room to the door marked with the “man” symbol.  At the same time they both reached out and pushed. Neither door budged.
 
   “Well damn it.  That should have worked,” Mark cursed.
 
   Stephanie sat back again and put her finger on her lips.  She looked thoughtful.
 
   “We’re missing something,” she said.
 
   “Yeah, but what?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie looked back at the table.  Both the pitcher and the glass still sat upon the top.  Then her eyes went to the metal doggy bowl.  She sighed.  Slowly she crawled back over to the table and then pushed the metal bowl toward Mark using her nose..
 
   “Please can I have some water?” she asked softly.
 
   Mark’s eyes flashed with anger.  “This is just not right,” he muttered and then hurried back over.  He grabbed the pitcher and poured the water into the bowl.  Stephanie pulled her hair back from her face and put her mouth into the bowl, drinking deeply. Then to Mark’s chagrin, she began lapping the water with her tongue.
 
   “Do you have to do that?” he asked. “You’re even sounding like a dog now.”
 
   Stephanie continued lapping and then finally looked up.  She barked once, and then moved toward her door.  Mark held up his hands and headed toward his own.  
 
   “Ready?” he asked her.
 
   Stephanie let out another “woof” and leaned forward, pushing on her door with her shoulder.  There was a loud click and then she was falling through the opened doorway.
 
   Mark jumped sideways toward his wife, almost skipping the few steps needed to get to her door.  It closed just half a second before his fingers got there and he only barely avoided getting his hand caught.  He yelled and slammed his fist against the door, beating on it.  Finally he let out another growl and walked back to his door. It opened easily and he found himself in a bathroom.  A shower stall stood on the right, as well as a toilet.  There was a single white towel on a small table against the opposite wall, along with a brush, sink, and toothpaste.  Mark looked around in confusion but then shrugged.  Finally he stepped into the shower.
 
   The hot water felt good and he spent time cleaning off his manhood.  The scent of his wife had been strong and he felt somewhat saddened by its loss.  He wondered if Stephanie had access to the same sort of amenities.  He shook his head as he dried off.  Amenities?  What was he thinking?  A prison is still a prison he reminded himself.  Carefully he brushed his teeth and when he had used the toilet and cleaned himself a second time, he walked across to the opposite door and pushed.
 
   It opened immediately and Mark found himself in another large white room.  This time he didn’t let the door close behind him.  For a minute he let his eyes search the room and what he saw disturbed him.  First of all, there was no sign of Stephanie.  Again there was some sort of furniture in the middle of the room, a stand of some sort, made entirely of wood.  There were four legs supporting what looked like a triangular prism.  Two small foot stools sat on either side of the wooden contraption and there was a tiny side table.  The first item on the table was easily recognizable. It was an hourglass.  But something metallic glittered on the table top next to the archaic timer, but it was too far away for Mark to see it properly.
 
   He ducked back into the bathroom and grabbed his towel.  Rather than wrapping it around his waist, he jammed it into the doorframe and then stepped into the new room. The bathroom door tried to shut behind him, but it got caught, the towel preventing it from closing.  Quickly Mark walked up to the table and examined the metallic object.  It was a chain, approximately a foot long, capped with clamps on each end.  Mark’s stomach tightened as he realized what the clamps were for and he bared his teeth in anger.  
 
   A loud thud drew his attention and he caught sight of the bathroom door closing on the opposite side of the room.  He threw down the chain and ran, but it was too late.  The towel had been pulled out of the frame and the door closed. Mark slammed his fist against the door and yelled.
 
   “Mark?” a new voice came from behind him.  Mark turned and saw Stephanie standing on the other side of the room.  She was still naked and still sporting the bondage cuffs as well as the black leather collar.  But the scalded look of her buttocks had faded noticeably and she looked refreshed.  She also smelled of strawberries and he hurried toward her, wrapping his arms around her in relief.
 
   “I thought I’d lost you,” he said.
 
   “Never,” she replied. “I’d tear down walls to be with you.”
 
   Mark hugged her even tighter.  
 
   Finally Stephanie pushed against him. “So is there another challenge?” she asked.
 
   Her husband grimaced. “Yes, but I only know a little bit,” he said.  He took her hand and led her over to the strange collection of furniture.  As he passed the fallen chain, he picked it up and put it back on the table.  Stephanie eyed the wooden contraption and then reached out.  She ran her hand along the pointed edge and looked up at him.  
 
   “What do you think we have to do?” she asked.
 
   Mark sighed. “Well, for starters, I think you have to wear these,” he said, holding up the chain.  Stephanie looked at the clamps and to his surprise, she blushed. 
 
   “Oh,” she said.  She reached out and plucked the chain from his hands.  Quickly, before he could protest, she pinched open the first clamp and settled it on her right nipple, deep behind the tip. It bit into the soft flesh and she let out a tiny gasp, only to slide her fingers down the metal line to the other clamp.  She started to lift it up, but Mark’s fingers intercepted her.
 
   “You didn’t have to do it immediately,” he whispered, his eyes locked on the tip of her breast already caught in the rubber coated clamp.
 
   She looked up at him with bright eyes and he could literally feel her love hitting him like a force of nature.  “Why wait?” she asked with a wry smile.  She wrapped her hand around his and brought his fingers to her left breast.  “Clamp me,” she whispered.
 
   He did as she asked, pinching open the pressure clamp and latching it firmly onto her nipple.  She whimpered and clutched at him, her chest now heaving.  It was incredibly erotic to watch and to Mark’s surprise, he found himself hardening again.  
 
   Stephanie noticed and reached down, taking hold of his shaft. “You like this look on me, don’t you?” she asked.
 
   Mark looked conflicted and he didn’t know how to answer. She gave his cock another squeeze and in seconds it was rock hard. “I don’t mind.  I’ll wear some like these around the house for you if you want,” she said seductively.
 
   Mark shook his head, trying to wrap that idea around his brain.  “You’d… what?”
 
   “If this turns you on, I will never wear clothes in the house again and we’ll keep clamps like these on every table so you can put them on me anytime you want,” she whispered in his ear.
 
   Mark frowned. “Next you’ll be offering to wear a tail and hang a paddle in the bedroom.”
 
   Stephanie smiled. “If that makes you hard.  And I know it does.”
 
   Mark pushed her away slightly. “Stephanie, you are NOT making this easier. I’m trying to be respectful and treat you like an equal, a partner. You are making it difficult.”
 
   Her eyes softened and she took his arm and wrapped it around herself.  “I’m sorry.  But right now I don’t want to be your equal. I want to be your wife, your woman, your love. I want to please you and make you happy.”
 
   “I’d be happy if you were safe,” he said earnestly.
 
   “I’m safe in your arms,” she said breathlessly.  She moved his hand downward so that it cupped her breast.  He could feel the metal clamp underneath his palm.
 
   “I’m the one that’s hurting you!” he protested.
 
   She let out a snort. “You didn’t hurt me.  You loved me.  You still love me.  And in a moment, you’re going to love me more.”
 
   “What do you mean?” Mark demanded.
 
   She nodded toward the wooden prism.  “That.  I think I know what we have to do.”
 
   “Well feel free to clue me in,” he said grumpily.
 
   Stephanie freed herself from his embrace and stepped back up to the contraption.  “I think it’s called a wooden horse.  I have to sit on it,” she said simply.
 
   “Are you insane?  That’s going to hurt like the dickens!” Mark protested, eyeing the top ridge. It wasn’t cut to a sharp point, but even slightly dulled it wouldn’t be comfortable to sit on.  
 
   Stephanie nodded. “I know.”
 
   “You’re not doing it!” he declared.
 
   “I don’t think we have an option. We’ll never complete the Challenge if we don’t do it,” she said simply.
 
   “The Challenge?  What are you talking about?” Mark asked.
 
   Stephanie paused momentarily, then blinked.  “Didn’t you see the words at the beginning?  In red?  It said ‘CHALLENGE’.  I think this is part of the challenge,” Stephanie responded.
 
   “How is sexually abusing my wife a challenge?” Mark fumed.
 
   Stephanie turned back to him, eyes filled with love. “Because you have to be the one to inflict it upon me.  You have to hurt me and care for me and love me.  All while dealing with your own desires.  That’s your challenge.”
 
   “And yours is to get abused?” Mark was really angry now.  Stephanie nodded.
 
   “Yes, but mostly my challenge is to get you through. To be there for you sexually. Otherwise… we might never get out.”
 
   Mark turned away, trying to mentally process her words.  He crossed his arms, trying to ignore the throbbing erection between his legs.  He heard her gasp out loud and whirled back around.
 
   “Stephanie!” he exclaimed, his eyes resting upon her wriggling figure.  She had stepped up onto the first stool and swung a leg over the wooden horse.  She felt the wood against her thigh, but as she attempted to settle down, flat footed on both feet, using the stools, she discovered that the wooden spine of the horse dug quite painfully into her sex.
 
   “This isn’t going to be easy,” she muttered.  Already she could feel her calves tiring.  
 
   “Steph, you don’t have to do this!” Mark said, coming up and putting his hands on her leg.
 
   “Yes I do. You know it. I know it.  They’ve got us, Mark.  Now take away the stools and turn over the timer,” she told him.  She rocked her hips back and forth a few times and Mark could see the wet smears left on the wooden horse.  Stephanie moaned lightly as her clit touched the edged spine and she grinned down at him.
 
   He shook his head. “Are you nuts?  Those stools are the only thing keeping your weight off your… uh…” he motioned toward her loins.
 
   “Vagina?  Pussy?  Cunt?” she said darkly.  “I know.  I’m scared.  But we have to do it.  So pull the stools and turn over the timer!”
 
   Mark blinked at her ferocity and then realized it was her reaction to the pain and fear.  He shook his head but then reached down.  Most of her weight was still on the stool and he hesitated.  “You’ve still got your weight on it, Steph.”
 
   “I know. Just pull it out.  Please?” she begged.
 
   Finally Mark tugged the stool free and the resulting groan of anguish from his wife almost made him put it back. Instead he tossed it to the side and then moved around to the other stool.  Even more weight rested on this one and he pulled it out from underneath Stephanie, putting his hand on her elbow to help her maintain her balance.  
 
   “The timer! Quick, Mark!” she gasped.
 
   Mark hurried around the wooden horse to the tiny table and quickly flipped the hourglass over.  Sand began falling and he looked back at his wife.
 
   She was clearly in distress and both her feet dangled a full twelve inches above the floor. Her thighs strained, clearly trying to tighten enough to take some of her body weight off the tender spot between her legs and Mark looked on helplessly as she began rocking back and forth, whimpering as she instinctively tried to relieve the pressure on her perineum.  
 
   “I’m sorry, Steph,” Mark whispered.  “I’m so sorry.”
 
   Stephanie didn’t respond. Her eyes were closed and she clasped her hands behind her back.  Her back arched and her body contorted and Mark watched as it almost appeared that she was literally fucking the wooden horse.  She leaned forward, tilting her hips until her clit was mashed between the wood and her body, squeezing it painfully. Then she would rock backward, her loins thrusting with coital abandon.  
 
   Mark couldn’t help it though.  His hand went down to his cock and he gave it a light squeeze that quickly turned into a masturbatory pump.  The sight of his wife riding the wooden horse, her toes pointed straight down, her body writhing on the wood, her nipples caught tightly in the clamps, all of it was just too much.  He glanced over at the hourglass.  At the rate the granules were falling, Stephanie’s torment would last at least thirty minutes, if not longer.  
 
   He stepped up to her again, watching her attempt to find a comfortable position.  He put one hand on her knee, not trying to support her physically, but emotionally.
 
   “You look amazing,” he said to her.
 
   “It hurts so much!” she exclaimed, her breath ragged.  
 
   “I know. I’m sorry you have to do this,” he said, clearly torn.  
 
   She glanced down at him, her body still jerking.  “Do you like it?” she gasped.
 
   “Like it?” Mark asked in horror.  “Of course not!”
 
   “Don’t…. mean… the pain,” she said sharply.  “I mean… me… like this…”  She motioned at her clamped nipples. “A sex… slave.”
 
   Mark shook his head. “You are my wife, my partner. I’d never want this for you.”
 
   She let out a painful laugh that seemed more in response to the physical pressures she was enduring than what he had said. “But… it turns… you on.”
 
   He looked down.  Stephanie had seen his erection and he turned away.  “That’s not me… I mean, it’s complicated.  And wrong.”
 
   Stephanie shook her head. “But if it makes you want me…” she whispered.
 
   “STOP IT!” Mark shouted at her. “You don’t have to be hurt to make me want to fuck your brains out!”
 
   She bit her lip and groaned again.  “But… seeing me… like this... makes    you want to.”  
 
   Mark glowered at her.
 
   “You don’t… have to… admit it.  I know it, in here,” she said, putting a hand on her chest. 
 
   “Stephanie, damn it. I don’t want to hurt you.”  He said it brokenly, as if he were near tears.
 
   She smiled warmly on him, even as she groaned in pain.  “This isn’t like that kind of hurt.  This is… sexual hurt… and you’re going to have to… hurt me…” she said, her body starting to tremble.
 
   He shook his head.  He walked over to the timer and glared at it. Not even half of the sand had trickled through to the bottom.
 
   “MOVE!” he yelled at the hourglass, frustration overwhelming him.
 
   “Mark,” she whispered.
 
   He stared at the glass.  
 
   “Mark… please,”
 
   He turned and looked at her.  
 
   “Remember our first date?” she asked him, breathlessly.  Her body had settled down and she sat limply, now just enduring the pressure and pain between her legs.
 
   “I remember.”
 
   “Remember… where we… went?”
 
   Mark brushed a tear from his eye. “Yes.  I took you to that carnival.”  He paused. “I thought you’d never speak to me after that date.”
 
   She chuckled slightly, then winced again. Clearly moving hurt more than sitting still now.
 
   “Remember… the ketchup?”
 
   Mark groaned but couldn’t help smiling. “Yes, I was trying to get it on my hot dog.  I really didn’t mean to squirt it all over your dress.”
 
   “I… know,” she said.  “But remember… how I kept… my coat closed… for the rest of the… trip?
 
   Mark arched an eyebrow. “Yeah.”
 
   “It wasn’t because… I was hiding the… stains.  The dress… was ruined… I took it off… threw it away.  I was naked… underneath… the coat.”
 
   Mark blinked. “What? Really?”  The image of his wife, at seventeen years old, flashed through his mind.  He blinked again.
 
   She nodded and then groaned.
 
   “You mean…”
 
   “Opportunity… uhhh… missed. Don’t you… think?” she asked ruefully, her voice still tinged with the pain she was enduring.
 
   Mark gave her a queer look. “Well it’s not like we can repeat that,” he muttered.
 
   “When we’re… done here… I’ll go out… with you… in just… a coat.  And you… can have… some fun.”
 
   “Some fun?  What do you mean?” he asked, still concerned about her as she sat, suffering on the wooden horse.
 
   “We’ll go… to a… carnival… and you can… take me… on the… Ferris wheel… and make love… to me.”
 
   Mark shook his head in bewilderment. “Who are you and what have you done with my wife?” he asked.  He glanced over at the hourglass and was pleased to see that only a third of the sand remained in the upper half.  “You’re almost done, Stephanie.  Hold on, okay.”
 
   She nodded and Mark noticed the beads of perspiration on her brow. It wasn’t hot in there and Mark knew it was from the strain. He put a hand on her thigh again.
 
   “You’ll… make… love... to me?”
 
   “Uh… you mean at the carnival?” he asked.
 
   She nodded, wincing.  “Yes… I want… to be naked… top of… the Ferris wheel.”
 
   Mark couldn’t help but to chuckle.
 
   “On top… of you…” she finished.
 
   “You are one crazy woman, you know that?” Mark said, shaking his head.  His tone softened.  “How bad is it?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie looked down at him. “First few… minutes… were bad.  Rocking back and forth… it was… like sex.  Now… just hurts.  Trying not… to move.”
 
   He looked at the hourglass.  Only a little bit remained. “You’re almost done, Stephanie.  After this, they’ll have to let us go.”
 
   She moaned and shook her head.  “No… just the… beginning.”
 
   Mark looked up at her. “What do you mean, just the beginning?”
 
   Her face scrunched up and she suddenly began thrusting her hips. “Oh, it hurts so much!” she cried out.
 
   Mark stepped back in alarm as his wife began thrashing on the wooden horse.  She put her hands out in front of her and tried lifting herself up off the wooden beam, but it was ineffectual.  Then she tried both front and back. Mark moved forward.
 
   “No!  Stephanie! Listen to me! You can’t!  If you do this before the timer is up they won’t let us move on! You’ve got to endure it!”
 
   “I… I can’t!” she cried out.
 
   “You said you liked being spanked, was that true?” he said loudly, almost shouting it.
 
   It startled her and she opened her tear filled eyes and looked down at him, slightly shocked. Her hips still ground her sex down on the wooden spine of the torture device beneath her.
 
   “Do you?”
 
   “Spanked…” she gasped. “Yes.  Spank me.”
 
   “And those nipple clamps, you like wearing them don’t you?” he demanded.
 
   She nodded, her face flushed.  He reached out and grabbed her wrists and pulled them together behind her back.  Stephanie cried out and leaned backward, trying to rest her weight on him. He didn’t let her. His fingers fumbled but then he realized that the cuffs had small clips attached to the embedded metal rings. He cursed his inattention and quickly attached the clips together, securing her hands behind her back.  He shot a glare at the hourglass. Just minutes remained.
 
   The tears that had threatened to fall a minute before now streamed down Stephanie’s face and Mark looked on in frustration, feeling helpless to prevent the brutal abuse of his wife.  Suddenly an idea occurred to him and he reached in between her legs, his fingertips finding the swollen nub of her clit.  He began rubbing it, tweaking it, ignoring the occasional pinch of his hand when her hips rocked forward.  Her eyes flew open in surprise and suddenly she was bucking wildly, no longer just in agony, but clearly in the throes of sexual need.  
 
   “OH GOD YES MORE!” she cried out.  Mark continued to finger her clit, but then worried she was going to fall she thrashed so wildly. He reached up, intending to grab her arm, but her twisting changed the target and his fingers closed upon the chain between her breasts.  She moved away her upper body instinctively and suddenly her breasts were tugged forward by the clamps.
 
   “OOhhhhh! I’m cumming!” she screamed.
 
   Mark didn’t get out of the way in time and the squirt of fresh juice surprised him.  It splattered his arm and even got on his chest, but none of it mattered as his wife seemed to go crazy on the wooden horse.  He glanced off to his right and saw the last granule of sand fall, leaving the upper half of the hourglass empty.  He reached up and grabbed Stephanie, hauling her off the wooden horse, kicking and crying out. With her hands still bound behind her back he laid her down on the floor and before she could say a word, he bent over her and thrust his rigid shaft into the bruised and swollen flesh between her legs.  She let out a piercing cry and he began to pull out suddenly fearful he had hurt her badly.  But she wrapped her legs around him, keeping his tab locked in her socket.  Finally Mark began to pump and he bent low, planting kisses on her stomach and breasts.
 
   Stephanie shuddered beneath him and to his surprise she opened her eyes and spoke. “Pull on the chain again! Please!” she begged.  Mark reached up and began to gently tug on the nipple clamps, watching the little pink nubs stretch and twist as he pulled in different directions.  It had an immediate effect on her and she began clamping down on his shaft with heavy intensity.
 
   A moment later she shuddered again and Mark gave her a crazy look. “You’re multi-orgasmic?” he asked in bewilderment, between heavy thrusts of his own loins.  Stephanie started giggling, her eyes rolling as the waves of pleasure totally screwed with her mental state.  Mark grimaced and pounded himself into her and then with a grunt, released the tiny amount of cream his body had managed to replenish after their last round of wild sex. With a groan he pulled out of her and rolled to the side, staring up at the white ceiling.
 
   Stephanie’s laughter finally subsided and only the occasional hiccup told him she was still awake.
 
   “You okay?” he asked, rolling toward her.
 
   She turned her head toward him and smiled.  “I feel… amazing.”
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “You are NOT okay.”
 
   “Most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had,” she said again, 
 
   “Yeah… okay.  Spread your legs. Let me see if you’re hurt.”
 
   She giggled again and spread her legs, her cuffed ankles going out wide.  “Feel free to put it in again,” she said sloppily.
 
   “Whoa… okay.  What the hell has gotten into you?” Mark asked.  He lifted her up by the shoulders and looked into her eyes.
 
   She smiled again. “Just... I didn’t know it could be so good.”
 
   Mark leaned around her and freed her wrists. The cuffs remained on but the small metal clips that bound them together were released.  He climbed to his feet and pulled her upward, helping her maintain her balance as he walked forward. Together they moved to the exit door on the far side of the room. It was marked with two dots, one pink and one blue. Mark pushed on it gently and it opened.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
   “What’s next?” Mark muttered as they stepped from the wooden horse room to a new chamber.  Again, this one was cavernous, the walls, ceiling, and floor all brilliant white.  Fluorescent lights were embedded smoothly in the ceiling and merely added to the lack of coloring.  Only the many camera bulbs Mark suspected behind each of the dark semi-circles of glass broke up the white expanse. But it wasn’t the starkness of the room that brought Mark to a halt. His fingers tightened on Stephanie’s arm as he gasped.
 
   “What is it?” Stephanie asked as she lifted her head.  
 
   In the center of the room stood a metal stand.  It was no taller than waist height and seemed made of heavy iron, welded together.  Four branching arms stretched out from each corner, angling upward to a steel attachment.  In effect, it looked something like a spider, turned upside down.  But it wasn’t the stand that made both Stephanie and Mark gasp.  It was the fact that there was a person bound to it.
 
   “Oh my God,” Stephanie said, letting go of Mark and hurrying forward.  The person bound to the stand was clearly female and just as nude as Mark and Stephanie.  Her wrists and ankles sported the exact same sort of cuffs that Stephanie wore.  She was also near Stephanie’s age, late twenties and while relatively in shape, the woman sported the same well rounded maturity that Stephanie had gained during her pregnancy.  
 
   The woman also happened to be gagged, her mouth held cruelly open with a ring wedged tightly behind her teeth.  She was lying on her back and her head was unsupported, leaving her neck bent uncomfortably toward the floor.  Stephanie immediately went around to other end of the stand and lifted the woman’s head, supporting her.  The woman’s sighs of relief were plainly audible.
 
   “Okay, so what’s this?” Mark asked irritably.  He glanced down.  There was a large pink dot on the floor, between the woman’s outstretched legs.  He bent down and looked under the stand, seeing if there was some way to free the woman’s ankles and wrists.
 
   “I won’t be able to get to the bindings, Stephanie.  I don’t know how to release her.”
 
   Stephanie looked down across the woman’s naked body, still holding her head.  The woman made a few grunts, obviously trying to talk, but was unable to articulate what she wanted to say.
 
   “Well whatever we have to do we should do it quickly,” Steph replied.  
 
   Mark turned around in a circle. There wasn’t anything else in the room, though he could see the next set of doors.  He hurried across to them, one marked with a pink dot, the other marked with a blue.
 
   “Well at least they’re consistent,” he said to his wife.  She didn’t answer and he turned back toward her and the lady on the stand.  It was as he approached that he noticed another dot, this one blue, under his wife’s bare toes.
 
   “Wait a moment.  Look, Steph.  The dots,” Mark said
 
   Stephanie, still holding the woman’s head up, bent down and looked under the stand.  “Oh, just like the ones on the doors...  You think they mean we have to stand on those spots?” 
 
   The bound woman made a squealing noise, as if agreeing with Stephanie.
 
   Mark tried to keep his eyes off the bound girl and shrugged. “Only thing I’ve got right now.”
 
   Stephanie shrugged. “Well, when babies are born, girls are normally dressed in pink, while boys are in blue.  So you need to come over here and hold her head.”
 
   “Right,” Mark replied and moved to his wife.  It took only a moment for him to move his hands under the woman’s head.  He looked down at her.
 
   “Sorry about this.  If I could get you up, I would.”
 
   The woman’s eyes narrowed in confusion.  She tried saying something, but he still didn’t understand her.  
 
   “Okay, I’m standing on the dot,” Stephanie said from the other side of the woman’s nude body.  “Are you on yours?” she asked.
 
   Mark glanced down.  The dot was actually underneath the woman’s head.  He put a foot on it, but was unable to stand straight.  “Um, no.  The dot… well… it’s too close to the stand.” 
 
   Stephanie bent down and looked through the legs of the metal frame.  “Oh. Yeah.  That’s weird. If they want us to stand here like this, you’d think they’d position the frame better…” her voice trailed off.
 
   “Well, this blows,” Mark said sullenly. “We’re just supposed to stand here and hold her head up?  That doesn’t make much sense.  If it were me I’d…”
 
   “Mark?” Stephanie said suddenly.  “I think I know what we’re supposed to do.”
 
   He looked across the naked woman at his equally naked wife.  “And what’s that?” he asked.
 
   “Are you hard?” Stephanie asked.
 
   “Hard? You mean an erection? What kind of question is that?  Of course I’m not hard!  We’ve had more sex in the last twenty four hours than we’ve had in the last two years!  Besides, I can’t imagine my own wife wanting me getting hard while in front of another…”
 
   “Mark!  You need to get it up,” Stephanie said with a little more force.
 
   “What?  You mean right now?”
 
   Stephanie nodded. “Yes. Right now.”
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me!” Mark protested.
 
   Stephanie stepped off her dot and moved around the stand and the bound woman’s body.  As soon as she got close to her husband she went to her knees and opened her mouth.
 
   “What are doing?  Are you crazy? I’m holding up this woman’s head!” Mark said as his wife began suckling his limp shaft.
 
   “I know,” Stephanie said from around his manhood, the words semi-garbled from the thick piece of meat in her mouth.  She began stroking his balls, eliciting a moan from her husband.  She pulled her head back just enough so that she could speak clearly.  
 
   “Mark, you aren’t going to like this, but you’re going to have to put your dick in her mouth.”  Stephanie said.
 
   Mark looked down at her in disbelief.  “Are you insane?  You want me to rape this woman’s face?”
 
   Stephanie nodded. “I know.  But look at the dots.  You have to be here with your cock in her mouth.  I have to be on other end.”
 
   His brow furrowed and he glanced down the woman’s naked body.  “The other end?  What are you talking about?”
 
   Stephanie continued stroking Mark’s shaft. “I have to kneel and put my mouth on her.”
 
   Mark blinked. “Oh.  Oh. I get it.  Both ends.  Then we can walk out of here.”
 
   “Right,” Stephanie said again, then wrapped her lips around her husband’s cock again.  
 
   It took some concerted effort on Stephanie’s part, but after ten or so minutes Mark  finally stiffened.  As soon as his manhood was poking straight out, Stephanie stood and quickly moved around to the other end of the stand.  
 
   “Are you ready?” she asked.
 
   Mark nodded.  “But I don’t understand this.  I feel sort of wrong doing this.”
 
   “I know honey, but we have to do it.”
 
   He nodded.  “Alright, I’m ready.”
 
   Stephanie gave him a grin and put her hands on the bound woman’s thighs.  Slowly she brought her mouth down, extending her tongue.  It was like electricity when it touched the woman’s clit and Stephanie began earnestly and thoroughly licking the bound woman’s sex.
 
   Mark watched in amazement at his wife’s movements and the eroticism of it struck him strongly.  He felt his erection stiffen even more and he slowly lowered the woman’s head.  Her eyes went from his face to his cock and then when her head dropped as far as it could, Mark gently stuck his shaft through the ring gag and into her mouth.
 
   Immediately the woman’s tongue began circling the tip of his shaft and he moaned as the sensation seemed totally different from the oral sex his wife had given him.  Perhaps it was the fact that he had his cock in a strange woman’s mouth.  Perhaps it was just a difference in technique. In either case it felt amazing and he began pumping, working his manhood deeper into the woman’s throat, all while watching Stephanie.
 
   Mark’s wife was unabashedly going to town on the bound woman’s sex and it was clear that Stephanie’s tongue was having an effect.  Mark could see the woman’s breasts rise and fall at a quicker pace, and the woman’s toes seemed to be curling. Stephanie’s face glistened every time she seemed to come up for air.  Then, much to Mark’s amazement, it became very evident that the woman between him and Stephanie was in the midst of orgasm.  Her nipples had hardened to stiff points, her chest heaved, and Mark could see her thighs rippling with little spasms.
 
   The very sight of it finally drove him over the edge as well and a moment later he shot a thin stream of white cream into the woman’s throat.  He pulled out almost immediately as she began gagging and he lifted her head so that she could swallow.  She managed, only coughing a little bit.
 
   Stephanie looked up.  “Think that did it?” she asked.
 
   Mark shrugged. “I had no idea you were cool with having sex with other people.”
 
   Stephanie blushed. “I’m not. I prefer you.  But we’re in a situation now that it seems we have to break our preconceptions.”
 
   “Yeah, but you went down on her like you knew what you were doing,” Mark said.
 
   Stephanie blushed. “I… uh… well… I’ve never told you this, but in high school I had a girlfriend before you.”
 
   Mark blinked.  “Seriously?  You mean?”
 
   Stephanie nodded. “Yes. I’m bi.  It’s just when I found you, I found the perfect man and I didn’t need anyone else, male or female.”
 
   With his hands wrapped around the bound woman’s head again, supporting her, he couldn’t move away, but he shook his head in disbelief.  “The revelations I’ve had today aren’t good for my heart.  Why didn’t you tell me?”
 
   Stephanie gave him a dirty look.  “You mean tell my husband that I liked girls too?  Why?  So you could have a girlfriend? Or do threesomes?  You wanted me to share you?”
 
   Mark opened his mouth to protest, but then realized she was teasing.  At least sort of.
 
   She grinned at him. “Tell you what.  When we get out of this, I’ll find a girlfriend and we’ll do a ménage a trois, just for you. How’s that?” she asked, with a little wiggle of her eyebrow.
 
   Mark frowned. “Actually, does it sound bad to say that at this moment, I just want you?”
 
   Stephanie smiled as tears came to her eyes and she started to move around the table, her arms outstretched, clearly intending to come and hug him.  But then a strange sound interrupted her and she stopped midway, looking up.  Mark’s eyes too were drawn toward the ceiling and the only reason he didn’t step back was because he was still holding the bound woman’s head.  
 
   A small plastic cylinder approximately eight inches in diameter was slowly lowering down, right above the woman.  It stopped two feet above her chest and Stephanie noticed an opening in the side.  Moving closer, she saw a small key.  She reached in and took it.  
 
   “A key?” Mark questioned.  “Try it on your cuffs?”
 
   Stephanie lifted her left wrist and tried to stick the key in the little pad lock that secured the leather cuff to her wrist. After a moment she frowned and shook her head.  “Nope. It doesn’t open mine.  Maybe it goes to her cuffs?”
 
   Mark shrugged.  Stephanie went over to the woman’s leg. “There’s a padlock holding the cuff on, and a padlock connecting the steel cable to her cuff,” she told Mark.
 
   “Try the cable first.  I’m doubting they’d let us unlock her cuffs,” Mark told his wife.
 
   “Okay.”  Stephanie worked at the padlock connecting the woman’s cuff to the steel cable keeping her limb pulled taut. A moment later there was a click and Stephanie squealed with delight.
 
   “Yes! Success!” she crowed.
 
   “Get the other locks then,” Mark said.
 
   Stephanie worked her way around the woman until finally the woman was able to sit up. Mark kept a hold on her until she was sitting.  A quick check behind her head revealed another lock that had held in the ring gag.  
 
   “Oh, God,” the woman said in relief a moment later. “It’s the ring gag that gets to you,” she muttered, working her jaw.  Finally she looked at her two rescuers.  “Ya’ll took your sweet time.”
 
   “Excuse me?  Who are you?” Mark demanded.
 
   The woman gave them a crazy look.  “Who am I?  One of your competitors, but then you ought to know that.  I’m Janice.”  She stuck out her hand and Mark stared at her in confusion.  
 
   “Competitor?” he asked.
 
   Janice cocked an eyebrow. “You know, for the Challenge?”
 
   Mark looked at Stephanie. Her face had gone strangely flat.  She noticed her husband’s look and shrugged her shoulders.
 
   Janice hopped down from the stand, leaving the ring gag behind.  “Do you need help?” she asked, pointing at Stephanie.
 
   “Help? Help doing what?” Mark asked.
 
   Janice tossed her thick brown hair over a shoulder.  “To get her bound, obviously.  They won’t let you and me out until she’s bound to the table.”
 
   Mark gave Janice an angry glare. “I’m hardly going to leave my wife in this room, bound and trussed up like you were!”
 
   Janice shrugged. “Billy said the same thing to me, but it’s the only way it works.  They won’t open the exit doors unless your girl there is on the stand, spread-eagled.  Then you go through the little boy’s door, and I go through the little girl’s door.”
 
   Stephanie gave Mark a concerned look.  “I’m Stephanie by the way.  This is my husband, Mark,” she said to Janice, turning back toward Janice.
 
   Janice smiled. “Please to meet you both, but I hope this doesn’t come out the wrong way; Billy and I are going beat you.”
 
   “Beat us?” Mark asked again.
 
   The brunette gave him another crazy look. “How can you possibly not know?  This is the Challenge!”  She slowly got off the metal stand and stood, working out the kinks.  
 
   “I’m sorry… what exactly is the Challenge?” Mark asked.
 
   “Seriously?” Janice asked.  “It’s the game!  If you make it all the way through, you get the ten million dollars.  Every part is videotaped and broadcast for the audience.”
 
   The color drained from Mark’s face. “What?” he asked, his voice cracking.
 
   Janice gave him another crazy look.  “Didn’t you sign the paperwork?  Why are you acting like you have no idea what’s going on?”  She gave Stephanie a direct look.  “Hop up on the stand, sweetie.  Oh… and by the way, you really know how to eat pussy!  It was sweet.  Wish I could return the favor, but chances are the next time we meet it will be to see which of us can endure more.”
 
   Stephanie nodded and to Mark’s astonishment, stepped up to the metal stand and immediately lay down.
 
   “Steph! What are you doing?” Mark demanded.
 
   “I’m getting into position,” she said quietly.
 
   “What are you talking about?” he demanded.
 
   Stephanie laid back, her head dangling off the end. Mark immediately reached down and supported it.  
     “Stephanie, what the hell is going on?” he asked quietly.  Janice walked around to Stephanie’s leg and pulled it outward.  A moment later the padlock connected the steel cable to the cuff and Stephanie’s foot was pulled outward from her body.
 
   “Honey, you just have to take things one step at a time,” Stephanie said, her head cradled in her husband’s hands.  “I know this is hard, but you’re going to have to leave me here.”
 
   “I’m not going on with Janice!” Mark declared.
 
   Janice laughed.  “Hardly.  There’s a rest stop in the next room.  You’ll be reunited right after the next group is done with your wife.”
 
   “Next group?” Mark demanded.
 
   “Of course.  Billy and I did this to a chick named Breanne and she and Billy went off.  I think Breanne and her partner were first though.  Didn’t get much time to talk and she was a petite little thing, with long red hair.”  Janice finished up with Stephanie’s other leg and moved up to her right arm.  
 
   “So I’m guessing you’re the top and she’s the bottom?” Janice asked Mark as she drew Stephanie’s arm outward and cuffed it.”
 
   “Excuse me?” Mark asked, not understanding the question. 
 
   Janice gave him a concerned look. “Wow, not even in the lifestyle?  Why the hell did you two sign up?”
 
   “Sign up?” demanded Mark again. “What the hell are you talking about?  We were abducted from our home!  We didn’t sign up for anything!”
 
   Janice moved away from Mark and grabbed Stephanie’s last free wrist. “Um… yeah. Sure. Okay,” she said, as if she were worried about upsetting the crazy people.  She finished Stephanie’s last wrist and held up the ring gag.  “Here, you get to put this in her mouth,” she said, handing Mark the gag.  She started to reach up to the plastic cylinder, intending on putting the key back, when Mark stopped her with an outstretched hand.
 
   “Leave the key,” he said darkly.
 
   Janice shook her head. “No way.  Me securing her to the stand and putting the key back is the only way to open the girl’s exit door.  I’m ready to move on.  Once I go through and the key is back in the column, then you put the ring gag on her and you can leave her here to move on.  Trust me, that’s what I’d do.”
 
   “Leave the key!” Mark said again, this time with a menacing tone.  Janice took a step back.
 
   “Mark,” Stephanie said softly. “Don’t.  Do as she says, please?” she begged.
 
   “Stephanie!  We’re being used!” he said, his voice hard.
 
   “Please?  Just relax.  Please put the gag in my mouth.”
 
   Janice grinned. “Listen to her.  She knows what she’s talking about.”  Janice stood on tiptoe, her delicious looking breasts above Stephanie’s middle. She tucked the key into the plastic column and it immediately began retracting into the ceiling.
 
   “I’ll see you guys in the semi-finals,” Janice said.  She waved and almost ran toward the pink marked door.  A moment later she pushed it open and disappeared.
 
   Mark stood still, a mask of confusion on his face.  He looked down at his wife.
 
   “What is going on?” he asked.
 
   Tears filled Stephanie’s eyes.  “Please, just put the gag in my mouth?”
 
   “You want me to gag you?” Mark demanded.
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Answer my question first.  What is going on?  You seem to know more than you’re saying.”
 
   Stephanie bit her lip.  A single tear slid out of her eye and down the side of her head as she stared up at her husband.  “I thought I was losing you!” she final blurted.
 
   “Losing me?” Mark said in bewilderment.  “How does that relate to what is happening to us?” 
 
   Stephanie looked away but Mark’s hands held her head and he was able to pull her back so that he could look into her eyes.
 
   “What did you do?” he demanded.
 
   Stephanie was on the verge. Tears flowed freely and her bottom lip was trembling.  “I signed us up!  I signed us up for the Challenge!” 
 
   “You what?” he asked incredulously.
 
   “I signed us up,” she said, bursting into tears.
 
   Mark released Stephanie’s head and it dropped downward, exposing his wife’s throat.  He stumbled backward and literally fell down onto his ass.
 
   “You… signed us up?  Without asking me?”
 
   Stephanie was sobbing and having a hard time due to her bound position on the stand.  “I did it because… I was so afraid… I’d lost you… I thought… that we could… find w-w-what we’d l-l-lost.”
 
   Mark picked himself off the ground.  Slowly he came back over to Stephanie. He lifted her head gently, but his words were like steel.
 
   “What is the Challenge?” he demanded.
 
   “It’s a game show,” Stephanie sobbed.  “A BDSM game show!  The couples are selected based upon their appearance and interests. I had to fill out a bunch of questionnaires,” she said through her sobs.
 
   “BDSM?  Like bondage and stuff?”
 
   She nodded.  “It’s supposed to bring the master and his slave closer together,” she whispered.
 
   “Slave?  You are not my slave! You are my wife!” Mark shouted, anger filling his face.
 
   “But I haven’t been your wife,” Stephanie sobbed.  “Not for years!  You haven’t touched me, we don’t go anywhere. You’re entire world is that television set and the games you watch and play!  I didn’t think you even loved me anymore!”  She started bawling again.
 
   Mark looked up, anguish written across his face.  Finally he looked back down at her. “How do we abort?  There’s got to be a way out of this stupid game.”
 
   Stephanie shook her head. “The only way out is to lose.”
 
   He dropped her head and she groaned.  “Then how do we lose,” he asked angrily.
 
   Stephanie didn’t answer.  He reached down and grabbed her by the hair and hauled her head back up.  She squealed from the pain of his fingers.
 
   “HOW DO WE LOSE?”
 
   Finally Stephanie opened her eyes.  “We lose when I can’t take any more.”
 
   Mark gasped and this time gently lowered her head.  Stephanie continued to cry as he stumbled away from the metal stand.  He stalked over to the blue door and tried to open it, but it was still locked. He pounded on it with his fist.
 
   “Let me out of here!  Damn it! I did NOT AGREE TO THIS! I’m HERE AGAINST MY WILL! YOU LET ME OUT THIS INSTANT OR I SWEAR TO GOD I WILL SUE YOUR ASS OFF WHEN I DO GET OUT OF HERE!” he began screaming.
 
   It took Mark a while to calm down and when his ranting initiated no response, he stalked back to his bound wife.
 
   “Why?  Why would you do this?  Sign us up for something like this?  Couldn’t you find a fucking marriage counselor in the phone book?” he demanded.
 
   Stephanie was still crying, but was clearly uncomfortable bound spread-eagled and with her head dangling.  Her hair flopped as she shook her head and then she hiccupped.  
 
   “Just wanted… just wanted… to feel… like we… were in love again,” she whispered between half-sobs and more hiccups.  
 
   “What are they going to make us do?” he asked, his voice now suddenly soft.
 
   Stephanie hiccupped again. “Challenge us… love each other…sex,” 
 
   Mark shook his head.  “Sex… you know, all you needed to do was talk to me.”
 
   Mark’s wife looked up at him.  “Talk to you?” she said, then hiccupped again.  “You spend every night in that damn entertainment room! You don’t even EAT dinner with me anymore! How was I supposed to talk to you?”
 
   Mark cringed.  She was right.  “But damn, Steph… a BDSM game show?  Are you insane?  I’ve never even spanked you before today!  What on earth made you choose a BDSM show?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie started crying again.  “I saw a picture of a girl wrapped around her husband, or maybe it was her boyfriend, and I saw the look of adoration in her eyes and I wanted that to be us,” she sobbed.
 
   Mark sighed and then lifted her head again.  He wrapped his arm around her as best as he could.  He held her as she cried.  Finally, when it appeared she had calmed down, he kissed her gently on the mouth.  There was a salty, tangy flavor on her lips and he realized he was tasting Janice.
 
   “You are crazy.  I wish you had talked to me first.  Do you even know what BDSM stands for?” he asked.
 
   She nodded. “Bondage, discipline, sadism, and masochism,” she replied.
 
   He grunted. “Well at least you know a little.”
 
   “I know what I signed up for,” she said with a tiny voice.
 
   He glanced down at her. “You’re scared.  Aren’t you?”
 
   She grimaced. “A little.  I know it’s going to hurt, but I’d rather deal with physical pain than the pain of thinking you didn’t love me.”
 
   Mark hugged her tightly then.
 
   “Besides, if we win, we get ten million dollars,” she said, hiccupping again.
 
   Mark started to laugh. “You are absolutely crazy,” he said with a chuckle.  He held her, still supporting her head.  “Guess we need to do this then.”
 
   Stephanie nodded.  “Yeah.  You’ve got to put the ring gag in.”
 
   Mark bit his lip. “It’s tough for me.  I know that when I leave this room, another guy and girl are going to come in, with you bound, and they’ll be able to do anything to you, and eventually they’re going to make you cum and some other guy’s cock will be in your mouth.”  He shook his head, pursing his lips.
 
   Stephanie nodded.  “Yeah,”
 
   “And you’re really okay with this?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie gave him a wan smile. “I found out that not only did you still love me, but that you wanted me.  You made love to me.” She blushed.  “Several times.”
 
   Mark let out a short laugh.  “You could have just stripped naked in the house and come into the entertainment room and climbed up into my lap. That would have gotten my attention.”
 
   Stephanie blinked. “That… uh… didn’t occur to me,” she admitted.
 
   His eyebrow went up. “Yeah. I figured.” He sighed loudly. “I have to admit Steph, that when you do something, you go all out.”  He stood up and grabbed the ring gag.  He moved to put it in her mouth.
 
   “Mark! Wait!” she gasped suddenly.
 
   “What!  What is it?” he asked.
 
   “If we win the ten million dollars, can I have granite counter-tops for the kitchen?” she asked.
 
   Mark’s mouth dropped, but then he realized she was kidding with him. Finally he bent down and kissed her forehead.
 
   “You’re about to get fucked by strangers and I can’t even stop that.  The least I can do is make sure you get granite counter-tops,” he said, then pushed the ring in her mouth.  It took just seconds to buckle it on tightly and he snapped the small padlock closed.  As he stood he heard a loud click and the blue spotted door on the opposite side of the room opened up.  He laid a hand on Stephanie’s breasts, giving the nipple a gentle squeeze.
 
   “I love you. I’ll see you soon. I hope.”  Then he turned away and headed toward the door.  He stopped once, just before leaving the room, looking back at the woman he loved, cherished, and had hurt so badly for years.  He wiped a tear from his eye and then marched through the door, letting it close behind him.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
   Mark found himself in another restroom, except this one was fitted with a cot as well.  He used the commode, showered, shaved, and then laid down.  He actually fell asleep until a strange beeping sound woke him.  He lifted up from the cot and rubbed at his face.  He had no idea how long he had been sleeping, but it was certainly longer than an hour.  He blinked and stumbled toward the exit door, pushing it open and going into the next room.
 
   His first and only thought was “food” and the table was set for two.  It was an intimate affair, filled with all sorts of goodies, but as Mark marched toward the center of the room, he realized that one of the two chairs was fitted with something a bit different.  
 
   Two massive dildos, or perhaps vibrators, were embedded in the center of one of the chairs.  The front phallus was bigger than his cock, even hardened.  In fact, the rear phallus looked more appropriately sized.  He bent down and studied the chair.  A thick black box was mounted under the seat and had no visible latches.  He shook his head. He had little doubt that his wife, or perhaps Janice would be joining him for a meal.  Further study of the dildo mounted chair revealed multiple restraints, each made of metal, with no visible locking mechanism.  Both ankles, lower thighs right above the knees, and waist had a metal hoop, making it fairly obvious that whoever sat down wasn’t to be allowed up.  Mark shook his head, trying to imagine his wife’s reaction when confronted by such a piece of furniture.
 
   A moment later a door opened behind him and he turned to see Stephanie walk into the room.  She looked good.  Her hair was damp as if she had just showered and she was no longer sporting the bondage cuffs.  The collar was still around her throat however, complete with thick metal rings.  She saw Mark and ran to him, wrapping her arms around his body, hugging him tightly.
 
   “Hey girl,” he said warmly, holding her as she squeezed him. “Are you okay?” he asked.
 
   She nodded. “Yeah.  The couple behind us handled things much better.  They took one look at me, talked about the dots, and the next thing I knew I was sucking his cock and her mouth was on my clit.  She wasn’t very good though,” Stephanie admitted.
 
   Mark laughed. “Now you’re complaining about how another woman eats pussy.”  He shook his head in amazement.  “I’ve learned more about you in the last day than I have in our entire marriage.”
 
   Stephanie blushed.  
 
   “Did you get their names?” he asked.
 
   She nodded. “Grace and Banner,” she replied.  “Grace is this pretty blond girl, but much taller than me. She’s got some tattoos.”
 
   Mark squeezed her again.  “Well I think you’re pretty beautiful, so you don’t have much to worry about.”  He smiled again. “I see you got some time to clean up.”
 
   She nodded. “Yeah, there was a shower and lotion and all sorts of fun girl stuff.”  She paused.  “But I’m starving.” She eyed the table. “And I’m ready to eat.”
 
   Mark laughed but then let out a tiny groan. “Well, you might like the food, but sitting might be a problem.”  He turned slightly and pointed at the chair studded with dildos.  Stephanie let go of him and stepped closer, looking down at the chair seat.
 
   “Oh.  Oh my,” she said.  She bent down and touched the first phallus.
 
   “Stephanie?” Mark said softly. “Have you ever even had anything in your bottom before?”
 
   She gave him a screwy look. “Yeah.  The tail?”
 
   Mark rolled his eyes and frowned. “Oh, right.”
 
   She gave him a light whack on the arm.  “I just need some lubrication.”
 
   “Um… what did you have in mind?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie looked across the table and then reached out, her bare breasts dangling down deliciously over the various dishes.  She grabbed what looked like a small bowl of creamed butter and held it up. “This will work.”
 
   Mark shook his head in amazement. “You are certainly more prepared for this than I thought.”
 
   Stephanie smiled.  Then she put the butter down and reached out, grabbing hold of his cock.  “Are you happy to see me?” she asked, giving him a squeeze. His cock instantly hardened and he nodded.
 
   “Very glad.”
 
   “Would you like to lubricate my bottom?” she asked.
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up.  “You want me to butter your butt?” he asked with a laugh.
 
   Stephanie laughed too and then shook her head.  Her free hand went back to the table, snagged the butter dish, and then dipped her husband’s hardened cock into the soft cream.  A thick dollop clung to the tip and she put the dish back on the table as her husband gasped.
 
   “You okay?” she asked wickedly.
 
   He nodded. “It’s just a little cool,” he said.
 
   Stephanie smiled and her fingers began spreading the butter down along his shaft.  “Here, let me warm you up,” she said, rubbing her fingers along his cock.
 
   Mark groaned. “That feels good,” he said softly as his wife continued stroking.
 
   “Hmmm… oh yes,” Stephanie replied.  She tossed her blonde hair over her shoulder and then went to her knees.  She began licking the head of Mark’s shaft, enjoying the flavor.
 
   “I should have buttered you long ago,” she murmured from around his rod.
 
   Mark nodded. “Oh God, yes.”
 
   But the Stephanie pulled back. “I don’t want to lick all the butter off,” she said suddenly.  She stood up and then turned around, bracing her arms and elbows on the table. Her bottom wiggled seductively in front of Mark.
 
   “Lubricate my bottom now?”
 
   “You mean you actually want me to fuck you up the ass?”
 
   Stephanie nodded.  “Yes.  Best way to lubricate me.”
 
   Mark bit his lip.  “You’ve come a long way sexually.  It’s like I almost don’t know you.”
 
   Stephanie shrugged. “I knew I had to put my inhibitions behind me for this.  This was my choice and so I have to be accepting.  The website said that I’d be subjected to every type of sexual perversion known to man.”
 
   Mark stepped closer and positioned himself at her rear. “Well, I want you to know that this has always been a fantasy of mine.”
 
   Steph blinked. “Doing my bottom?”  She gave him a disbelieving look.
 
   He nodded. “I never asked because I thought you would say no,”
 
   Stephanie gave her husband a sad look. “Well right now, I’m saying yes.”
 
   Mark smiled warmly. “Then I’d be happy to lubricate you.”
 
   Stephanie smiled and turned to face forward again. “I’m ready.”
 
   Mark began pushing gently, but the butter made his shaft slippery.  Instead of penetrating into Stephanie’s bottom, his cock slid downward and dipped deeply into her sex.  Stephanie groaned in pleasure.
 
   “That is not my bottom,” she said wistfully, wriggling her hips and clenching her sex around Mark’s manhood.
 
   “Sorry.  I’ll try again,” he said, gritting his teeth.
 
   “No! Just… stay right there for a moment,” Stephanie said, her voice shaking.  She thrust back against him, arching her back.
 
   “Are we allowed to cum?” he asked her, his voice just a little strained.
 
   She nodded. “I think so.  Just… if you are going to cum, make sure you do it in my bottom, okay?” 
 
   “Bottom. Right,” he said, grunting slightly.
 
   They continued pumping and then Mark gasped. “Honey, I think I better do your ass now, otherwise you aren’t going to get lubricated.”
 
   Stephanie groaned. “All right… but I was so close.”
 
   “Sorry!” Mark said tightly.  He tugged loose and Stephanie let out a whimper.  He reached down and grabbed hold of his cock.  It was covered in a combination of Stephanie’s juices and the slick slurry of creamed butter.  He pulled upward slightly and found the puckered opening of her bottom.  He pressed diligently, pushing himself inward as Stephanie gasped and shook.
 
   “Oh… Yes!  That’s it!” she said through clenched teeth.  Mark pushed a bit harder and suddenly found himself embedded in his wife’s ass.
 
   “Oh my God that feels tight!” he said, thrusting in deeper.  His shaft slid upward into her depths and his hips pressed tightly against her buttocks.  He pulled halfway out and thrust again, working himself through her innards while he clutched her sides.  
 
   “I’m… I’m going to cum!” he said, grunting.
 
   “Yes,” moaned Stephanie.
 
   Mark gasped as his shaft began pulsing, filling Stephanie’s rear end with his thick cream.  Butter and cum swirled together and as Mark began softening, a white and yellow goop leaked from Stephanie’s puckered bottom.
 
   Mark took a step back and glanced around the table.  He grabbed a napkin and began wiping himself off as Stephanie straightened.
 
   “Guess I’m ready to eat,” she said with a grin.  Her face was flushed and the tips of her breasts were hard and pointed.
 
   “Sorry you didn’t cum,” he said. 
 
   She laughed. “I think I’ll be cumming in just a moment, dear heart.”  She pointed at the chair.  “Those look pretty serious.”
 
   Mark shrugged. “You have a point.”
 
   “Help me sit down?” she asked.
 
   He raised an eyebrow.
 
   “Someone has to secure the restraints silly,” she said.
 
   “Oh! Right!” Mark came forward as Stephanie pulled the chair outward.  She turned around and positioned herself above the two probes and began lowering herself down.
 
   Her gasp startled Mark and he took a quick step forward.  “Are you okay?” he asked urgently.
 
   She nodded. “They’re just thicker than I thought,” she replied, wiggling her hips.  “I’m not used to being double stuffed.”
 
   “I can’t even imagine,” Mark replied.
 
   Stephanie laughed and dropped down another inch, her eyes narrowing as her lips pursed.  “Oh… wow,” she said.
 
   “Feel good?”
 
   Stephanie looked confused for a moment, as if searching for the right words.  “It feels… like I’m full actually.  Totally and terribly full.”  She settled down the last inch or so and then rocked her hips. “I’m down.  Wow, these are big,” she said.
 
   Mark looked at her skeptically. “Are you ready for me to close the restraints?”
 
   “Yeah, I think so,” she said with a shudder.
 
   Mark knelt and began at her ankles.  He started to close the restraint but suddenly stopped.
 
   “You know, I have no idea how we’re going to open these again,” he said.
 
   “What do you mean?” Stephanie asked, leaning over slightly to look down at him.
 
   He pointed at the silver metal half circle.  “Meaning if I close this, I don’t know how to open it again.”
 
   “There isn’t a release catch or something?” she asked.
 
   Mark shook his head. “They look magnetic honestly.”
 
   Stephanie thought about it for a moment, shifting back and forth on her seat, clearly trying to adjust to the double phallic impalement she was experiencing.  “I guess we really don’t have a choice.  Either there would be a switch or something for you to open them, or the people running the Challenge will open them. There’s not a switch on the back?
 
   Mark was already looking. “Nope, nothing. No buttons, no switches, not even an emergency release.”
 
   Stephanie let out a sigh. “Well, it’s not like we have a choice.  Go ahead and close them.”
 
   Mark knelt by her side and looked up at her. “Are you sure about this?”
 
   “We don’t have a choice, remember?  Besides, I thought you’d like the ten million dollars?”
 
   He shook his head. “Ten million dollars is not worth you getting hurt.”
 
   She smiled. “I’m fine.”
 
   “Yeah, right now.  What if those things start shocking you or something?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie grimaced.  “I’ll be fine.”
 
   Mark let out a heavy sigh.  “All right,” he said.  Then he bent down to her little foot and pressed the heel to the wooden chair.  His fingers found the metal loop and closed it around his wife’s leg.  He tugged on it and found it locked tightly.
 
   “I was right.  Once you close these they aren’t coming open until whatever is supposed to happen happens.” His fingers trailed over her skin and he finished securing her other foot, her knees, and then her waist.  He stood back up and felt another surge of arousal.
 
   “Do you have any idea how sexy you look right now?” he asked, leaning over to give her a kiss.
 
   “We so need one of these,” Stephanie said, eyes flashing. Her voice tight.
 
   “We do?” 
 
   She nodded. “As soon as you locked me in, the one in my vagina started vibrating.”
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “Really.”
 
   Stephanie swallowed and glanced up at her husband. “Yes.”
 
   “Are you going to cum?” he asked.
 
   “Soon,” she admitted.
 
   Mark moved around to the other chair and sat down.  “Guess I get a front row seat.”
 
   “It looks like everything is finger food. Serve me some of that fruit?” Stephanie asked, nodding toward a bowl of strawberries and melon.
 
   Mark grinned. “Just don’t choke on it while you’re eating. Tough to give you the Heimlich maneuver while you’re cumming.”
 
   Stephanie smiled back at him, but he could see the pressure building behind her eyes.  He began placing samples of most of the dishes onto her plate.
 
   “Do you think this is breakfast or lunch?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie looked down the assortment of fruit, meats, and vegetables, most of which was cut up into bite sized pieces.  “I’m not sure…” she said, her voice trailing off as she stiffened in her chair.
 
   “You okay?” he asked.
 
   She nodded, her lips tight together.  “The vibrator intensity increased,” she said, but her expression was one of confusion.  She put down her fork and suddenly gripped the chair arm. Her mouth opened wide and she let out a sharp cry as her shoulders hunched over.
 
   Mark sat there, nibbling on the food as he watched his wife’s body explode.  Her body shook and her knuckles were white as she gripped the chair frame.  He couldn’t help staring at her breasts, the pink tips heaving as she struggled to work through the waves of pleasure that swirled up from between her legs. The black strap at her waist dug into her stomach as her body tried to pull up from the vibrating probes buried inside her.  Finally she let out another squeal and practically swooned in the chair, the double dildos inside her as well as the straps keeping her upright and seated.
 
   “You okay?” he asked from across the table.
 
   Stephanie’s head lolled from side to side and she had a huge smile on her face.  “Oh yeah, better than okay.”  Her chest was still heaving as she tried to settle down from the major climax she had just endured.  But as Mark watched she started squirming again.  Suddenly her smile disappeared and a frown of discomfort crossed her face.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Mark asked.
 
   “The… uh… the vibrator… it’s not stopping,” she said.  He could see her hips trying to move her body away from the seat, the metal ring stopping her from lifting more than half an inch.
 
   “Is that a problem?” he asked.
 
   A look of consternation crossed Stephanie’s face. “It’s… uh… oh.  Oh my,” she said gasping.  
 
   “What?  What is it?” Mark asked, rising half out of his chair.
 
   “The one in my bottom is vibrating now too!” she exclaimed.
 
   Mark rolled his eyes and sat back down.  He plucked at some of the little sausages and began eating again.  Stephanie sat there, staring at Mark with something akin to panic. 
 
   “It’s not stopping!” she burst out.
 
   “The vibration?” he asked.
 
   She nodded vehemently.  
 
   Mark grinned. “I guess you’re in for a fun ride,” he said nonchalantly.
 
   “You don’t understand!” Stephanie replied. “Women aren’t like men.  We get sensitive.  
 
   His eyebrow went up.  “What do you mean?”
 
   She let out an exasperated snort.  “It means that I can’t take this.  I need it to stop.”
 
   Mark looked across the food laden table.  “I’m not sure I know how to help you.”
 
   Stephanie’s eyes got a little wild and she began rocking back and forth again.  
 
   “But I’m pretty sure that isn’t going to do you any good,” Mark said.  He stood up and walked around to where his wife sat, shifting and rocking as her insides were vibrated.  
 
   “Could be worse.  It could be your clit,” Mark told her.  Stephanie looked up, a desperate look on her face.
 
   “Mark… I think… I think…” she stammered.
 
   “What?  What do you think?” he asked softly.
 
   “I think I’m going to cum again,” she whispered.
 
   He leaned back and looked at the petite blond woman he had married.  Her curves were full blown and she resembled a peach more than a banana. Her large breasts hung like sweet fruit and her thighs were trim and supple.  He loved every curve and he leaned back against the table, enjoying the sight of her torment.
 
   “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you!” she demanded, though the words came out oddly punctuated thanks to her heavy breathing.
 
   “Oh, absolutely,” Mark replied honestly.  “To be honest, I’ve always wanted to watch you masturbate.”
 
   Stephanie’s eyes widened. “What?”
 
   He nodded. “Yep. I admit it.  The thought of you laid out on the bed, working a vibrator through that pretty pink slit of yours gets me hard.”
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding.  What man would rather watch than participate?” she asked, still rocking back and forth on her seat.
 
   Mark picked up another strawberry and popped it in her mouth, watching as she chewed it. “It’s foreplay actually.  You masturbate, I watch, and then I climb on top of you and screw your brains out.”
 
   Stephanie swallowed the strawberry. “Don’t be so crass,” she admonished, but then blushed. “But it sounds like fun.”  Then her eyelashes fluttered and she let out a choked moan.
 
   “More vibrations?” Mark asked.
 
   Her lips formed a tight line and he could see the increased tension in her body.  She shook her head and her breasts seemed to bob up and down as her breaths came even faster.  
 
   “Steph?  What happening?” Mark asked, leaning closer.
 
   She opened her mouth, almost panting and she looked at him, again with panic.  “It’s…. it’s… turning,” she squealed.
 
   Mark’s eyes widened. “Really?  It’s spinning inside you?” 
 
   She nodded frantically and he grinned.
 
   “Still want one for the dining room?”
 
   She looked around wildly for a second, not answering him and then she closed her eyes and gritted her teeth, letting out a loud keening sound that surprised Mark.  He jerked back momentarily, but as he realized what was happening he stood up and quickly moved around to the back of Stephanie’s chair.  He wrapped his arms around her and cupped her breasts, digging his thumbs into her tender and sweet nipples.  Her hands came up, holding his to her chest, even as she bucked and cried out.  He could feel her body trembling beneath his hands and he kissed the top of her head as she finally stiffened with intensity, another orgasmic pinnacle reached.  Her eyelids fluttered madly and then she sort of tilted to the side, her muscles jerking as her nervous system seemed to short out.
 
   Mark held onto her with mixed feelings. Part of him enjoyed the show.  Having his wife suffer through multiple orgasms in front of him like this was a big turn on, and despite his earlier release in her bottom, he had to admit he was getting hard again.  But part of him was also concerned for her welfare, and as her body gave out and slumped in the chair, he pulled his hands away from her breasts and checked her pulse.  Her heart was clearly racing and he wondered if this was good for her.
 
   Stephanie began listing to the side and Mark held onto her, rather than let her slump sideways in the chair.  Tiny, soft sounding cries still escaped her throat and Mark reached down and put his hand on her belly, as close as he could get to her sex.  To his surprise he could feel the rumble and steady churning of the phallic probes embedded in his wife and as she shivered and jerked, her fingers curled into tight little balls, he began to get worried.  
 
   “Stephanie!  Steph!” he said urgently as his wife’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and a thin line of drool began seeping from her bottom lip.  Her body continued to shake and tremble, her hips jerking wildly in reaction to the non-stop stimulation.
 
   Mark cursed and reached down to the silver bar that kept her seated, wrapping his fingers between the metal and his wife’s pulsing flesh.  He yanked hard, but the bar didn’t even budge.  He put one bare foot up on the chair and pulled again, but still there was no movement.  Stephanie began hyperventilating, her chest heaving wildly.  Her face was flushed and beads of perspiration appeared on her body as she was physically forced up the orgasmic hill a third time.  
 
   “Damn it!  Don’t you see it’s hurting her!” he shouted to the nearest camera, but there was no response.  He bent down and tried to yank the metal rings off her ankles, but only ended up making his fingers ache.  With his head near her knee he glanced up and saw a stream of juice leaking from between his wife’s thighs.  It didn’t appear wholly natural and he ran a finger through it.  Immediately he realized that some sort of synthetic lubrication, an oil of some sort, had been squirted up inside his wife.  He growled and clenched his fists, unsure what to do.
 
   Stephanie was already heading toward another orgasm, her mouth half open, making sounds that were half moans and half cries of pain.  Her toes were curled tightly and her body was still shaking as her hips jerked.  Suddenly there was a clicking sound and the metal bar around her waist rose up three inches.
 
   Mark leaped forward and grabbed it, thinking the chair was about to release her, but screamed in frustration when it refused to budge.  The extra room however was more than enough to give Stephanie the needed range of movement and she began bouncing violently up and down on the probes, driving them in and out of her loins with startling violence.
 
   “Steph! Please! Don’t hurt yourself!” Mark cried out, knowing that each downward movement of his wife was driving the two thick phalluses deeper into her sex and bottom.  But Stephanie clearly didn’t care.  She continued to work herself even more rapidly, the sound of her sex squelching around the synthetic cock loud enough for her husband to hear.  He stood back, eyes wide as she blasted herself through another sexual explosion, screaming out her release uninhibited.
 
   Then she collapsed.
 
   Mark rushed to her side as she slumped over, clearly unconscious though breathing.  More clicking noises filled the air and Mark yanked up on the waist bar, almost falling backward when he realized it had come loose.  His fingers flew across the steel binding bars, freeing Stephanie from the chair.  When her limbs were released, he lifted her arms and pulled her up, the wet sucking sound of her sex and bottom freed from the torment of the chair filling his ears.  He cradled her in his arms and looked around for a place to lay her.  
 
   But then, a door opened up on the far side of the room and he headed for it, carrying his barely conscious wife, who still shuddered and twitched in his arms.  He marched forward, a look of fury on his face.  Someone was going to pay for what had been done to his girl.  He kicked open the door and moved into the next room.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Six 
 
    
 
   Mark stopped when he entered the new chamber.  As usual the walls, floor, and ceiling were painted that same stark white, spotted only by the now tell-tale cameras. But this time there was enough color to draw the eye that it almost hurt.  All of it was on a single wall between two additional doors and Mark almost immediately feared the worst.  It was the outline of a female form, lying on her side, painted in light pink.  But immediately across the outline’s form, across the area where the breasts would be, someone had taken a paint brush and laid a thick streak of red paint.  Another streak, this one across the loins of the form, made the drawing look like some freakish and ironic objection to censorship.
 
   Almost immediately, Mark also saw the furniture in the center of the room.  There was a table and what looked like some sort of bed.  He hurried toward it, his moaning wife still in his arms.  As he closed the distance he saw that the bed was in fact nothing more than a leather padded platform, long enough to completely support a body, and elevated to waist height.
 
   He ignored the table for a moment, more intent on caring for Stephanie.  He laid her down on the platform, stretching her out as comfortably as he could.  She had begun to rouse, her eyes opening for brief moments until finally she halfway rolled over and curled up into a fetal position.  Mark kept his hands on his wife’s hip, just to make sure she didn’t fall off the narrow, bed-like stand.  As he held her in place, he looked over at the table, his eyes narrowing.
 
   Five items stood in a row on the tiny white table.  The first was easily recognizable.  Mark had never smoked, but he had used cigarette lighters often enough to light candles.  Stephanie had always objected.  She liked the scent of wood smoke, the tiny waft that would come from an extinguished match.  Mark was more pragmatic.  Besides, he never was good at using cardboard matches.  
 
   Immediately after the lighter was a small bottle with a label.  Mark read it and wondered if the bottle really contained mineral oil.  He shook his head, trying to understand why that had been left on the table. The next two items were both pillar candles, red ones, thick and wide with flat tops.  The last item was a sort of whip, called a flogger, sporting a full set of rubber strands.  All of the objects seemed to be placed in a particular order.  Mark looked away.  He didn’t want to touch them.
 
   A snore from his wife came a moment later and he looked down at her with a tender expression, followed by a rueful smile.  He understood how tired she probably was.  He felt strained and despite having no idea what time it was, he too felt the need to rest.  As Stephanie drifted off he slid down to the floor, one hand holding on to her wrist.
 
   It seemed like just a few seconds later when Stephanie roused him, running her fingers through his hair.  
 
   “Mark?” she said softly.  He jerked awake and opened his eyes.  A full chorus of aches hit him as he realized he had fallen asleep on the hard floor, slumping over underneath the leather bound platform.  Stephanie squatted next to him, almost sitting on her heels.  As his eyes slid down her body, he caught sight of her swollen petals dangling down between her legs and the scent of her sex filled his nose.  To his embarrassment, he immediately hardened and he turned away, not wanting to either embarrass her or worse, make her feel as if she needed to deal with his erection.
 
   “Morning sleepyhead,” she said softly.
 
   He rolled, again ignoring the aches in his back and climbed to his feet. “Is it morning?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie shrugged. “No idea.  I don’t know how long we were out.  What happened?  How did we get here?  Were we drugged?” she asked.
 
   Mark gave her a rueful smile. “No, I carried you out of the last room into this one.  There was this table here and I laid you on it, to see if you were okay, but you just rolled into a ball and fell asleep.
 
   Stephanie winced. “Guess I needed it.”
 
   Mark nodded. “Are you, uh… okay?” he asked, sort of nodding toward her loins.
 
   Stephanie glanced down and then realized what he was referring to specifically.  She nodded and gave him a light smile.  “Yeah, I think so.  I’m still a little swollen down there, but I’m not hurt.”
 
   “That’s a relief,” Mark replied. He stretched a little and Stephanie’s eyes softened.
 
   “But I can tell you’re hurting.”
 
   He shrugged. “I’m okay.”
 
   Stephanie put her hands on her hips, eyes narrowed.  “Don’t give me that. I can tell when your back is aching.  She looked at the table and reached for the oil.  “The least I can do is rub your back,” she said.
 
   “Wait!” Mark almost shouted.
 
   Stephanie froze, eyes wide. “What?”
 
   “I’m not sure you should touch that. At least not yet,” he said.
 
   “What do you mean?” she asked.
 
   Mark shook his head. “Everything we’ve encountered here has been very specific in order.  Look at the items.  They are laid out like that specifically.  I don’t think we should be grabbing things out of order.”
 
   Stephanie gave him a thoughtful look.  “I guess that makes sense,” she finally replied. “But what do you think we’re supposed to do?” she asked.
 
   Mark took a deep breath and turned, pointing to the picture painted on the wall.  “I’m not positive, but I have a bad feeling that I’m supposed to do that to you.”
 
   Stephanie looked at the wall and then bit her lip.  “Ah… a hot waxing,” she said softly, her eyes distant.  Her hand went to the flogger and she touched it lightly. “Followed by you whipping the wax off,” she whispered.  Then she picked up the lighter and lit the two candles.
 
   “Steph, we don’t have to do this right now.  We can wait until you’re feeling up to it,” Mark said softly.
 
   She turned back to him as she picked up the bottle of oil.  She shook it with a smile on her face. “We have to wait for the candles to melt enough wax anyway, and this is an awfully big bottle of oil.  Why don’t you lie down on the bed and let me massage your back, okay?”
 
   Mark gave her a skeptical look.  “What if that violates the rules?” he asked.
 
   She shrugged. “Then you’ll have to wax and whip me twice.”
 
   “And you’re okay with that?”
 
   She gave him a grin. “To have a chance to put my hands on you?  Oh yes.”
 
   He couldn’t help but laugh.  Finally he hopped up on the leather platform and laid out straight, pillowing his head on his forearms.  A moment later his wife poured a liberal amount of the oil onto his back and standing near his head, began long, slow, and sensual strokes up and down his spine, working her fingers into his aching muscles.
 
   “Oh my God that feels good,” Mark moaned.  Stephanie giggled. 
 
   “This is kind of fun.  We should do this more often.”
 
   Mark groaned when she found a knot and began working it out. “Oh hell yes.  As soon as we get home I’m buying a plus sized bottle of oil.”
 
   Stephanie continued to work on his back, but moved around to his side, running her hands horizontally across his body.  Eventually she couldn’t help it, she ran her fingers across his buttocks, humming to herself.  Mark seemed to relax even more and she ran her fingers down the backs of his thighs and across his calves.  She knew he liked his feet rubbed, even if she hadn’t done it in years, and began lightly caressing his soles.  He moaned even more.
 
   “You have forever to stop that, woman.”
 
   Stephanie smiled, pleased at how much pleasure she was bringing him.  It was like the old days, when they had first gotten married.  “I remember I used to do this for you,”
 
   “Not with oil though,” he said.
 
   “No, not with oil.  But I will from now on.”
 
   “It will make a mess,” he warned, his voice soft and light.  
 
   She laughed. “Yes it will.  But I don’t think you’ll mind,” she said, and ran her hand up the inside of his leg.  He stiffened slightly when her fingers found his scrotum, stroking it lightly.  He let out a groan and spread his legs slightly, making her smile, but also giving her enough room to move her hand even deeper.  She slipped it under his body and he lifted up enough until her oiled fingers slid along his granite like shaft.
 
   “You seem a little hard,” she said.
 
   “Yeah, just a little.”
 
   Stephanie smiled. “Why don’t you roll over and let me massage that kink out of your cock.”
 
   Mark flipped over so fast he almost fell off the padded platform.  Stephanie put out her hand to make sure he didn’t and then he was laying on his back. At first, he kept his legs straight, even as she ran her hands up his thighs and grabbed hold of his mast.  But then he spread his legs and allowed his feet to dangle off the sides of the platform.  Stephanie loved it.  She had complete access to his manhood and testicles and she poured fresh oil into her hands.  His groans only increased as she began to rub him, working the full length of his shaft repeatedly even as her other hand swirled over his balls.  She made a little circle with her forefinger and thumb and began slipping it down and back up over the tip of his shaft and she could see the effect it was having.  His pulse increased and he was breathing hard.  
 
   “You like that, don’t you,” she whispered.
 
   “Oh yes,” he replied, eyes closed, totally lost in the sensation.  Then to his surprise, she climbed up on the platform between his outstretched legs.  For a moment he thought she was going to suck on him, but then she moved higher, placing her breasts on either side of his oiled shaft.  Slowly she began to rock back and forth, wriggling her body and transferring oil to her own skin.  Mark enjoyed the sensation of her breasts, but wished she would have continued with the hand job.
 
   Until she moved up higher.  To his surprise she slid up his body until their lips met. He could feel her slide against him and then her hips rocked as she tried to position herself correctly.
 
   “Wait, you’re too sore!” he protested, bring up his hands.
 
   “Hush,” she whispered.  “For you, nothing is too much.”  Then she closed her eyes, rolled her buttocks, and impaled herself on his shaft.
 
   For Mark, it was like liquid nirvana poured into a waiting cup.  He drank deeply, pressing himself up into her depths, pushing himself like a geyser into the unlimited sky.  Stephanie purred, her eyes closed, her face a mixture of both discomfort and ecstasy, even as her hips rocked in time with his.  They pumped, working themselves into a froth until finally Mark couldn’t hold back any longer.  He threw his head back as the growl emerged from his throat and he slammed his hips upward into the petite blond woman who rode him.
 
   She felt his ejaculation fill her and she ground her hips in frustration. She was so close, so desperate again.  But as his intensity fell and his shaft began to soften, she felt the need slip away from her, leaving nothing but a dull ache of desire.  Finally his cock slid from her sex, soft and sated.  A sudden feeling of absolute contentment filled her and she slid from his body with a smug smile, knowing that no matter what happened with the Challenge, she still had the power to satisfy her man.
 
   Mark blinked and moaned again, but clearly in bliss.  Finally he focused his eyes on Stephanie and smiled. “What did I do to deserve that?” he asked finally.
 
   “You deserve that, and more.  Every day,” she replied.
 
   “Every day?” he asked, slowly sitting up.  He gazed down at her as she smiled again and put her oily hands on his thighs.  
 
   “Every day.”
 
   “I’m not sure I could handle it every day,” he said honestly.
 
   “You could. I can be gentle.”
 
   “We’d go through a lot of oil.”
 
   “Showering together can be fun,” she retorted.
 
   He considered it. “Yeah, it can be. We used to do that, didn’t we?”
 
   She nodded, remembering back to those days.  But Mark suddenly looked sad. “I’m really sorry I hurt you so much,” he said.
 
   Stephanie frowned. “I told you, you didn’t hurt me.”
 
   He shook his head and reached out, cupping her face.  “I meant emotionally. I just didn’t know what to do and I thought that pulling away, giving you space, letting you heal, was the thing to do.”
 
   Tears filled Stephanie’s eyes and she stepped toward him, letting him embrace her.  “It wasn’t the right thing to do, but it was done for the right reasons.  I forgive you, Mark.  But you also have to forgive me.”
 
   “Forgive you? For what?”
 
   “For not talking to you, for telling you how I felt and what I needed and how much I loved you.  I could have saved us both years of hurt feelings and sadness if I had just opened my mouth and said something.”
 
   Mark smiled warmly. “I forgive you,” he said softly, but then gave her a quick squeeze. “Sort of,” he said with a grin.
 
   “Sort of?” she asked, pulling back.
 
   He nodded. “I forgive you for not talking to me, but do you have any idea how much amazing sex we could have been having?  We’ve missed out on two years!”
 
   She laughed. “I don’t know how you did it.  I know there wasn’t another woman, and I would have forgiven you if there was, but I know there wasn’t.”
 
   Mark shifted uncomfortably.  “It was a hard time.  Mostly I focused on work and played with my electronics.”
 
   Stephanie shook her head and smiled again. “It doesn’t matter, Mark. That time is in the past.  This time, us, is now.  Okay?”
 
   He smiled back at her nodding. Then a look of worry crossed his face.  
 
   “What?  What is it honey?” Stephanie asked.
 
   “You didn’t explode,” he said worriedly.
 
   “Explode?” she asked in confusion.
 
   “You know… cum?  I popped too soon,” he said darkly.
 
   Stephanie rolled her eyes.  “Don’t worry about it.  I’m fine. Really. After that chair, I don’t think I’ll be able to orgasm again for a day or two.”
 
   “Ha.  You were close when we were doing it. I can tell,” Mark said.  He slid off the platform and almost slipped. He caught himself with a look of surprise.  “Wow. Lots of oil,” he said.
 
   Stephanie chuckled.  “Sorry about that.”
 
   He shrugged.  “Here, hop up on the table.  Let me reciprocate. I can massage you now and make you cum.”
 
   Stephanie hesitated. “Mark, that sounds lovely, but… I’m really tender down there.  Between the chair and then making love to you, I’m not sure I could handle direct stimulation.”
 
   Mark gave her a worried look. “What about the waxing?  Are you going to be able to handle that?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie glanced over at the candles and the whip.  She took a deep breath, her lips pressed into a tight line. “It’s not like I have a choice, do I?” she asked.
 
   Her husband didn’t reply.  He just looked at her.
 
   “My fault, isn’t it?” she said stupidly.
 
   He held out his hands. “You’re the one who signed us up for the Challenge.”
 
   Stephanie nodded.
 
   Mark looked up at the ceiling. “Still, you’ve got to look good for the cameras, right?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie blinked. “Cameras?” She brought her arm up over her breasts and one hand went downward to cover her sex.
 
   Mark laughed. “Seriously? You never thought about that?  If this is a show, they’re filming it!”
 
   Stephanie blushed scarlet.  “Filming it?” she stammered.
 
   Mark beamed at her. “Congratulations, honey. You’re a porn star.”
 
   “But… but…” she stammered. Mark reached out, grabbed her wrists, and pulled them away from her body. Then he turned her around, her buttocks against his hips, and turned them both a full three hundred and sixty degrees.
 
   “Let everyone see how beautiful my wife is,” he whispered in her ear.
 
   She blushed again, lowering her eyes as her husband put her on display.  She allowed it, a sense of submission infusing her being.
 
   “Spread your legs,” he told her lightly.  She didn’t even hesitate, but lifted one leg and opened herself.  She felt his fingers slip down her oiled skin toward her loins and when he found her clit she gasped.  One of his arms wrapped around her torso, just below her breasts, even as he began to press his thumb against the tiny nerve packed bundle at the top of her sex.  Her mouth opened in a soundless “O” and she felt her hips roll, pressing herself against his touch.
 
   “I like you like this,” he said in her ear.
    Her answer was breathless. “Like what?” she asked, her breasts rising and falling as her body responded to his touch.
 
   “Desperate, willing to please, obedient,” he said.
 
   “You want me… obedient?” she asked, tilting her head back and exposing her neck. The black collar was still there, tightly bound around her throat.  Mark nodded, his cheek against her blond locks.  
 
   “I like the idea of everyone seeing your beauty, seeing you turned on, watching you squirm and cum, and yet only me getting to touch you.”
 
   She was almost panting, his thumb swirling against her clit.  “Yes, anything, please…” she moaned.
 
   “Say it.  Say you are mine,” he whispered.
 
   “I’m yours…” she groaned.
 
   “To pleasure,” he intoned.
 
   Stephanie whimpered. “To pleasure…” she gasped.  “Or to punish,” she added with finality.  As she spoke the last word, he let her go and she almost fell.  Her eyes widened in alarm and she turned toward him.
 
   “What?  Wait! I’m so close!” she said in frustration.
 
   Mark looked at her darkly.  “Punish?  That’s not what I want, Stephanie.”
 
   Stephanie looked down.  “But...”
 
   “No.  It’s that simple.  I don’t like hurting you,” he sighed. “It’s just that right now I don’t have much of a choice.  Get up on the platform,” he said, pointing at the bench.
 
   Stephanie blinked. “Please? Let me cum?”
 
   He smiled ruefully. “Eventually.  Right now you’re going to lie down on the platform and I’m going to wax you.  So get up there.”
 
   Stephanie swallowed but moved to the padded leather bench.  She climbed up and lay down, facing up.  One of the dark semi-spheres of glass hung directly above her. Mark looked at her body and grinned. 
 
   “Guess I don’t need to oil you, do I?” he asked.  She glanced down. Her breasts and loins were slick with oil from their copulation and she shook her head. 
 
   “I think there’s enough.”
 
   “Good.”  He picked up the first candle, being careful not to spill any of the pooled wax.  He lifted it above her body as her eyes widened and she braced herself.
 
   “Breast or lower,” he asked.
 
   Stephanie blinked. “What? Oh! Breasts first, I think.”
 
   He nodded. “Get ready. One, two, three.” Then he poured.  The liquid paraffin streamed down and splashed upon Stephanie’s right breast, completely coating the entire soft mound.  Her mouth opened wide and she let out a cry that made Mark wince, jerking the candle sideways and sending a splatter of hot droplets across her belly.
 
   “Oh God! That so hot!” Stephanie cried out.  She brought her arms up, but remembered just in time not to touch her own breasts.
 
   Mark quickly put the candle back on the table and leaned back into his wife.  He grabbed her wrist as she struggled with herself, trying not to curl up into a ball.
 
   “No Stephanie! You can’t!” Mark said harshly.  “It will be for NOTHING if you cover yourself!”
 
   Tears filled Stephanie’s eyes.  “It hurts!”
 
   Mark nodded. “I know, I wish…” then his eyes widened in realization.  His left hand shot out and plunged between her legs.  He found her clit with his thumb and began working it in circles.  In seconds Stephanie’s cries of pain had changed into something more visceral, more sexual.  She began shuddering, her bottom bouncing on the leather padding.
 
   He kept his left hand buried in her sex, his fingers stroking the still engorged petals of her slit as he grabbed the other candle.  She never saw it coming and when he coated her other breast, she still screamed, but this time most of the reaction came from her loins as she tried desperately to work herself to orgasm on his thumb.  Mark watched her carefully, trying to gauge her arousal.  With both breasts completely coated with the dark sheen of quickly, cooling, red wax, Mark knew the next part wouldn’t be easy. He kept his thumb against her clit and stroked her with his fingers.  He felt the oil and sex juice mingle and he ran his pinkie down over her perineum and around the opening of her bottom. She let out another intense moan, her hips rocking and he surprised himself as he plunged his smallest finger into her ass.  Stephanie began bucking, clearly closing in on orgasm.
 
   “Do you want it?” he asked her urgently, glancing over at the candles.  He continued his ministrations between her legs as she nodded.  
 
   “You have to pay for it,” he told her.
 
   “Anything!” she gasped.
 
   “Spread your legs, as wide apart as you can get them,” he ordered.
 
   She obeyed immediately, letting her legs slide off the padded platform.  Her knees bent and even then she still spread herself open until her legs were almost perpendicular to her hips.  Mark licked his lips, feeling a renewed sense of arousal.  The view was perfect and her swollen, wet, oiled petals were scrumptious looking. He longed to climb atop her again, plunging his shaft again into her flesh.  But there were more immediate concerns.  There still wasn’t enough wax in either candle, so he lifted the second candle, poured what little melted paraffin there was into the first candle, and then used both flames to melt more of the second candle’s wax, spilling it into the first candle’s growing pool.
 
   Stephanie was close and Mark knew it.  Her own movement were now strong enough to propel her toward release, regardless of what he did and he knew he only had seconds.  He dropped the second candle, watching the flame gutter, then picked up the first candle, almost spilling a half cup’s worth of melted wax.  He lifted it above her body, moving it downward until it was over her sex.
 
   “You can cum now,” he said.  It was all Stephanie needed to hear.  She began bucking wildly on his hand and as he felt the spasms begin to rock her, he yanked his arm away, out of the danger zone, and poured.  Hot wax fell in a full stream, landing directly on her clit, burning away her pleasure and overloading her nervous system as her body tried to tell her brain about the crimson agony flowing over her clit and down the petals of her sex.  It was too much for her to process, already so deep in her orgasm, and instead of eliciting a cry of agony from the tortured woman’s mouth, she screamed in sexual release that rivaled her earlier climax on the dildo chair.
 
   For Mark, it was a revelation.  As he watched Stephanie buck, her bottom thumping wildly against the leather, he realized that his wife responded unusually well to the torments he had inflicted upon her.  In fact, she had handled everything they had been dealt easily.  The revelations of her bi-sexuality, her acceptance of anal sex, her enjoyment at being spanked, added to the offers of threesomes, of being paraded in public in nothing but a coat, of making love at the top of the Ferris Wheel, was nothing short of a dream come true.  Images of the last day would last him a lifetime and he licked his lips as he remembered the clamps on her nipples, her mouth on another woman’s sex, her kneeling before him, his cock in her mouth.
 
   Stephanie had finally begun to cool, much as the wax had, and she lay upon the bench top limply.  Her chest continued to rise and fall, the wax cracking but still retaining its shape around her breasts.  Mark’s eyes found the dark crevasse between her thighs and winced at the slurry of wax melt that caked his wife’s petals.  He could even see individual folds, coated in red and couldn’t imagine how much that had hurt.
 
   “Steph?” he said lightly, running his hand over her brow.  “Are you okay?” he asked for the umpteenth time.
 
   Her eyes fluttered open and she sucked in another breath of air. “Oh my God,” she whispered hoarsely.
 
   He held her as she began shuddering.  “I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry!” Mark said, his eyes filling with tears.
 
   Stephanie shook her head and reached up to her husband. “No Mark, please.  It’s not like that at all,” she said.
 
   He looked down at her.  “What? What do you mean?” he demanded.
 
   She turned her head away and stretched, more of the wax snapping into pieces as she shifted beneath her makeshift coverings.
 
   “It felt… incredible,” she whispered.
 
   Mark blinked. “But I saw… it was so hot!” he stammered.
 
   She nodded and turned back toward him. Her smile was warm and loving. “But someone was making me cum. I was so lost in what you were doing that it didn’t matter how hot the wax was.  In fact, it felt good.  It was like pouring gasoline on a fire,” she assured him.
 
   Mark gave her skeptical look.  The idea of having hot wax poured on his genitals, even in the midst of ejaculation, sounded like a bad idea, and one he wouldn’t be willing to try under any circumstances.  Finally he chalked up Stephanie’s reaction to the circumstances, and added it to the growing list of sexual revelations he had discovered about the woman he married.
 
   “Right, so we add waxing to the list,” he muttered.
 
   Stephanie raised one eyebrow.  Then she grinned and lifted her arms above her head.  More of the wax encasing her bosom shattered and she gave him a seductive look.  “Don’t you have one more thing to do?”
 
   Mark blinked. “What do you mean?” 
 
   “Aren’t you supposed to clean the wax off me?”
 
   Mark glanced over at the flogger.  He had totally forgotten.  With wide eyes he reached over to the whip and picked it up off the tiny table.  He flicked it once against the palm of his hand, feeling the light sting of the rubber strands.  “I have to use this on you?” he asked sullenly.
 
   Stephanie nodded.  “Honey, it’s just like the spanking,” she assured him.
 
   “Yeah, except instead of your bottom, I’ll be whipping your breasts and then your…” he motioned toward her lower half.
 
   “My pussy.  Say it, Mark.”
 
   “Your pussy,” he snorted.
 
   “Good.  Get used to saying it,” she assured him.
 
   “Whatever.”
 
   “Now, hit me.”
 
   Mark gave her a mocking look, trying to delay what she was asking of him. “Are we playing twenty-one?”
 
   “Mark!  You take that whip and get this wax off my tits or so help me God I’m going to do it myself and then you’ll have to wax me AGAIN!” she said sternly.
 
   His eyes widened and he held up the flogger. “Okay! Okay!  Geesh.  You don’t have to go all psycho on me,” he protested.
 
   “Well good.  Now will you please whip me?” she said softly.  Then a second later she added, “Master?”
 
   Mark stood there flabbergasted. “That’s a new one.”
 
   Stephanie looked at him, her eyes glittering. “In the old days, a wife was given to her husband, and called him lord and master.”
 
   “Am I your lord and master?” he asked.
 
   She nodded. “It certainly seems that way, doesn’t it?  After all, you are the one to pleasure me or punish me, right?”
 
   “And it’s punishment time?” he asked, holding up the whip.
 
   Stephanie gave him a wicked smile and then gave him a naughty pout. “Master, I’ve been a bad, little girl.  I came when I wasn’t supposed to.  Please punish me?” she asked, twitching her hips at the same time.  Mark’s eyes widened in surprise and then he grinned.
 
   “That does sound bad.  You ARE a naughty girl. I guess I’ll have to whip those nice titties of yours, and your pussy.”
 
   Stephanie cooed and even though Mark knew it was an act, he felt his own manhood harden again.  He shook his head, sucked in a breath, and then swung the whip across her chest.
 
   The rubber strands impacted upon her curves but did little to damage the wax covering.  Stephanie let out a little moan, but the expression on her face told him he hadn’t hit hard enough and she gave him a stern look.  Mark frowned in frustration and then swung again, this time tripling the amount of force.
 
   Wax chips exploded off his wife’s bosom, flying into the air as the whip scored a clear line across Stephanie’s chest.  Flushed skin, a mixture of creamy white and seared pink appeared and the glimpse Mark got of her raised nipple, hard and looking like it needed suckling, made him hit even harder.  He couldn’t believe his own body’s reaction and he tried to ignore the surging pulse between his legs.  He swung again, with the same force, aiming a little lower and chipping another large swath of wax from her breasts.  Her flesh bounced as he hit her and she moaned, arching her back and gasping as the flogger landed.  Four more strokes cleared most of the wax from her body and Mark realized that the oil hadn’t just been for their amusement. It really made removing the wax easier.
 
   “You missed a spot, Master.”
 
   Mark glanced down at his wife and saw she was pointing to a piece of red wax that had somehow appeared right at the tip of her nipple.  His eyebrow went up.  “I did not. You put that there,” he accused her.
 
   She blinked. “I have no idea what you’re talking about, Master.  But I think you should use the whip to remove it, don’t you?”
 
   Mark rolled his eyes.  “You are sick, you know that?”
 
   She grinned. “But you love it, don’t you, Master?”
 
   In response, he flicked the flogger across her bosom, striking the wax chip and sending it flying, all while stinging her flesh.  She gasped and shivered, but the brightness of her eyes told him that she had liked it.
 
   “I am so confused,” he admitted a moment later.  
 
   Stephanie grinned. “You haven’t got all the wax off me, Master.”  
 
   Mark put his hand on his hip and gestured with the flogger. “Don’t give me that.  Why are you acting this way?  And come on, this has got to sting, at least a little bit.”
 
   She nodded. “It does, but in a way that feels good. It’s like… like putting your tongue on a canker sore, or sucking on a cut,” she said, but then gave him another naughty look. “Or sucking on something else.”
 
   “Wow, did you like drink something when I wasn’t looking?” Mark asked her.  
 
   The wicked look on Stephanie’s face fell and she gave him a frustrated glare. “I’m trying to get into character,” she explained.
 
   “Character?”
 
   “Mark, this is a show about BDSM, right?  I’m supposed to be your slave girl. So I’m trying to act like it.”
 
   “Oh.”  He frowned. “But how do I know if you actually don’t like something?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie sighed. “Does it matter? At least here?”
 
   “I guess not.”
 
   She nodded. “Exactly.  If they want you to whip me, then you have to whip me.  And I have a feeling that things are going to get more intense before we win the ten million dollars,” she said firmly.
 
   He pointed the whip at her again. “You are totally insane. I still can’t believe you signed us up for this.”
 
   She looked down, “I know.  But frankly, it was worth it.”
 
   Mark bit his lip. “Yeah. It was a long dry spell.”
 
   She reached out and smacked him lightly on the arm. “Hey! That’s not what I meant!” she protested.
 
   He grinned. “I know.  And hey, you aren’t supposed to hit your lord and master.”
 
   She laughed.
 
   “I’m going to have to punish you now. Severely.”
 
   Stephanie smiled.  “I know, Master.”
 
   “Between the legs.”
 
   She nodded. “I’m ready.”
 
   Mark held up the whip. “Good,” he said, and swung downward at her clit.  The flogger impacted sharply and the audible crack of the wax breaking between Stephanie’s sex and the whip was easily heard.  Her spread thighs took some of the brunt of the stroke and wax chips went flying again.  Stephanie hissed, but arched her back and actually cupped her breasts.  Her thumb and fingers pinched at her own nipples and Mark grinned as he swung a second time.
 
   More wax broke loose and now her clit was clear.  Mark had to move down to the end of the bench and swing overhand in order to knock the cooled paraffin from her petals.  With every additional stroke, Stephanie moaned louder and by the time Mark cleared her sex of the crimson wax, the glistening moisture that coated her pink petals wasn’t oil, but a fresh surge of sexual juice.  He reached out and ran a finger through her tender folds, reveling in the feel of her soaked skin, the petals full and swollen.  She let out a moan of need so desperate that he almost just pushed his finger into her.
 
   “Please! Please Master! Let me cum?” she begged.
 
   “Cum?  Again?  You are such a slut!” he said playfully, trying to get into the spirit of the game.  “You got aroused from me whipping you!  That’s so deviant, getting off on that.  But if that is what turns you on, the only way you are going to cum now is with this whip!”  The words came out of his mouth before he even thought about the consequences, and when his eyes met hers, the total willingness behind her gaze literally choked him.
 
   Stephanie stared at him and suddenly Mark knew it was no joke.  The words that came from her mouth were not said playfully. It was not a role play anymore. It wasn’t a game.  She drew up her knees and grabbed her ankles, spreading herself open.
 
   “Yes, Master.”
 
   A strange tingle started in Mark’s stomach and without a word he moved once more down to the end of the platform.  Her spread thighs opened before him like a buffet, the petals of her sex spread, and the gaping depths of her need beckoning.  Her clit was exposed, poking out from under the clitoral hood like a moray eel looking for its next meal.  He lifted the whip, saw her close her eyes, and then he struck.
 
   Blow after blow landed between her legs and he watched as the stinging heat turned her loins scarlet.  Tiny crimson lines appeared above her sex, single strands of rubber having left their mark. But after every stroke, Stephanie appeared to be even closer to orgasm, rocking back and forth, her hips bouncing, her hands once again cupping her breasts, pinching her own nipples.  Finally she began begging for it, asking him to whip her harder.
 
   “Please Master! More! Faster! Harder! Please hurt your slut!” she cried out, her toes curling as the heat seared her sex.  Mark pounded away and when she began squirting, he tossed the flogger away, vaulted up onto the platform and shoved his rock hard cock into her depths, feeling the last of her orgasm as he thrust deeply into her body.  Mark grunted, pounding himself through her sheath, feeling the heat of her need, the muscles of her sex clutching at his shaft.  Finally it too became too much and he groaned, his cock pulsing, spurting its load into her depths.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Seven 
 
    
 
   “Wow,” Mark said a moment later.  He was exhausted and slumped across his wife’s body.  She made a happy sound from underneath him and as he shifted, she wrapped her arms around him.
 
   “No, please stay there,” she begged him.
 
   Mark acquiesced, his weight on her body. He put a little pressure on his forearms, but there wasn’t much table on either side of his wife and he felt as if he was precariously perched on a mountain top.  She held onto him tightly, her sex still pulsing lightly around his softening shaft.  
 
   “How can you do that to me so well?” she asked him softly.
 
   Mark lifted up and looked her in the eye.  “I’m not sure. I thought I knew you, but now I’m not sure what makes you tick. Luck?”
 
   She smiled warmly. “So I’m a clock?”
 
   He laughed.
 
   “Wind me up again?” she begged.
 
   Mark pushed himself off her, his cock coming free from between her legs.  “Soon, but not right now. I’m shooting blanks I’ve cum so much.  You know, I’m not twenty any more.  There’s only so much a man can take.”
 
   Stephanie nodded. “I know. I’m sorry, Master.”
 
   He gave her a subdued look. “Steph, look… you don’t have to call me that.”
 
   “Yes I do,” she said earnestly, lifting herself halfway up and turning on the platform. Her breasts, still pink from the cooking they received, dangled deliciously in front of his eyes.  If he hadn’t already been sated, he would have immediately suckled both, devouring her.
 
   “No, you don’t,” Mark insisted.
 
   She reached out and cupped his cheek. “You don’t understand, do you?” she asked gently.  “I love you so much that what I was willing to do to get you back, to see if you really loved me, was beyond imagining.  I just hope we win,” she said softly, tears coming to her eyes.
 
   “Hey, Steph… none of that,” he said.  “We’ve won already.  Maybe not ten million dollars, but we won each other.”
 
   She fell into his arms sobbing.  It surprised him but he held her, his hands still slick on her oiled skin.  He held her and held her until she finally stopped crying, wiping her hands across her eyes.
 
   “Ready to move on?” he asked gently.  She nodded, not trusting her voice.
 
   “Good.  There are two doors, so I think we’re going to get separated again.”
 
   She glanced to the other side of the room, her lips pressed tightly together.  Mark smiled and lifted her off the platform.  Carefully he set her down and then walked her to the pink marked door.  She stood there, holding him for a just a moment longer, but he disengaged himself with a little wave and went to his door.  She stared at him as he pushed the portal open and stepped through.
 
   He found himself in another restroom and he took immediate advantage of the shower.  It took a good thirty minutes to strip the oil from his skin, as well as several applications of the expensive soap that had been left for him in the stall.  When he emerged he still felt tired, but also strangely refreshed.  He wished for some pizza and a cold beer to wash it down.  He combed his hair and then pushed through to the next room.
 
   It was tiny, barely ten feet long and certainly no wider.  A long table stood in the center of the room as did a single chair.  As usual the walls, ceiling and floor were white, yet in the center of the far wall there was a mirror mounted.  Mark gazed at it for a moment, then walked around the table and chair and looked into the mirror.
 
   He had seen too many police shows and had a sinking feeling that someone was on the other side of the glass looking in.  He put his hand to the mirror, immediately noticing that the reflective surface was at the front of the glass, rather than the back. He saw nothing but his own reflection and he grimaced in frustration.
 
   “Please sit down,” a voice said.  Mark glanced up, trying to figure out where the voice was coming from.”
 
   “Please sit down.”  It was a man’s voice and Mark’s eyes narrowed.
 
   “And what if I don’t want to sit down?” he asked angrily.
 
   “Please sit down.”
 
   “You didn’t answer the question.”
 
   The voice didn’t come back, but suddenly a panel opened up in the ceiling and a small flat screen television monitor lowered into the room.  Mark backed up, staring at it suspiciously.  It flickered to life and Mark was surprised to see an image of his wife.  She looked much fresher, as if the video had been taken hours before.  She was shifting back and forth in her seat.
 
   “Does your bottom hurt?” said a disembodied voice from off camera.  Stephanie winced.  
 
   “Yes, a lot.”
 
   “I take it you haven’t been spanked much at home?”
 
   She shook her head. “No, Mark has never hit me,” she smiled ruefully.
 
   “Do you think he enjoyed it?”
 
   She seemed to think about it, then nodded. “I think so.  At least it felt like he enjoyed it. His cock was so hard.”
 
   “Did you enjoy it?” 
 
   Again she seemed to shift in her seat. “Maybe.  I’m not sure.”
 
   “So you need another spanking to find out?”
 
   She giggled.  “I guess so.  That sounds sort of silly, doesn’t it?”
 
   “Not at all,” said the voice.  “I think it’s intriguing.  Do you want Mark to spank you again?”
 
   Stephanie gave whoever was asking the question a quizzical look. “Who else would do it?”
 
   “Later rounds of the Challenge involve inflicting torment on other challengers.  Eventually you will submit to one of the other dominants and be put to the test.  It might be another spanking.”
 
   Stephanie’s eyes widened slightly, but she nodded. “I see,” she said softly.
 
   “Have you ever had your nipples clamped?” the voice asked.  
 
   “Clamped? Uh… no… never.”
 
   “Do you think it would hurt?”
 
   Stephanie shifted again and the camera seemed to dip lower, letting the perky nipples of Mark’s wife into the frame.  Both tips were hard as rocks.  “I’m not sure. I guess it might.”
 
   “But you’ll wear them if you have to?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “It’s apparent your master doesn’t know that you signed up for the Challenge.  He thinks you were both abducted.”
 
   Stephanie looked confused. “My master?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, your lord and master.  Mark.”
 
   “Oh!  Oh no… he’s not my… master.”
 
   “He’s not?”
 
   “Oh no.  He’s my husband,” she said confidently.
 
   “I see.  What is the difference?” the voice queried.
 
   She thought about it for a moment and Mark sat down while his eyes never left the screen.
 
   “I really don’t know.  I guess I need the definition of a master,” she explained.
 
   “A master is a slave’s reason to live.  He gives her pleasure and pain, rewards and punishment.  His will is law to her and he keeps her safe, yet forces her to live in the manner in which he chooses.”
 
   Stephanie looked a little shocked on the tiny screen and she opened her mouth. “Oh,” she said.  “Then I guess he really is my husband.  He doesn’t hurt me.”
 
   “He spanked you, didn’t he?”
 
   She glanced off to the side again. “Well, yes.”
 
   “And that hurt?” 
 
   “A little.”
 
   “Then he hurts you, yes?”
 
   Mark could see her eyes begin to tear up. “I guess so.”
 
   “Do you think he will be able to hurt you more?”
 
   She paused and Marked gripped the table, unable to tear his eyes away from the recorded interview.  
 
   “I’m not sure,” she whispered.
 
   “You know that it will be required,” the voice asked.
 
   “Yes, I know.  He’s a strong man, but he’s a loving man.  He won’t want to hurt me.”
 
   “Then you’ll have to convince him, won’t you, to hurt you?”
 
   She nodded.  
 
   “Will you enjoy it?”
 
   She bit her lip, tears starting to fall down her cheeks. “I’ll… I’ll try.”
 
   “You know it doesn’t matter right?  If you enjoy it?”
 
   She blinked and wiped at her eyes. “Why?  Why doesn’t it matter?”
 
   The voice was quiet for a moment.  “Because you are a slave girl and your suffering is for our entertainment, and for your master’s pleasure.”
 
   The screen went dark and Mark surged to his feet.  Only the distance prevented him from smashing his hand into the monitor, which was already retracting.
 
   “How dare you talk to my wife that way!” he yelled at the mirror.
 
   “Please sit down.”
 
   Mark crossed his arms and stared at the mirror, setting his jaw.
 
   “Please sit down.”
 
   Mark stood for a minute, reveling in his disobedience, but finally he realized he was being silly. Besides, he didn’t want to disqualify himself from winning the ten million dollars.  He sat down sullenly and crossed his arms.
 
   “It’s good to know you love your wife,” the voice said. It was the same one that questioned Stephanie.
 
   “Yes it is,” Mark replied haughtily.  
 
   “She is very beautiful.”
 
   “I’m well aware of it.”
 
   “Do you think she is more beautiful with her backside marked with the damage of the paddle, and her breasts marred with the lines of the flogger?” The screen flickered back to life and images of Stephanie’s bottom and breasts flashed in sequence, both bearing the bruises and welts caused by Mark.
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “Excuse me? What kind of question is that?”
 
   “Is she more beautiful?” the voice asked.
 
   “Uh… I haven’t thought about it,” he replied.
 
   The voice continued on melodiously. “Please think about it.  Do you think she looks better punished?”
 
   Mark didn’t like where this was going. “I don’t need her spanked for me to love her.”
 
   “But she seems to like it.  She asked you to whip her, even after it was no longer necessary.”
 
   Mark grimaced. “I think that was your fault,” he said.
 
   “Our fault?”
 
   “Yes. You pushed her into asking for more. She wouldn’t have asked for it if she hadn’t had you making suggestions.”
 
   “You think not?”
 
   “No. I know her. She isn’t a masochist or whatever.”
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   Mark fidgeted in his seat. “Well, relatively sure.”
 
   “She had an orgasm while you whipped her.”
 
   “Uh… yeah,” he replied, suddenly a little less sure of himself.
 
   “And she enjoyed riding the chair, did she not?”
 
   Mark sneered at the mirror. “I’m pretty sure about that one. I’m guessing she won’t want one for the dining room.”
 
   “What if she does? Will you buy it for her?”
 
   Mark laughed. “If I win the ten million dollars.”
 
   “You want to win the prize?”
 
   He shrugged. “Well of course, why wouldn’t I?  Ten million dollars is a lot of money.”
 
   “It is a lot of money. Some people do not think it is worth the risk however.”
 
   Mark shrugged. “Stephanie agreed to this and since she’s the one who is getting sexually tortured, I suppose she thinks the risks are acceptable.”
 
   “She seems to love you very much.  Why was your marriage having problems?”
 
   Mark sighed. “I used to think it was because she was damaged in some way.  She got pregnant and then miscarried and it caused her both physical and emotional pain. I thought I was part of the problem and tried to give her space.  Turns out that what she needed was more of me, not less.  So in the end I guess the real problem with our marriage was communication.”
 
   “You have found each other again?” the voice asked.
 
   Mark nodded. “Yes.  And that is the beautiful thing.  Even if we don’t win the ten million dollar prize, at least we’ll have each other.  I’ll have my wife back.”
 
   There was a long pause and then the voice actually said something that had emotion, and it sounded very sad.  “I hope you win then.”
 
   “Thank you,” Mark replied.  He looked around, but there were no more questions.  Finally he stood up and walked to the door near the mirror. He pushed and it opened, inside was another small room, holding a small twin bed, a table filled with food, and a small television set.  Mark stepped into the room and quickly went to the food, quelling the rumbling in his belly.  A cold glass of water washed it all down and he flicked on the monitor as he ate.  
 
   There was only one channel and the bite of sandwich he was eating literally turned to stone in his mouth as the picture came up.  Stephanie lay spread-eagled and bound on the metal rack, the one they had freed Janice from.  Her head had fallen backward, her blond hair dangling down, and she looked tired.
 
   A moment later the image cut to a gorgeous looking couple entering the room.  The man was burly and muscular, wearing a goatee, and Mark felt slightly overwhelmed by the man’s physique.  The girl was beautiful, model level, which contrasted sharply to his wife’s girl-next-door cuteness.  Mark remembered his wife calling them Banner and Grace, and while Mark thought that Grace was beautiful, he also felt her breasts were too small, not to mention she sported enough tattoos to make it difficult to even look at her.  
 
   They made their way across the floor to Stephanie, who had realized that someone was in the room.  She made a few noises, and Mark thought she was trying to speak.  Banner however, didn’t bother trying to figure out what was going on.  Neither he nor Grace went to Stephanie’s head to hold it up.  Instead Mark watched as Banner moved directly between Stephanie’s legs and began slapping her sex.
 
   Fury surged through Mark and his eyes bulged as Stephanie began crying out, shrieking into her gag.  The slapping turned into a brutal finger fuck and the cameras actually panned closer to get a perfect shot of Banner shoving his hand into Stephanie’s sex, splitting the petals apart.  As the man tried to get his fist into Stephanie’s body, Grace knelt at his feet submissively, reached up, and began sucking on the man’s cock.
 
   This went on for quite a while and Mark was surprised to see the camera lock onto Stephanie’s face.  Her eyes were wild and then suddenly it was obvious that she was having another orgasm!  Her limbs twitched and the camera went back and forth between the hammer-hand fucking Stephanie was receiving and her face, with occasional shots of Grace sucking Banner’s balls.  
 
   Then came the worst.  Banner yanked his cock out of Grace’s mouth and removed his hand from Stephanie.  The saliva soaked cock slid into Stephanie’s slit easily, plunging deep and the man bucked and thrust for several minutes.  Grace stayed on her knees, stroking the back of Banner’s legs, massaging his buttocks and actually rubbing his scrotum as the man screwed Mark’s wife.  Mark sat in appalled silence. She hadn’t said anything.  In fact, she had said they were nice people!
 
   More anger boiled up out of Mark and he clenched his fists, watching as Banner continued to ram himself deep into Stephanie.  Banner pulled out a moment later, his cock still rock hard and dripping with Stephanie’s juices.  He walked around to the other side of the stand, where Stephanie’s head lay dangling. Without a word he jammed his meat into her open mouth, gagging her and forcing her to swallow her own cum, sucking it from his cock.
 
   Grace moved up between Stephanie’s legs, putting her knees on the pink dot on the floor.  Her mouth immediately came down on Stephanie’s clit and the camera spent several long moments focused on Stephanie’s swollen nub, tongue lashed by the clearly competent Grace.  Again, it seemed as if Stephanie was on the verge, but the camera panned back to Banner, who was grunting like a cave bear and had grabbed the base of his cock.  He jammed the swollen shaft into Stephanie’s mouth, gagging her as a thick stream of cum exploded out of his tip, most of which went between Stephanie’s pried open lips.  White cream dribbled out, literally sliding down toward her ears and Banner groaned, pulling away.
 
   Grace continued however, licking and sucking until Stephanie let out another little shriek.  Mark watched, a sick feeling in his stomach, as Grace came around and licked the cum off Stephanie’s face.
 
   The cylinder descended from the ceiling and it only took Banner and Grace a few minutes to release Stephanie, who sat up with a silly smile.  She looked dazed and wiped a small remnant of cum off her temple, only to stick it in her mouth with a grin.  Mark groaned, watching with horror.
 
   “I’m Stephanie,” his wife said, holding out the ring gag to the couple who had just abused her.
 
   “Banner.  This cunt is my slave, Grace.  You will address me as Master Banner.”
 
   Stephanie stiffened slightly, but then nodded. “Yes Master Banner.”
 
   “Are you one of the other contestants?” Banner asked.
 
   “Yes Master Banner,” Stephanie replied obediently.
 
   He grunted. “Get on your knees,” he told her.
 
   Stephanie slid to the ground and immediately knelt.  
 
   “Put your hands behind your head, fingers interlaced. Don’t you know how to kneel properly in front of your master?” he said.  Then he lashed out and slapped one of Stephanie’s breasts.
 
   Mark literally came out of his seat.
 
   “I’m sorry, Master Banner!” Stephanie said, hissing.  
 
   “You better be.  I have to admit though, you’ve got much better tits than my bitch.  She’s got nothing but nubs.”
 
   Grace, who was also kneeling, bowed her head and stayed silent.  The camera panned back to Stephanie, who was shifting slightly from side to side. Her breast seemed slightly red from Banner’s blow.
 
   “I’m glad you like them, Master Banner,” Stephanie finally said, still unsure of herself.
    “I’d titty fuck you right now, if it wasn’t for the fact I need an hour or two of rest.  But I guess I’ll probably get to it eventually, right?”
 
   Stephanie winced slightly. “Yes Master Banner.”
 
   He reached down and grabbed hold of Stephanie’s bosom, kneading both breasts, squeezing them while Stephanie winced and struggled to hold her position.
 
   “Does your master, whip your tits, slut?” Banner asked.
 
   Stephanie shook her head, trying not to cry. “No Master Banner.”
 
   “That’s too bad.  If you were mine, I’d whip them every day and then make you thank me for it.”
 
   “Yes, Master Banner,” Stephanie whimpered.  He let go of her breast and then pinched her nipple, eliciting another squeal from Mark’s wife.  Mark watched the screen in frustration, both anger and confusion now flowing through him.
 
   “Do you suck his cock too?” he asked, letting go of her nipple.
 
   Stephanie gasped, but then nodded. “Yes Master Banner.”
 
   “Well at least you do that.”  Banner turned and looked at Grace.  “Get up, slut.  Lay on the stand.”  Grace immediately complied and climbed up on the metal frame.
 
   “All right, bitch. You secure her,” Banner said to Stephanie.
 
   “Yes Master,” Stephanie replied obediently and stood.  With quick movements she circled the table, locking Grace to the frame and letting the steel cables retract and pull the woman’s legs and arms outward.  It only took a few minutes and the camera seemed to play back and forth between Grace’s anatomy and Stephanie’s.  Several time the camera caught a close up glimpse of Stephanie’s puffy slit, soaked and glistening.  There was no way it was still wet from Grace’s saliva and Mark could only presume his wife was aroused.
 
   Finally Grace was secure and Stephanie put the key back in the cylinder. It ascended into the ceiling and disappeared.  She glanced at the door and then turned toward Banner.
 
   “May I leave now?” she asked tentatively
 
   Banner’s eyes narrowed and in two steps he was at Stephanie’s side.  He grabbed her around the throat, turning her around so that her back was to his front. Stephanie grabbed his hand, trying to pull it away from her throat.  His other arm snaked in front of her and she gasped as he rammed three fingers into her slit, yanking her up. Her toes literally dangled an inch from the floor.
 
   “Listen now, slut.  If I ever hear you fail to address me properly again, I will beat you so hard that sucking cock will hurt.  You clearly don’t know your place and that means your master is weak. He will never win the Challenge.  If he had trained you properly, he might have had a chance.  You may be cute and pretty and that body of yours soft and perfect for hurting, but your attitude needs some serious adjustment.”
 
   Stephanie could only croak.  Banner wriggled his fingers in her sex again and then set her down. He pushed her away and she fell to her feet, gasping.
 
   “You’re damn lucky you aren’t my slave girl, because if you were I’d hurt you so bad you wouldn’t be able to walk for a week.  Now get out, and tell your shithead dominant that you need to be properly trained,” Banner snarled.
 
   Mark couldn’t help it.  His fist flew forward and slammed into the monitor screen, shattering it while the glass cracked and the liquid crystal inside flowed.  Blackness spread and there was a momentary flash of light, followed by a tiny stream of smoke.  It still wasn’t enough and Mark turned and searched the room for something else to destroy.  Finding nothing he threw himself down on the bed and screamed into his pillow, trying to let the emotions flow from his body.
 
   He was furious, mostly at Banner, but some of it was at his wife as well.  It was difficult to reconcile her behavior and now he understood even better why she had been so demure, so submissive, asking for punishment.  She feared losing to Banner, or perhaps she felt that with Mark’s more strict punishment, she’d be better prepared to face the brute again.
 
   Mark would have none of it.  As far as he was concerned, the Challenge was over.  He shot up off his mattress and started hammering on the far door.
 
   “I want out of here! You hear me!  We’re done! I want my wife and I want out of here! You can’t keep us here!  You hear me! I demand you let us out!  So help me God I will sue your asses off if you don’t let me out!” he screamed.
 
   But it was to no avail.  An hour’s worth of yelling yielded no result and eventually, his fatigue overwhelmed him.  He crawled back to the bed and collapsed, curling up in the blanket and sheets, whispering his wife’s name over and over, wishing she were there with him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eight 
 
    
 
   A sharp buzzing sound woke Mark and he groaned.  Blinking, he sat up in bed, wondering where he was.  The scent of burned electronics was his first clue and he winced, looking down at his hand. His knuckles were marred with light scratches, but at least he wasn’t bleeding.  He tossed aside the blankets, used the small commode in the corner and then ran his fingers through his hair.  He pushed on the door, opening it slightly, and looked into the next room.
 
   As usual, the stark whiteness almost blinded him, but he was becoming somewhat used to it.  The only color was in the middle of the room, where another table was laid out with food.  There was only one chair, and as he walked forward, he wondered where his wife was.
 
   The answer to that question came a moment later when he realized that the luscious spread of fruit, muffins, and other edible delights, were laid out upon the naked body of his wife, who was bound to the table with rope.  Her knees were drawn outward and tied as well, and someone had placed a pillow or other support under her buttocks, literally arching her upward.  Thin string had been wrapped around her thighs and a single strand from each binding was stretched toward her sex, attached to a clamp, which drew the petals of her sex wide open.  Her depths were filled with some sort of white cream that seemed to pulse and jiggle slightly.
 
   She was gagged and the first thing Mark did was find the buckle release.  This one, unlike the ring gag Stephanie had been fitted with during her torment with Banner and Grace, was loose and Mark pulled it out easily.
 
   “Oh… oh thank you,” she said with a sigh of release.
 
   “You… uh… look… delicious,” Mark said, gazing down at Stephanie.  It wasn’t what he had planned to say to her when he first saw her again, but the spread was not what he had been expecting.
 
   She blushed. “Thank you.  It took them about an hour.”
 
   “Them?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie nodded. “The Challenge staff.  They woke me, fed me breakfast, and then asked me to shower and get cleaned up.  When I was done I was escorted to this room, tied to the table, and these two chefs prepared the food.”  She glanced around and down her body. “I do kind of look delectable.  Are you hungry?”
 
   Mark grimaced and nodded. “Well, yes.  But we have some things to talk about.”
 
   She sighed and nodded. “I know.  The Challenge is going to get harder from here and I think we’ll be encountering the other contestants soon.”
 
   Mark gave her a disbelieving look. “Um… no.  I mean we’re done.  We’re out of here. We’re quitting.”  He crossed his arms and gave her a stern look.
 
   Stephanie’s eyes widened and a panicked look crossed her face. “What do you mean? We can’t quit!”
 
   “The hell we can’t!” declared Mark.  “I am not going to sit around and let a bunch of other guys hit you and abuse you, not to mention rape you!  I will not stand for it.  So I refuse to participate form here on in.”
 
   Stephanie looked at him in both horror and confusion. “What are you talking about?  Rape? I haven’t been raped,” she declared.
 
   Mark’s eyebrows went up. “Oh yeah?  Well it just so happens I saw a really interesting movie last night in my hotel room.  It was of this pretty blond girl who looked really familiar getting slapped, spanked, and fucked by some bastard named Banner with his biker chick girlfriend!” Mark’s voice kept getting louder and louder.
 
   Stephanie looked up at her husband, tears in her eyes. “Oh.”
 
   “Oh?  Oh?  Is that all you have to say?  I realize that you were cooperating with him because you thought he would hurt you if you didn’t, but Stephanie, why didn’t you TELL ME?” he demanded.  Mark threw his arms up in the air.  “I mean sure, I’m willing to accept an awful lot, and this new sexual side of you is really awesome and all, but there was no way I needed to see MASTER Banner sliding his cock into you in order to get all that.  Now, if I really am MASTER Mark, then I say we are done.  I will not leave you to be abused by these bastards!”
 
   It was quite the rant and it brought tears to Stephanie’s eyes.  Her face flushed and she looked at her husband with such affection that it almost made Mark cry too.  She wished her hands weren’t bound above her head because she so wanted to hold him.  But then she burst into tears and turned away.
 
   “Stephanie? Stephanie?  Hey!  No! Don’t cry! I’m not mad at YOU,” Mark said, reaching out and stroking her hair.
 
   She shook her head back and forth. “Oh but you should be. You should be mad at me. I’m so sorry, Mark!  I’m so sorry! I didn’t think! I didn’t know! I just thought… I couldn’t get past the fact you didn’t love me anymore and I thought that at least I could escape and then…” she began sobbing and Mark’s eyes narrowed, even as he moved to comfort her.
 
   “Stephanie, what are you talking about?  Escape?  Escape from what? From our marriage?  You know you could have just left. If you had asked for a divorce I would have been shattered, but I would have accepted it.  You know that, right?”
 
   She shook beneath him, still sobbing.  Mark lifted her head and pulled her too his chest as he leaned over the table.  Bits of sliced apple, melon, and banana got caught between their bodies. Mark ignored it.  “Please Steph, please don’t cry.  This will all be over soon.  We’ll quit and then we’ll go home and be happy! Please! Please don’t cry!” Mark begged.
 
   Stephanie turned her head back toward him, her face blotchy with tears. “We can’t!  We can’t quit.  We forfeit the Challenge!  Don’t you understand?  There isn’t any stopping!  We have to win!”
 
   He put his hand on her cheek. “Stephanie, ten million dollars isn’t worth this. Not by a long shot.”
 
   She turned away again, still sobbing. “You don’t understand,” she whispered.
 
   Mark got frustrated. “Well explain it to me then, damn it!” he said.
 
   She struggled to get control of her breathing and Mark let her. The normal hiccups arrived and when she seemed to have gotten them under control, she looked at her husband.  Her eyes were red ringed, but clear and she opened her mouth and gave him a smile.
 
   “Please Master, use me?” she asked politely.
 
   “What? Stephanie, you need to explain things to me,” Mark said harshly.
 
   “Please Master, I’m here for you to take.  Please eat from me and use me as you wish. I’m yours to hurt or abuse or love as you see fit,” she said softly.
 
   “This isn’t funny, Stephanie. I’m done playing this game. You may think it serves some sort of purpose, or maybe therapy for our marriage, but let me tell you that I’m not impressed and I’m not happy about this.  I want out and you are not helping.”
 
   “Please sir.  Would you please spank my breasts?  I’d like to feel your hand slapping my breasts, Master.”  
 
   The anger that had been roiling in Mark resurfaced and he looked at his wife incredulously.  The anger he felt suddenly transferred to her.
 
   “You want me to slap you? Is that it?  You want me to hurt you?  FINE!” he shouted.  He raised his hand and flung it at her fruit covered bosom.  Bits of apple and banana and pineapple went flying and Stephanie cried out, wincing in pain.  
 
   “How’s that, slut?  Is that what you want?  Is this what you like?  Getting hit like this?  Do you like getting abused?” Mark shouted.  His hand came down again and then again, smacking hard into his wife’s bosom, forcing the soft mounds back and forth, rippling with the hard impacts.  
 
   “Or would you prefer something a little lower?” Mark demanded.  He picked up an unpeeled banana that sat nearby and jammed it into the whip cream filled hole between Stephanie’s legs. She wasn’t quite prepared for the penetration and let out a shriek.  
 
   “Yeah?  Is that what you like?  Or perhaps you’d prefer cock?” Mark shouted.  He pumped the piece of fruit through Stephanie’s loins, watching the roll of her hips and the whimpers that came from her mouth. But then he yanked it out of her and climbed up on the table, food flying in every direction, his knees mashing bits of muffin.  He rose up, his cock straight and hard and he shoved himself into the white froth between her legs, jamming his sword into her depths.  The small clamps holding open her sex grated against his loins, but he ignored them, thrusting deep into her body as she rocked with the force of his movements. He lifted his hand again and began slapping her breasts back and forth.
 
   “You like this, slut?  Is this what you wanted?” Mark shouted.  Her nipples were stiff under his hand and he could see red marks appearing on her soft bosom.  “Answer me!” he shouted.
 
   Stephanie turned back and looked at him, eyes burning.  “Yes Master! Can I have another?” she shouted.
 
   Mark froze, his cock still buried inside her.  He shook his head and pursed his lips.  “Really, Steph?  Really?” he whispered.
 
   She nodded. “You don’t understand.  It’s the only way,” she replied, tears once more coming to her eyes.
 
   Mark collapsed on top of her, his hips still moving and they made sweet slow love.  She didn’t complain, not once, about her position or the clamps that held her sex open.  After Mark had cum and climbed off her, the disaster of breakfast scattered around them, he untied her and freed her labia from the clamps and string.
 
   “Why didn’t you say anything?” Mark asked, glancing down at the new scratch marks on the inside of her thighs where her flesh had been gouged by the clamps.
 
   Stephanie’s eyes widened. “I thought you would be mad, and you were!”
 
   He blinked, then understood what she meant. “I mean the clamps, Steph.”
 
   “Oh.  Oh right,” she stammered and blushed.
 
   He sat down on the chair and she came up, kneeling in front of him.  Then to his surprise, she began licking the remnants of whip cream from his thighs and stomach, moving down lower until she took his cock in her mouth.
 
   “Um… you really don’t have to… oh… do that… right after we’ve made…. Oh… love,” Mark groaned.
 
   She pulled back, letting his cock free. “Yes I do.  I’m your slave girl.”  Then without another word, she went back to licking his shaft.
 
   Mark sighed, but he was enjoying the sensation too much.  He wasn’t hard, but her mouth felt so soft, so wet and warm.  If she kept that up, he’d be hard again in minutes.  He pushed her away slightly.
 
   “Kneel for me,” he said. “Kneel the way Banner showed you.”
 
   Stephanie quickly sat back on her heels.  She lifted her hands and interlaced them behind her head.  The position caused her breasts, both well spanked, to jut forward and Mark pulled his chair toward her, sitting down within inches of her body.  He reached out and ran a finger down the soft slope of her breast, all the way down to her nipple.
 
   “You will now answer my questions,” he said softly and calmly.  Stephanie’s eyes widened and she nodded. His thumb and forefinger closed on the delicate tip of her right breast and he wiggled it gently.  He could see the beat of her pulse at her throat and knew that the sensation was driving her crazy.
 
   “Yes Master,” she replied.
 
   “What is the Challenge?” he asked.
 
   She took a deep breath even as he continued the caress.  “It’s a game show that is only available on the Internet.  Eleven couples compete for a ten million dollar prize,” she said softly.
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up. “Eleven?  Why the odd number?” he asked, giving her nipple a little extra pressure.  Stephanie gasped.
 
   “It’s an elimination tournament, Master.  I don’t know why there are eleven couples.”
 
   “Are they regular couples?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie looked uncomfortable. “Some are, sir. Some are into the BDSM lifestyle. They think they have an edge.”
 
   “How are contestants eliminated?” he asked.
 
   She hesitated and he increased the pressure until she winced.  “Please sir! I don’t want to say!” she told him.
 
   “Say it anyway or I’ll twist, Steph.”
 
   “I have a safe-word,” she admitted.
 
   He blinked. “You have a way out of this?” he demanded.
 
   She shook her head.  “No sir.  It might spare me the immediate torment, but it means I forfeit my position and to me that is worse than anything that you, or even that man, Master Banner, might inflict upon me.”
 
   Mark shook his head. “What does forfeiting mean exactly?” 
 
   She took a deep breath. “It means that I lose my chance at winning the ten million dollars and my body will be sold to the highest bidder for sexual servitude for the duration of one year.”  Tears filled her eyes.
 
   Mark stared at her and then began laughing hysterically. “Seriously?  You’re kidding me.  Does this look like some sort of fantasy world?  You’re talking slavery?  One full year?”  He let go of her nipple and stood up, totally incredulous.  “You mean to tell me that you signed a contract to put the two of us into this madhouse, knowing that forfeiting the game meant you would be sold into sexual slavery?”
 
   Stephanie started crying and she shook her head. “No…it’s….even…w-w-worse than that.” Her fingers released from behind her head. She covered her face and began breaking down.
 
   Mark turned toward her, but couldn’t close the distance. He was still trying to wrap his mind around what she had just told him.  “How could it possibly be worse?” he demanded. “You’ve just told me that we can quit upon the pain of you spending a year away from me, being sexually tortured by someone else!  Presuming you even show up again!”
 
   “It’s w-w-why we have to win!” she exclaimed.  
 
   Mark dropped to his knees and grabbed her arms, shaking her.  “TELL ME WHAT YOU’VE DONE YOU STUPID BITCH!” he screamed at her.
 
   Her eyes widened and her bottom lip trembled. “If we don’t win, they sell me anyway!” she blurted and then fell against him, crying like mad.  Mark didn’t even know what to do.  The reality of their situation was beyond his reckoning.  It was like a particularly bad story plot.  No one could be this stupid.  Could they?
 
   “Please tell me you didn’t agree to this,” Mark said softly.  His only answer was Stephanie clinging to him, holding on tightly, and sobbing.   “Why?  Why on earth would you even think this was the smart thing to do?  I mean, Jesus, Stephanie.  We could have gone to counseling. You could have just stripped naked in the entertainment room and done a lap dance for God’s sake.  I mean of all the cotton-picking, hare-brained things to do…” his voice trailed off.  His arms tightened around her. “I don’t even know what to say to you.  I mean, this… this is so… mind-blowing… that I can barely… I don’t even… it’s…” he fell silent.
 
   They sat like that, together for what seemed like hours.  Finally he pushed himself away from her and she sat there, eyes down while he put his hands on his forehead.  “Okay, we’ve got to get a grip.  There’s got to be a way out of this.”  He looked up.  “Can I be one of the buyers?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie glanced up, red eyes burning.  She shook her head. “The website said the starting bids are a million dollars even.  We’ve got thirteen hundred in our bank account, Mark.”
 
   He let out an explosive breath.  “Damn.  Why so much?” he asked, then rolled his eyes, answering his own question. “A million for each girl, eleven couples, one walks away with ten. Right.  Never mind.  And whoever puts on this little show collects all the earnings from the video rights.  Gotcha.” He walked over to the table and found a muffin that was only semi-smashed during their tryst.  He stuffed it in his mouth and looked at her again.  When he finished chewing he gave her another penetrating look.
 
   “How exactly are contestants eliminated?” he asked.  
 
   Stephanie took a deep breath. “Either they forfeit, or during the final round they break.”
 
   “Break? How?” he asked.
 
   “Each of the slave girls are given a task they must perform while being tortured.  If they don’t complete the task, they are eliminated and put on the block for sale.”
 
   Mark shook his head, fingers clenched tight. “Again, I am trying to figure out why you did this.  I mean, if you thought I still loved you, and you wanted to try to reconnect with me, how on earth would having me witness you getting sexually tortured fix things?” he demanded.
 
   Stephanie bit her lip.  She shifted uncomfortably.  “Actually,” she said, “I thought you had already stopped loving me. I figured watching me get used would make you want me again, maybe even fall in love with me again.  And maybe you would want to touch me again,” she whispered.
 
   Mark shook his head. “How can anyone as smart as you be that stupid?” he asked.  “Do you have any idea what is going to happen to you now, things I can’t do anything to stop?  All because we had a communication problem?” He sighed. “Maybe we still do.  What else aren’t you telling me?” he asked darkly.
 
   Stephanie glanced up. “Nothing!” she exclaimed, but then seemed to remember something and looked down. “Uh… well, I mean there is one more thing,” she muttered.
 
   “Spit it out,” Mark said, glaring at her.
 
   “Well, in the semi-finals, you’ll be doming one of the other slave girls, and you’ll have to torture her, or she might win instead of me,” Stephanie said.
 
   “Oh. Oh Great.  So not only do I have to watch you get hurt, repeatedly mind you, I will have to hurt, rape, and sexually abuse someone else?  How fantastic!  Again, how stupid can you possibly be?” Mark ranted.
 
   Finally Stephanie had enough. Her eyes flashed and a surge of anger poured through her. “Well at least I DID something about it instead of just sitting on my ass masturbating and playing stupid video games!” she shouted.  “At least I cared enough to put my ASS on the line.  And you want to know my mind set?  I’ll tell you my mind set!  I figured if you didn’t love me, or couldn’t bring yourself to love me, then at least I’d be taken care of for the next year, given attention, hell… at least I’d get FUCKED occasionally!”
 
   Mark jerked back in surprise at Stephanie’s outburst.  But as quickly as the anger had flared behind her eyes, it seeped out again, leaving nothing but tears.  Her bottom lip trembled and she shook her head back and forth.
 
   “I am so, so sorry, Mark. I didn’t mean for it to happen like this.”  She looked up at him again. “Do you honestly want to know what I thought?  I figured we wouldn’t make it past the first activity.  Really.  I figured you would be cold and angry and turn away from me and I could forfeit right then and you wouldn’t even notice I was g-g-gone,” she sobbed.
 
   He let out a deep breath that he didn’t know he had been holding and he went down on his knees and took her in his arms.  She shuddered against him, working through her misery.  Together they endured until finally she began hiccupping again.  Mark held her even through that, stroking first her back, but then his hands roamed over other parts of her body and he couldn’t stop himself.  His fingers found her nipple and to his surprise, she even opened her legs for him as his hand moved down to her slit.
 
   “Stephanie, I’ve got to ask you something,” Mark finally said, even as his fingers began slipping through her folds.  He was no longer surprised to find her wet.
 
   “Yes?” she asked, even as a light moan escaped from her lips.
 
   “This whole thing, this BDSM stuff, are you really into it?”
 
   Stephanie looked up into Mark’s eyes and she nodded.  “I’ve always felt… submissive. I just didn’t know what to do about it.”
 
   He sighed.  “I’m not sure I can be what you need me to be, then.”  He began to pull his hand away from her sex, but she reached down and grabbed his wrist and held his fingers in place.
 
   “No. Please.  Leave them in,” she whispered.
 
   He gave her a confused look.  “When we first married, we had lots of sex, yes.  But you didn’t even hint that you were interested in this kind of stuff.”
 
   “It’s a long story,” she said softly. “Please?  Can you keep wiggling your finger like you were before? It’s kind of driving me crazy.”
 
   Mark let out an exasperated sigh, but began swirling his finger around inside her.  “Steph, I’m not a sadist.  I don’t get turned on hurting people.  You said I’d have to hurt one of the other girls.  I’m not sure I can do that.”
 
   She leaned forward.  “Then don’t.  Overload them with pleasure.”
 
   His eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”
 
   “Remember me on the chair?” she asked.  Her hips had begun rocking and she was now clearly thrusting herself on his fingers.
 
   “Of course.  You wanted one for our dining room but I figured that after you passed out on the damn thing you changed your mind.”
 
   She shook her head. “I want it more than ever now,” she whispered.
 
   Mark’s eyes widened. “You do? Why?  That thing almost gave you a heart attack!”
 
   “Because it didn’t stop, Mark. It just kept stimulating me and making me cum over and over.  And I couldn’t take it and my body gave out.”
 
   His eyes narrowed.  “You mean if you pass out, you forfeit or lose?  Then why are you still here?” he demanded.
 
   “Only in the final round, and oooh… Mark… please?  Can I suck on you until you’re hard again?  I want you inside me.”
 
   He let out an astonished snort. “I’m already hard,” he said hoarsely and pushed her down on her back, yanking his hand away from her loins.  In seconds he had mounted her, thrusting himself into her wet well with abandon.  Together they moved, loving and touching and tasting, working through their passion and their faults, their mistakes and their anger, until only love remained.
 
   When they were finished, he rolled off her.  Staring up at the ceiling, still somewhat dazed with sex, he smiled. “I’ve had more sex in the last twenty four hours than I’ve had in the last two years,” he said softly.
 
   Stephanie giggled and snuggled up next to him. “Wish we had a bed to do this in. I feel like we’re a couple of teenagers doing it anywhere we can.”
 
   Mark nodded and sat up. “I know.”  He looked around the room, noting the destruction of the beautiful table setting and frowned in chagrin.  “Hope that wasn’t lunch too.”  He stood up and leaned over to take her hand.  She let him pull her to her feet.
 
   “Look Steph, I’m not into the BDSM scene, but I am adjustable. I think I can do this, at least to a point.  I’m not sure I won’t get angry again, especially if I have to witness you getting hurt, or worse, if I’m the one who has to hurt you, but I don’t see any other alternative.  We have to win this.  I don’t care about the ten million, but I don’t want to lose you for a year.  So you’ve got to forget that safe-word, and you’ve got to be strong.”
 
   Stephanie smiled warmly and hugged him. “Yes, Master.”
 
   Mark shook his head. “Don’t call me that either.  You may have to call some other man that, temporarily.  But I’m your husband and my name is Mark.  We’re lovers, married, and you are my wife.  I’m not your master and we are equal.  That said, I’m here to help you get through this with every fiber of my being. It’s the only thing I can do for you.  I’m not sure if that will help, but I will do my best.”
 
   Tears of happiness sprang to Stephanie’s eyes again and she wrapped her arms around her husband.  “Oh Mark! It’s so good to have you back again.”
 
   He smiled warmly. “Ready to see what they’ve got next for us?”
 
   She nodded happily.  “Absolutely! Bring it on!”
 
   Mark looked down at her body and began brushing at some of the debris still clinging to her skin.  “We aren’t exactly pretty right now. Both of us need another shower.”
 
   Stephanie looked down at him. His hips were still smeared with mostly dried whip cream and bits of fruit and muffin and her juices still clung and smeared his body.  She shrugged.  “We can’t go back to our showers I think. We have to move forward.”
 
   Mark laughed. “Guess they’ll have to accept us like this!”  He wrapped his arm around Stephanie and they marched forward toward the exit door.  It opened for them immediately and they stepped through toward the next challenge.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   Mark and Stephanie stopped the moment the door shut behind them and they looked at the new room with both trepidation and with curiosity.  Arms wrapped around each other, the naked couple strode forward, still feeling the positive attitude of their declaration of love.  They stopped in the center of the room and examined the setup.
 
   “What do you think?” Mark asked, nodding toward the drawing on the wall, not to mention the strange apparatus and bondage cuffs dangling from the overhead chain.
 
   Stephanie let go of Mark and moved forward.  Against the wall was a faint pink outline of a woman, arms stretched above her head.  The artwork was specific however, since there were targets painted over what would have been the woman’s breasts and sex. There was also some sort of strange metal ridge in the floor, right beneath the cuffs that dangled from the ceiling.  Stephanie went over to it and put her bare foot on the ridge.
 
   “It’s cold, but not sharp,” she told Mark.
 
   Mark on the other hand was examining the hose that emerged from the floor.  It felt stiff in his hands and there was a nozzle on the end.  Pointing it away from Stephanie, he twisted the nozzle and was rewarded by an immediate burst of cold water. Quickly he turned it off and set the hose aside.
 
   “I’m beginning to think you’re about to get wet,” he said honestly.
 
   Stephanie shrugged. “I need a shower,” she admitted.
 
   “A cold one?” Mark asked.
 
   “Well, it could be worse.”  She stepped up under the cuffs and held up her arms. She gave her husband a naughty grin.  “Tie me up, husband?”
 
   Mark laughed and sauntered on over.  It took only seconds to get her wrists secure.  “Notice there are two exits again?  Blue and pink dots?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie nodded. “Guess we’re getting separated again. I wish they wouldn’t do that to us.”
 
   “I think they’re worried we’ll screw during the rest period.  Make us less likely to perform during their challenges.”
 
   She nodded. “That makes sense.  So now what?”
 
   Mark looked over at the hose. “Guess I clean you off. I’ll go quickly, but the drawing means I have to target your breasts and sex.  No choice.”
 
   Stephanie nodded. “For you, anything, lover.”
 
   Mark kissed her and began walking away.  But even as he took a few steps he heard a clanking noise. He whirled around and was surprised to see Stephanie now dangling a good ten inches off the ground, her delicate toes pointed downward as a look of surprise crossed her face.  The chain holding her wrist had retracted into the ceiling.
 
   “Stephanie!” Mark gasped.
 
   She swallowed. “Go quick.  This isn’t the most comfortable position,” she said.
 
   Mark nodded and practically ran to the hose, but as he lifted it, he saw the metal ridge in the floor begin to rise.  
 
   “Steph… the ridge.  It’s a foot rest.  Step on it.  It’s almost to your feet now,” Mark said, feeling relieved.
 
   Stephanie moved her dangling feet around and finally found the metal ridge.  It was easily two feet long and continued upward.
 
   “Not that comfortable to stand on,” she groused.  Her delicate feet were balanced along the metal ridge.
 
   “Beggars can’t be choosers,” Mark said brightly.
 
   “Uh… Mark?  It’s still rising,” Stephanie said.
 
   Sure enough, the metal ridge had continued moving up.  Stephanie was trying to maintain her perch but it appeared that if it didn’t stop soon she’d fall of it.  Already the chains holding her up were starting to slacken.  Suddenly she slipped, one foot falling and then her other leg went and she yelped as the insides of her legs banged against the perch.  Her arms tightened and a look of discomfort crossed her face.
 
   “Stephanie?” Mark shouted, coming forward.  She shook her head. 
 
   “I’m alright.  Just hose me down, please.” 
 
   Mark nodded.  He aimed the hose at her, ignoring the still rising metal ridge, and opened the nozzle.
 
   A sharp, high pressure burst of cold water flew across the distance between them and struck Stephanie in the stomach. She squealed loudly, swinging from the clamps as her body bucked.  Mark grimaced and began targeting the various sludge left over from breakfast.  He was halfway done when he realized that Stephanie was no longer swinging and was now making some very different noises.  He turned off the nozzle and gaped in astonishment.
 
   The metal ridge was now digging sharply into her crotch and Mark could see her labia bulging.  Most of her weight was now on the ridge, with the cuffs and chains on her arms merely keeping her upright.
 
   “Steph?”
 
   “Mark! Please! Finish!” she yelled.
 
   He snarled an oath and quickly turned the hose back on.  He worked fast, cleaning the last bits of food off her body.  When he was finished, he turned off the nozzle, but the metal ridge stayed in place, keeping Stephanie suspended.  She was rocking back and forth, clearly trying to find a place to support her weight that wouldn’t hurt.  
 
   “Why isn’t it lowering?” Mark yelled.  Then he remembered the targets. He shook his head, frowning.  “I’m sorry, Steph.” He said softly, knowing she hadn’t even heard him.  Then he turned the nozzle back on and aimed for her breasts.
 
   The loud squeal she let out told him his aim was good and he watched as the high pressure stream literally smashed her nipples inward.  Suddenly she moved lower and Mark’s eyes widened as he realized that the metal ridge had lowered slightly.  He kept the stream on her right breast, but when there was no further movement, he swept it sideways to her left nipple.  After a minute of direct impact, the metal ridge again dropped, but Stephanie was screaming and crying frantically.  Mark ignored it, knowing that the best way to help her was to get her through it as fast as possible and he moved the nozzle downward, aiming it at her clit.
 
   To his surprise, his wife’s hips rolled, lifting her sex from the metal ridge and putting more of her weight on the tender perineum between her slit and anus.  It gave him the perfect target and he even wiggled the nozzle back and forth, watching as her engorged clit flapped in the torrent of water.  Her hips thrust forward and her legs kicked wildly.  Mark focused, keeping the point of water directly on his wife’s sex.  She continued to cry out, her body moving back and forth, unable to stop the spray striking her sex, her weight still on the metal ridge.  But then she let loose a cry that Mark recognized and he almost had trouble believing it.
 
   She was cumming.
 
   Suddenly the pressure in the hose fell and the spray turned into a trickle. Mark blinked in surprise and looked up to see the metal ridge descending fast.  His wife let out a hysterical sob even as the chain above her clicked, lowering her downward.  The second her feet touched the ground she collapsed, still hanging from the cuffs, unable to support her own weight.  Her body dripped with cold and she was shaking, lips slightly blue.
 
   Mark tossed the hose to the side and ran to her.  In seconds her wrists were free and he wrapped his arms around her cold body.  He looked around for a comfortable place to lay with her, but didn’t want to let her touch the cold floor.  Instead he stumbled toward the far wall, put his back to it, and then slid down, holding her in his lap like a slumbering child.
 
   He felt chilled too, thanks to holding her, but the ambient air in the room was warm and while it took a good thirty minutes to warm up, eventually they both did.  Holding her like that was good for him and he used his hands to rub her back.
 
   Finally her shivering stopped, but she kept her head pressed against his shoulder.  “I wish you were hard right now,” she whispered in his ear.
 
   He chuckled. “And why is that?” he asked.
 
   “Cause you’d be inside me right now, the way we’re sitting.”
 
   Mark shook his head. “And you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he asked.
 
   She looked up.  “Do you think we’re having more sex than we should?” she asked suddenly.
 
   “More sex?”
 
   Stephanie nodded. “Yeah. I mean, we’ve been fucking like hormonal teenagers.  It isn’t natural for adults our age to be this… voracious.”  She ran her fingers across his chest, lightly rubbing his nipples.  “I mean, all I can think about is sex right now. I want it, even though I came just a few minutes ago, riding that horrible metal thing.  I want you to take me, right now, and I don’t even care where you take me.  If you asked I’d bend over and let you put yourself in my bottom.”
 
   “Well, I don’t want your bottom,” Mark said.  But her words did create a strange sensation in his cock.  Almost immediately he found himself stiffening.  He shifted slightly, but Stephanie smiled and rocked her hips.
 
   “See what I mean?” she said as she felt the movement of his manhood.  
 
   Mark nodded. He could now feel her wetness, a warm damp soft spot just above his cock.  Had he been alone, he would have been adjusting himself.
 
   “Why do you think we’re reacting like this?” she asked.
 
   He smiled. “Because you’re beautiful,” he replied quickly.  She grinned but then shook her head. 
 
   “No, that’s not it.  I mean, sure I’m attracted to you, but even when we were nineteen I wasn’t thinking about you taking me all the time. Not like this.”
 
   Mark frowned. “Drugs?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie let out a tiny growl. “I’m beginning to suspect it.  I don’t think they’re messing with our heads, at least not our thought processes, but I think they’re giving us something like an aphrodisiac.”
 
   “Well it’s not like we can stop eating and drinking,” Mark pointed out.  “Besides, do you really mind?”
 
   Stephanie sighed. “Not right now. It’s probably a good thing.  When I was getting sprayed and that thing was between my legs, at first it hurt, really bad.  But then suddenly I felt this arousal and I was literally fucking it.  And then when you put the water on my clit I couldn’t even control myself anymore. The cold, the sting of the spray, my weight on the metal ridge, all of it just blurred and I was popping like a firecracker.”  She sighed again. “But to be honest, I like this feeling and I’m worried when we get back home I won’t feel it any more. I wanted it to be me.”
 
   Mark thought about it for a while, but was distracted by the fact that his manhood was getting even harder, pressing up against Stephanie’s wet folds.  “I think that maybe we won’t change too much, but that our urges will go back to a normal level, meaning that we won’t be so crazy that we’re stripping in public to have sex.”
 
   Stephanie groaned and moved a little.  Mark felt the tip of his shaft penetrate her slipping in.  “Right now,” she moaned, “the thought of you taking me to the town square, ripping off my clothes, and screwing my brains out on the garden lawn is making me want you.”
 
   Mark groaned too. The image of Stephanie lying naked in the grass, a crowd surrounding them while he thrust up into her was too much.  His shaft rose like a growing sapling, and struggled upward.  In moments Stephanie was rocking back and forth and they were pumping wildly.
 
   “On second thought,” Mark gasped. “Maybe we need to get a prescription for this stuff.”  Stephanie growled and pressed her breasts up to his face.  He brought his hands forward and lifted her firm mounds up, moving his mouth to her nipples.  He suckled first one, then the other, enjoying the firm little nub in between his lips and against his tongue.  He licked and sucked, feeling her writhe against him, moaning as her hips moved back and forth.  She cried out first, her body tensing as the mild orgasm ignited like fire in her veins and a moment later Mark joined her, stiffening and pulsing in her depths.  
 
   When they both were done she once again relaxed into his arms and Mark held her.  Dazed with sex and now plenty warm, he ran his fingers through her hair.  
 
   “Well, as far as vacations go, this one hasn’t been so bad yet,” he said lightly.
 
   Stephanie giggled, nodding, her cheek against his chest.  She lifted up and then slid off his body.  “You’re all sticky,” she said, still on her knees between his legs, and she bent down and opened her mouth, sucking in the end of his limp shaft, licking the combined juices of their orgasm from his member.  
 
   “Damn, girl. What the hell has gotten into you?” Mark asked, moving slightly to give her better access.  
 
   She said something, but with his cock in her mouth, it came out garbled.  
 
   But despite the exquisite sensation of Stephanie sucking on him, Mark was too spent.  Finally he pushed her away, patting her on the shoulder.
 
   Her eyes glittered and she smiled. “Did you like that?”
 
   “The way to a man’s heart is by sucking his penis,” Mark replied succinctly.  
 
   Stephanie grinned.
 
   “So are you ready to move on?” he asked.
 
   “Are you?  What if you have to get hard in the next room?
 
   “Well, I know a girl that gives really good head,” he said, climbing to his feet.  He took a step but then realized that Stephanie was crawling beside him on all fours.
 
   “What the hell are you doing?”
 
   She looked up in surprise?” I’m crawling behind you!”
 
   Mark squatted down and looked her in the eye. “Did they give you a crazy drug too?  You’re my wife, not my slave girl.  So stand next to me like you did at the altar, please.”
 
   Stephanie bit her lip and then nodded.  She slowly stood up and took his hand.
 
   “Mark?”
 
   “What?”
 
   “What if… well… what if I don’t mind being your slave girl?” she asked.
 
   Mark gave her grumpy look. “Well, I mind it.”
 
   Stephanie stared at him. “Do you? Do you really?”
 
   He took a deep breath and looked away uncomfortably.  “Well, it’s… well… I SHOULD mind it.”
 
   “But you don’t, do you?” Stephanie asked.
 
   He glared at her now.  “Look Stephanie. I’ve had a tough couple of days. I found out that the woman I love, who I had deliberately left alone because I was afraid I was hurting her, not only wasn’t hurting, but wanted me desperately.  I found out that due to a simple miscommunication I’ve put not just me, but both of us, through two years of misery.  And I discovered that my wife was so desperate to get a reaction out of me that she literally put her freedom and body on the line, against almost impossible odds, in order to win me back.”  He paused meaningfully.
 
   “And now you’re exposing me to things that I don’t understand and don’t recognize, but like.”  He shook his head, as if trying to clear cobwebs from the inside of his skull.  “I’m scared that I might end up like that asshole Banner.  Did you see how he treated Grace?” Mark grimaced. “That man didn’t love his girl.  She was a thing to him, an object.  And I’m worried that if I start letting you act like a slave girl, if I start acting like your master, instead of your husband, that at some point you won’t be anything BUT an object; a beautiful, lovely sex object whose purpose is my sexual satisfaction.  I don’t want that.”
 
   Stephanie lifted her hand and cupped his cheek. “I think that is the most romantic, most wonderful thing you’ve ever said to me,” she replied.  She closed the distance between them and hugged him, mashing her bare breasts against his chest.  But as soon as her mouth was close to his ear, she said more.
 
   “But know this; I married you because I love you and trust you more than anything.  I know that if you become my master, you will never be like Master Banner.  Never.  You would never treat me as less than what I am, even if I am nothing but a sex object.”
 
   She pulled away and Mark looked at her, his eyes worried.  “Come on,” she said.  “Let’s go.”  She headed toward the pink marked door and stood in front of it.  She gave her husband’s hand a final squeeze before he let go and headed for his own door.
 
   “See you in a bit?” he asked.
 
   She smiled. “It’s a date,” she said, then pushed through her door.
 
   Mark sighed as she disappeared and moved into his own room.  Again, it was the restroom area, complete with shower stall, commode, and water pitcher, sink, and even a bit of food lying on a side table.  He used the toilet, then hit the shower, relishing the warm water and the cleanliness it provided.  Finally he was finished and headed to the exit door, only to find it still locked. 
 
   “What the hell?” he muttered, pushing again.  The door didn’t budge.
 
   “Hey! I’m ready!” he yelled, looking around for hidden microphones or cameras.
 
   There was no response and he was forced to sit down in an armchair, twiddling his thumbs.  An hour later there was a loud click and Mark sprang from his chair and lunged at the door.  It opened easily and he stumbled through.
 
   For the first time in days Mark found himself in an unexpected place.  He had assumed he would emerge into another stark white room, his wife joining him.  But instead he entered into a narrow hallway, one filled with multiple doors. Each had a knob along with an electronic keypad, including his own.  His door locked shut behind him.
 
   The major change was that the color white was not predominant.  The lighting came from embedded globes in the walls and the paint scheme bordered on gray.  It seemed there was only one way to go and this was emphasized by a dark, almost black arrow painted on the floor.  It ended after ten feet and another began.  Mark followed along, randomly testing the door knobs on either side, but finding them all locked.
 
   The hall eventually ended at another door, one larger and more menacing than the others. It too sported a doorknob and lock, but when Mark turned it, he discovered it open and with a touch of trepidation, entered the new chamber.  Brilliant white light made him look away.  Finally he was able to blink through the illumination and take a step into the room.  It was large, easily as big as the other rooms he had been in.  
 
   The first thing that caught his attention were the three women bound and aligned in the center of room.  All three were cuffed at ankle and wrist, stretched out, arms and legs spread.  Immediately he searched for his wife, but the thick leather hood each of them wore made identifying Stephanie impossible.  Even their hair was covered.  As he moved forward, his eyes only noted the three small tables, one in front of each woman, as he looked for his wife.
 
   Mark’s first thought was he’d be able to tell by bust size, but as he studied each of the three women tautly bound, he realized that all of them were curvaceous, with the same full sized breasts that Stephanie sported. None of them were tattooed or had obviously noticeable birthmarks, and as he got closer he tried to remember if his wife had freckles or not.  It had been so long since he had spent time on her skin, with the exception of the past few days, he didn’t remember.  And he had been so intent on the new sensations, not to mention the rather intense circumstance, he didn’t remember if she had freckles even from earlier that morning.
 
   As soon as he realized he was going to have trouble, he turned and looked at the small tables.  He stepped up to the first table and studied the objects arrayed there.  He recognized the nipple clamps right off, since he had seen Stephanie wearing a set.  The large dildo was also rather obvious, though it looked unusually large and uncomfortable, easily topping twelve inches.  Mark felt intimidated actually, wondering if there were men actually that size. Then there was a bottom plug, similar in shape and size to the one that had been attached to the “puppy” tail Stephanie had worn at the beginning of the challenge.  
 
   The second table held similar items, but there were differences.  The nipple clamps on this table were wicked looking, with sharp metal teeth.  Mark picked them up, staring at the clamps in alarm. 
 
   “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” he breathed softly.  “These are electrician’s alligator clamps!”  Shaking his head, he put the clamps and their connecting chain back down on the table and fingered the dildo.  It actually looked normal sized, and the anal plug seemed tiny.  The third table held a pair of clover style clamps, along with an extra weight for the chain, as well as a vibrating egg toy and a massive anal plug that Mark would have dreaded taking up the ass.
 
   “Talk about plug and play,” Mark muttered.  He looked up at the women, still trying to figure out which one was Stephanie.  He looked down at their feet, then frowned.  Evidently they’d all recently gotten their nails done because each woman sported fresh red paint.  A glance upward told him their fingernails had been done as well.  He shook his head.  Finally he moved forward, studying each woman to see if he could determine which one was Stephanie.
 
   There were differences of course, but without the normal identifiers like hair and eyes and facial features, figuring out which woman was his was difficult.  He’d never had to identify Stephanie by the size of her boobs before.  Finally he moved up behind the first woman, reached around her, and cupped her breasts.  The woman stiffened, obviously surprised and Mark wondered if she knew who was touching her.  One of the women could certainly have been Janice, the girl that he and Stephanie had released from bondage in an earlier challenge.  She had been relatively curvy and while Mark hadn’t compared her to Stephanie, it wasn’t impossible.
 
   Mark let go of the woman’s breasts and frowned.  Going down the line and feeling up each woman wasn’t his idea of a great time.  Perhaps some men might have touched and fondled each one, but Mark found the idea somewhat repugnant.  Finally he moved up to the woman he had just fondled, bent down by her ear, and whispered, “Are you Stephanie?”
 
   To his surprise, she nodded her head eagerly.  
 
   He patted her gently on the rump as he grinned.  “Great.  I thought it was you.  Look, I don’t want to do this, but there are clamps and dildos and plugs here and I have a set for each of you and I don’t think they’re going to let us, or even me, out of here until I use them all.  Or at least that is the impression I get.  I’ll try to use the easiest of items on you so you don’t get overwhelmed and maybe you’ll last a bit longer, okay?”
 
   Again she nodded eagerly, her leather covered head bobbing away.  Mark reached up and began caressing her breasts, tweaking her nipples lightly even as he rubbed himself against her behind.
 
   “You know, I have to admit, I sort of like seeing you like this.  Wish this hood wasn’t on though.  But having you helpless like this, sort of at my mercy, is a turn on.”  He slipped his hand down between her legs and began running his fingers through her petals.  She moaned and wriggled her hips.  
 
   “You like that, don’t you?” he said with a smirk. She nodded. “I thought so.  You are such a pervert.”  He continued rubbing at her clit, feeling the little shudders run through her. “Should I let you cum?” he asked a moment later.  “Because I have to admit the idea of letting you stew is pretty appealing.”
 
   She whimpered then, shaking the chains that held her hands.  Mark’s hands went back up to her breasts, pinching and squeezing the nipples with tiny tweaks even as his shaft pressed against her bottom.  She arched her back as much as her position allowed and a moment later Mark couldn’t hold back.  He grabbed her hips and despite a lack of lubrication, began stuffing himself into the woman’s bottom.  A few slips and quick dip into her sodden sex gave him sufficient moisture to work the head of his cock into her ass, working himself in slowly but deep.  She grunted as she took him.
 
   A moment later he came, streaming cum into her rump.  She quivered slightly, still on tiptoe, her arches strained as she hung from the ceiling, legs spread.  Mark gasped, put his forehead on her shoulder, and gave her a light kiss.
 
   “Thank you, Stephanie. I wanted that.  I know you’re okay with this bottom stuff, but I also know it’s uncomfortable for you.”  He put his hand on her hip. “Now I’ve got to go torture the other two girls, so I’ll do you last, and with the easiest stuff.”
 
   He kissed her neck again and stepped around her.  He headed to the table in front of Stephanie and looked at the items.  Clearly the little rubber capped duck billed type nipple clamps would stay.  Even though there was a screw to adjust the pressure, Mark knew that these would hurt much less that the other two options.  Then his eyes fell on the massive twelve inch dildo and he picked that up, as well as the medium sized bottom plug.  He carried them down the line.
 
   In front of the second woman the table started with the metal toothed alligator clamps and he switched out the narrow anal plug for the one he had pulled from Stephanie’s table.  He winced a little in sympathy for the second bound woman, since she’d have to deal with both the alligator clamps as well as the massive plug from Stephanie’s table.  He sighed.  Someone was going to get hurt, and he wanted to make sure it wasn’t his wife.  He moved down to the last table and plucked the single egg sized vibrating toy off the top as well as the massive anal plug that sat there, and replaced them both.
 
   “Musical sex toys,” Mark muttered as he marched back to Stephanie’s table and arranged the items appropriately.  Once he was finished, he went back down the line to the girl on the far end.  He suspected it might be Janice, but he had no way of knowing and could only hope that the girl in the middle of the bunch wasn’t someone he knew.  He looked down at his options.  He decided to put the clamps on last for all three of the girls since he knew those might hurt the most.  He picked up the medium plug he had pulled from Stephanie’s table and walked up to the woman on the far right.
 
   “I’m really sorry about this, but I think it’s best if we lubricated this plug,” he said softly to the girl.  She made a little whimpering sound, but otherwise made no other indication that there was a problem.  Mark shook his head at his circumstance.   Who would have thought that he’d be spending the weekend shoving sex toys up inside different women?
 
   Gently, he began sliding the medium sized anal plug through the girl’s folds.  Rubbing the tip back and forth, it began glistening with the woman’s juices almost immediately, and from the way her chest began to move, she was clearly enjoying the sensation.  As he pumped, he moved closer to her hood.
 
   “Janice?  Is that you?”
 
   Again to his surprise, the girl nodded eagerly and hummed a little through the gag.  Mark grinned. “I thought so.  Guess I’ll go easy on you then,” he told her.  “This is the medium sized plug, and I’m going to put it in your bottom, okay?” 
 
   There was another groan from behind the mask and Mark moved the plug away from her now soaked slit and stepped behind her.  She arched her back as much as she could, presenting her ass, and Mark began pushing the plug into her depths.  Evidently she relaxed her bottom as much as possible and he was pleased with how easily the medium sized anal probe entered.  He got the bulb past her sphincter muscles and in seconds all that was left visible was the base.  He patted her rump and went back to the table.
 
   He picked up the massive dildo, but couldn’t bring himself to put it in Janice.  He glanced over at the woman in between Janice and Stephanie and with a pained look, swapped it for the medium sized dildo on the second table.  Then he went back to Janice and began working the thick, but normal sized cock into her sex.  Janice seemed to love it, thrusting her hips and before Mark knew it, he was stroking her clit.  A moment later she exploded, sending a small spray of juice across his hand.  Mark chuckled and reached down, giving her clit a tiny little wiggle before letting go of the dildo.  He was surprised that it didn’t immediately slide out though.  Evidently Janice had some pretty impressive vaginal muscles.
 
   “Let me get the other girl stuffed and then I’ll come back and clamp your nipples, okay?” he told Janice, reaching up to touch her breasts.  There was a moan from behind the mask and it seemed like her thighs were trembling.  Mark turned and moved down the line.
 
   With a sigh he picked up the massive anal plug. It was easily four inches long and as wide at the base as a beer can.  Stepping up to the girl still hanging there in the middle, he began rubbing it through her slit.
 
   “I’m really sorry about this, but you sort of drew the short end of the stick with me.  I really didn’t have a choice though, and I want you to know it’s not because I’m trying to hurt you.  But I happen to know the other two girls, and well… if you’re like my wife, then you choose to do this and accept the consequences.
 
   The woman, who had been still, suddenly began keening through the mask and started to thrash.  It startled Mark who had the thick anal plug halfway up the woman’s sex.  
 
   “Hey now!  Stop that!  It’s bad enough I’ve got to put this thing inside your ass.  Please don’t make it more difficult!”
 
   The girl immediately stopped thrashing, but she started making a lot more noise.  Mark worked more of the plug into her sex, but eventually the width made it impossible to go deeper.
 
   “Well, I did the best I could.  Brace yourself and try to relax as much as you can,” he advised.
 
   Behind the mask, he thought the girl was crying, but she seemed to accept what he was doing and as he stepped behind her and placed the tip of the anal probe against her bottom, she seemed to relax.  Her pitiful cries made him feel awful and so he worked the thick rubber in slowly, trying to give her a break.  The intensity of her noises changed as he forced the massive four inch diameter into her ass, having to shove pretty hard to get the base settled.  Clearly she was uncomfortable and he winced, trying to image what being stuffed like that might feel like.
 
   As he returned to the table, he glanced over to Stephanie’s toys.  Suddenly a thought occurred to him and he quickly stepped over and picked up the vibrating egg toy.  He had no idea how to turn it on, and could only hope that it would activate once inserted, but he figured that it might be something Stephanie would enjoy.
 
   “Here babe, try this and have some fun,” he whispered by her leather clad ear.  Then he worked the thick egg into her body.  It began vibrating before he even had it all the way in and the resulting quiver from her hips told him that she’d be cumming in minutes.  Smiling at his ingenuity, he went back to the second table and picked up the monster cock.
 
   Now that he intended to wield it, he noticed a strange looking dial type protuberance at the base of the dildo and experimentally gave it a turn.  To his shock, the tip of the massive dildo suddenly increased in diameter, spanning out to a full four inches, easily as wide as the anal plug.  Not only that, but the damn thing began vibrating so hard that he could barely hold it.
 
   “Lady, you’re about to get seriously screwed,” Mark said ruefully.  He stepped up to the woman between Stephanie and Janice and after turning off the giant cock and returning it to its original size, he began rubbing it through the woman’s petals.  Juice flooded outward and she started humming.  Mark focused on working the gargantuan sex toy in and as it slipped deeper and deeper into her depths, she hummed even louder.
 
   Finally she grunted and Mark suspected that he had found her cervix.  He yanked the base forward, making sure the tip was behind the cervix, rather than in front of it.  A good two inches still stuck out, but Mark figured that the dildo wasn’t going to go anywhere in a moment, anyway.  He touched the bottom and grasping it firmly, twisted the base of the dildo.
 
   The humming suddenly stopped and a high pitched keening replaced the girl’s hum of delight.  Her hips began grinding back and forth and Mark actually had to back away to keep from being struck.  He could actually hear the sound of the vibrator working inside her and shook his head in amazement that not only was there enough room, but from the looks of things, she was about to emulate Mount Vesuvius and explode.
 
   He hurried to the table.  Stephanie had indicated that she could tolerate more during arousal, and if this woman was the same, he needed to put the alligator clamps on immediately. Without a moment’s hesitation, he pinched open the two metal toothed clamps, positioned them over her nipples, and let them close.
 
   The effect on the girl was immediate.  The keening noise went up an octave and Mark stepped back, positive she was screaming.  Mark watched in awe as the girl’s body shook and trembled, the high pitched cries coming from behind the mask desperate and erotic all at the same time.  He could only imagine what she was going through.  He shook his head.   Time to finish this. In fact, hopefully if he finished quickly, the torment of the girl in the center would end faster.  He turned away, humming under his breath – and froze.
 
   Humming.  She had been humming.  Why was she humming?  Mark eyes widened in alarm and he turned back toward the middle girl.  She was thrashing now, her hips slinging back and forth in wild gyrations and was clearly in the throes of absolute sexual agony.  Either that or orgasm.  Mark leapt up to her, grabbing her around the waist. 
 
   “If you are Stephanie, hum that song!” he said loudly.
 
   The girl whimpered only, but nodded her head.  Then, bit by bit, she began changing the tones of her cries and moans.  It was haphazard and spotty, but Mark recognized it immediately.  Pachelbel’s Canon.  He swirled around to her front and hurriedly released the alligator clamps.
 
   The song faltered and she burst into a set of fresh cries as Mark ran his hands down her body to the dildo.  He twisted it off, but that only caused her to make a new set of squealing sounds.  He looked up and saw the leather hood moving back and forth.
 
   “No?  You want it back on?” he asked.
 
   She nodded, clearly indicating yes.  Mark clenched his teeth, but turned the vibrating dildo back on.  Stephanie, the real one, stiffened immediately and again began bucking.
 
   Mark rose, tears in his eyes.    “Stephanie, I’m so sorry! I had no idea! I can’t believe I didn’t realize it was you!” he almost sobbed.  He wrapped his arms around her, trying to reconcile the fact that he had just used the worst of the various sex toys on her.  He put his forehead against her chest, but she offered little comfort other than physical.  Her body continued to pump and work itself against the plug and dildo and from the noises she was making, it wouldn’t be long until she came.
 
   Mark wiped at his eyes.  He looked over at the first woman, who he had though was Stephanie and a look of anger crossed his visage.  He let Stephanie go and grabbed the alligator clamps.  Without a word, he put them on the girl, ignoring the squeal of agony that came from behind the leather mask.  He only gave the small anal plug a cursory lubricating before forcing it up the first girl’s ass.
 
   He grabbed the duck billed clamps off the table and dropped them in front of his wife, only to move on to Janice at the far end.  He quickly put the clover clamps on Janice, eliciting a fresh cry of discomfort from the woman.  He hung the weight on the chain and she grunted.
 
   “Sorry Janice. It’s the way it is,” Mark said sadly.
 
   Then he went back to Stephanie.  She was still bucking, but her movements had tired and her head hung.  
 
   “Stephanie?” he said softly. “I’m sorry babe, but I’ve got to clamp your nipples.  This is the lightest one available. I’ll try not to hurt you,” he said.
 
   She let out another whimper as his hands came up to her breasts.  He turned the tightening screws, opening them up to their maximum width so that there was barely any pressure.  Then he set the first one over her nipple. It wouldn’t even stay on and he had to tighten it down until she let out a grunt, just to keep it on.  He did the same thing to her other breast, tightening it until his wife was fully clamped.  He stepped back and looked at the carnage he had wrought.
 
   All three women were jerking around like landed fish, his wife the worst.  He shook his head, cursing himself for his stupidity, but looking at her, watching her approach the apogee of climax, felt that perhaps he had done okay.  A loud click from the other side of the room indicated it was time to move on and he stepped up to his wife one last time.
 
   “I’m sorry Stephanie. I’ve got to go. I hope you cum and cum and cum and I love you and I hope to see you soon.  Stay strong. Don’t use your safe-word,” he said by her head.
 
   The muffled noise from behind the hood was easy to understand.  It may have been nothing but the tone, or perhaps the inflection.  But Mark understood it.  He put a hand on her back and ran his fingers down her spine.  
 
   “I love you too, baby.”  Then he kissed her arm, squeezed a buttock, and walked away. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Ten 
 
    
 
   He entered another dark gray hall and actually wasn’t surprised.  Before he even began testing door knobs, he saw that one door, several feet down the corridor, was already open. He headed for it and entered another resting area.  There was a bathroom with all the facilities, food, and another television monitor placed in front of a soft chair.   He sat down in front of the monitor, but it didn’t come on, so with a sigh he decided to go shower.  When he was done and had run the comb through his hair and brushed his teeth, he sat down, grabbed the plate of food, and began to eat.  He was only half-way through his first bite when the monitor activated.
 
   Stephanie’s face appeared on the screen and she looked freshly scrubbed.  The camera pulled back and made sure to include her breasts in the shot.  Both nipples were hard and puckered.
 
   “How are you feeling, Stephanie?” the voice asked in a friendly tone.
 
   “All right I suppose,” she answered.
 
   “You got a little cold in that last session, didn’t you?”
 
   She smiled. “Yes, but I warmed up nicely.”
 
   “Yes, we saw that.  It made for some nice video.”
 
   She blushed crimson.  “That wasn’t our intent.”
 
   “Do you think Mark is up to the Challenge?” the voice asked.
 
   “What do you mean?  Mark is up to any Challenge,” she said, a strong note of confidence in her voice.  Mark straightened slightly in his chair, a smile spreading on his lips as he watched.
 
   “Your husband is an unusual contestant on The Challenge.  His ratings are very high, as are yours.  You are both seen as something innocent.”
 
   Stephanie looked confused. “Ratings?”
 
   “Of course.  While most of The Challenge is pre-recorded, we do keep an audience of beta watchers, who get to see the unedited sessions.  In turn they are polled to see which set of contestant are their favorite.  We even allow them to help choose which torments are applied next.”
 
   “I see,” she said softly.
 
   “No, you don’t.  Not really.  See, most of our beta audience rate you highly for personality, but for some reason, you also always rank near the top for the worst torments.  Why do you think that is?” the voice queried.
 
   “W-what?” Stephanie stammered.
 
   “They want to see you suffer, Stephanie.  They like the sound of your cries, your whimpers, and the moans you make.  You have one of the loveliest bodies in the contest – and quite outside our norm.  You look soft and lush.  And that makes them want to see you hurt.”
 
   Stephanie didn’t reply, but Mark could see her swallow in fear.
 
   The voice continued. “Do you think Mark is up to handling that?  Hurting you over and over?  Clamping your nipples and clit?  Do you think he could put an anal plug in your ass, even if it was too large, forcing it in?  Could he whip your tits until they bled if he had too?”
 
   Tears began streaming down Stephanie’s face, her lips trembling.  “No.  He’s a gentle soul, I… I can’t ask that of him,” she said, suddenly breaking down.
 
   “It would be terrible for him, wouldn’t it?” the voice asked. “Would it damage him?  Hurt his gentle soul?”
 
   She nodded, putting her hands on her face.
 
   “Then it is up to you to save him, isn’t it?”
 
   She drew her hands away from her face.  “What do you mean?”
 
   “You could forfeit.  Spare him.  He would watch your auction and then be sent home.
 
   “But I wouldn’t see him again for a year!” she exclaimed in horror.
 
   “Is a year of your life worth seeing him spared the horror of having to be the one to torture you?”
 
   Stephanie’s haunted eyes stared at the camera, still flushed with tears.  She didn’t answer, but as the screen faded into darkness, Mark was almost positive he saw a faint little nod of agreement.
 
   Fury flashed through him and he almost smashed the screen when several words scrolled across the screen.  “Please do not break the video monitor.  Further damages will be billed to your account.”
 
   Mark flung himself back from the monitor, the chair dragging on the ground.  He whirled around, looking for something to hit and ended up going to the exit door and banging on it for a little while.
 
   But movement caught his eye and he realized that the monitor was displaying something new.  He turned and hurried back, righting his fallen chair and sitting down.  He was still fuming about the psychological manipulation of his wife and was desperately worried that she would use her safe word, just to save him.  He didn’t want that.  Now that he had found her again, found her love again, he didn’t want to lose her.  That would be a tragedy.
 
   But now his attention was on the scene before him.  It was another white chamber, much like the others, but when the door opened four women were led into the room by a black clad man wearing a silver mask.  Each of the women were wearing some sort of black latex cat suit, completely covering their bodies, except for the hands, feet, breasts, and disturbingly –their crotch.
 
   Four more handlers came in, all wearing the creepy silver masks that reminded Mark of some of the Japanese porn films he had seen once on the Internet.  It had disturbed him watching those puppet-like men ravishing some bound and frightened teenager and he had the same feeling of misgiving.  
 
   The women were led to a series of stands lined up in a row, each positioned parallel to the rest and four feet away.  One of the men clearly said something, but since he wasn’t wearing a microphone, Mark couldn’t hear the instruction on the video.  All four women climbed up on their respective tables, lying down on their backs.  Now that the perspectives were set, Mark could tell that each of the tables was short, with only enough support for their head and torso, leaving their legs dangling.
 
   This was handled a moment later as ankle cuffs were attached to each woman’s leg.  Chains lowered from the ceiling and a moment later all four woman were bound to their respective table stands, legs spread and feet pulled toward the ceiling.  The camera panned across the line and Mark found himself treated to a woman-by-woman, close-up view of each sex.  The variety in labia was actually intriguing, but what really caught Mark’s attention was that all four women seemed damaged in some way.  Bruises were relatively apparent, as were other marks like scoring lines and welts.  One girl’s clit seemed unusually large and Mark was positive he could see abrasions on it.
 
   The camera panned back and showed the men in the masks placing leather hoods on the woman, moving down the line and Mark suddenly realized that this challenge was similar to his. He hadn’t recognized any of the women, prior to their masking, so he felt no emotional connection.
 
   As soon as the women were bound and hooded, the men in the room brought out four new items.  Unlike Mark’s room, there were no tables. Instead the men started by hanging a thick leather strap from the first girl’s ankle.  The second girl was graced with a rubber flogger, similar to the one Mark had used on Stephanie to remove the cooled wax from her body.  The third girl was given a vicious looking cane, while the last one was given a short leather sap.
 
   Then the men retreated and the camera gave Mark another pass over the women, showing their breasts and sex, only to linger on the weapon dangling from their feet.  A minute or two later, the door opened and a naked man came into the room.  He was tall and muscular, clearly fit and he had a thick mass of black hair on top of his head.  He paused momentarily as he entered the room, clearly trying to let his eyes adjust, even as he moved forward slightly.  
 
   He approached the lineup confidently and first examined the situation. Mark could see the calculation in his eyes.  Then, just as Mark expected, the man began examining the women, clearly trying to find the one that was his.  But unlike Mark, who was stupid enough to ask the women, this man never seemed to bend over near a hood and say anything.  Instead his method was more… hands on.”
 
   The man stepped up to the first woman and began running his fingers through her folds, touching her sex and arousing her.  In seconds she began moaning, her body moving in response to his caress.  He bent down and actually began licking her clit delicately and Mark blinked.  Had the man found his girl that quick?
 
   Then the man reached up, grabbed the woman’s clit, pinching it hard, only to twist it a full ninety degrees to the right.  The effect was electrifying as the woman screamed from behind the hood, twitching wildly.
 
   He let go and moved on to the third woman, skipping the second.  Mark didn’t know why, but suspected the overly large breasts on the woman, sticking out of the black latex cat suit like cinnamon buns on a cooking tray, told the man that she wasn’t who he was looking for.  Instead he worked the third woman’s clit much the same as he had the first.  The woman moaned and groaned and then when he pinched and twisted, she screamed, but also began thrusting up against his hand, as if trying to also fuck him.  He didn’t stop either, but began pushing three fingers into her hole, working her into a froth.  She was clearly closing in on orgasm when he stepped back, wiped his hand on her thigh, and then removed the cane.  He studied it for a moment, then stepped over to the second girl, lifted the cane above his head, and without warning, whacked her strongly between the legs.
 
   She jumped and shrieked, pulling hard on her bonds and Mark half came out of his chair.  A dark red line appeared on her loins, from just above her pudenda, curling down across her clit, and then across her labia.  Mark could see the tender nub already swelling from the blow and his fingers clenched in anger.  The man swung again, this time a little to the side, missing the clit, but leaving another crimson mark.  The woman was near hysterics, twitching and moving and screaming even as the man swung again, and then twice more, leaving her sex a mass of red scorched skin.  
 
   But then he dropped the cane and stepped up to the second girl.  Mark gasped as the man moved closer between the woman’s legs, ignoring her sobs, and began rubbing the tip of his cock back and forth through her smarting and bruised petals.  She blubbered, clearly having trouble, and then the man rammed his shaft into her sex, burying it to the hilt with half closed eyes.  He pumped fast and hard, even as she shook with pain, unable to cope.  Mark watched him, expecting him to continue until he orgasmed, but instead the man yanked himself clear, his cock dripping with juice, and reached up toward the flogger.  He hung the cane where the flogger had been attached and then went back to the third woman, only to begin swinging the flogger at her sex with repeated strokes, turning her white and creamy loins into a scarlet mass of scorched flesh.  The woman’s labia seemed to swell and on one of the camera close-ups, Mark could see the droplets of juice splattering with each stroke.
 
   Mark expected the man to stick his dick in her, but instead was surprised to see the man twist the flogger around and instead shove the thick, leather wrapped, wooden handle into the girl’s slit.  She moaned and thrust her hips, clearly wanting him to pump it, but she was left in denial as the man moved down to the fourth woman.
 
   As he had with the others, he touched her sex, slipping his fingers through her folds.  Her toes curled and she lifted her hips to him.  As soon as her petals were glistening, he took a step back, pulled the leather sap from her ankle, and swung it hard and fast downward.  She cried out, her body tensing as he whacked away.  He hit her between the legs twice as much as he had hit any of the other women, but she clearly wasn’t in the fires of agony, but in the throes of orgasm.  Her hips curled, bringing her sex up to meet each stroke and he actually ducked under her leg, still walloping her sex with the sap, in order to reach her nipple, pinching it hard and twisting it back and forth.
 
   The spurt of cum that shot from her sex was actually rendered in slow motion and Mark had to admit the shot was rather fetching and highly erotic.  The sap had just come down, flattening the already rose colored clit and petals, and as it came up, the viewer could see the individual petals flapping as her sex tightened and squirted it’s cum outward.
 
   Time resumed its normal course and the man hung the sap back up on the fourth girl’s ankle cuff, only to move back down the line toward the first woman.  This time he fucked her first, thrusting his shaft into her depths with gusto until a look of satisfaction crossed his face.  He yanked himself out, dripping, his cock limp and pointed toward the floor, only to grab the belt and swinging it round in an arc.  The end landed between her legs, scraping her inner thigh, and leaving a bright red rectangle on her mound, only to have it cross her clit and labia downward. Mark could even see the edges burned into the woman’s buttocks.
 
   All Mark could think of was the fact that this could have been Stephanie and that only circumstance had prevented her from being one of those women.  He bit his bottom lip, trying to reconcile the fact that his wife was walking on the edge of a cliff, in what amounted to perpetual darkness, always teetering between safety and destruction.  What would she have done had she been that poor girl who was caned?  
 
   Finally the man finished, leaving the first woman in the line as bruised and as seared as the others.  With a grin, he hung the belt up and headed for the exit door, but was surprised to find it locked.
 
   “You forgot to whip their tits, dummy,” Mark said in realization.
 
   The man returned to the women and studied them for a moment, but then realized his mistake.  But instead of being unhappy about it, he merely went back down the line to the second woman, removed the cane from her ankle again, and stepped under her leg.  Mark didn’t want to watch, but couldn’t help it.  The cane came down and she squealed.  Almost immediately a thin red line appeared across her bosom. She turned and twisted in her bonds, but it didn’t stop him from smashing the cane back down on her breasts.  He struck ten times, marking her chest from top to bottom.  
 
   Then the man did the rounds.  The first woman in line was next, the leather belt turning her breasts an almost uniform shade of crimson.  The woman on the end, with the sap, had her decent sized mounds smashed back and forth brutally, until both looked like swollen blotches of tenderized meat.  
 
   And then last but not least, came the girl with the flogger.  The man hit her gently, almost using the weapon he wielded as a sexual enhancement toy, than a torture device.  Her skin only went from creamy white to a light flush and he bent down and suckled her nipples, his tongue rolling around her skin.  Mark felt a surge of desire in his own loins and looked away.
 
   The man headed for the door and this time it opened.  The sequence faded, leaving the four women still bound.  But before Mark even had time to get up and stretch, a new sequence began. This time it was another man, in the same room.  Someone had edited the boring stuff, and instead Mark was treated to the selection process.  Not much time had passed for the women, since all four of them bore the marks of their previous whippings and it seemed the heat had only faded slightly.
 
   The second man didn’t seem to care who was who and merely grabbed whatever weapon was handy. He started at the first girl and whipped her callously between the legs, then did her breasts, leaving her sobbing and twitching.  Then the second girl was caned again, the pain clearly almost more than she could bear.  The third girl was treated to a more difficult flogging than the one delivered by the first man, and the fourth woman was sapped again, once again demonstrating that it was a turn on, since she obviously came close to cumming.
 
   The sequence faded and Mark slumped in his chair, feeling exhausted.  Despite the mandatory rest and the food, he felt drained, tired, and his spirit plummeted.  He shook his head.  How long would he be forced to sit there and watch these four women tormented?
 
   But as the monitor displayed a new image, Mark sat up.  Three women were marched into the white chamber, clearly different from the one that he had been seeing.  There were no bed type stands, merely three little tables and as the women came in through the door, their hands and ankles already locked into their bondage cuffs, Mark recognized both Stephanie and Janice immediately.  
 
   The men in black outfits with masks worked quickly and efficiently, and Mark watched with curiosity.  The third girl, the one Mark didn’t know, was moved down to the end of the line.  As she was cuffed in, Mark groaned.  The woman who he had thought was Janice was actually this girl.  He shook his head.  Of course Stephanie was cuffed into the center position, while Janice was placed at the front.
 
   “Why did you tell me you were Stephanie?” he asked aloud, looking at the stranger’s face.  
 
   Mark groaned.  “Right… you were hoping I’d go easy on you if I thought you were Steph,” Mark said, answering his own question.  He shook his head in disgust. “I walked right into it.”  
 
   It only took the men in masks a few minutes to get the girls set up, hooded, and then to lay out the various toys intended for use.  Clearly it didn’t matter which woman got what, but only that certain things were placed together.  Mark realized that each woman was given just one of the worst toys, thus making it easier for them all to endure.
 
   “And I screwed that up, didn’t I?” he asked the screen, reaching out and putting his fingers on Stephanie as the camera panned past her.  “I am so sorry, dear heart,” he whispered.
 
   One of the masked men came forward holding what looked like an oversized syringe.  The camera moved in for a close-up and Mark realized that rather than a needle, the end was just a thin plastic tube.  The man walked up to Janice, stuck the rounded end into her bottom, and pumped a good teaspoons’ worth of the contents into her ass.  He wiped at the extra fluid with a small towel, then moved down the line to Stephanie.
 
   “So I didn’t need to lubricate the plugs,” Mark said to himself. “So what does that make me? Considerate?  Or stupid?”
 
   Finally the third woman was lubricated and everything seemed ready. The masked men left.  Mark grimaced, clearly not looking forward to seeing an instant replay of what he considered his worst performance yet.  
 
   But it wasn’t him.  Mark blinked. Instead of seeing himself come through the door, it was another man.  He was tall and thin and just as naked as Mark had been.  He wasn’t muscular per se, but had a wiry look to him.  His cock was also unusually long and he sported a number of interesting tattoos on his back and arms.  
 
   The tattooed man moved up to the bound women and studied them visually for a moment.  Then he did what Mark had, reaching up to touch.  But unlike Mark, the tattooed man squeezed and kneaded each woman’s breasts, pinching nipples and twisting them.  His hands slipped down their bodies to delve between their legs, opening up their sex and thrusting finger up into their warm wells.  He walked behind them, giving each of them several hard spanks, checking the resilience of their buttocks.  And then he stopped once more in front of each woman, raising his hand to deliver several hard slaps to each breast.
 
   Mark could only watch as his wife’s bosom jumped around and she reeled from the blows.  The man clearly hadn’t struck her that hard, since Mark hadn’t seen any redness or swelling, but he couldn’t imagine it being a pleasant experience for his wife.  The tattooed man then went to the tables and began rearranging the various items.  
 
   Nothing the man did indicated to Mark that the tattooed man had figured out which girl was his.  He began with Janice and Mark’s fingers tightened into fists when he saw that the man started with the alligator clamps.  
 
   “Oh, Janice. I’m sorry,” Mark said, shaking his head.  The cruel clamps went on the girl and she squealed loudly.  Then the tattooed man stuck the medium sized dildo into Janice’s sex, followed by the medium anal plug.  
 
   Then it was Stephanie’s turn.  She got to wear the clover clamps and Mark winced when the weight was applied to the chain, dragging her nipples downward.  Mark leaned forward, eyes wide in alarm as it became readily apparent that the tattooed man had selected the massive and motorized vibrating dildo to go into Stephanie.  She took it with a squeal, unable to stop the massive intruder, especially after the man unceremoniously turned it on.  The tattooed man picked up the plug and Mark began shaking his head and shouting.
 
   “NO! NOT THAT ONE! THAT’S THE ONE I USED ON HER!”
 
   The tattooed man moved behind Stephanie and began pushing the four inch butt plug into her bottom.  Mark got to see it from the front, watching as his wife’s body shook and shuddered from the penetration and the stimulation of the massive dildo.
 
   The tattooed man left her then, moving on to the girl that Mark didn’t know.  He caressed her, kissed her breasts, moved behind her, and then slid his massively long cock into her sex.  The camera got beneath them and showed the intimate action in great detail, his long cock sliding into her depths, pushing the soft petals apart.
 
   Mark was fuming.  That bastard had not only left Janice hurting in those damn clamps, but stuck TWO of the worst toys into Stephanie.  The fact that he himself had done exactly that was lost on Mark, so wrapped up in the tension of the moment.  
 
   “Come on! Just finish it!” Mark yelled at the screen.
 
   Finally the man did, cumming inside the third girl and the camera caught the white drippings as they fell from her petals.  Only then did the man push the smallest of the anal plugs into her rear.  The vibrating egg went into her wet, creamy, and gaping sex, while the little duck billed clamps went on her nipples.
 
   And then the exit door opened and the tattooed man gave his girl a soft pat on the rump and walked away.  He left through the door just as Mark had earlier.  The screen faded and then lightened again and now Mark saw himself.  He ambled around lost, clearly confused by the tableau set for him.  He watched himself approach the girl he didn’t know, bound at the front of the line, cup her breasts, and whisper in her ear.  Then, to his utter embarrassment, he fucked the stranger in the ass while his wife swung unknowingly next to them.  
 
   Had she heard what was going on?  The sounds from the video were certainly clear enough.  How had she not?  Mark closed his eyes and shook his head.  Then he watched himself begin to set the various toys.  His only consolation was that at least he did Stephanie second.  He winced as he watched himself stuff in the massive plug and vibrator.
 
   At that point Mark turned away from the recording, unwilling to watch himself go through the discovery of Stephanie, or the frantic panic he had felt realizing that he had put the worst abuse on his own wife.  He literally turned his chair away, wishing he could turn the sound off as well. Instead he got to listen to his wife’s screams, his panicked apologies, and then the cries of the other two women as he finished off the challenge.  He turned back as his form was exiting the room, and then the screen darkened.
 
   A moment later it lit back up again and Mark glanced at it.  His wife, as well as Janice and the third girl were still hanging in the room.  Stephanie’s loins looked red and swollen, and her nipples were clearly a dark shade of pink.  Once again the toys were laid out on the small tables and all three women looked as if the chains holding their hands to the ceiling were also now holding them up.
 
   Mark grimaced. How long had Stephanie been chained like that?  He shook his head.  The door opened and a new man walked in.  He was medium sized and muscular, looking more like a football player.  He stepped up to Janice and immediately began fondling her.  The film was edited and Mark got to endure the shot of the man touching Stephanie, pinching her ass and nipples, sticking his fingers into Mark’s wife.  Then it was the girl on the end who got handled.
 
   Mark bit his lip as it quickly became apparent that this man was Janice’s partner.  But unlike the tattooed man and Mark, he had some very different ideas of what was appropriate for Janice.  The duck billed clamps were left on the table, as was the massive motorized dildo.  But the medium plug was switched out with Stephanie’s narrow anal plug.  The man left the alligator clamps on Stephanie’s table, as well as the medium sized dildo.  The girl on the end kept the clover clamps, the vibrating egg, and the four inch anal plug. Mark sighed in relief.  At least his wife wouldn’t endure all three of the worst toys.  
 
   Janice’s partner started with the massive motorized cock, slipping it into Janice with a smile.  He turned it on and as she began the hip thrusting rock of intense stimulation, he move down the line and began stuffing the other two girls.  Once Stephanie was plugged in both her ass and her sex, the alligator clamps chewing tightly on her nipples, the man went back to Janice and moved behind her.  
 
   She had already cum once, but was clearly on the way to a multi-orgasmic second explosion when he rammed his cock into her ass.  
 
    The pounding went on, with occasional shots of the other two girls, just hanging there, suffering.  Finally the man popped, leaving a trail of white cream dripping out of Janice’s ass.  He went back to the table, clipped the tiny duck billed clamps on her breasts, then went and stuffed her ass with the narrow plug.  When he was finished, he took a little nibble on her neck, and then went down the line.
 
   Mark almost came out of his chair in fury as the man gave the alligator clamps on Stephanie’s front a hard yank.  Even with the gag and the hood, Mark could hear his wife’s scream.  The man pulled outward on the chain, tugging Stephanie’s breasts upward by the nipple, moving them upward and around.  He let go, allowing her breasts to fall and Mark could see her bosom heaving.  He moved down to the third girl.
 
   She was shaking and Mark could tell it was from the vibrating egg.  She didn’t know the man was in front of her, but he pulled his leg back and then swung it upward, kicking her firmly in the crotch.  She all but collapsed, more from the shock of the impact than anything else.  Mark could see the man had only kicked her lightly.  But even as she began to recover, he kicked her again, and then again, planting the top of his bare foot into her swollen sex repeatedly.  Her knees buckled and he reached up and released the clover clamps from the girl’s nipples.
 
   To Mark’s shock, the man knelt down and attached the clover clamps to the girl’s labia. The weight was still on the chain and it tugged down the thin petals, distending them fully. The girl was clearly uncomfortable with the new torment.
 
   But then the man returned to Stephanie. He unclipped her alligator clamps, eliciting a sharp scream from Mark’s wife as the blood rushed back into her nipples.  The man took the alligator clamps down to the third girl and put them on her bare nipples.  Seemingly satisfied, he moved back to Stephanie and began playing with her breasts, rubbing her nipples, suckling them, then flicking his fingers back and forth across her bosom.  It was almost as if he were testing her.
 
   Mark was surprised to find his shaft hardening.  Watching another man torment his wife like that, rubbing her, obviously exciting her, was almost more than he could bear.  And she was enjoying it!  She pressed herself to him, letting his mouth suckle each tip of her breast.
 
   Finally he headed for the door, leaving Stephanie panting, Janice in the throes of a series of multi-orgasmic waves, and the third girl, the woman whose name Mark didn’t know, cumming and hurting.  The screen darkened and the exit door next to Mark opened.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eleven  
 
    
 
   Mark stepped into another hallway and padded barefoot and naked toward an open door at the end of the corridor.  He entered another white chamber and was surprised to see a small wooden stool in the center of the room, about as high as his knee.  Sitting atop the small footstool was some clothing, and above it was a metal hook, attached to a chain, that receded into a small black aperture in the ceiling.
 
   He grabbed the clothing first and was pleased to find a pair of shorts with an elastic waist band and he slipped them up over his hips immediately.  Dressed for the first time in ages, he stepped up on the stool and examined the hook.  It was metal, and blunted, but other than that, meant nothing.  He contemplated reaching up and grabbing it, to see if it could hold his weight, when he was interrupted by the sound of a door opening and closing.
 
   On the other side of the room a man entered. His face was rugged with a strong, square chin and his grin was infectious as he beamed at Mark.  Dressed in jeans and a faded blue oxford shirt, the man’s heavy cowboy type boots echoing with each step.  Hanging at the man’s hip was a whip, the kind that the fictional archaeologist Indiana Jones used in the movies.
 
   Mark would have suddenly been worried about his own safety, if another person hadn’t been immediately following the man with the whip.  A few feet behind and pulled forward by a rope tether was a young, very naked, Asian girl, with gorgeous dark eyes, long straight black hair, and small but curvy breasts.  Her hips were wide, and she sported a well-rounded bottom as well as the cultural standard of a thick weft of dark hair immediately above her sex.
 
   “G’day, mate!” the man said in a thick Australian accent.
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up and he gave the man a suspicious look.
 
   The Australian marched right up to him and held out his hand.  Mark took it, only to have the big Aussie practically crush his fingers.
 
   “Good ta meet ya mate.  Mark right?”
 
   “Uh, yeah.”
 
   The man smiled. “Well, please ta meet ya.  I’m Roger. I’m from Australia.”
 
   Mark couldn’t help but grin. “I would never have guessed.”
 
   The man eyes crinkled as he laughed.  “It’s my accent, isn’t it? Bit strong eh?”
 
   Mark shrugged.
 
   Roger gave him a light backhand to the stomach and Mark grunted. The Aussie didn’t even take a moment to breathe before starting up again. “Well, my accent isn’t what’s important right now.  What’s important is that you’re a mighty popular contestant on the Challenge right now, and certain interested parties want to see you get some information so that you don’t hurt your pretty wife worse than you got to.”
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t know what you mean.”
 
   Roger nodded. “Course you don’t.  But I’ll be honest with ya.  The tiddlywinks you’ve been fiddling with up to now are child’s play compared to the torments up ahead.  You’re going to come to some lines you aren’t going to want to cross and that means understanding the risks as well as the technique.  Risk assessment is your job.  Technique is mine.”
 
   Mark looked confused.
 
   Roger smiled and dropped the rope leash that led to the Asian girl and instead, pulled his whip from the snap enclosure at his belt.  He held it up and coiled it around his fingers in a loop.  “Frankly mate, you need to learn to use this and use it well.”
 
   “A whip?  Seriously? I’m going to be whipping Stephanie at some point?” Mark asked, a look of horror on his face.
 
   Roger nodded.  “I know. Smarts don’t it?  But you’ve got to be a man and face your problems head on, like.  Now, you ever handle a whip before, mate?”
 
   Mark shook his head.  “Generally when I want a woman to do something for me I first consider a bottle of wine and an invitation to dinner before moving to something so definitive,” Mark said sarcastically.  He glanced over at the waif-like Asian girl who stood patiently nearby. He hoped she wasn’t there for the reason he thought she was there.
 
   “Well that’s actually for the better,” Roger replied, ignoring or not noticing Mark’s insouciance.  “It means you’ve got less to unlearn.”
 
   Roger took a few steps away and swung his arm. The whip uncoiled loosely and lay on the floor.  It was easily nine feet long.
 
   “All right, whipping 101 starts with knowing what a whip happens to be.  Lots of folks in the lifestyle call anything that lands across a sheila’s ass a whip, but they’re wrong.  A whip has a short handle and a long lash, so don’t be mistaking a quirt or crop for a real whip.  Now in Australia, we generally use a stockwhip.  That’s a very thin whip that’s not made for hittin. It’s made for noise.  Now this one here, this is a bullwhip, and trust me, this is the kind o’ whip you’ll be using on your sheila.  It’s generally nine or so feet in length, and the key to usin’ it proper like is to make sure you don’t swing too hard, and that you keep in mind where all of it is gonna land.  Got that?” Roger asked, looking at Mark in the eyes.
 
   “Bullwhip. Don’t swing hard. Know where it’s gonna’ land,” Mark intoned, adopting an Australian accent as he repeated after Roger.
 
   Roger shook his head. “Nah, you can swing hard, just don’t swing too hard.”  He took a few steps back and demonstrated how to swing the whip, letting it fly through the air.  To Mark it looked ridiculously simple.  All Roger did was stand there, swing the entire whip around his body a few times and then without even using any force, whirl the braided leather outward.  It flopped around where Roger’s intended target would have been standing and Roger nodded satisfactorily.
 
   “There isn’t much more to it than that, but it takes a mite to get any accuracy,” Roger intoned.  He held out the whip to Mark and nodded at him.  “Get a feel for it.”
 
   Mark took the whip, a look of skepticism on his face.  But it was the sensation of holding the leather braided tool that actually made him start to reconsider.  It was heavy, much heavier than he had at first imagined and there was solidarity to the weapon that translated into confidence.  He looped the bullwhip like he had seen Roger model, and then swung the tool.  To his surprise, even the slightest twist of his wrist sent the nine foot length whistling through the air.
 
   “I told ya, mate.  You’ve got an arm for it,” Roger said with approval.  He reached over and grabbed the petite Asian girl and pushed her toward the stool.  She stepped up, putting her bare feet on the top and climbed up. Without a word and lifted her hands upward.  Roger simply slipped her wrists over the hook, letting the rope latch on tight.  She nodded once and then without warning she kicked the stool out from under herself.  Her body dropped down, stretching her out lengthwise.  Her small breasts seemed to flatten as she dangled from the hook.  Both nipples were hard little points and her toes pointed downward, trying to reach the floor.
 
   Mark’s eyes widened and he was about to protest, but then he realized that she had been ready for it.  She dangled for a moment, holding herself up, but then let her arms stretch until she stood on top toe, the delicate arches of her feet visible below her floating heel.  Roger looked at her in admiration, but then went back to Mark’s side.  He took the whip from him and nodded at the girl.
 
   “This is Aiki,” Roger said, gesturing at the girl. Mark gave her an apologetic glance even as she dipped her head submissively.
 
   Roger ignored the exchange.  “Now, no matter what, you’ve got to stay away from the face.  A cheek isn’t much of a problem, but a girl without an eye looks awful and unless you’re willing to fuck her with a mask on for the rest of yer life, or get her a glass eye, it’s just not worth the trouble.”   Roger shivered and gave Mark a confessional grimace. “Had a girl once with a fake eye.  Never liked how it always stared at me when she was off lookin’ at something else.”
 
   Mark blinked. Roger ignored it and coiled up the whip again.  “Now the tits and ass are the primary targets, so we’ll start with her rump,” Roger said.  
 
   “Wait, you don’t have to actually…” Mark started to say as Roger swung his whip.  It whistled through the air and landed across Aiki’s ass about two feet from the tip.  The girl gasped and stiffened as the whip left a light red line across her buttocks.  The tip however curled around her hip and left a matching welt just above her pudenda.  
 
   “...whip her,” Mark finished with a sigh.
 
   “Now see, the key here is to keep in mind that the whip is going to curl round her body.  Now watch this,” Roger said.  He slung the whip again and this time the thick part of the leather tool landed higher up her back, leaving a scarlet line just under her shoulder blades.  The last two to three feet of the whip however curled under her lifted arms and struck her breasts, almost directly across both nipples.  She cried out, swinging back and forth.
 
   Mark couldn’t help himself.  His eyes widened in appreciation. “Wow. Nice shot.”
 
   Roger grinned. “I like you, Mark.  Now, you ready to give it a go?  Remember, not too hard, but you need to make sure she feels it.”  Roger handed him the whip.
 
   Mark shook out the whip and held it up.  Feeling a bit daring, he began swinging it.
 
   “Just aim for her rump. Get a feel for how the whip moves,” Roger advised.
 
   His eyes moved to the Aiki’s pert bottom and he decided he’d put a second line across it, just a bit lower.  He swung the whip, giving it a bit more force than he intended, wanting to make sure he left a mark.
 
   The leather landed, but higher up than he intended, along the small of her back, and the whip curled around her waist.  The thinner tip struck along her side and she screamed in pain as her toes lost their purchase.  Mark looked at her in shock as Roger put a hand on his arm.
 
   “Aims a little off, and that was just a might bit too hard, mate.  Want to ease up on your arm a bit.  Remember, the idea isn’t to kill your sheila. Just hurt her.” 
 
   Mark pointed at the Asian girl. “Oh my God! She’s bleeding! I cut her!” he said in a worried tone.
 
   Roger shrugged.  “It’s a minor cut and that’s what she’s here for.  Practice!  We could hardly have you do this with your Stephanie strung up like a target now could we?  Now hit her bottom again.”
 
   Mark bit his lip. He really didn’t want to do it. The girl in front of him had already turned and presented her bottom, and this time Mark’s swing hit close to where he was aiming.  He still wasn’t placing the stroke exactly where he wanted it to go though.
 
   The girl merely yelped and when the whip fell to the ground, Mark could barely see the new welt on her buttocks.
 
   “Now see?  That’s too little.  Try it again. You’ve felt the highs and lows of it now,” Roger encouraged.
 
   Mark swung, a determined look on his face and this time when the whip landed across the young girl’s bottom, it left an appropriate line.  Roger clapped him on the back and then had him work on aim.  A few more shots to the upper and lower buttocks gave Mark a lot more confidence and the dark red welts the girl now sported were almost badges of success.  
 
   Roger ordered the girl to turn around and she did, arching her back and presenting her breasts.  She turned her face away and Roger gave Mark a thumbs up.
 
   “Now whip her tits and turn em, red!” he said.
 
   Mark shook out the bullwhip and swung, aiming at her breasts. Again he struck correctly and she let out a light shriek.  A single red line crossed both breasts just above the nipple and Mark let loose with a second blow a moment later.  Roger made a few comments, correcting stance or offering advice, but ten minutes later the girl’s chest was crisscrossed with about forty lash marks, each deep enough to require several days to heal, but only a few deep enough to actually bleed.
 
   “So, feel up to whipping Stephanie now?” Roger asked, taking the whip from Mark.
 
   Mark nodded.  “I think so, as long as they don’t get specific on the target.”
 
   Roger laughed. “Oh the Challenge won’t give you anything like ‘left nipple’ if that’s what you’re worried about.  But accuracy takes time and practice.  Here, let me show you what an experience bloke can do.”
 
   Roger stepped forward a bit and then called out “left nipple” in a sort of sing song voice.  Then he swung the whip which coiled around the girl.  The tip of the leather braided whip bit deeply into the girl’s left breast and when she stopped swinging, her cries of pain were loud and clear, Mark could see a dark red mark that crossed the delicate nub.
 
   “And now for a harder target; her clit,” Roger muttered.  Mark watched intensely as Roger swung the bullwhip.  It snaked out perfectly, impacting just below the small of the girl’s back.  The whip curled around her hip and to Mark’s astonishment, the thin strand actually delved between her legs, landing almost perfectly across the girl’s sex.  She let out a harsh squeal and again lost her footing, swinging from the hook.
 
   Before the girl had a chance to recover, Roger flicked the whip again, this time toward the floor and Mark watched as the very end of the whip flicked against one of the girl’s soles.  She let out another pitiful whimper, then a high pitched squeal and yanked both feet off the ground, kicking.
 
   “You’re awfully good with that thing,” Mark said.
 
   “I could flick a fly off the end of your nose, mate.” Roger grinned. “But what it really takes is practice.”
 
   “Well, I really appreciate you showing me this.”
 
   Roger grinned. “Like I said, certain interested parties wanted you to have a fair shake with your shelia,” he said, then continued. “And to be honest, there’s a fair amount of interest in your Stephanie being on the block.  No one wanted her to spend the first month of her next year healing from having a bungled whipping.  The Challenge does enough damage.”
 
   Mark’s eyes narrowed and his pleasant demeanor dropped. “She won’t be up for auction,” he said menacingly.
 
   Roger smiled amicably. “Of course not, mate!  That’s the point!  You want to win.  Ten million dollars is a lot of money.  But let me tell you something, your Stephanie – well… she’s gold.  She’s the kind of girl a guy like me would love to break, hurt, fuck, train, and make theirs.  Her body is practically perfect for the kinds of stuff I like to do to women, and it’s one of the reasons you two are so popular.  It means special favors like the one I’m doing you, but it also means worse torments for her.”
 
   “So I’ve been told,” Mark replied, his face stony.
 
   Roger nodded.  “Well I suppose that wraps this up.  If you’d like to use Aiki for anything, I’d be more than happy to let you have a go at her.” He motioned toward the Asian girl who now hung limply from the hook.  Mark looked at her.  A few thin trickles of now dried blood were smeared over her stomach and breasts and a number of the welts that he had left on her backside appeared bad enough that he was surprised she wasn’t still bleeding.  The very thought of how much pain he had inflicted upon her suddenly made him sick and he realized that he would always remember the screams she had let out when he had made a poor stroke.
 
   “I’m… I’m sorry I damaged her. I hit too hard,” Mark said softly.
 
   Roger laughed.  “Why do you think I brought her?  It was for practice and this cunt needed a bit of punishment anyway.  Could you imagine trying to mark your Stephanie the right way without Aiki?  But you need to change your attitude, mate.  Find that steel inside you.  The thing you need to know about some women is that they want this.  The way they find value in themselves is to serve men.”
 
   Mark looked at Aiki and somehow doubted that she had chosen this life.  And what would happen to her when her youthful looks and delicious looking body faded to age?  What would Roger do to her then?  Just dump her off naked on a side street of Sydney?  Put her on a boat for Japan?  Mark shook his head.
 
   “You say that one of the things about our popularity is that we’re different.  My attitude toward women in general, and my wife specifically is what makes me different.  I appreciate the advice, Roger, but there is just no way I can think of my wife in those terms.  I know her too well. I value her too much.  And this may be hard to understand, but I love her.”  
 
   The Australian laughed. “Love?  I love Aiki,” he protested.  He walked over to the girl and gave her a great big hug, ignoring the red flakes or smears of half dried blood that were deposited on his shirt.  She whimpered a little and the man pushed one hand down between her legs, grabbed a thick wad of her dark pubic hair, and pulled on it playfully.  She let out another whimper.
 
   “Don’t I love you, sweetie?” he asked her.  She nodded obediently, almost fearfully, and Roger laughed again.  He turned toward Mark. “Last chance to use Aiki.  You’ve already fucked two different women on The Challenge. If you’re worried bout’ your marriage vows, neither you nor Stephanie are monogamous anymore.”
 
   Mark grimaced.  Part of him weighed the options.  Aiki was cute, beautiful even, and seemed old enough even if she looked somewhat underage.  Her body was pleasing to the eye and had Mark encountered her on a city street somewhere, or even in a strip club, he’d have been dying to get a little taste of her.  But now?  Now she hung like a side of beef in a slaughterhouse.  Her skin was marred with lashes and little streaks of blood and there was no way Mark found that attractive.  If anything, he wanted to take her down from the hook, cuddle her, clean her wounds, work antiseptic salve into the cuts, and then put her to bed – and not for sex, but to heal.  He shook his head.
 
   “Thanks Roger, but that’s not the way I swing.”
 
   Roger gave him a long stare, but then nodded. “If that’s the way you want it, mate.  Can’t argue with values, can I?  I have to admit, I admire you.  You’ve got the will of a first rate dom, but not the heart.”  He laughed. “I guess you know what you’re doing.”  He held out a hand and Mark shook it. “Good luck, mate. I hope you and your shelia win this.”
 
   “Thank you. We’re going to do our best,” Mark replied.
 
   Roger kicked the little stepstool back over toward Aiki who dutifully stepped up on it and lifted her hands off the hook.  She picked up the dangling end of the rope and turned toward Roger.
 
   The Australian motioned toward her sex. “Through your cunt, Aiki”  
 
   The Asian girl nodded and to Mark’s surprise, let the rope drop between her legs.  She reached down and literally opened her own labia, making sure the hemp line was buried deep.  Then she stepped forward and went to her knees.  Roger picked up the end of the rope and yanked upward, letting the hemp dig painfully into her sex and bottom.  Mark winced as did the girl.
 
   “Forward Aiki.  Show Mark how you crawl,” Roger said brightly.  “Till we meet again, Mark.”  Then the Australian gave her a light kick, right along her right buttock and marched his girl toward the door, lightly tapping his coiled whip against her bottom.  
 
   Mark watched them go and as soon as he was alone the door he had entered through opened.  He headed toward it and was soon guided back to his resting area.  He sat down in the chair, contemplating Roger and his whipping lesson.  He hoped he wouldn’t need to use the new skill soon.
 
   As he waited the monitor screen came back up.  Mark leaned forward, hoping to see Stephanie, but was instead treated to a very different looking screenshot.  Four naked women, all heavily tattooed and pierced, were bound with their hands connected to their bondage collars, legs spread, each standing over the same sort of metal ridge that Stephanie had ridden in her cold water spraying session. Except unlike what had happened to Stephanie, the ridge was already lifted up to just under each woman’s sex, leaving just an inch of space between swollen petals and the cold metal ridge.  Each woman also sported some sort of clamp on her breasts, dragging them down.  
 
   There was a strange tangle of two inch thick wires that led from the four women to four buttons, and the camera panned across the wall.  Mark read the words displayed on the screen and actually said it aloud.
 
   “Press three buttons,” he intoned. “Oh, I get it. Figure out which button goes to your girl by following the wire, and press the other three switches.” 
 
   Mark recognized Grace immediately, her tattoos and small breasts a dead giveaway. But the other women were just as interesting.  Breast size ran the gauntlet, from one large breasted girl at the end, with a strange sunburst tattoo drawn over the nipple, to Grace’s rather flat chest.  The other two women were just as decorated though, and one pretty, red haired girl had a gold hoop through her right nipple, from which a small padlock dangled.  
 
   The door opened a moment later and in walked a man with thinning hair, a tiny bit of a beer belly, and a rather unimpressive cock.  He walked up to the four women, grinning at their predicament, and began studying the layout.  Clearly he was interested in the red head girl and tried to follow the wire that led from his button to her station, but was having trouble.  Finally he managed though and ended up at one of the other woman. Mark laughed, watching the antics.
 
   “Dummy. Follow the line from the girl, not the button,” he said to the screen.
 
   The man figured that out after his first mistake and retraced his steps.  About five minutes later he had identified the right button and began pressing the other three.  The camera focused on first the button pressed, then the girl.
 
   As the man pressed the first button, Mark watched as the metal ridge beneath Grace ascended up a full twelve inches.  He heard her screech as the metal dug into her sex and she began rocking back and forth.  The camera panned down her legs and showed her toes swinging just a hand’s width above the floor.  Her cuffed ankles sported chains however and Mark saw how the metal links were connected to a heavy iron weight bearing the number five.
 
   The man pressed the second button and the big breasted girl with the sunburst pattern was next.  Her ridge began to elevate, jamming itself up between her legs, lifting her toward the ceiling.  She too began rocking, but unlike Grace, who stopped after twelve inches, the sunburst marked girl went up another four and the first set of weights attached to her ankles were lifted off the ground.
 
   Mark winced. That couldn’t feel good.
 
   The third button did something similar and the other girl, the dark brunette was jacked up, her legs swinging, the sharp metal ridge buried between the petals of her sex.  The camera made sure to focus on those parts of each girl, as well as the swinging clamps. Only the redhead was spared, still flatfooted on the ground.
 
   The first man exited the room and Mark expected the metal ridges to drop down, to reset, but instead the three girls already hoisted upward were left there, suffering.  The second man to come into the room was Banner, Grace’s dominant and Mark saw him take in the situation.  Instead of taking the time to follow the wires, he just slapped three of the buttons randomly.  Grace went up another four inches and the first weight was pulled into the air with her, increasing her discomfort.  The brunette got the second lift and whimpered loudly as her second set of weights were drawn into the air. She rocked with a full twenty extra pounds on her sex.  The redhead down at the end got shafted though.  She went from flat to riding her metal ridged horse with ten pounds swinging from her ankles.  She began rocking back and forth, working her sex against the spine of her ridge.
 
   Banner left quickly after that and the next man took the same approach after spending four or five minutes trying to figure out which line went to the sunburst marked girl.  Luck was with him and the brunette went up first, followed by Grace.  Mark felt sorry for the redheaded beauty on the end.  She went up even higher and was soon supporting a full thirty pounds hanging off her ankles.
 
   The last man took one look at the four women and slapped buttons randomly as well and Mark understood the logic. It was readily apparent that the women had been riding their respective mounts for quite some time already and each of the doms felt that rather than waste precious time finding the right wire, it was better just to take the chance that their girl wouldn’t be one of the ones hoisted up the most.  
 
   In the end the redheaded girl was the highest up, her ankles bearing a full fifty pounds of additional weight and she was crying and bucking, her sex pressed hard against the metal ridge.  The sunburst girl was the next highest, followed by Grace, and then the brunette.  The camera shot faded and Mark was left looking at a dark screen.
 
   He stood up and stretched, used the restroom, but then paced his little cell.  He wanted to see Stephanie. Finally the lock on the door clicked and he practically ran down the hall toward the next open door.  He knew it meant another challenge.  But it also meant Stephanie.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twelve 
 
    
 
   Mark hurried into the new chamber, intent on seeing his wife, and he wasn’t disappointed when he spotted her standing against the near wall.  It didn’t surprise him to find her nude, her body beautifully naked with the exception of the bondage cuffs on ankle and wrist, as well as the collar that encircled her delicate neck.  But as he approached her, his eyes took in the paraphernalia that made up the next challenge and he shook his head.  The bullwhip laying on the floor next to her feet concerned him the most.
 
   “Stephanie! Are you alright?” he asked hurriedly, coming up next to her.  Her hands were bound behind her head, the cuffs latched and locked to the back of her neck, making it clear that she wasn’t to be released.  But the main issue was the fact that she was straddling a thick piece of rope, knotted at regular intervals, which spanned the entire room.  Her nipples were crushed delicately in a set of clover clamps and a heavy key dangled between her breasts.  
 
   Stephanie turned her eyes toward Mark and she sighed in relief.  As he wrapped his arms around her she sagged in his embrace, feeling suddenly tired.
 
   “I’m sorry,” Mark whispered as their eyes met a moment later.  She burst into tears and began sobbing into his shoulder. 
 
   “I am so sorry I hurt you, babe.  I didn’t know it was you.  As soon as you started humming like that I figured it out, but I’m so, so sorry.” Mark whispered, running his hands over his wife’s head and back, trying to soothe her.
 
   “M-M-Mark, it wasn’t you. They d-d-did things to me,” she whispered.
 
   He nodded. “I know, Stephanie. I know.  I know what the other men did to you.”  He lifted her chin and looked into her eyes.  “But you got through it.  You are strong.”
 
   She nodded at him, but he could see the tension in her.  He took a deep breath.  “Did they give you a chance to rest?” he asked.
 
   She cocked her head at an angle. “You mean after having that monster dildo shoved in me twice? And that horrible bottom plug?”
 
   Mark winced but nodded.
 
   “Sort of. Our rest periods aren’t really all that restful,” she said.
 
   “What do you mean?” Mark asked.
 
   She sighed. “The chairs have dildos.  During the first sleep period they pushed some sort of vibrating balls in me and bound my hands so I couldn’t pull them out.  The last one I was tied spread-eagled to the bed and one of those men in masks put a machine between my legs that had a dildo attached to a motor and that stayed on all night.
 
   Mark blinked. “You mean you spent all last night getting fucked by a machine?” he asked.
 
   She nodded. 
 
   “No wonder you’re tired. I hope all the women are getting the same treatment.”
 
   She smiled wanly. “There is good news on that front.  We’re down to seven contestants.
 
   “What? Really?” he asked.
 
   She nodded.  “I didn’t know them but they showed us their auctions on a video screen.  It was… horrible.”
 
   Mark looked down at the rope Stephanie was straddling. The thick petals of her sex were splayed wide around it and the first knot was just a few inches away.  He put the coming torment out of his mind and glanced at her again.
 
   “How was it horrible?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie took a deep breath. “Each of them was led up to a stage in front of this crowd.  Each girl was bound with her hands above her head, ordered to open her legs, and then the auctioneer man pressed one of those vibrators to her sex, right in front of everyone.  And they showed video clips of her getting tortured by her dom.  Worse, he was in the audience, watching.”
 
   Mark grimaced. “Sounds awful.  Well, thankfully we’re going to win this competition, so you won’t have to worry about that.”
 
   “No Mark!  That wasn’t all! They tortured her right there on stage with this electric thing, shocking her breasts and clit and bottom and she was screaming and thrashing so much!” Stephanie was almost hyperventilating she was so agitated.
 
   Mark reached up and hugged her again.
 
   “That will not happen to you.  I know this is hard, but we will get through this, okay?”
 
   She nodded, but the tears had started up.  Mark knew that she’d have another sobbing fit soon if he didn’t distract her.  He turned and looked down the knotted line.
 
   “Are you ready for this?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie followed his hand with her eyes and studied the rope.  “I guess so. It’s not like I have a choice, do I?  What’s on the table at the other end?” she asked.
 
   He bit his lip. “It’s a timer,” he said.
 
   Her eyes widened. “You mean I have to stay on it for a certain amount of time?” she asked.
 
   Mark snorted. “I don’t think that’s the case. I think it’s more likely you have a limited amount of time to get across it.”
 
   Her eyes went down to the first knot and she swallowed. “Oh.”.
 
   He nodded, but then closed his eyes.  “Yes.  And I know how sore you are, but you’re going to have to move as quickly as possible.”  He looked behind her and saw that there was some sort of sensor mounted on the wall. “I’m guessing once you move past that first knot the timer starts.” He bent down and picked up the bullwhip.
 
   “What’s that for?” Stephanie asked, her voice hushed.
 
   Mark bit his lip. “I think it’s for motivation.”
 
   She looked at him fearfully for a second, but then bit her lip and stared down the knotted rope.  “All right.  Let’s get this over with.”
 
   Mark held out a hand. “Wait.  I got some training with this thing from an Australian guy so I know what I’m doing at least.  But I don’t want to have to hit you with it.  Move steady, but don’t tear your skin.”
 
   “Mark, I’m already sensitive down there.  Do you have any idea what I’ve fucked today?”
 
   “Wish it had been me,” he said with a rueful smile.
 
   It popped out of her mouth before she could stop it. “Well, some other girl got that pleasure.”
 
   Mark’s smile withered away and he looked away from his wife.
 
   “I… I guess you heard that.”
 
   “Heard it?  They made me watch the video,” she said numbly.
 
   He gave her a hard look. “You made me stick my dick in Janice’s mouth before that. I can’t see how you’re complaining that I fucked one of the other contestants.  Hell, you’ve had more sex partners than me here!”
 
   She gave him a hurt look. “Mark, it’s not that you fucked her. It’s that you thought she was me!”
 
   “Oh,” he replied.  Then he knelt down right in front of her, putting his hands on her thigh.  He stared at her sex where it met the rope and then starting placing a single fingertip against her skin in various spots.  
 
   “What are you doing?” she asked.
 
   “Memorizing your freckles.  I never want to wonder if it’s you again,” he said honestly.
 
   She couldn’t help smiling a little.  “All right.  I forgive you.”
 
   Mark stood up again, the bullwhip in his hand. “Thank you,” he said.  Then he motioned toward the rope. “Start whenever you want.”
 
   Stephanie nodded and took a big breath.  Her ankles were hobbled by a silver chain, but she was able to take a full step.  It moved her body away from the wall and all the way to the first knot.  Mark glanced down toward the electric timer and saw that it still had not activated.  He watched as his wife found the knot with her clit and began working herself over it.  The thick bulge in the hemp line pressed against her nub. She stood on tiptoe, not that it helped and with a grimace she dragged herself across the scratchy and thick bump, biting her lip as she forced the knot into her clit, through the petals of her sex, across her perineum and into the crack of her ass.  
 
   “Does it hurt?”
 
   She gave him a little glare. “Imagine dragging the tip of your cock along this rope,” she replied with a tight voice.
 
   Mark glanced down the line. He stiffened as he saw the timer running.  The red face showed that she had less than ten minutes to make it across a hundred or so feet of knotted rope.
 
   “Ten minutes babe. You can do this.”
 
   Stephanie began to whimper.  She moved forward again, dragging her sex along the line, wincing with each step.  She hit the next knot and again tried to lift herself over it.  The line was too high though and she gasped as the knot tore at her clit and then scratched its way through her labia.
 
   Mark watched the seconds tick away and realized that Stephanie wasn’t going to make it.  The key hanging from her nipples via the clover clamps swung with every movement, but it was the rope itself that kept her from picking up the pace.  Mark could clearly see that she feared the knots, knowing that each one was slowly abrading the very flesh between her legs.
 
   “Does it hurt?” he asked again as she pulled herself over another knot, letting out a whimpering cry.
 
   She nodded frantically. “I’m sensitive there and it’s like getting a rug burn, except for me it starts on my clit and then sears all along my labia,” she said.
 
   He glanced back down at the timer. “Stephanie, I’m sorry. But you’ve got to pick up the pace. You’re down to five minutes and you still haven’t hit the middle.”
 
   To her credit, she did try.  With her eyes closed and a look of determination she dragged herself along the rope, crossing two more knots, but then she started to cry, her hips rocking back and forth and at the next knot she actually seemed to be rubbing herself against the heavy bump.
 
   “Stephanie?” Mark said, his eyes seeing another minute slide by.  “Stephanie you’ve got to move or I’m going to whip you,” he said.
 
   She groaned as she forced herself forward, ignoring the penetration and pain as the knot struck her clit, forced its way into her slit, and even settled lightly in the entrance of her vagina.  Then it worked its way deeper through her crotch, scratching the tender spot between anus and sex, only to score her brown button before escaping between her buttocks.
 
   Mark realized that there was no way for her to handle doing this twice, and that if she were sent back to the beginning, to drag herself along a second time, she’d give up, forfeit, and end up being sold on the block.  He couldn’t let her fail, and so he shook out the whip.
 
   “Stephanie!  Move that ass!” he told her sternly. “Or I’ll whip it!”
 
   She moved forward a bit, but had slowed even more.  Mark glanced down the line.  Three minutes were left, with over thirty five feet of knotted rope to go.
 
   “Move it!” he shouted. “Your master commands you!”
 
   She did move, but not quickly enough and Mark sucked in a breath.  He raised the whip and swung it lightly at his wife’s rump.  The braided leather impacted right where he had aimed, sliding along the rope and Stephanie jumped with a light squeal as she was struck. Her head swung toward Mark, a look of surprise in her eyes.
 
   “Hurry! Down the line! Drag that pussy across those knots!” Mark shouted.
 
   “But… it hurts!” she wailed.
 
   He swung again and the whip struck her bottom, the end curling around her waist and leaving a red score across her tummy. She cried out again, but the strike actually pushed her over the knot she had been struggling with.
 
   For Mark, it suddenly came together.  He leaned toward her and grabbed the key hanging between her breasts, tugging on her chest painfully.  She cried out, leaning forward, and crossed the next twelve inches of rope fast.  She screeched as she did it, but she made it up to the next knot.
 
   “I’m either going to rip your nipples off, or whip you if you don’t get over that knot right now,” he said.
 
   “Hurts,” she hissed, tears streaming down her cheeks.
 
   “Good. That’s what I want a pain slut like you to feel.  That pain is for me.  I want you to hurt right now, Stephanie.  Show me how much you want to please me.  Hurt.  Rub yourself on that rope right now,” he said harshly.  She let out a whimper and nodded and jacked herself over the knot with a gasp.  
 
   Mark hated what he was having to say to her. He didn’t want her to hurt, not for anything, but he saw no choice. She was going to have to hurt a little now, to avoid the worst hurt of all later.  He had to force her and it practically broke his heart to do it.
 
   He stepped back again, letting go of the chain connected to her breasts and swung the whip.  He aimed for the back of her legs, stinging her calves, then aimed for her feet.  Standing on tiptoe, he caught her sole and she screamed, again moving forward.  Mark didn’t let up, using her fear of the whip to conquer the fear of the knotted rope.  He kept one eye on the timer and one eye on the end of the rope and he began swinging the whip harder and harder, each stroke leaving a red welt across his wife’s rump.
 
   “MOVE STEPHANIE!” He roared, bringing the whip down across his wife’s back.  She screamed in pain as the bullwhip left a red welt just under her shoulder blades and the tip wrapped around her torso, striking her breasts.  She jerked forward again even as Mark pulled his arm back.  They were so close!  He yelled at her.
 
   “HURT FOR ME, SLUT!  I WANT THAT CUNT RUBBED RAW!” Mark screamed at her, hating every word that came from his mouth.  He swung the whip hard and it wrapped around her body, cutting into her.
 
   Stephanie was sobbing and screaming, but she pushed forward and mounted the last knot.  Mark gasped, looking at the timer, and saw it stopped with a second to go.
 
   “You made it!” he shouted, dropping the whip. “You made it!”  He rushed to her and caught sight of her breasts.  A long cut that spanned her entire bosom was seeping blood and Mark gasped in horror.  Tiny red welts covered the right side of her loins where the tip of his whip had marked her, from thigh to hip.  Her bottom was scarlet and he could literally see the raised welts.  Worse, several lash marks marred her tummy.   Stephanie was sobbing and he quickly opened the clover clamps, relieving the pressure on her nipples.
 
   The key unlocked a padlock that held the rope taut and as it loosened slack appeared both in front of Stephanie and behind her.  But the rope was firmly embedded in her flesh and Mark had to order her to spread her legs just to get the scratchy piece of hemp out from between her petals.  When she was freed she turned and fell into his arms, sobbing.  
 
   “Shush… baby. You made it. I’m sorry I had to hurt you like that, but you never would have been able to do it twice.”
 
   She tried to respond but the force of her tears was too strong. She nodded, but couldn’t seem to do more.  She tugged on the locks that held her wrists to her neck, clearly wishing she could wrap her arms around him and hug him tightly.  Mark tried the locks holding her wrists to her collar and found that the key worked.  A moment later Stephanie grabbed hold of him and clung tightly to his frame.
 
   Together they stood, tears and blood mingling lightly and Mark suddenly bent down and picked her up.  There were two exits and Mark carried her toward the pink marked door and set her down in front of it.  Stephanie began hiccupping.
 
   “Are you okay now?” he asked.
 
   She looked down at her chest. Cupping her breasts she winced, but then her hands slid down between her legs and she gasped as her fingers touched her clit.
 
   “I’m so sore,” she whispered.
 
   Mark nodded. He got down on his knees and looked up at her slit.  It was bright red and there were tiny scratches on her labia.  But worst of all was the fact that her clit was swollen to twice its usual size.  It looked enormous.
 
   He shook his head. “Yeah. I hope we’re done for the day,” he said.
 
   She nodded and leaned against him again.
 
   “I don’t want you to go,” she whispered.
 
   Mark hugged her. “I don’t want to go.”  But then he pulled back enough to look at her.  “But there is some good news,” he said.
 
   “There is?” she asked, her exhaustion clearly written upon her face.
 
   He nodded. “Yes.  Now you don’t need to worry about me being up to the task,” he said.
 
   Stephanie gave him a quizzical look. “What do you mean?” she asked.
 
   He took a deep breath. “You don’t have to forfeit to spare me. I can handle this if you can.”
 
   She looked down at the ground. “You don’t know what’s coming,” she whispered.
 
   Mark groaned. “Come on, Steph!  I whipped you for God’s sake!  Look at your ass! Look at your breasts! I drew blood! Don’t you think if I can do that, I can handle whatever is coming?” he demanded.
 
   She started crying again and he had to move in to comfort her. “Stephanie, please… don’t cry,” he said, holding her against him.
 
   A moment later he felt her hands on his shaft.  She began rubbing and squeezing him, working her palms up and down his length.
 
   Mark groaned, his penis stiffening in seconds. “Please, Steph.  You aren’t up for this,” he whispered into her ear.
 
   She suddenly dropped down to her knees and opened her mouth. In seconds her lips were wrapped around his shaft, sucking and slurping on him like there was no tomorrow.  She bobbed her head up and down even as her fingers caressed his scrotum.  Mark couldn’t help it.  The sensation felt too good.  He wobbled a bit and then gave into her mouth.
 
   Stephanie sucked and sucked and when she felt that he was getting close, she let go and lay on her back, spreading her legs wide apart. Mark got the first good look at her pussy and was shocked to see the damage.  Her petals were scored red and the opening to her depths looked as if someone had actually used steel wool to scour her clean.  The tiny ridge of flesh between her sex and anus had actual scratches that welled with crimson and her anus was also abraded.  She reached down and grabbed her knees, pulling her legs up.
 
   “Stephanie, no… please.  I can’t.  It will hurt you too much. I don’t care if you are aroused, your body can’t take this,” Mark said.
 
   She bit her lip. “Prove it to me then. Prove to me that you can handle it.  Fuck me right now.  Take me.  Hurt me.  Go get the whip.  Whip me between the legs and then shove your cock into me.  Otherwise I will say my safe word right now,” she said through her tears.
 
   Mark glared at her. “I don’t think that is smart, Stephanie.  You’ve had a rough afternoon.  Why end it like this?” he begged.
 
   “If you are my master then I need to know you can do it right. I need to know that you’re willing to push me beyond my limits,” she said softly.  “Go get the whip,”
 
   He shook his head. “No. I’ll fuck you, but I won’t whip you,” he protested.  Stephanie closed her eyes, the lashes wet with fresh tears.  She rolled to all fours and then stood up clumsily.
 
   “I love you Mark.  I’ll see you in a year,” she said softly.  She stepped up to the pink door, even as he stood there, mouth open wide in shock.
 
   “Stephanie?” Mark asked stupidly.  He watched as she took a deep breath and opened her mouth.
 
   “My safe word is…” she started to say, but was cut off as his hand clamped across her mouth.
 
   “You want to be away from me?  Really?  You’re trying to spare me something?  You want to be whipped? Fine. I’ll whip you. I’ll whip you so hard you’re screaming if that’s what it takes to knock some fucking sense into you!  Now get down on the floor and open your legs!” He practically screamed at her.  He let her go and pushed her down.
 
   Stephanie almost collapsed, but she quickly rolled over onto her back again and opened her legs, even as her husband went and picked up the whip. He returned again, a look of fury on his face and he coiled up the braided leather bullwhip.  She closed her eyes as he swung the whip several times through the air and then brought just the thin tip down between her legs.  It sliced into her thigh, leaving a long red mark before it impacted wetly into her petals.
 
   She arched her back even as the high pitched wail escaped her throat and she literally lifted her bottom off the ground.  With her eyes clenched she clearly fought her own instinct to curl up into a fetal ball, protecting her delicate bits from the burning leather.
 
   But while Mark recognized what her body wanted, he also knew that until she herself closed her legs, he had to continue, and it was tearing him up to do it.  He set a firm expression on his face, hoping that the horror stricken sensation he felt wouldn’t seep into his eyes and give him away.
 
   He swung the whip again and this time the tip didn’t miss.  It landed directly on her clit, which was not quite where he was aiming for.  Again Stephanie screamed and her hands flew down between her legs.  Her thighs pressed together, the knees sealing her sensitive bits away instantly as she rolled to the side.  Tears streamed down her cheeks.
 
   “I hope that satisfies you,” Mark said roughly, tears threatening to burst from his eyes as well.  “We’re so close to the end of this and you want more physical damage?  What’s wrong with you?  That’s like slashing your own tires before the race!”
 
   Stephanie trembled, but then Mark watched in disbelief as her knees opened again.  She lifted her feet and then set them sole to sole, adopting a modified butterfly position.  She licked her lips, a mixture of sobs and hiccups starting to come from her mouth. Mark wasn’t sure if she wanted him to hit her again, or fuck her.
 
   Then suddenly he decided that he was the master, not her, and if he wanted to hit her he would.  If he wanted to fuck her, he would.  And so he lifted the whip again.  Stephanie’s eyes were open and they widened as it became apparent that he intended to bring the lash down upon her body again.  But instead of flinching away, she remained in position.
 
   This time Mark stepped forward as he swung and the heavier part of the whip’s length hit her sex.  The thinner end lashed forward, leaving a long red stripe up her stomach, till it ended right along her right breast.  He missed the nipple by a mere inch, but the strike must have hurt because she couldn’t keep in position and again rolled into a ball.
 
   Mark dropped the whip and went to his knees, roughly handling his wife’s legs.  He pried her knees open, ignoring her whimpers, and when she didn’t cooperate, he twisted her slightly to the side and smacked his bare hand against her rump.  The slaps were hard and stung his palm, but he didn’t care.  There was just one more thing he had to do.
 
   Finally Stephanie’s body began cooperating and Mark exposed her sex and thighs.  His manhood was firm enough, despite the torment he had just inflicted upon her, and he set the red and purple colored tip against the abraded and whipped petals of her sex.  He pressed in, ignoring her cries of pain, thrusting his shaft into her depths and pumping with force.  Stephanie whimpered with each thrust, but Mark tried to ignore it.  He knew if he focused on her discomfort he would lose his erection.
 
   So he put her pain out of his mind.  He wasn’t a sadist.  He took no pleasure in hurting people.  Hell, he would have preferred her in a waterbed with a bottle of oil.  Admittedly, the thought of her naked in public turned him on, but welted and crying?  How the hell was THAT erotic?
 
   So he imagined them walking together on a beach, her bikini slung over his shoulder, her naked body beautiful in the setting sunlight.  He pictured her in a fancy black dress, the bodice pulled down to expose her breasts, the hem pulled up so that he could fuck her in front of the crowd that watched.
 
   Okay… and maybe she could wear those light nipple clamps he admitted to himself.
 
   A moment later Mark exploded, grunting through the climax of his orgasm. He filled her depths with his white spunk and then collapsed on top of her, his mouth nuzzling her welted breast.
 
   It took Stephanie a few moments to come down from her arousal as well, but eventually her breathing steadied and she reveled in the warmth and scent of her husband.  He had kept himself inside her after cumming and it took almost a minute for him to soften and slip from her.  
 
   Finally the daze of sex cleared from his eyes and he lifted himself up, looking her in the eye.
 
   “You will not forfeit the challenge,” he said sternly.
 
   She nodded. “Yes master.”
 
   “You will accept whatever punishment or torment is inflicted upon you,” he said darkly.
 
   She nodded, tears again filling her eyes. 
 
   “You know why, don’t you?” he asked.
 
   “So we can be together,” she said, another hiccup breaking up her words.
 
   He shook his head, his face still stern and foreboding. “NO!” he hissed and pushed even closer to her face. “Granite counter-tops,” he whispered, as if sharing some deep, dark secret.
 
   “What?” she asked incredulously.
 
   He pulled back a bit, and then in his normal voice replied, “You said you wanted granite counter-tops.  I figured you really wanted them, so if that’s what you really want, you’re going to have to suffer for them.”
 
   She stammered something in disbelief and then realized he was kidding.  She shoved at him with her shoulder.
 
   “You lout,” she said, pushing at him.  He laughed and pinned her to the floor, kissing her soundly and wiping her tears away.
 
   “No doubts now, lover.  I don’t like hurting you. It doesn’t turn me on.  But I can do it.  You can trust me,” he said softly, looking into her eyes.
 
   Stephanie finally let a tiny smile cross her face and she nodded.
 
   “I trust you. You can do this,” she said.
 
   He shook his head, disagreeing with her. “No. WE can do this.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Thirteen 
 
    
 
   After talking with Stephanie for another hour, Mark had finally stood her in front of the pink dotted door and walked to his own.  They had gone their separate ways and Mark had found himself in another rest area, complete with bed, food, water, shower and commode.  There was a video screen on a small table next to the chair, but it never activated, even when he sat down in front of it.  So he ate a little, showered, and sat back down in front of the video monitor.  This time it came to life.
 
   Stephanie appeared on the screen and her wrists were bound to her neck, just as they had been during her knotted rope walk.  The close-up image of her face revealed her tear stained cheeks and she was still flushed, so Mark presumed this had been recorded after the rope walk.  There was also an unusual buzzing sound, one that he’d never heard before on any of the other tapes and it distracted from the sound quality.
 
   “You’ve had a rough day, Stephanie.” It was the voice that spoke. Mark grimaced. He hated “the voice.”
 
   She nodded, her lips pressed tightly together.
 
   “Are your concerns about Mark’s ability to dominate you now satisfied?  He hurt you badly with the whip, didn’t he?” the voice asked.
 
   She nodded, as if unwilling to actually speak, as if she didn’t trust herself.
 
   “Why did you ask him to whip you again?”
 
   She shifted slightly and then opened her mouth. Her voice seemed strained and Mark couldn’t help leaning forward, trying to figure out what was wrong with his wife.
 
   “I needed to know he could do it,” she said simply, but clearly under duress.
 
   “What did the rope feel like?” 
 
   She grimaced. “It was like being sawed in half.”
 
   The voice continued. “You didn’t like any of it?  It looked like you had an orgasm during the first half.” 
 
   Stephanie looked slightly embarrassed and she nodded. The revelation shocked Mark, who had no clue his wife had cum during the rope walk.  Was it that moment when she had rubbed herself back and forth over the knot?
 
   “Stimulation is hard to endure isn’t it?” the voice asked.
 
   Stephanie nodded, still tense. “Obviously.”
 
   Suddenly the camera pulled back.  Almost immediately her breasts came into view and Mark’s eyes widened as he saw the vibrator clamps hanging from her sore nipples.  Both of them were churning away, sending waves of movement up to the tender and sensitive tips of her breasts.  But the camera didn’t stop.  It panned wider and her entire body came into view. Stephanie was sitting on a chair, her waist, thighs and ankles bound to the frame, and her legs spread wide and to the sides.  There was a thick phallus of some kind stuffed up into her body, and it sported a little side arm that was pressed against her clit.  The camera refocused on her loins and actually zoomed in so that Mark could actually see her flesh, the tender petals around her clit shaking.
 
   The camera moved back up to her face, but the frame now included her clamped nipples.  
 
   “Tomorrow starts the final three rounds of the Challenge.  Do you think you’re up to it?”
 
   Stephanie nodded, but Mark could tell she was already having issues.  He could only imagine what she was feeling and hope it didn’t hurt.  Her hips began rolling as her body tried to impale itself on the vibrator between her legs.
 
   “Do you think Mark will be able to inflict pain on the other women?” 
 
   Stephanie nodded, now clearly approaching orgasm.  A moment later, she popped, thrashing and shaking on the chair, the camera again panning out to catch her pussy convulsing on the dildo.  
 
   Mark expected them to end the interview, but instead they continued.  It also became apparent that no one had turned off or even lowered the intensity of the vibrators.  Stephanie whimpered uncomfortably.
 
   “Have you thought about what life might be like if you lose?”
 
   Stephanie shook her head. “I don’t want to,” she replied.
 
   “You don’t want to contemplate the idea of you being a sex object who is to be tortured and used and fucked every day for a year?”
 
   She shifted uncomfortably again, but Mark couldn’t tell if it was due to the vibrators or whether she actually liked the idea.
 
   She licked her lips. “There’s an appeal to that,” she admitted.  “No pressure, no decisions, just obedience.”
 
   “Some contestants compete in the Challenge at the end of their year, just in order to forfeit again,” the voice said.
 
   She smiled slightly and shook her head. “I would want to go home to Mark,” she replied.
 
   “Ah yes, the man who loves you so much he was willing to whip your cunt.”
 
   She blushed.  
 
   “Does it feel good?  Are you going to cum again?”
 
   She nodded, the heat rising in her cheeks.  Again the camera panned out and Mark saw her loins rolling on the chair.
 
   “Tomorrow’s torments are difficult and very strenuous.  You will be tested to your absolute limits.  To prepare you and allow you to rest for the night, you have a choice.”
 
   She nodded, her chest heaving, the little vibrator clamps jiggling wildly. 
 
   “You may rest here in your room, wearing a chastity belt with both your ass and pussy stuffed to the brim with the largest phalluses possible,” the voice explained.
 
   “Or you may choose to be bound to the bed spread-eagled, your sex stuffed with a vibrating egg for the night.”
 
   “Or you may choose to go to your husband, and spend the night with him,” the voice said. “But there is a cost.”
 
   When Mark heard that he actually stood up, eyes wide in delight.  “Choose me!” he said urgently at the screen.
 
   Stephanie, who was close to cumming, gave whoever was asking the questions a suspicious look. “What’s the catch?” she asked gruffly, her body shaking with the nonstop sexual stimulation.
 
   “Should you choose to rest here in your room, stuffed with the chastity belt, you will be released now and there will be no further orgasms. Some contestants wish to be stimulated however and so if you would like to be bound to your bed spread-eagled and filled with the vibrating egg you will need to endure one additional orgasm.  Should you choose to go to your husband, you will be on the chair for quite a while longer,” the voice assured her.
 
   Stephanie swallowed.  “I’m not sure I can stand that,” she whispered.
 
   “Not many can.  The chair is intense. Can you feel the vibrator in your ass buzzing?” the voice asked.
 
   Stephanie nodded.  “It’s driving me crazy actually.”
 
   The voice sounded sympathetic.  “Understandable, but you need to make a decision.  If you get up now, your night will be uncomfortable, but you will endure no vibrations.  Wait for another orgasm now, and you might end up either spread-eagled and bound, or sensitized to the point that tomorrow is almost impossible to survive.”
 
   Her lips pressed together and he could tell she was having trouble deciding.  Knowing the stakes, even he was having trouble deciding what to tell her.  Was his desire to have her with him in his room selfish?  What would best help her?  He waffled back and forth, watching intently, when Stephanie’s decision was hampered by her orgasm.
 
   It was impressive to watch and the camera did a good job capturing it, right down to the clenching of her toes.  She shook like mad, head thrown back, her hips jerking wildly as she exploded a second time, or was it a third?  Mark had lost count of how many orgasms they had experienced over the last several days.  All he knew was that now she almost had to endure a third orgasm.  Getting bound spread-eagled to the bed, stuffed with a vibrating egg for the night could hardly be good for the next day’s challenge.
 
   “P-p-please,” Stephanie suddenly whispered hoarsely.  “Not my c-c-clit!”
 
   Mark tensed.  He hadn’t realized the true nature of what was happening.  The little arm on the vaginal probe was pressed to her sensitive clit, buzzing away.  Could she even tolerate that?  Perhaps ceasing that direct stimulation was worth spending the night spread-eagled and buzzing internally.
 
   He clenched his fists and watched as his wife thrashed in her chair.  He could see her face, a mask of indecision, suddenly stiffen with resolve and she glared right at the camera.
 
   “I know what I want!” she screamed out loud, shaking.
 
   And the image faded into darkness.
 
   “NO!  DAMN IT!  YOU CAN’T DO THAT TO ME!” Mark shouted, shaking his fist.  He almost punched the screen but the words “Please do not damage the monitor.  Further damages will be billed to your account,” flashed across the screen and he whirled in anger, instead slamming his fist into the wall.  He threw himself down on the bed and let loose, even starting to cry.  He was feeling lost when suddenly he heard a knock on the exit door.
 
   He leapt up, running to it, and jerked it open.
 
   “Hi Mark,” Stephanie said, opening her arms.  She was naked, her wrists and ankles free of the bondage cuffs and her nipples were bare, with no sign of the vibrator clamps.  She fell into him and he hugged her tight, whirling her around.  He carried her to his bed, laying her down next to him, cuddling close in harmony.
 
   “You chose me,” he whispered.  
 
   Stephanie looked at him warmly. “I will always choose you,” she said.  Her hands roamed across his body and found his shaft.  It was semi-rigid from their closeness and she began to caress it.
 
   “Stephanie, no.  Don’t do that. You don’t have to please me. I know what they did to you, the vibrators.  Just because we’re together doesn’t mean you have to satisfy me. You need to conserve your strength and not make things more difficult for us tomorrow.
 
   Stephanie smiled and knelt on the bed.  “They may have made me too sensitive to ride you, my husband. But my mouth feels fine.”  And she bent over and began suckling him, tasting his flesh and bobbing her head up and down as her hands stroked his scrotum.  Mark moaned in pleasure, tilting his head back and loving every exquisite moment as his wife went down on him.  Finally he exploded, filling her mouth with his jism and she swallowed obediently.  When she was done, she crawled back up into his arms and put her head in the crook of his shoulder.  He pulled the blanket up over them, and they fell asleep.
 
   They awoke the next morning and both of them showered together.  It was almost like a honeymoon, with both of them constantly touching the other, reveling in their togetherness.  As they emerged clean and ready for the day, they noticed fresh food had been left for them by the monitor, though there was still only one chair.
 
   “I’ll eat mine on the floor,” Stephanie said, picking up her plate.  
 
   Mark shook his head. “Fuck that. You can sit in my lap,” he replied.
 
   She gave him a playful grin. “But what if you get hard?”
 
   He grimaced. “We ignore it. I need my arousal today and you satisfying me now would not be a good thing.  It was hard enough to deal with it in the shower this morning with you rubbing me like that.”
 
   She laughed. “You know, they want us to make love to each other. It will lower my stamina.”
 
   He nodded. “I know. That’s why we aren’t doing it. We want granite counter-tops, remember?”
 
   Her breasts bounced up and down as she laughed and she brought her plate over to the table and sat down on his right leg.  As they began to eat, the monitor came to life, surprising them both.
 
   “Morning show?” Mark commented, sipping his orange juice.
 
   Stephanie shrugged. “Who knows? Every one I’ve seen has been a little different.”
 
   The screen showed a dark stage with silver curtains and a single spotlight focused upon a block of wood in the very center, near the front edge.  A chain and hook dangled down from the ceiling and as the camera panned back, Mark and Stephanie could see that there was an audience.  It wasn’t huge, no more than a hundred or so people, but a series of tables stood at the front of the stage.
 
   Stephanie let out an explosive breath. “It’s the auction room.”
 
   “Hey! There’s Roger,” Mark said suddenly, pointing at a blond haired man wearing a tuxedo.  He also recognized Aiki, who sat next to the Australian. The petite Japanese girl wore an incredible black dress that had only crisscrossing lengths of black material covering her front.  In fact, as Mark looked, the word covering wasn’t really correct, since her breasts and loins were actually well displayed. There were even recognizable welts on her bosom.  
 
   “That’s the man who taught you to use the whip?” Stephanie asked curiously.
 
   Mark nodded. “Yeah.”
 
   “Who is the girl?” 
 
   He shrugged. “Aiki. Roger brought her with him,” Mark replied wincing. “He uses her for target practice.”
 
   Stephanie frowned. “Really? She looks so young.”
 
   Mark nodded. “I thought so too, but she’s of age. At least, I think she is.”
 
   Stephanie looked at her husband. “Did you make love to her?”
 
   Shaking his head, he frowned. “No, and I almost would have preferred that.  Roger made me practice whipping on her.  I cut her up pretty good too. Some of those marks you see on her breasts are from me.”
 
   Stephanie nodded, but her attention moved on as the camera panned.  Suddenly a man appeared on the stage, also dressed in a tuxedo.  He had silver hair and looked wise and somewhat friendly.  He lifted a microphone to his lips.
 
   “Ladies and gentlemen, we have a treat for you tonight.  Multiple contestants have forfeited and are to be sold this evening.  First off, is the lovely Grace!”  He motioned to his right and Mark and Stephanie were surprised to see the tattooed woman that had been Banner’s companion walk across the stage.  
 
   She was wearing a simple dress and high heels, but her hands were securely locked in a set of cuffs.  A camera shot of Banner flashed across the screen and he too was wearing a tux and sitting at a table near the front with two other men who looked depressed.  Then the camera went back to Grace as she stepped up on the block and her hands were hooked to the chain.  The hook must have been attached to a motorized winch because a moment later she was standing on tiptoe, dangling provocatively.
 
   “Ladies and gentlemen, you’ve all seen the lovely Grace suffer for your pleasure.  She is very nubile and can bend into practically any shape.  We start the bidding at one million dollars.”
 
   Almost instantly there was a buyer and in less than a minute the price had risen to a million and twenty.  The auctioneer saw a lull in new bids and turned toward Grace.  With a single tug of his hand, the dress she was wearing ripped free and Mark realized it must have been designed with that in mind. Underneath she was gloriously naked, the marks of her ordeal clearly evident.  He had no idea why she had forfeited, but clearly from Banner’s expression, he wasn’t happy with her.  
 
   The bidding continued and she was sold for a million and a half. Mark noticed that Roger didn’t bid for the woman and the few times the camera panned across the audience he was either tweaking Aiki’s exposed nipples, or drinking something from a glass.
 
   The winner was a bald man who immediately came up on stage and was handed some sort of purple glowing wand.  Without a word he began pressing the glass tip to various parts of Grace’s body.  Stephanie stiffened on Mark’s lap as it became readily apparent by Grace’s reaction that whatever was being applied to her body hurt.  The man took great pleasure at pressing it to Grace’s nipples and clit, then running it across her buttocks.  As soon as Grace was hanging limply from the hook wearing only her high heels, the man turned and handed the wand back to the auctioneer and accepted a leather collar.  He placed it around Grace’s throat and buckled it tight.  Grace was lowered and the man dragged her off the stage and back down to his personal table where she was seated, still naked, on the chair next to him.
 
   A moment later another woman was brought forward and Mark recognized her as the brunette he had seen in one of the videos.  She was just as pretty in her simple peasant dress and when her hands were hooked above her and she was drawn up on tiptoe, he actually felt his shaft harden slightly underneath Stephanie.
 
   “Stop wriggling,” he told his wife. “You’re making me hard.”
 
   She gave him a suspicious glare. “It’s not me, though I suppose me hanging there would excite you just as much.”
 
   His smile faded and he looked sad. “Not in a million years.  Look at those men.  They’re hungry. I’d hate to watch you hung there like a side of beef for sale, only to be hurt and then gone for a year.”
 
   He paused. “What really worries me is that you’ll disappear for a year and I won’t know where you are or where you’ve gone and I’ll never see you again.  Someone will do away with you or something and I’m left alone.”  His voice was tight and Stephanie could sense the tension in him.  She cupped his cheek and kissed him.
 
   “I won’t do that to you. I will always choose you.”
 
   Mark smiled, ignoring the fact that the girl on the screen was now naked and one of the other buyers was pressing the violet wand against her chest.  He hugged Stephanie tight.  “I know, but I worry that you won’t be allowed to choose.”
 
   They continued to watch and a third woman was brought out.  The auctioneer introduced her as Melody and Mark realized that she was the woman who had stood next to Stephanie during the triple toy challenge.  He had thought she was Janice.  Clearly Melody had endured a hard time.  Once the dress was unceremoniously ripped from her body, the marks on her were hard to ignore.  Clearly she had endured some pretty terrible punishment.  Even Stephanie winced and she bore marks almost as bad.  
 
   But Melody also sold for the highest amount, topping two million dollars and Mark was surprised to see that it was Roger, the Australian, who bought Melody.  He went up on the stage where she was hanging, clearly limp and tired, and he took the violet wand with a grin.
 
   He started at her clit and Mark could see the tiny spark of electricity leap from the glass tip to the woman’s flesh. She recoiled from it, but Roger continued to work the wand over and around her sex.  Soon Melody was bucking, clearly in pain and that just made Roger zap her more.  Finally he moved up her body to her nipples and concentrated on her breasts.  Then to everyone’s surprise, he moved behind her and pushed the violet wand up between her buttocks.  Melody stiffened, her body tense, her mouth open in a cry that filled the chamber and then Roger stepped away.  He handed off the wand and accepted the collar, which he fit around Melody’s throat.  He unhooked her from the chain and half-carried her down to his table, where he sat her next to Aiki.
 
   The petite Asian girl immediately wrapped her arms around Melody and began whispering in her ear.  The camera stayed glued to them as Aiki’s hands found Melody’s breasts and began caressing them. Roger seemed oblivious, or chose to ignore it.  Then the screen faded and the show was over.
 
   Mark took a deep breath. “Well, that got three out of the way.”
 
   Stephanie shook her head. “No, four.  There was another one. Didn’t you catch that at the beginning?  But I’m guessing she was already sold off.”
 
   “Hmmm… no I didn’t.  So… there’s six of us left?” he asked.
 
   Stephanie shook her head. “No, seven.  Eleven minus four?” she said as she slid off his lap and onto her knees.  She grinned mischievously and then began kissing the tip of his hardened shaft.
 
   “You’re incorrigible,” he accused.
 
   She nodded. “Of course I am,” she replied, then opened her mouth and took the tip of his cock in between her lips.  Mark groaned and enjoyed the sensual feel of her mouth suckling his cock.  He hoped that when they got home this kind of behavior would continue.  He was getting close to cumming when suddenly he saw a message flash across the screen to his left.  He read it, blinking, and then tapped his wife on the shoulder.  
 
   “Honey? It’s time. They want you in the hall,” he said.
 
   She stopped sucking on his cock and looked up.  Her eyes said it all.  There was fear there, but also a resolute confidence.  
 
   “I love you,” she said. 
 
   “I know. I love you too. All of this… well… even though we’ve risked so much, and I’ll never enjoy hurting you, well… it has been a good experience.  I’ve learned a lot about you and if nothing else, I found you again, after I thought our marriage was technically over.”
 
   Stephanie smiled, but the tears in her eyes were real.  He pulled her to her feet.
 
   “Were you going to divorce me?” she asked softly.
 
   He shook his head. “No.  But if you had asked for a divorce I would have granted it in a heartbeat.  I thought just being near me was hurting you.  That I reminded you of…” his voice trailed off.
 
   A real tear slid down Stephanie’s cheek. “Him,” she said, nodding.
 
   “Yes,” Mark said simply. Stephanie took his hands.  “I think a lot about our baby, Mark.  And yes it hurts knowing that I’ll never get to see him, or hold him, or feed him. But I love him, even though he’s no longer with us.”
 
   Mark’s eyes were now damp.  
 
   “But none of that changes how much I love you, and how much I need you.  And even if we can’t have any more children, it doesn’t mean that our relationship, or our love, is over.”
 
   He cleared his throat.  “Steph… what about… what about us adopting?” he asked.
 
   She blinked, suddenly shocked.
 
   “Adopting?” she asked.
 
   He nodded. “Yes.  What if we adopted a child?  It doesn’t have to be our flesh and blood.  We could raise a child, a child who needs us just as much as we need him or her.”
 
   Stephanie bit her lip.  “That’s… something to consider,” she said finally.  But then she reached up and cupped his cheek. “I’m just not sure that’s what I want right now.  I made some decisions when I signed us up for the Challenge.  I wanted to devote myself to winning you back, and now that I’ve won you, I want to be with you. I want to travel and go do things with you,” she said. Then she reached down and grasped his shaft, giving him a strong squeeze which sent a ripple of pleasure through him.  “I want you to fuck me all over the world. And Mark, you may not be a sadist, but I figured out that I’m a submissive, and I have needs.  I’m not asking you to torture me, but do you think you can handle the occasional spanking and clamping?”
 
   Mark groaned from her caress but nodded. “I think I can handle that.  Hell, I can even hot wax you every now and then.”
 
   She nodded. “Good.  Then I think we can handle this.”  She took a deep breath and stepped back away from him. “I guess it’s time for me to go then.  I suspect I’ll see you soon.”
 
   He nodded, smiling. “Good luck. I’ll be there as soon as they let me.”
 
   Stephanie nodded, then leaned forward, her bare breasts hanging deliciously in front of him. She stood up on tiptoe and kissed him, then turned and without another word, opened the door and stepped out into the hall. The door closed behind her and locked again with a sharp click and Mark was left alone.
 
   He waited then, passing the time by resting as much as possible.  An hour later he heard a beep from the monitor and heard the click of the door lock. He stood up and walked to the door.  It opened onto a hall and he marched down the corridor until he found the open door.  He took a deep breath, and stepped into the light.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fourteen 
 
    
 
   Mark looked out onto a white colored warehouse sized room.  The moment he stepped into the light there was a loud cheer and he turned to his right to see an actual live audience screaming for him.  His first thought was of his nudity and his cock hardened immediately in embarrassment.  There were both men and women yelling and waving at him and as he took in the sight, he saw the silver haired auctioneer of the previous night walking up to him.
 
   “Mark, it’s a pleasure to meet you in person,” the man said, sticking out his hand. “I’m William Price, the Emcee of the Challenge.” 
 
   Mark blinked and shook Price’s hand.  “Have you seen my wife?” he asked, somewhat stupidly.
 
   The crowd laughed even as it started quieting down.
 
   “Oh have we!” Price replied.  He motioned for Mark to walk along with him.  With the audience on Mark’s right, he turned his attention to the left, where a series of broad blue curtains concealed the other half of the warehouse.
 
   “Mark, I’ve got to tell you, that you and Stephanie are perhaps one of the most popular contestants we’ve ever had on the Challenge.  The audience loves you guys.  They want to know how long you and Stephanie have been married.”
 
   “Uh… five years this August,” Mark replied, just a little stunned.
 
   “Right and since you guys are both under twenty five, I’m presuming you married young?”
 
   Mark nodded. “Right after high school.”
 
   “Were you high school sweethearts?” Price asked.
 
   Mark smiled and the crowd made an “oooh” sound.
 
   “So tell me, Mark.  Has your wife always been such a pain slut?  She’s endured some of the worst torment we’ve ever seen on the Challenge.”
 
   Mark shifted uncomfortably.  He didn’t like Price and suddenly he realized that Price was “the voice”, the man who had interviewed both Stephanie and himself.  Mark suddenly glared at Price and only the knowledge that Stephanie might be in danger kept him from ringing the bastard’s neck.
 
   “I didn’t know,” Mark said stiffly.
 
   “She does seem to enjoy it, or at least it turns her on.  Did you know that your wife has experienced thirty eight separate orgasms in the last three days?  She’s ahead of every other competitor by at least five orgasms,” Price remarked.
 
   “No. I didn’t know that.”  
 
   “Clearly she has a penchant for abuse,” Price ribbed.
 
   Mark didn’t reply.
 
   “So, what do you plan on doing with your ten million dollars?” Price asked, coming to a stop and indicating Mark should do the same.
 
   “Granite counter-tops,” Mark replied without thinking. The crowd laughed as did Price.  
 
   “Yes, we’ve heard that.  But surely you can think of something else to do with all that money?”
 
   Mark paused. “We’d like to travel and see the world I think,” he said honestly.
 
   Price nodded appreciatively. “Clearly Stephanie wants you to fuck and torture her on every continent,” he said.  “Well, good luck with that.”  Price looked out at the audience. “But now it’s time for Mark to make his choice.”  Price turned toward Stephanie’s husband.
 
   “Mark, directly behind us is a curtain that is hiding seven different stations.  One of those stations holds your wife.”  Price held up his hand and one of the men in black, still wearing the mask, came up quickly with a small cart on wheels. There was a large black box sitting in the center of the cart, with a hole cut in the top.
 
   “Mark, there are seven balls in the box, each marked with a number. Stick your hand in and pick a girl.”
 
   Mark did as he was told and drew out a ball. He was scared to read it and handed it to Price.
 
   “Olivia!” Price called out.  A moment later a portion of the curtain was drawn and Mark turned to see the girl with the sunburst tattoo bound to a strange apparatus and suspended above the floor.  Her arms were drawn up behind her and she was wearing some sort of facial harness that left her mouth free, but kept her head and eyes upward, no doubt for the cameras and audience.  She was naked as well, and her hips were bound to the machine that held her three feet off the floor.  
 
   But underneath her was another object.  It was a cylinder, cut in half and laid on its side, black in color, and there was a skin toned protuberance that roughly resembled a cock sticking straight up from the side.  It was clearly some sort of vibrator and Mark could only suppose that due to its positioning, Olivia would be lowered onto it at some point.  
 
   “Now Mark, let me explain to you how this works.  We have a few more contestants to bring up. When you are all here, you’ll be given the opportunity to torture Olivia,” Price said.  
 
   “And how exactly do I do that?” Mark said.
 
   Price grinned. “Well, that will be up to you.  In the stall you’ll find a number of items that you will have to use on her clit.  And that’s the focus here.  Every torment you apply MUST be to her clit, and no other part.”
 
   Mark nodded and stepped forward into the station. A heavy barred door closed behind him and he realized he was locked in.
 
   “We’ll see you in a moment. Good luck!” Price said.  Then he backed off and the curtain closed again.  Mark looked around. He couldn’t see any of the other stations thanks to more curtaining, so instead he moved over to the table and examined the tools.  His stomach tightened in alarm as he studied the massive looking vibrator, the clamp, the weights, a tube of some sort of cream, even a black leather sap.  He grimaced, trying to imagine himself using these materials on the girl hanging from the back wall.
 
   He turned toward the girl and studied her.  She was a magnificent looking woman, with a trim waist and tight buttocks. The bindings made her thighs bulge, but even that look erotic and Mark felt his erection return.  As he approached she looked at him defiantly.
 
   “You can hurt me as much as you want, but I will not forfeit,” she said strongly.
 
   He blinked and backed up. “Wow, you’re talking!” he said.
 
   “Of course I can talk,” she spat.
 
   Mark held up his hands, “Hey, I don’t want to hurt you,” he protested.
 
   She gave him a hard look and sneered. “So you would let me beat your woman and risk losing her?”
 
   He frowned and shook his head, realizing she was right.  He was going to have to play the game.
 
   “I said I didn’t want to hurt you. I didn’t say I won’t hurt you.”
 
   She tossed her head and looked away. “It doesn’t matter. I will not yield.”
 
   He stepped up toward her and reached out his hand. Her sex was pulled open thanks to her position and the redness of her petals intrigued him.  He slipped his finger through her folds, feeling her ripen instantly.
 
   “I told you, I can handle the pain,” she hissed.
 
   Mark shrugged. “Okay. Whatever,” he said and continued to caress her.
 
   “What are you doing?” she moaned, her voice trembling.
 
   “Taking my wife’s advice,” Mark replied. His fingers slipped wetly over and around her sex, rubbing her clit likely and it didn’t take long before she was literally dripping on the floor.
 
   “Please! Please stop,” Oliva begged, her hips gyrating.  “You aren’t supposed to get me all aroused like this! I can’t handle it when I’m aroused!” she whispered, now begging him.  Mark grinned. “I’m glad you’re enjoying it. I know I sure am,” he said.  He could hear Price talking on the microphone on the other side of the curtain, but couldn’t make out the words. “I hope I was the first guy they brought out because I’m going to spend the rest of our prep time getting you all hot and bothered.”  Then he knelt down and put his mouth on her clit.
 
   Olivia groaned and bucked, her hips swinging as Mark tongued her slit and worked her clit.  It was already swollen and between his tongue and fingers, he made it even bigger as she was worked into arousal.
 
   “No… please… spank my clit.  Clamp it! Anything!  I won’t be able to handle the sybian if you do this to me,” she begged.  Mark ignored her and moved his face back long enough to replace his tongue with his finger. He wiggled her clitoris gently back and forth, rubbing it lightly, letting her own lubrication soak her petals.  
 
   “On the contrary, I think I like this means of torture better than any other.  I’m over-stimulating you. By the time this challenge starts you’ll already be so close to popping that even a second or two on that thing will make you blow.  And then we start again.”  He gave her clit another lick, tasting her moisture.  “And yes, I’ll clamp you and vibrate you and everything, but I’m going to kill you with kindness.”
 
   “I hope my Master is flicking your little bitch’s clit back and forth right now, and biting her!” she moaned.
 
   Mark shrugged. “If he is, he’s just playing into her hands. Not sure if you heard, but my Stephanie evidently is a dedicated pain slut.  She’s endured more and asked for more punishment than any of you.  So your master can go right on ahead and hurt her. We’re going to make it through this!” he said, then went back to sucking on Olivia’s clit.
 
   She came a minute or two later, but that didn’t stop Mark and he continued rubbing, tweaking, and licking the woman’s clit.  Just as she was getting ready to pop the second time the curtains around the cage suddenly rose and Mark leapt up, turning toward the audience who roared with approval.
 
   Even before he could get a grip on what was happening, the apparatus holding Olivia upward began to lower.  In seconds her soaked and quite swollen slit was pressed tightly to the sybian.  It roared to life almost immediately and Mark gaped as the vibrations literally shook the bottom half of Olivia, her clit getting the worst of the torment.
 
   He glanced to his left and right.  The pretty buxom redhead with the hoop nipple piercing and the padlock on her right breast was hanging in the station next to him, her sex also pressed tightly up against the sybian beneath her.  Mark recognized the thin man next to her who nodded him once as he picked up a clamp from the small table.  To Mark’s right his throat tightened. It was Stephanie and she too was bound, just as Olivia, riding the sybian.  The man who was stood before Stephanie looked over and grinned at Mark, holding up the small tube of paste and the sap. 
 
   Olivia screamed as another orgasm blasted through her. She squirmed against the sybian but was unable to remove herself from the vibrating knob, which did some rather interesting things to her clit.  A moment later the apparatus she was bound against rose and Olivia gasped in relief, her clit finally removed from the vibration of the sybian.  
 
   Mark stood there stupidly for a moment, but then when he heard a scream come from his wife’s throat, he turned sharply. Sure enough the man in the station next had squirted the contents of the tube on his wife’s sex and was beating in the clear gel with the leather sap. His wife was crying out, her throat open wide as she bucked and screamed.  In seconds her loins were bright pink and Mark gaped.
 
   Then he realized he was losing time. He lunged for the table and tried to grab the vibrator, but it fell and he wasted precious seconds picking it up. He snatched it off the ground, the noise of the crowd behind him deafening.  He twisted it to the maximum vibration and then dove for Olivia.  He pressed it to her clit, renewing the vibration, except he began working it in circles at the same time.
 
   “Oh! Oh God! NO! SPANK ME PLEASE MASTER!” Olivia cried out.
 
   Mark shook his head. “No! You’re going to cum again. And then as many times as I can make you!” he shouted at her.  
 
   Olivia burst into tears but the non-stop vibrations kept her hips jerking wildly.  “Please… no… I can’t…” she sobbed.
 
   For Mark, the hardest part was ignoring what was happening in the cell next to his.  The man torturing Stephanie was still whacking away at her loins with the sap and his wife was blubbering, her voice raw.  Mark had no idea what was in the tube, but from the swollen, scarlet look of her loins, and the fact that she was bucking wildly at every stroke, made him think it was some sort of chemical stimulant.  
 
   Suddenly Olivia started to descend again, as did Stephanie and the redheaded girl to the left.  Mark got out of the way as the sybian roared to life and continued the torment applied to Olivia’s clit.  For Stephanie however, it was a relief from the beating.  Mark watched as the sap was replaced with the heavy clamp and the man waited, clearly intending to clamp Stephanie’s clit as soon as she was lifted from the sybian.
 
   Olivia cried out as another orgasm rocked through her and Mark watched as her eyes rolled into the back of her head. She began shuddering as the sybian continued stimulating her and Mark grinned as her feet began kicking.  Another two minutes lapsed on the sybian, driving Olivia even deeper into some strange fugue state, her body trembling in seizure-like movements.
 
   But it didn’t stop Mark.  As soon as she was lifted, he gently put the tip of the massive handheld vibrator back against her clit, this time rubbing it up and down, getting her petals in the process.  It drove her mad and she began blinking, her eyes unfocused.
 
   “Can’t… try… please… master… hurt…. Beg… no… hard… ffuck,” she said, incoherently, the words not combining properly.
 
   Mark kept the vibrator pressed to her clit. “I’ll help you. I’ll stop it if you say your safe-word.  Scream it out loud,” he said to her softly, right in her ear.
 
   “No,” she whispered. “Don’t… can’t… stand… make… hard… please fuck me!” she begged.
 
   Mark jammed his thumb up into her sex, but continued to swirl the tip of the vibrator over and around Olivia’s clit.
 
   “Say it!” urged Mark. “Give up! You know you want to!” he said and wiggled his finger inside her. Olivia let out a high pitched keen and frantically pumped her hips.
 
   A moment later she came again.  Mark felt a light splattering of her cum on his cheek, but he kept the vibrator pressed to her sex.   She couldn’t even speak coherently, her eyes blank and far away.  Then the apparatus lowered her back down to the sybian.
 
   Mark used the opportunity to check on Stephanie. She was bucking wildly now, but the look in her eyes told him that she wasn’t anywhere near close to cracking.  There was a heavy clamp on her clit, which was now vibrating wildly thanks to the sybian and Mark could only imagine the pain she was enduring.  But as Stephanie’s hips rolled, he knew that she was quickly approaching relief again, the onslaught of another orgasm immanent.
 
   Suddenly Olivia peed, her bladder letting loose with a small amount of fluid.  Mark backed away for a second, but then realized that he’d have to get over his natural repugnance.  As soon as she was lifted again from the sybian, he moved in and pressed the vibrator against her clit.
 
   “Say it!” he demanded. “Say it and I’ll turn it off!” he said loudly.  He doubted anyone could hear him except for her due to the noise of the crowd not to mention the buzzing of various toys.  Olivia shuddered, her eyes glassy, and a line of drool escaped her lips and hung from her mouth.  
 
   On the other side of his station, the redhead girl was bucking madly as the thin man applied some of the contents of the tube directly to her clit.  It was already clamped and as soon as he was done with the tube, he began whacking at her loins with the sap.  Mark checked on Stephanie and saw that she was enduring something similar as the man torturing her beat her clamped clit with the sap as well.
 
   He heard an air horn echoing from the far side of the room, but ignored it, just as the other two men did. Instead he focused back on the girl in front of him and thought hard.  What else could he do to her to make her cum?
 
   Suddenly it occurred to him and he reached up with his other hand and began fondling her nipples. He didn’t pinch or tweak, merely rubbed them and the increased rasp of her breathing told him it had been a good idea.  He brought his arm down, running his fingers through her petals and wetness, keeping the vibrator on her clit with his other hand.  She bucked even more wildly on him when he pushed two fingers into her sex, and he slipped his pinkie into her ass.
 
   Another orgasm began rocking her and she blubbered and cried out.  The orgasm was a powerful one and did nothing to clear her eyes of the unfocused daze or give her thoughts meaning.  Mark merely kept it up and as soon as he felt her begin to lower again, he pulled out, letting the sybian do its thing.
 
   As the violently vibrating rubber probe touched her clit she shouted a single word, and it made absolutely no sense.  “SANDBOX” Olivia screamed loudly.  A moment later an air horn sounded from right above Mark and scared the living crap out of him.  He stumbled back, only to see the sybian stop and the apparatus holding Olivia rise up.  He crawled forward but a man dressed in black appeared. He was wearing a mask and he held up a hand for Mark to stop.  In seconds he had Olivia unstrapped and he slung her over his shoulder and moved around the back of the apparatus.  Mark stood and followed, but the door the man had entered through at the back closed.
 
   Mark went back to the bars.  His wife was still mounted on the sybian, the clamp now gone, but her clit was swollen and red beyond belief.  He watched in horror as she was lifted again and the man standing in front of her began pinching and twisting her clit, practically trying to tear it off.  Each movement hurt Stephanie badly and she cried out, screaming as the man seemed intent on ripping off her clitoris. But despite the agony Mark could she her pumping hips and knew that she was taking it.
 
   This went on for several minutes and Mark shouted to her.  “Stay strong, Stephanie! Endure it! You can take this! It can’t be worse than the rope!” he said, but in his heart he knew that it was worse.  She had been sensitized and Mark had no doubt that her clit was tender and sore even before the torment she was now enduring.  He looked at the table and picked up the tube of cream.  He uncapped it and sniffed at it, smelling the menthol.  He glanced over at Stephanie, only now realizing that on top of everything else, her sex was no doubt burning with heat.
 
   Then she went back down on the Sybian, screaming and cumming, her head rolling in a mixture of agony and ecstasy as her body exploded wetly. A spray burst out from between her legs and the man torturing her stepped back suddenly. He looked over at Mark, a look of pleasant surprise on his face and then, with Stephanie still pressed to the sybian, everything stopped.
 
   “Ladies and gentleman, this round is done and these are our winners who will move on to the semi-finals!” Price roared, his voice magnified by the microphone.  Mark clung to his bars, looking at Stephanie, who hung limply in her bonds, eyes closed, still twitching.
 
   The man in her cell looked over at Mark and waved at him through the bars, extending his hand.  “I’ve got to tell you, I thought you were weak and there was no way your girl could handle a real man’s torture,” he said, shaking his head. “But you two are a pair.  I saw them take Tasha out of her cell down the line, which means I’m out, but I hope that you win this competition.”  He gave Mark a small salute and then turned away.  The back of his cell opened as the front of Mark’s cell did the same.  Mark went out, hoping to find a way to Stephanie, but found himself standing with five other naked men.  The cell doors closed immediately and the curtain came down.  Mark could only hope that some of those black clad masked men were freeing his wife and letting her rest.
 
   Price came down the line and began congratulating them. Mark ignored it, thinking about Stephanie.  When it came his turn, Price had to shake his shoulder. 
 
   “You seem lost in thought, Mark.  Are you contemplating winning this Challenge?” Price asked.
 
   Mark turned and looked at the emcee, again having to resist the urge to plant his fist in the man’s nose. “I’m worried about my wife,” he said.  The audience cooed and Price laughed.
 
   “I can assure you she’s being cared for right now.  In fact, all of the girls who made it through the first round of the semi-finals are right now being hydrated, massaged, and cleaned up with a mineral bath,” he assured Mark.  “That was a novel approach you took on Olivia. How did you know she couldn’t handle pleasure?  Most men would have used pain on her.  What clued you in?”
 
   Mark held up his hands. “Guess I got lucky,” he muttered.
 
   “Lucky indeed!” laughed Price. “Olivia was one of the girls who rivaled your wife for her ability to accept pain.”  Price’s eyes narrowed and he looked at the other men who watched and listened. “Do you think your wife would be susceptible to the same kind of torment?  Should one of these other doms get her, would exposing her to constant pleasure get her to quit?”
 
   Mark frowned. “I doubt it.  She’s pretty versatile,” he retorted.
 
   Price just laughed and clapped him on the shoulder. “I like a man with faith in his sex slave,” he said jovially.
 
   “She’s my wife, not my sex slave,” Mark said, his voice hard.
 
   For just a second, Price’s voice and attitude faltered.  Their eyes met and he saw how close Mark was to swinging his fist.  Price took a step back.
 
   “Of course.  Well, good luck,” he said to Mark, then moved on toward the next man down the line.
 
   Finally the brief interviews finished and Price turned toward the crowd. “Ladies and gentlemen, there will be a two hour intermission while our sluts and their masters prepare themselves for the second to last elimination round.  This time we will be focusing on each woman’s breasts and nipples, testing their resiliency.  Please give these masters a round of applause as they go rest, preparing for their next CHALLENGE!” Price roared.
 
   The crowd cheered and Mark followed the guy in front of him, still self-conscious about his nakedness, and headed toward the doorway.  A few minutes later he found himself in his room, lying on his bed. His mind churned as he tried to figure out what he was going to do next.  If the last challenge was an example, it would be highly unlikely that he would pick Stephanie.  And if he didn’t and was presented with a different girl, what would he do to her breasts?  He shook his head.  Would he be given a whip?  Would there be clamps?  He shook his head, and rolled over.  All he knew, was that for someone, it was going to hurt.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fifteen 
 
    
 
   The click of his door lock caused Mark to raise his hand and climb out of bed.  He emerged into the hall to find himself in a line as the other five men, all of them still nude, marched down the corridor.  Again he heard the sound of the cheering crowd and the lights blinded him as he followed the others out into the arena.  The large blue curtain was again closed, but this time there were five obvious stations, each marked with the gold trim.  None of the girls could be seen, but Mark did not doubt that his wife was just meters away.
 
   “Welcome back contestants!” William Price announced, his hair still immaculate and the microphone held to his lips. “We’re now ready for the second to last round of the Challenge!  Gentlemen, each of you will assume the station immediately behind you and remember, you will not be working with your own slave, but with one of the others. As before your goal is to make her give up before the time limit expires.”
 
   Price pointed at the various curtains. “Gentlemen, head on into your stations.”
 
   Mark turned and started walking.  A few steps brought him to his station curtain and he opened it and pushed his way inside. He heard the metal gate closing behind him, even before he identified the woman in front of him.  It was the redhead girl with the single hoop in her right nipple.  A small gold padlock dangled from the hoop piercing and she looked just a little worse for wear.
 
   But it was the way she was bound that concerned Mark.  First of all, most of her weight was being supported by a padded leather bar that went across her midriff.  Her arms were bound behind her back and thin leather straps encircled her breasts, squeezing them into swollen globes.  Both sides of her bosom were red and the nipples were practically gone, disappeared in the overripe and bloated flesh.
 
   Her lower half was bound as well and there were two metal rods that came up from a black box beneath her.  They were already moving back and forth and Mark realized that both extended upward to the red head girl’s body.  Mark bent down and realized that large rubber dildos were mounted on both rods and each disappeared into the girl’s bottom half, one penetrating her sex while the other plumbed her anal tract.  Mark winced.
 
   “That can’t feel good,” he muttered.  
 
   But evidently it did because the redhead laughed at him, clearly hearing his comment.
 
   “It does,” she said, “even though I generally don’t like things in my ass.”
 
   Mark’s eyebrow went up.  “That seems like an odd attitude for a girl who digs pain,” he replied.
 
   She grinned. “Why? Are you going to hurt me?” she said.  
 
   Mark shrugged. “Probably. I don’t like to hurt people though. I’m not a sadist,” he replied.
 
   The girl shrugged. “Boring then,” she said dismissively.
 
   “What’s your name?” Mark asked.
 
   “Breanne. What’s your name sir?” she asked.
 
   “Mark.”
 
   “Aren’t you wasting time Master Mark?” she said, glancing over to her right.
 
   Mark followed her gaze and noticed that the man next to him was working intently on the breasts of the woman hanging there.  To Mark’s surprise it was Janice, whose large breasts made inviting targets.  Mark glanced around the cell and located the toy table. He stepped over to it, already hearing cries from down the line. He knew that in all likelihood one of those voices was Stephanie, enduring some brutal agony.
 
   The table held a frightening collection of torture implements.  There were suction cups, needles, clamps of all shapes and sizes, weights, canes, a flogger, another tube of that heating cream, clamp vibrators, candles, and a metal harness that involved clamps and rings and an extender bar.  There were clothespin and chopsticks and rubber bands and Mark picked up the pair of pliers.
 
   “Pliers?” he asked no one in particularly, but with an incredulous look in his eye. “Pliers for God’s sake?” he said.
 
   Breanne laughed. “Why don’t you bring those over here,” she said with a grin.
 
   Mark turned, still holding the pliers. “You’ve got to be kidding me. You can’t possibly expect me to squeeze your nipples in these,” he said.
 
   She nodded.  “Squeeze them and twist,” she replied, grinning.
 
   “You are sick,” he responded and put the pliers down.
 
   “I know that.  I’ve always been turned on by pain though,”
 
   Mark picked up the tube of cream and walked over to her.  He put a small dab on each nipple.  “What about pleasure?”
 
   She laughed even as the menthol scent filled the air between them.  Her nipples suddenly puckered despite the taut bondage of her bosom.  
 
   “If you mean to woo me like you did Olivia, you’ll find me a harder nut to crack,” she said, then whispered conspiratorially. “I find vanilla boring.”
 
   Mark frowned. “So if I’m light on you and rub, you’ll just endure it, and if I hurt you, you’ll cum?”
 
   Breanne nodded. “Something like that.  But so far, it’s been pretty easy.  I’m not feeling any urge to use my safe word.”
 
   Mark shook his head. “It’s not hard to hurt someone so bad they need to use their safe word,” he said.
 
   Breanne shrugged as much as she was able to.  It came out looking a little funky.  “Maybe, but since you aren’t allowed to do anything but use the tools they gave you, I’m not worried.  I can stand it.”
 
   Mark nodded.  “Okay.  So what do you like the most?” he asked, waving at the little table.  Breanne looked over at it and smiled. 
 
   “What do you like?” she asked.  There was a sharp cry from down on the end and Mark heard another air horn.  Someone else had given up.  He picked up the cane and gave it a light swing.
 
   “I’m not sure.  Guess I should try everything,” he said, moving up to her breasts.  He gently placed the thin wooden cane across her nipples and rubbed it up and down, making her padlock and hoop piercing wiggle. She moaned, clearly enjoying the sensation.
 
   “You like that?” he asked.  
 
   She nodded. “It makes me want to cum.”
 
   “So cum,” he replied.
 
   “I would, but I’m not quite there yet,” she said.  “For that, you’d need to actually hit me.”
 
   Mark tapped the cane against her breasts and she gave him an exasperated look. “That’s your idea of hitting me?” she asked.
 
   “I think you’re getting a little closer,” Mark said.
 
   “I think you aren’t cut out for being a dominant.  I’ve met sitcoms more cruel than you.”
 
   Mark shrugged. “I’ve seen what you’ve been through and I just don’t think I can beat that.  You aren’t going to budge.  So why should I compromise my own values, in order to try to make you hurt, when one, you like it, and two I probably can’t hurt you enough to make you say your safe word?”
 
   She blinked. “Good point.  So why not do it to make me cum?”
 
   He leaned close to her face, his eyes only inches away from her. “Because if you go into the next challenge hornier than hell, I think you’ll have more trouble handling it, which means Stephanie will beat you.”
 
   Breanne blinked, then laughed. “What are you, a psychologist or something?” she asked.
 
   Mark shrugged. “Or something.”
 
   “So I just get to hang here getting double fucked by a machine while you leave my breasts spectacularly alone?  I think that will make for some bad television,” she said.  
 
   “Want the clamps on?” he asked.
 
   She smiled. “It’s a start,” she said coquettishly.  
 
   Mark shrugged. “I’ll let you choose. One item… and that’s it.”
 
   “The pliers,” she said quickly.
 
   Mark laughed.  “The pliers?” 
 
   She nodded. “Absolutely.  Pinch my nipple and give me a firm twist,” Breanne replied.
 
   “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he said.  He walked over to the table and dropped the cane.  Then he picked up the pliers and walked back over to her.  With both hands he opened the steel grip and set the metal end around Breanne’s nipple.  She closed her eyes as he gently closed the pliers, but rather than squeeze them shut, he just held them there, holding on to her nub with the tiniest bit of pressure.
 
   “What are you doing?” she asked, glancing down at her own breasts.
 
   “Using the pliers on you,” Mark replied.
 
   “You’re supposed to squeeze them,” Bre retorted, shaking her boobs.  
 
   He grinned. “Depends on how you use them,”
 
   She gave him a glare. “How do you use pliers then?” she asked.
 
   “I use them to frustrate girls like you,” he said.
 
   Breanne pulled hard on her bonds and glared at him.  “You are a frustrating and unpredictable man.”
 
   Mark sighed and gave the pliers a little more pressure.  She gasped loudly.  “Yep, guess I am,” he said.
 
   “Harder please?” Breanne whimpered.
 
   Mark shook his head. “Not a chance.”  He dropped the pliers and reached up, grabbing both of her breasts. He could feel the welts on them, the raised ridges, and even the small bumps of her nipples. She moaned lightly as he began squeezing them, kneading them.
 
   Suddenly another air horn distracted him and he looked off to the left.  He saw another one of the women being unstrapped, the man looking incredibly satisfied with himself.  It was the out of shape guy, the man who was Breanne’s master.  He looked over at Mark and shook his head.
 
   “I appreciate it, but really, she’s a nympho humiliation pain slut. She can’t get enough.  Trust me, you could do your worst and she’ll take it.”
 
   Breanne winked over at the man as Mark shrugged.
 
   “We’ll see how things go in the last test,” Mark said.
 
   The girl groaned. “Please, just let me cum? Once?”
 
   Mark gave the girl’s breasts some light slaps back and forth, causing her to whimper slightly, but clearly not even approaching the force she needed to get herself off. 
 
   “You are the most cruel, vicious man I’ve ever met,” she hissed.
 
   “Why? Because I won’t get you off?” Mark asked.
 
   She nodded, clearly perturbed.  “God I’m so horny,” she whimpered.
 
   Mark glanced down at the motor that kept the two dildos pumping in and out of her body.  “Aren’t those helping?” he asked.
 
   She shook her head. “Not in the least.  There’s very little penetration. I can’t thrust my own hips thanks to the bar across my waist and my clit isn’t getting rubbed at all.” She grimaced.  “Not that I would want that right now. The last challenge was more than enough for my clit at the moment.  Besides, you can’t get to it.”
 
   Mark looked and sure enough there was a steel plate that blocked his access to the front of her sex.  Instead he caressed her body, stroking her breasts and moving his hands up and down her torso.  When he got to her side, she giggled.
 
   “Ticklish?” he asked.
 
   She gave him a sideways glare. “A little,” she said.
 
   He fluttered his fingers at her waist. “Oh… please… okay… all right… a lot!” she gasped.
 
   Mark grinned. Suddenly his hands were flying over her, tickling her and in seconds she went nuts, squealing and screaming as he tickled her madly.  
 
   “No! PLEASE!! HA HA HA NO I CAN’T!” Breanne screamed.  
 
   Mark ignored her and kept going, his fingers against her ribs and up under her arm.  He worked his way around her hip and back to the small indentation near her rib. She squealed like a pig and pulled hard, trying to get away.
 
   “My God not there!” she cried out.
 
   Mark laughed, his voice mingling with hers. “Guess there’s only one way to end it!” he said cheerfully.
 
   “No! No I w-w-won’t!” she said, her mouth wide open sucking in air as her chest heaved. Mark continued tickling her.
 
   “That is so wrong,” the man to Mark’s left said, watching as Mark tickled Breanne.  “Hold on Bre… there isn’t much time left.”
 
   “No! No! I can’t! Not tickling! PLEASE IT’S TOO MUCH!” she screamed.
 
   Mark shrugged. “Then forfeit.  Use your safe-word,” he said cruelly and continued to swirl his fingers across her torso.
 
   She began shaking, her body tensing and relaxing in waves as her body continued getting reamed by the mechanical machine beneath her.  Her face contorted in a mixture of hilarity and agony and every muscle in her body seemed to tense and shake.  
 
   “PLEASE!” she screamed, still laughing hard. “I can’t take this!” 
 
   And still Mark continued, tickling her ribs and under arms, all the way down to her loins.  Mark could actually see individual tendons jumping and contracting as he touched her lightly.  He allowed his forearm to rub at her nipple at the same time, sending even more spasms rushing through her.
 
   Breanne was gritting her teeth, clearly on the edge of losing what little control she had and Mark was actually enjoying it.  The occasional sexualized touches, the little caress of a nipple, or sliding his fingers along the lower edges of her belly along her bikini line, were clearly the clinchers.  Breanne’s tolerance level was evidently low and in moments she was having hysterics.
 
   “Don’t you dare!” the man in the next cage said, his hands on the bar, shouting at her. “Don’t you dare use your safe word!” he shouted angrily.
 
   Breanne was squealing and shaking and flung her head from side to side, her beautiful red hair flung left and right.  None of that stopped Mark who continued relentlessly.
 
   “I…can’t… no… no more…” Breanne said, her voice hoarse.  She threw her head back and Mark could tell he’d done it.  
 
   And then the dildos pumping between her legs stopped.  There was a buzzing sound and the cage door behind him opened.  With his fingers still pressed to her sides he turned and looked, only to see the man from the cage next door hurrying into his cage, grabbing him and pulling him away.
 
   “Hey now, no need to get rough,” Mark protested angrily.  He wasn’t worried about the man assaulting him.  The guy wasn’t like that monster Banner.  The man lifted Breanne’s head.
 
   “You okay, Bre?”
 
   “Yes Master Kyle,” she whispered, exhausted.
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me you were ticklish?” he demanded, kissing her forehead.
 
   “I didn’t even know,” she replied.
 
   Mark watched the bizarre exchange for a moment when suddenly Stephanie popped into his head.  He stepped out of the cage and quickly moved down the line, looking for his wife.  A moment later he was relieved to see her, surrounded by the masked, black clad men, being removed.  But then his stomach clenched and his heart felt as if it were being squeezed in a lemon juicer.
 
   “My God, Stephanie.  What did that bastard do to you?” Mark gasped.
 
   Stephanie’s bosom was bright red, covered in welts that spanned from the top of her sternum to the actual undersides of her breasts.  Several of the lines were surrounded by blue and purple marks, bruises already forming from the beating she had received.  Her nipples were distended, obviously having been placed in the vacuum clamps.  Small red dots made it clear the needles had been used, and it almost seemed as if both breasts had swollen a full thirty percent.  She was barely conscious and clearly in distress.  Once she was lowered and the two dildos removed from her loins, the men half carried her out of the back of the cage as Mark stood there helplessly.
 
   “Contestants!” came the magnified voice of William Price, “please come to the front!”
 
   Mark realized that he wouldn’t even be seeing Stephanie if she had used her safe-word, so he stumbled out of her cage and headed toward the front of the stage.  The curtains began closing behind him and he found himself standing with Breanne’s master Kyle, and another man whom he recognized as being Janice’s master.  He looked around.  There was no one else.
 
   “Well, this will certainly make for an amazing end to the Challenge, don’t you think?” Price asked with a grin.
 
   “Where’s the other guy?” Mark asked. “I only heard two air horns.”
 
   Price grinned. “You’re a lucky man, Mark.  Tammy used her safeword immediately after being removed from the last round.  So there are only three of you left.”
 
   Mark shifted uncomfortably.  The other two men didn’t say a word.
 
   “Kyle!  Your Breanne showed an incredible weakness in this last round.  Is it true you didn’t know she was ticklish?” Price asked.
 
   Kyle nodded. “I know. Surprised me too. Mark almost had her in stitches and frankly, I think if the round hadn’t ended, she would have used her safeword.”
 
   Price looked at the other man. “David, your girl endured stoically.  I have to ask if you inflict that kind of torture to her breasts on a regular basis?”
 
   The man next to Mark shook his head, but didn’t answer.
 
   “I see,” continued Price.  “Well she had an easier time of it than the girl you tortured, which brings us to Stephanie.  Mark, didn’t David do a number on your wife’s tits?” Price asked.
 
   Mark turned, a look of cold fury in his eyes.  David smirked and before David could even duck, Mark’s fist flashed out in a round house and floored the man.  The crowd went nuts, some cheering and some booing.  But before Mark could jump on the man and pummel him into the same condition Stephanie’s breasts had been left in, several black clad men with masks rushed out and grabbed Mark’s arms.
 
   “Whoa there, Mark!” Price said.  He clearly was not surprised by the attack.  “Gotta remember that your girl WANTED this, right?  She practically asked for it.  And if you can’t give it to her, you have to accept that someone else might, right?”
 
   Mark was seething.  He yanked on the hands holding him back as someone helped David up.  David was furious now too and Price had to step between them.
 
   “Guys, guys… I’m not homosexual, so let’s not sandwich!” Price said with humor.  Mark backed off at the insinuation, but David continued trying to move around the emcee and get back at Mark.  Finally the black clad men led David off, literally pulling him away.
 
   “Guess you got lucky there,” Price said, looking over at Mark.
 
   Kyle gave Price a crazy look. “You egged him on!” coming to Mark’s defense.  “The man got blindsided coming here in the first place. We all know that.  And we’ve known he isn’t a dom and yet look, he’s competing in the finals.  He almost knocked Breanne out of the running – with tickling for God’s sake!” Kyle blurted out.
 
   Mark’s eyebrows went up.  He was just a little surprised Kyle defended him so vociferously considering what he had done to Breanne.
 
   “Thank you,” Mark said honestly.
 
   Price seemed to sense the tide turning against him so he switched to a new subject. “Kyle, the last round will be coming up in a few hours.  Do you think Breanne will be able to stand it?” he asked.
 
   Kyle shrugged. “Probably.  It depends on what torture she has to endure.”
 
   Price nodded. “What about you Mark?  Do you think Stephanie has what it takes to win?”
 
   Mark glared at Price. “I think she’s already proved that.”
 
   “And yet that beating David left on your wife’s tits is going to leave her vulnerable.  Your choice of torments on Breanne almost drove her to use her safe-word, but has left her physically capable of handling the next round.”
 
   “Well, I left her horny too.  We’ll see what that does,” Mark said.
 
   Price turned toward the crowd. “Let’s hear it for our contestants!” he called out.  The audience cheered and clapped and Mark and Kyle were led away.
 
   “Thanks for defending me out there,” Mark told Kyle as they entered the hall.
 
   Kyle shrugged. “I’m just a regular guy too, but at least I’m into the lifestyle.”
 
   “Your girl is pretty amazing,” Mark admitted. “But she had an attitude. I thought these girls were supposed to be polite and say ‘yes master’ and ‘no master’?” Mark asked.
 
   Kyle chuckled. “Bre can be polite and very respectful, but if she wants punishment she gets a little snarky.  She’s messed up in the head and the amount of pain she likes, at least sexualized pain, is off the charts.  She’s going to win this one,” Kyle assured Mark.
 
   Mark frowned. It wasn’t what he wanted to hear and Kyle knew it. He actually looked sorry for the man.
 
   “Mark, look… I’m sorry.  But I’m right there with you. Breanne was the best thing that ever happened to me and the last thing I want is to lose her for a year to some rich bastard who she will totally fall for because he hurts her day and night and can afford to do little else. I have to work and she spends hours without company at my place and frankly I can barely keep up with her needs.”
 
   There was an awkward silence. “It’s all right Kyle.  I understand.”
 
   Kyle smiled. “Hey, if you do end up losing, why don’t you come up to Chicago sometime and I’ll let you do Breanne.  She can be a pistol you know. Texas girl.  But she is an amazing lay.”
 
   Mark bit his lip and then smiled, but his heart wasn’t in it. “Thanks, Kyle. I appreciate the offer.”  Then Mark moved off down toward his room.  He opened the door and stepped in.  There was food on the table and he sat down feeling defeated.  Stephanie was hurt, perhaps beyond her ability to tolerate.  As he sat down at the desk, his eyes on the blank monitor, a feeling of despair came over him and he put his face into his hands.
 
   He missed seeing the monitor come to life, but the sounds that came from it were enough to get his attention.  He looked up and saw the camera moving through what looked like a large chamber with multiple beauty stations.  Whoever was holding the camera had moved on down the mostly empty line to where several white clad women were standing around a bed.  As the camera moved in for a better look, Mark caught sight of the red scorched breasts of his wife.
 
   Stephanie was lying on the bed, eyes closed, breathing softly.  One of the white clad women, all who were well dressed, stepped away holding a syringe.  Mark guessed it was a pain killer.  As the woman stepped away, the other two ladies stepped up and began applying some sort of cream to Stephanie’s bosom.  Stephanie moaned lightly, but otherwise didn’t make any sound.  Her chest continued to rise and fall easily and the rubbing motions of the two women seemed soft and gentle.  It aroused Mark and he contemplated getting himself off.  But then he shook his head. No, he needed his energy and edge to help Stephanie get through the last challenge.
 
   The camera moved on.  The redhead Breanne was sitting in a hot tub, laughing and talking animatedly with one of the white clad women.  She seemed fine and in good spirits.  Mark looked at her breasts bobbing in the water, the piercing and gold padlock very visible.  Mark sighed. Kyle was right.  The girl was in a good position to win the Challenge.
 
   “No! Stephanie will win!” Mark said to himself.  Steph had handled so much, tolerated abuse that no sane woman would tolerate.  Clearly she was as big a pain slut as Breanne, right?
 
   Mark wondered what those women were rubbing into Stephanie’s bosom.  Then a worse thought came into his head. Was the Challenge rigged?  After all, he had possessed little control over the last two challenges.  What if the dildos had been replaced with vibrators?  What if that tube of tingling paste had been replaced with something twice as potent?  Was it possible for the men and women who were buying the losers to pay William Price or whoever was running this thing, money in order to skew the results?
 
   These things ran around in Mark’s head as the camera went to the third girl. It was Janice.  She too was surrounded by white clad women, but she was getting a massage.  Mark grimaced at her relatively undamaged body, until the camera actually ducked down beneath the table.  A panel had been removed and Janice’s breasts hung down.  They looked nowhere near as bad as Stephanie’s but both clearly had been beaten with a cane.  Red marks crisscrossed them and the nipples were still oddly shaped, as if they’d been crushed in tight clamps.  Mark felt a momentary revulsion.  How could anyone find this attractive? Or how could these women accept such brutal treatment.  He shook his head and turned away, not willing to watch any more.
 
   But a moment later a voice came that drew his eyes back to the screen.  The camera had moved back to Stephanie.
 
   “Stephanie, how are you feeling?” Price asked.  Mark recognized the voice.
 
   She looked up at the camera, evidently feeling no concern that she was being videotaped nude.  “Actually, I feel pretty good,” she replied.
 
   The camera wobbled as if Price was nodding. “Well, you’ve certainly come a long way young lady.  I would like to ask you a question though.  Mark has made it very clear that he isn’t into the lifestyle.  And yet you seem both incredibly open minded and accepting, or you’ve done your research.  What drew you to the Challenge and are you happy with your decision to embrace BDSM?”
 
   The two women rubbing Stephanie didn’t stop, so their hands were in the picture frame, teasing Stephanie’s nipples and continuing their massage.  Mark suddenly realized that a lot of the swelling had gone down, and even some of Stephanie’s natural skin color had come back.  Even the welts looked marginally smaller.  
 
   “My parents were closet BDSM people and I got enough hints growing up to know that in the bedroom my mom was usually tied up.  I remember finding the bondage cuffs when I was 12.”  She smiled. “I thought maybe my dad was some sort of bad guy. My mom had to have a talk with me about it.  She told me it was like pretend.  Imagine my surprise when I found out that she was the bad guy and Daddy was the good guy.  Of course, she didn’t go into details, but it was enough.”
 
   Stephanie took a deep breath. “After the miscarriage, Mark and I sort of fell apart. We both dealt with our grief differently.  Mark started watching sports and movies and playing games.  I read.  There were a few books out that were mainstream romance and light BDSM and I kind of got hooked, but then I needed something a little more intense.  That led me to a few other authors and the next thing I knew I was hooked.  Then when I decided to do something about my relationship with Mark, I knew where I had to go.”
 
   “You mean you came to the Challenge never having been dommed before?” Price asked incredulously.
 
   She nodded.  
 
   Price just stood there for a moment. “Is there anything you’d like to say to Mark?  He’s watching this video,” Price said.
 
   Stephanie looked straight at the camera.  “I love you Mark. No matter what happens next, I love you.”
 
   That seemed to make Price happy. “I think this is the first time we’ve ever had a romance on the Challenge. You’ve made a lot of people love you Stephanie, and there are thousands of people who support you, and want you to win. Almost as many who want to see you strung up, tortured, cumming and screaming. Good luck.”
 
   Then Price walked away.  The monitor screen showing the video went black and Mark was left sitting, worrying about what was coming next.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Sixteen 
 
       
 
   It was three hours before the door unlocked and when Mark stepped out into the hall, he realized he was alone.  Evidently the crew didn’t trust him and David to be alone together.
 
   “Good thing too,” Mark said, the anger still floating just beneath the surface.  He walked down the hall to the same door that led to the stage.  He went through and was immediately blinded by a spotlight.  One hand went across his eyes as his other dropped down, covering his genitals. The crowd roared.
 
   “And it’s MARK!” Price yelled.  The audience went nuts.  “Will Mark be able to take his beloved Stephanie home with him today along with TEN MILLION DOLLARS?  Who knows!  Can Stephanie handle the torment that’s coming her way?  Can she outlast the beautiful, nympho humiliation pain slut Breanne? Or the ever confidant Janice? We’ll see!”
 
   Mark continued walking.  Finally he stood next to Price.
 
   “You’re our last contestant Mark. Are you ready to see Stephanie?”
 
   Mark nodded, inwardly hating Price.
 
   “Excellent.  And here she is!”
 
   The curtain immediately behind Mark opened and he gasped.  The cages were gone and in their place there were three stations prepared.  David stood at one on the far side, and Kyle was in the middle with Breanne.  At the third station, the one Mark presumed was his, was Stephanie.
 
   She looked remarkably good.  She was smiling, despite the awkward position she was bound in.  Her body was suspended a good six or seven feet off the ground, supported on some sort of metal arm.  A single padded arm was positioned under her back and her arms and legs were pulled taut, stretched outright so that she was spread-eagled.
 
   She was also stuffed, both her sex and bottom clearly sporting dildos of some sort.  But what mystified Mark were all the wires.  Wires led up to the dildos.  There were wires that led to painful looking clamps attached to his wife’s nipples.  There were wires going to another clamp on her clit.  There were tiny electrode pads on her breasts, on her thighs, on her buttocks, even on her feet between toe and heel.  There were wires that went from a small electrodes at the top of her labia to the bottom.  And all of them led toward a control panel at the front of the station.  Price motioned for Mark to take his place.
 
   “Gentlemen, let me explain the final challenge,” Price said.  “Before you is a control panel.  You can see that there are some switches, each marked with a particular part of your slave girl’s body.  The large dial on the left will control the frequency of the pulses shocking your slave.  The button on the right will temporarily increase the voltage,” Price explained.
 
   “Why would I want to do that?” muttered Mark.
 
   “Why would you want to increase the voltage?  Easy!” Price said rhetorically, as if he hadn’t heard Mark. “You will want to control your slave girl’s arousal for this one, since there is no time limit.  Each of your women will remain on the torture shocker until there is only one left.  And there’s a catch,” Price continued. “All of the electrodes will be active.  If you switch to a particular one, you get control of just that electrode, but none of the others.  So use the controls wisely.  The light indicator on the back wall will tell you what level of pain they’re enduring. Good luck!”
 
   Mark blinked.  That was all?  He looked over at Stephanie and felt frustration.  What was he supposed to do?  He glanced down at the control panel. There was a switch for her right nipple, the left one, her clit, her left labia, right labia, even each foot!  As he studied the panel he heard a loud buzzer and then Stephanie gasped.
 
   Mark looked up.  His wife had tensed, stiffening in the bonds that held her upright and exposed.  He moved around the panel and toward her.  He reached up to touch her leg, but suddenly cursed as he felt a sharp and quite painful jolt.
 
   “Oh… no Mark,” said Price as the crowd gasped.  “Grounding out the charge is not a good idea, either for you or her!”
 
   Mark shook his head. “Are you okay?”
 
   Stephanie looked down at him.  Up close he could still see the damage David had done to Stephanie’s breasts, but she looked remarkably recovered.
 
   She gave him a weak smile. “Sort of. I don’t hurt too badly.  And the electricity tingles.”  She grimaced suddenly. “But it feels very weird on my feet.  It’s make my arches tighten,” she said.
 
   Mark nodded. “That gives me a place to start.”  He went back to the control panel and pressed the switch for “right foot.” A small green light appeared on top of the switch and Stephanie gasped.
 
   “It’s higher!” she cried out, her toes curled and her ankle twisting wildly as she grimaced in pain.
 
   Mark looked at the controls frantically and spun the dial to the left.  That seemed to help, but a moment later Stephanie let out another little cry, her foot twitching wildly.  Then Mark pressed the button, thinking in his panic that would help her.  Instead Stephanie let out a scream, her foot thrashing.  Mark almost lost it, but then flicked the switch back up.  The light went out and Stephanie gasped in relief.
 
   “God, Steph! I’m sorry!” Mark called out as his wife tried to get her breath back.  Her body was moving incessantly, the muscles pulsing as she wriggled on the support.  
 
   “Just… don’t do that… again,” she said.
 
   The loud buzzer rang again and Stephanie stiffened, gasping.  Mark looked down at his control panel, but didn’t see anything different.  Then he noticed the level indicator on the back wall.  The bottom light had been green and lit, but now a yellow light had come on above the green.  He could only guess that the levels of electricity hitting his wife had increased.
 
   “Stephanie?  You holding out?” he asked.
 
   “It tingles, Mark.  I know this… this… sounds… odd… but I think I’m… going to … cum soon,” she gasped.
 
   Mark’s brow furrowed. “Are they vibrating or shocking you?” he asked, looking at the toy strapped to his wife’s sex.
 
   “I… I….can’t begin… describe… yes.   Vibrating. Shock,” she said.  Her eyelids fluttered.  Her chest was heaving.  “Mark! My clit… please…”
 
   He gave her a crazy look. “Your clit?  I can’t do anything! If I turn the control on, it will hurt you more!” he insisted.
 
   She glanced at him. “I know!  I’m so close, but the electricity is just… it’s not enough!” she said loudly.
 
   Mark rolled his eyes, indecision rolling through him.  “I don’t think you cumming is the right thing, Stephanie.  You need that edge.  Trust me,” he said.
 
   Stephanie didn’t say anything else and Mark watched her body twitch.  He could literally see when the jolts of electricity hit her feet.  Her toes would curl and her arches would bend.  Her labia would actually flutter with every shock.  Her buttocks tightened as the electricity surged across her skin, and he thought he could see her breasts bouncing with the current.
 
   When the buzzer sounded and the yellow light was topped by an amber colored one, Mark went back to the control panel.  He had noticed Kyle working on his and Breanne, who was in the same type of bondage as Stephanie and Janice, was bucking like mad and clearly in the throes of orgasm.  Mark took a deep breath and turned the pulse dial to its lowest setting, then flipped the switch marked “clit”.  A moment later Stephanie gasped, letting out a sharp squeal. Her hips surged forward, clearly trying to virtually fuck whatever it was that was happening to her.  Mark watched intently for a moment, but as Stephanie’s movement increased and it became obvious she was working toward her first orgasm, he flicked the switch, selecting her left nipple.
 
   Again Stephanie let out a gasp, but this time she flinched, her body twitching away from the pain.  Mark turned up the dial slightly and another jolt hit the tip of Stephanie’s breast.  He left it there for a moment, then switched to “left labia.”  
 
   Mark cycled through the various selections, frying different parts of his wife in turn.  Evidently the levels between amber and whatever the switch inflicted weren’t that far apart and Mark used the control panel on both soles of her feet, the soft curves of her breasts, her nipples, both sides of her sex, and even her clit.  He spent only ten or fifteen seconds on each part, rotating through them in a line down the console.  His thoughts centered on the fact that such rapid rotation would distract her, hurting her in different enough places that she’d never build up the necessary arousal to explode.
 
   But when the buzzer sounded a moment later and the rose colored light appeared above the amber, Stephanie screamed out loud in relief, her body shaking wildly.  Mark knew that every part of her now felt the same level of electrical intensity and flicking buttons meant nothing except the ability to change the pulse of the jolt.  But as Mark suspected, Stephanie’s orgasm was not a good thing.  Her face took on a look of bleak intolerance and she began crying, her body shaking with current.
 
   “Stephanie!  You’ve got to become aroused again!” he shouted at her.  He glanced down at the controls and spun the pulse dial to its maximum setting and then switched on her clit clamp.  Even that didn’t have much effect and so he mashed his finger down on the red button.
 
   Instantly her cries increased, but she bucked, and that was what Mark was looking for.  Her hips rose and he mashed the button again and again, literally inducing her coital movements electrically.  He began switching between her nipples and clit rapidly, giving her increased jolts at high pulse frequencies, working her back up into a lather.
 
   “Stephanie!” he shouted up at her through the dull roar of the audience and the orgasmic cries of the other two women.  “This is so hot! I’m going to fuck your brains out when this is all done! Right on your new granite counter tops!  Now you can do this!  Think of yourself naked, being whipped, right on Main Street, okay?  You’re standing there naked, your legs spread, your wrists tied to a light pole and I’m right there behind you with a whip, giving the crowd a show!” Mark said loudly.
 
   And it was enough.  Stephanie’s body suddenly changed from endurance to acceptance and she began thrusting her hips upward with each surge of voltage that crossed her flesh.
 
   “Mark please! More!” she begged him, but he shook his head. He turned off the switch and watched as she became more and more agitated, demanding another orgasm.  He glanced to his right.  Breanne was slumped in her bonds, clearly exhausted, but just as obviously getting hammered with harder shocks.  Mark gaped as Kyle selected the clitoral switch and began hitting Breanne with repeated jolts at maximum intensity.
 
   Stephanie began making crooning sounds even as her fingers tightened into fists, her body trembling.  Just then the buzzer sounded again and the rose colored light dimmed as a solid red light came on above it.  Stephanie let out a cry, her fingers flying open even as her back arched even more than the bondage position she was placed in.  Fluid began squirting out from between her legs and Mark didn’t know if she had lost control of her bladder or if she were cumming.  A moment later the spurting slowed and Mark growled in anger as it became apparent Stephanie had just come again.  Seconds later she was back to the bottom, twitching and crying in agony as Mark struggled to stimulate the right parts, in the right order, to get her aroused again.  
 
   He found that alternating the shocks to her labia and then clit made a good combination and he worked that angle first, getting her from rock bottom back up to a point where the pain coming from the electrodes were at least tolerable.  But it took even longer to do and by the time she was aroused again, the buzzer activated and a dark crimson colored indicator lit up above the red.  Stephanie screamed in time with Breanne and Janice, a trio of lovely slave girls in the throes of electrified sexual agony.  Mark slammed his fist on the control panel and hit her feet with super charged jolts, mashing the red button, trying to get his wife away from another orgasm.  He had no idea how many levels she had to endure, but with no time limit, he knew she would need to stay aroused but not cum for as long as possible.
 
   Stephanie was beyond conscious control.  Her eyes stared forward wildly and her teeth were clenched as her body jerked back and forth, quivering wildly under the onslaught of electrical surges.  Her toes closed and opened with disturbing frequency, stretching out and spreading, only to tighten back up immediately again.  Her hands did the same thing and Mark could actually see the ripple of current fly across her body.  Her hips continued to bounce, thrusting forward and back as her buttocks tightened and released, clutching the anal vibrator and electrode with crushing force.  
 
   An air horn startled Mark and he looked off to his left in surprise.  Breanne was still buckling wildly, just like Stephanie and he stepped back to look past Kyle who was still fiddling with the controls.  David was on the far end, shaking his head and looking rather angry.  There were black clad men with masks swarming over Janice and Mark realized that either she had used her safe-word or something had gone wrong.
 
   “And Janice and David are out! Who will be the winner of the Challenge and go home with ten million dollars, and who will be the next fuck slut sold into sexual slavery!” Price cried out.
 
   Mark’s heart was racing and he jumped back toward his control panel.  Kyle was doing something there and it made Mark think that he too should be working on Stephanie.  His wife looked like she was having a seizure and Mark could see her clit, swollen to three times its normal size, peeking out from under the clamp that was cruelly biting her tender nub.  Her labia fluttered wildly with every thrust of her loins and Mark struggled to send extra pain to her feet and breasts, but not her nipples, in an attempt to hold back the burgeoning arousal he knew Stephanie was feeling.
 
   Breanne let out a blood curdling scream next to them and it startled Mark.  “YES! PLEASE MASTER HURT ME! MORE! IT NEEDS TO HURT! PLEASE MORE, MASTER! PLEASE HURT ME!” she screamed.  Mark looked on in horror as Kyle grinned and selected the switch that led to the vibrator electrode in her pussy and began a high pulse, high voltage barrage of shocks to her delicate insides.
 
   For a second, Mark trembled on the verge of indecision.  Was Kyle doing the right thing?  Could Breanne really be so different from Stephanie?  If she could handle cumming repeatedly, could Stephanie?  Should Mark aim for a multi-orgasmic experience like Breanne’s?  
 
   Trembling himself from the adrenaline, he flipped the switch on Stephanie’s vaginal probe, twisting the dial upward.  He bit his lip as she seemed to jerk faster, then pressed the red button.  Her eyes flew open and Stephanie screamed, her body thumping against the supports.  Mark gasped as she pulled so hard on her restraints that it actually seemed like the metal bars holding her hands and feet would bend.  He hit the button again and another wild spurt of cum shot out from between her thighs.  Her entire body went through a series of spasms.  Then suddenly the tension she had exhibited seemed to disappear and she went limp, no longer tugging on the bonds or reacting visibly to the shocks except for some minor twitching.  
 
   Mark turned off the switch in alarm and was actually halfway around the control panel, fully intending to go to her, when she let out a tiny wail that half broke his heart.  
 
   “Mark!” she cried, tears streaming down her face. “It hurts so much!” she said, sobbing.  “Please make it stop!” she begged.  
 
   He clenched his fists, wanting to touch her and he gritted his teeth, shaking his head. “Stephanie! I can’t! I can’t make it stop. You have to outlast her!” Mark cried, putting his hand to his mouth.  Next to them he heard Breanne crying out with another orgasm.  His eyes widened as he realized what he had done.
 
   “I can’t…” Stephanie sobbed. “It’s too…” her voice died as another volley of sharp agony exploded through her body.  Her body jerked wildly again and it seemed as if every muscle in her body tightened.
 
   “SAND CASTLE!” Stephanie screamed out loud. An air horn sounded right above Mark’s head and then Steph went limp, the electricity cut off.
 
   “AND WE HAVE A WINNER!” Price’s voice cried out.
 
   Mark stood there in disbelief as the black clad men came out and began releasing Stephanie from the frame.  
 
   “No! No! Don’t shut it off until she cums again!” shouted Kyle from nearby.
 
   Mark heard Price laugh and then Breanne screamed again.  Mark didn’t care.  Tears streamed down his cheeks as he realized he had lost her; a whole year.  He actually stumbled and fell to the ground as the men carried his limp wife away.  A moment later another man came up to him, tapped him on the shoulder, and led him away.  Just as he was leaving the arena, he heard Breanne’s last cry of electrical ecstasy, cumming again from the pain alone.
 
   He was led back to his room and when the door shut behind him he fell on the bed and began sobbing.  All of it, all of the torment and the horror and the pain had been in vain.  He had lost her.  She’d be auctioned off later to the highest bidder, no longer his wife, no longer even a woman, but an object, a sex doll meant to be abused and tortured for someone else’s pleasure. It was more than he could bear.
 
   An hour later the door clicked open and Mark stumbled out of his room.  There was an open door further down the corridor, away from the stage, and he found himself in a small room.  As the door shut behind him, he saw the clothing on the hanger and tried hard not to cry again.  There were silk boxers, black socks, and a tuxedo that seemed to fit him as if it had been tailored.  He slipped his feet into the loafers and then sat in the nearby arm chair, feeling lost.
 
   “Mark?” a voice said a moment later. He looked up.  One of the white clad women that had helped Stephanie earlier stood at the door. “It’s time, sir.”
 
   Mark nodded and stood.  He contemplated not going to the auction, refusing to be the spectacle he knew he would be.  But it was a last opportunity to see Stephanie and he couldn’t bear not to be there. He needed to know who bought her, so that he could burn the image of that face into his memory.  His greatest fear was that he’d never see or hear from her again.
 
   The auction stage was darker in person than it had appeared on the video and he found himself seated at a table across from David, and next to the other men who had lost.  No one spoke, each lost in their own thought.  A gourmet dinner was served, but Mark hardly touched it, feeling lost.  Several times it was only the fact he was sitting at a table with six other men that kept him from crying like a baby.
 
   The auction started as soon as the dessert course arrived and one by one the woman who had forfeited were dragged up on stage, stripped, shocked, and sold.  Each one was treated to the same electrical torment with the violet wand before being collared, and Mark sat, his nerves frayed, as the night progressed.  Finally he watched David’s face fall as Janice was led up onto the stage, the simple peasant dress covering her modestly, all while Price talked about what a great lay she would be, and how her endurance was truly impressive.  David even seemed angry when Price recommended that Janice receive daily punishment and torture, since she seemed so acclimated to it.  Then she was sold.
 
   Mark glanced down the line of tables.  Both men and women sat at them and he caught sight of Roger, also dressed in a tuxedo, sitting with Aiki and the girl he’d bought earlier, the brunette named Melody.  Both women wore dresses of the same startling blue, but it was the cut of the material that drew the eye.  The breasts of both women were completely on display, the red welts and bruises of their abuse evident even in the dim lights.  Each sported a collar and Robert absentmindedly had one arm wrapped around Melody, his fingers idly tweaking and pinching her nipple. Roger caught Mark’s gaze and smiled.
 
   “Now ladies and gentlemen, is the woman you’ve been waiting for.  Defying the odds far beyond expectation, a woman who had never before tasted the edge of a whip, or felt the hand of a master on her rump, it’s Stephanie, the lost lover who bet it all and lost.”
 
   Stephanie walked out on to the stage, a sad look in her eye and a lost expression on her face.  Her hands were bound with rope at the wrist and she stepped onto the block almost in tears.  She lifted her hands obediently and hooked herself on the chain that dangled from the ceiling. It rose slightly, putting her on tiptoe, her bare feet beautiful and delicate.
 
   “This amazing woman has endurance that we’ve rarely seen here at the Challenge. Her love for her husband Mark took her through so much.  Has she been hurt? Oh yes, hurts of the mind, hurts of the heart, and hurts of the body,” Price said enthusiastically.  He grabbed the back of Stephanie’s dress and yanked.
 
   The material ripped just as it was supposed to and Stephanie’s nakedness was immediately on display.  Her breasts were still scarlet, marked with the lines that David had given her. Mark glanced over at the man, but David still seemed lost within his own thoughts.
 
   “Look at these fine tits,” Price said, reaching out and giving Stephanie’s bosom a hard squeeze. She grimaced in pain and pulled away.
 
   “And still resistant!  Her husband couldn’t provide the firm hand this woman needed and now she can be yours!  Will you be the one to spank and whip and fuck this beautiful specimen of womanhood?  Starting bid is one million dollars!” Price called out.
 
   Mark almost came out of his seat at Price’s comment, but he realized that he would only make trouble for Stephanie.  Instead he focused on the bidders.  The price rapidly skyrocketed, hitting two million dollars in the first minute and Mark’s eyes widened as it passed three million a moment later.  It slowed down as they approached the four million dollar mark and that was when Roger bid on Stephanie.
 
   Mark looked over at the Australian who was gazing up at the bound woman on the stage with a strange sort of intensity.  Mark half came out of his seat but then gripped the armrests tightly as Roger looked over at him.  There was a counter bid that raised Stephanie’s price to three million nine hundred and Roger nodded to Price with a wave of his hand.
 
   “Four million!  Ladies and gentleman are you willing to let a luscious piece of ass like this go?”  Price whirled Stephanie around, displaying her buttocks.  He spanked her hard, leaving red handprints on her bottom.
 
   There were no other buyers. Price looked at Roger with a nod. “Sold to Roger Davies for four million!” Price said.
 
   The audience clapped and Roger stood. Slowly he climbed the steps to the stage and accepted the violet wand.  Stephanie looked at him for a moment, then began sobbing.  Roger reached out, stroked her cheek, touching her tears. Then he lifted his fingers to his lips, tasting the salty flow.
 
   “Cry my dear.  It will make you feel better,” he said softly, then pressed the violet wand to her right nipple.
 
   Stephanie let out a cry and winced, pulling away from the electrical device.  Roger then began touching her all over with it, making her jerk left and right.
 
   “You will eventually learn to accept this without moving,” he said stoically, pushing the glowing tip between her legs.
 
   And Stephanie stilled. Mark could see the pain in her eyes, but something else appeared as well and Mark knew instantly that she was aroused.  Mark’s lip trembled as she began opening her legs, accepting the touch of the violet wand to her clit.  Roger smiled and nodded.
 
   “Sooner is better than later,” he said with approval, and brought the wand up to her breasts.  This time she moved toward him, pressing her nipple against the tool, willingly shocking herself, as if the final challenge hadn’t been enough.
 
   Roger put his hand down between her legs and as Stephanie let out a soft gasp, he pulled his fingers back with a grin. He held up his hand to the audience, displaying the wetness.  Stephanie’s thighs glistened and her chest rose and fell calmly.  Mark knew what had just happened and looked away.
 
   Stephanie was collared a moment later and Roger helped her off the block, leading her naked body to his table.  A moment later the auction broke up and Mark stood, wanting to speak to her, but Roger was instantly surrounded by a number of men in dark suits who blocked the way.  And then they were gone.  Mark stood, appalled and lost, not knowing what to do, or which way to turn.  And as the audience left the room, he sat down in one of the empty seats, and gave into tears. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
   The bright equatorial sunlight was warm and the scent of the sea filled the air.  Palm trees stood in stark contrast to the bright blue sky and from what little Mark had seen of the island, it looked like a tropical paradise. The ride from the hotel and studio had been a short one; a simple taxi had been called and taken him to the airport.  Now Mark stood in front of the tiny terminal and glanced down at his new watch.  There were three changes of clothes in the small suitcase that sat next to him and his fresh passport and airplane ticket stuck out of his back pocket.  
 
   He wasn’t the only one from the Challenge at the small airport either.  He recognized a number of other contestants, at least the doms, and there were still audience members. It had been a trial when several of them had approached to offer their condolences.  He had stammered soft replies, but tried to make it clear he just wanted to be left alone.  He tried to think, tried to understand what had happened, but all of it was so jumbled in his head that he was actually giving himself a headache.
 
   Slowly he walked along the sidewalk, trying to still his mind. Already he missed her fiercely and he wondered what she was doing.  Part of him pictured her standing in a hotel room, arms above her head, enduring a brutal whipping from the Australian just as Aiki had endured one from Mark.  The very idea felt wrong to him, as did her acceptance of Roger’s torment on the stage during the auction.
 
   Mark wondered what he would do. Without Stephanie’s income, he’d lose the house.  He didn’t make enough to keep it, though he guessed he could sell her car and use the savings to stretch the mortgage for a year.  For a second, he even considered selling the components of his home theatre, but he realized that used, they wouldn’t fetch even half of what he paid for them.  
 
   Shuffling along in abject misery, he missed seeing the black limousine pull up near him.  A man in a dark suit got out of the driver’s seat, walked over to Mark and tapped him lightly on the shoulder.
 
   “Excuse me, sir.  Mr. Davies would like a word with you,” the driver said respectfully.
 
   Mark blinked as the driver opened the back door of the limousine, motioning Mark to get in.  Mark paused for a moment, and then with sudden realization, he might get a chance to see Stephanie.
 
   He ducked his head and climbed in, turning to sit.  As his eyes adjusted to the decreased illumination, he realized that he was sitting next to Roger Davies himself. Along the bench seat of limo sat Aiki and Melody.  But what caused Mark to gasp was Stephanie, who knelt on the floor just a few feet away.
 
   She was naked, unlike Aiki and Melody who wore daringly cut dresses beneath their collars.  Stephanie’s wrists were still locked in the black leather cuffs and small metal clips had been attached.  Each clip however stretched up to her nipples, where silver clover clamps kept her arms bent and crossed just beneath her breasts.  It was a fetching, erotic look.  Her thighs were spread and Mark could see the base of some sort of vibrator buried in her slit, black straps holding it in.  But her eyes were closed and as he reached out, Roger stopped him with an outstretched palm.
 
   “Good afternoon, mate.  Glad I caught you before you headed for home.”
 
   Mark turned a suspicious eye on the Australian.  “What do you want?” he asked, though he quickly turned back to look at his wife.
 
   Roger grinned.  “Now is that any way to treat a man who has an offer for you?” Roger asked.
 
   “An offer? What do you mean?” 
 
   Roger took a deep breath and looked Mark right in the eye. “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?”
 
   Roger nodded, grinning.  
 
   “So I can still be with her?” Mark asked, glancing at Stephanie.
 
   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. “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.”
 
   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.
 
   Roger 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, mate. 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?”
 
   Roger laughed. “Oh, if you want you can try.  Once you see my home I think you’ll have second thoughts.  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 and fuck my wife,” Mark hissed.
 
   Roger’s smile faded. “Wrong mate. I already can hurt your wife. I’m paying you to watch. I’m gonna hurt her and fuck her whether you’re there or not.”
 
   Mark turned away from Roger, staring at Stephanie. She hadn’t budged an inch and was clearly under orders not to even look at him. Her eyes remained closed and the only movement came from her breasts which rose and fell with each breath.  Mark could tell she was tense.
 
   “So what’s it going to be, mate?” Roger asked.  “Will you come work for me, or do you say your goodbyes now?” 
 
   Mark struggled with the decision but finally he knew what he had to do.  It had been hard enough to whip Stephanie, to clamp her and spank her and hurt her.  And now he knew he’d have to do something just as hard.  He took a deep breath and nodded at Roger.
 
   “I accept,”
 
   Roger 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.
 
   Mark leaned forward and kissed Stephanie passionately. She melted against him and her eyes fluttered open. He could see the joy in them, the sparkle of passion and wrapped his arms around her, hugging her tight.  She moaned as the movement made her arms pull harder on her nipples 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.”
 
   Mark took a deep breath and climbed out of the car.  The driver was standing there with Mark’s suitcase.
 
   “I’ve been told to put the suitcase in the trunk and sit up front with you,” Mark said.
 
   “Excellent.  We’re heading for the private hanger. Mr. Davies has a jet waiting. I’m Jackson by the way.” The man held out his hand and Mark took it. “Welcome to Team Davies,” Jackson said.
 
   Mark nodded and glanced back at the limousine window.  He thought he heard a sharp squeal, the sound of a woman in pain.  He set his lips tight and nodded at Jackson.  “To all new team members,” Mark muttered, thinking of Davies’ newest toy, Mark’s wife.
 
   Jackson put Mark’s luggage in the trunk of the limousine and then went around to the front.  Mark climbed in next to Jackson and glanced back.  The divider window was up, but the unmistakable sound of a hand slapping flesh could be heard, along with the muted whimpers of a woman. A woman caught halfway between agony and ecstasy.
 
   “You get used to it,” Jackson said.  “Mr. Davies is actually a pretty decent guy.”
 
   Mark looked out the windshield, still struggling with the turn of events. “I’m sure he is, but one of those girls back there happens to be my wife.”
 
   Jackson nodded, his mouth tight.  “It will all work out,” he assured Mark.
 
   “We’ll see.”
 
    
 
   To be continued…
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