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Callum let a sneer fill his face as he thrust
his arm out, extending the forty-five, and aiming it – sideways –
at the post in the corner of the old shack.

“You look like some kind of dumbass city
nigger like that,” Quinn said tiredly.

Callum glared at her, then resumed his
stance, an arrogant look in his face. “You talkin’ to me?” he
demanded of the post.

“Oh please,” Brian said from the other
corner.

“I bet I’m getting you all wet, baby,” Callum
said over his shoulder.

“Fuckin’ heat in this shithouse is getting me
all wet,” Quinn said.

It was hot. It was always hot, of course, in
Jeremiah, Arizona. Anyone who had more than half a brain was inside
where it was air conditioned. But inside for Quinn meant a trailer
park with her alcoholic, good for nothing, unemployed mother.
Inside for Callum meant a tiny, rented room in an attic above a
beauty salon in downtown Perth – population 956. Inside for Brian
meant the uncomfortable confines of a comfortable house – with
parents who hated each other and a bookish sister who barely
talked.

The old shack on the edge of the desert next
to Black Rock Mountain, had been some kind of mining office back
before the silver mine was played out, about a hundred or so years
earlier. Now it was an empty shack with smashed-in windows, a
leaky, partly holed roof, and a few broken down pieces of furniture
they’d salvaged from various junk yards and debris fields.

Callum stuck the forty-five in his pants and
then assumed a “draw” stance, facing the post. Suddenly he thrust
his hand down, grabbed the pistol, swung it up and fired. The
explosive noise startled the others and they both yelled in
surprise as a bullet hit the wall behind the post.

“Fuck!” Brian shouted.

“Put that down, you asshole!” Quinn
swore.

Callum snickered – more of a giggle,
actually, and turned to face them, a smirk on his face as he put
the safety on and thrust it back into his belt.

“Fucking gun nut,” Quinn said.

He stalked across the room and stood with his
groin in her face as she sat back on a cut-up recliner.

“You love it, baby,” he said, reaching out
and sliding his hand behind her head.

Before she could react he pulled her face
into his groin, grinding her face into his jeans with a laugh of
macho amusement.

She slapped his hand away and stood up,
glowering at him. “Asshole!”

He ran his tongue along his lower lip
tauntingly and she snorted and turned away, heading for the door.
“It’s too fucking hot to be inside,” she said.

The old shack was in the shade of the
mountain but they were all sweating. Quinn stepped outside and
inhaled deeply, as if the air was any cooler outside. With no bra
to hold them in her firm young breasts swelled against the thin
fabric of her tight tank top. The tanned skin on her face and belly
and upper chest glistened with perspiration.

Her blonde hair hung in a lanky mass across
her slender shoulders, and she combed her fingers through it then
wiped her forehead with the back of her wrist. Her wrist was as
damp with sweat as the rest of her so that accomplished very
little.

Callum came out behind her, and his hand
slapped up against her buttocks, giving it a squeeze through her
short denim shorts. She knocked his hand away irritably as Brian
came out behind them both.

Brian and Callum looked about as different as
two white boys could. Callum had shaggy blonde hair and almost
girlishly pretty, which was one of the reasons he insisted on
acting so tough all the time. Brian’s black hair was cut into a
short crewcut, and was ruggedly handsome, with a square-cut jaw and
broad shoulders. They were both athletes, though. Callum had been
the quarterback on the school football team, while Brian had been a
linebacker.

Quinn hadn’t done much of anything in school
other than try to avoid being expelled for truancy,
insubordination, and smoking various substances within school
boundaries.

“Let’s go into the mine. It’s cooler there,”
Brian said.

“It’s fucking dangerous in there, too,” Quinn
said. “There’s cave-ins all the time.”

“We won’t go far in.”

“If we don’t go far in it won’t be very cool,
now will it,” Callum said reasonably.

“We could go over to the Manfords and see if
we can sneak into their pool again,’ Quinn said, thinking longingly
of immersing herself in cool water.”

“Somebody’s coming,” Brian said in
surprise.

They all looked up what would only charitably
have been called a road, and saw the unmistakable outline of a car
coming up from around the mountain. With nothing better to do they
stood there and watched until a great big black GMC Yukon pulled up
in front of them, the windows darkly tinted. They looked at it
curiously for long seconds, but nothing happened.

Then the driver’s door opened and a man got
out. He wore a dark suit, which was distinctly odd for around
Jeremiah. He had pale skin, and dark, slicked back hair. His eyes
were hidden behind large dark glasses. He was tall and slender, and
walked with a slow, fluid movement around the car, coming to a stop
in front of them.

“Who are you?” Callum demanded
indignantly.

The man looked at Callum wordlessly for long
seconds as the teenager grew more and more irritated, then seemed
to cock his head a little to one side, turned his gaze away from
him, and focused on Quinn.

“My name is Vlach Petrescu,” he said, his
voice strangely deep and mellow, but also heavily accented.

“Vlach? What the fuck kind of name is Vlach?”
Callum said, chortling in contempt.

The man never turned his gaze away from
Quinn, and she felt a strange tightness in her chest as she looked
up at those dark glasses. She had no idea why, but she felt a
sudden throbbing in her groin, and felt her nipples tightening
within the confines of her tank top. Her tongue slipped dryly
across her lower lip, and she tried to back up, only to find the
side of the shack behind her.

“And what is your name?” he asked, still
looking at Quinn.

“Who the fuck wants to know?” Callum
demanded.

“Quinn,” Quinn said in an almost whisper.

“Such a lovely name,” he said in that
strange, accented, mellow voice.

He reached out, and a long, slender finger
delicately brushed damp bangs away from her forehead.

“Hey,” Callum said. “Hey!”

He reached out and grabbed at the man’s hand
but it was drawn back so fast he blinked in surprise.

“I have purchased this land,” the man said,
“to see if the mine can be reactivated with new technology.”

“Are you stupid in the head?” Callum asked
with a laugh. “Ain’t been no fuckin’ silver in that mine for a
hundred fuckin’ years.”

“To be more precisely, the mine was played
out one hundred and three years ago,” Petrescu said. “At least,
what silver could be mined given the technology of the day. It
might surprise you, but technology has come some distance since
that time.”

He never turned his face away from Quinn as
he spoke, and she felt herself becoming more and more breathless.
Her insides fairly squirmed, if that was possible, and she
swallowed repeatedly on a suddenly dry mouth.

Then Brian stepped in front of her, glaring
at the man. “Then I guess we’d best be leaving,” he said.

“You’re welcome to visit, any time,” Petrescu
said, looking at Quinn.

She felt her legs going rubbery, then gasped
as Callum grabbed her arm and yanked her sideways. She staggered
and almost fell as he led her away, Brian coming after, both of
them staring at the man like strange dogs who didn’t like a
newcomer.

Petrescu didn’t move, merely turning his head
slowly to follow them.

Quinn wondered what his eyes would be
like.

“Come the fuck on,” Callum snarled, yanking
on her arm.

“You’re hurting my arm!” she protested
weakly.

He marched her off, looking frequently back
over his shoulders as the strange man stood there, watching them.
Only when they were around the bend of the mountain and he was out
of sight did Quinn feel her heart slowing its frantic beating.

“What the fuck,” Brian said. “What a fucking
weirdo.”

“And you,” Callum growled, shaking Quinn by
the arm. “What the fuck was with you? You looked like you wanted
him to fuck you right up against the wall.”

“Did not,” she said resentfully.

She shook off his arm and began to march
forward, and he and Brian picked up the pace.

“You fuckin’ whore. I bet your pussy is
wetter than your forehead.”

“Fuck you, asshole,” she said.

Her body was still practically quivering with
the strange, dark heat which had come over her, and there was no
strength to her words. They walked back to the clearing where
Callum’s car was parked outside the low fence which had blocked
access to the mine. The gate was open now, and he glared at it
resentfully.

“Where the fuck we gonna go now?” he
muttered.

They piled into the car, an old ninety two
Ford Thunderbird, and he gunned the engine so the tires spun dust
and gravel when he started forward. Quinn was thrown against the
door for a moment before muttering and pulling the seat belt across
her shoulder and down between her breasts.

“What’s the matter? You don’t trust my
driving?” Callum asked with a bark of laughter.

“Nobody fucking trusts your driving,” she
said.

“I hardly ever hit anything,” he said with a
shrug.

The Thunderbird crept up to a hundred on the
straight, empty road

“Let’s go down to see if Jimmy’s doing
anything,” Callum said.

Quinn shook her head. “I got a headache. Just
take me home. I got to get out of this fucking heat.”

“I’ll come and pick you up later on,” he said
in a half question.

She shrugged. “I dunno, I suppose.”

It was something to do.

Not that there was much to do in this shitty,
backwater town.

Callum raced down the highway, weaving around
the occasional traffic, and came to Quinn’s place soon enough. It
wasn’t a lot bigger than the shack, on a patch of land off the
highway with a low, rusting fence across the front, a dirt driveway
leading up to it, and a lot of scrubby trees around the back.

She got out as soon as the car stopped, her
head still feeling fuzzy, and Callum jumped out of the driver’s
door to chase after her.

“You and me, we’re gonna have some fun later,
baby,” he said, catching her from behind and sliding his arms
around her waist.

“Yeah, maybe,” she said as his hands slid up
beneath her crop top to roughly grope her bare breasts.

She tsked in annoyance, then noticed her
mother in the window, glowering at them. She looked back defiantly
as Callum’s fingers kneaded her breasts and he gnawed at the side
of her throat.

Then she pulled away and went into the house,
sighing in relief as the cool air washed over her. Her mother
looked out at her from the dimly lit living room. She was about a
hundred pounds overweight, still wearing a nightgown at two in the
afternoon.

“Fuckin’ slut,” she muttered, looking darkly
at her daughter. “You better not get no brats on you, girl, cause I
sure as hell ain’t havin’ no smelly, whiny baby around this
house.”

“But you’re such a good mother,” Quinn said
sarcastically, going past the room and down the hall to her bedroom
and kicking the door closed behind her.

Once inside she turned on her window air
conditioner. She peeled her top up and off, then undid her shorts
and skimmed them down and off, stepping out of her shoes at the
same time. She went to her dresser and brushed out her hair as the
door opened and her mother leaned in the doorway, glowering.

“You think I ain’t a good mother you’re free
to go off and support yourself!” she snapped.

Quinn snorted and rolled her eyes, not
pausing. “Yeah, you do such a good job on those government checks,”
she said, “in a house daddy paid for.”

“You see if you can do better, girl! You’re
free to leave any time you want!”

Quinn glared at her in the mirror. “Maybe I
will!”

“First you gotta get a job,” her mother
sneered. “And the only place that’ll hire a ignorant girl like you
is a place like Donnellys! I’m sure you’ll make us all proud
shaking your pretty little ass on the stage there!”

“At least people would pay to see my ass,
momma! They’d run screaming if you tried to show em yours!”

“Fuck you,” her mother sneered.

She lurched off, and Quinn stomped to the
doorway and slammed the door closed, then wandered over to the
window and let the cool air play across her chest and face. God,
she hated this shitty town. But her mother was right. There were no
jobs anywhere nearby for a girl who’d barely scraped through high
school, not unless she wanted to strip off at Donnelly’s
roadhouse.

She had considered it. Quinn wasn’t exactly
shy about her body, but on the other hand she had a certain pride.
Stripping was pretty close to the lowest, and the bible thumpers
around here had been calling her a whore for years now. They’d all
be so satisfied about how right they were if they found out she was
stripping, and she didn’t want to give them that satisfaction.

The sweat was drying on her body, but she
felt sticky with it, and even though she’d wind up getting sweaty
again later, she grabbed a towel and went into the bathroom. She
turned on the water, watching it pour down around the rusting drain
opening, then stepped into the old tub and pulled the plastic
curtain around her.

She let the lukewarm water pour over her,
soaking her down, then turned it off. Out here, they didn’t have an
overabundance of water, and even Quinn wasn’t about to waste any
she didn’t have to. She stood in the tub and soaped up, running her
hands over her softly curved body with a sense of tactile pleasure.
Her skin felt deliciously soft and slick as her hands coasted over
it on a layer of soap.

Her nipples hardened in pleasure, and she
found her breathing quickening as she slid her hands slowly down
her abdomen, and between her legs. She was starting to feel a
little bit of stubble there, so she pulled the curtain aside and
propped a foot on the edge of the clawfoot tub, reaching over to
the sink top next to the tub and taking her razor off the back.

She soaped up her long legs and then ran the
razor up with practiced ease. She never did have much hair there,
and it was as blond as the hair on her body, so didn't show much.
But she liked the feel of smooth bare skin under her hands, and
knew the boys did, too.

She eased the razor higher, letting it slide
across the side of her groin on either side of her tight, narrow
sex, her fingers pressing against her flesh to smooth it down,
brushing almost idly across her clit as she spread her legs wider
and ran the razor up and down with quick, practiced strokes. A
finger slipped into her pussy, curling up and inside her and she
felt another little thrum of heat and excitement.

She thought about that strange man, Petrescu,
and wondered if he really would open the silver mine. If he did it
would make a huge difference to the town, and maybe she could even
get some kind of job there, maybe as a secretary or something. That
would really be strange, working in the same place she’d been
hanging around for so long.

She straightened, her fingers sliding over
her pussy, searching for any hint of stubble, but finding nothing
but smooth, soft skin. She wasn’t sure what possessed her, but she
stepped out of the tub, all soapy and slick, and stared at herself
in the mirror. Quinn had always had an appreciation for her looks,
for her body, was quite happy to be good looking, to have men
staring at her, but it was as if she was seeing herself with
different eyes today.

She ran her hands slowly up her body and
under her breasts, breath quickening as an inner heat rose. Her
hands felt strange to her for some reason, strange enough she
blinked and pulled them away, staring at them for a moment before
bringing them back up under her breasts, cupping and squeezing
them. They felt... against her skin, almost like they were someone
elses hands, as if a stranger was touching her. And of course, that
meant the sensations redoubled, felt entirely different than when
her own hands, her own fingers touched herself.

She felt her breasts swelling, and moaned
softly as she kneaded them, not roughly, like Callum always did,
but gently, knowingly, so that her breasts throbbed and pulsed with
the slow, careful massage. Again she felt the strange oddity of how
they felt against her soapy skin, and wondered if she had a touch
of heat stroke. Her nipples were hard as little pebbles and she
gasped as she squeezed them between her fingers.

Her fingers and thumbs plucked and rubbed
them, and again it felt as though it were someone else's fingers.
Her nipples tingled and ached and her breath came in short, ragged
gasps as she imagined herself on a stage, naked, a room full of men
staring at her, all filled with lust. Her pussy pulsed with
pleasure, and she let her arms slide higher, slide up high above
her as she pushed her chest out. A different image flickered
through her mind, then, for some reason, her in a dark dungeon,
hanging by her wrists, all – stretched out and – naked.

She wondered if Petrescu was kinky. He
sounded Russian. He’d stared at her like he wanted her, but then
all men did. She remembered that face, those mysterious dark
glasses hiding his eyes, and thought of him standing over her,
watching her. Her pulse raced as she backed up a bit, against the
wall, not caring that she was getting soap on the peeling wallpaper
as she arched her back across the towel rack and stared at herself
in the mirror.

Petrescu had seemed like a strong man, a
sophisticated man, not like the locals at all. What would it be
like to be with a man like that, she wondered, rolling her hips as
she groaned again with heat and lust.

She dropped a hand low, her fingers thrusting
between her thighs, fingers stroking across her clit. A gasp left
her open mouth, her hips grinding as the heat rippled through her.
Again her hand didn't feel right, didn't feel like it belonged to
her. It was weird! She pulled her hand up wonderingly and felt it
with her other hand, touching fingers together. They felt fine,
felt normal.

She ran her finger along the wall, and it
felt precisely as it ought to against her fingers. There was no
loss of sensation in her hand at all. She brought her hand down
between her legs and gasped again. It was like... like a stranger
was touching her there, was cupping and squeezing her pussy! She
could feel her sex with her hand, and that felt normal, but her
pussy didn't seem to realize it was her hand!

“What the hell!?” she whispered, panting,
staring at her hand.

She drew her hand down between her legs again
and shuddered, fingers parting, sliding in firmly against the soft,
soapy flesh on either side of her swollen clit. She squeezed them
in and then together, forcing her clit to swell out even more as
she brought her thumb down on her clit.

“Fuck!” she croaked, her hips bucking
spastically.

Quinn could hardly remember feeling so hot so
fast, and her fingers were feverish as she stroked them across her
clit, the sensations flooding into her with every stroke of her
frantic fingers as she fought to keep her breathing from getting so
loud her mother would be able to hear through the door.

Suddenly an image came to her, Petrescu,
staring at her, watching, with that smooth, pale face, eyes covered
by dark glasses, mouth silent. For a moment she even imagined she
saw him in the mirror as a ghostly image.

Gasping for breath, she stumbled forward,
eyes shining. She wanted – something, needed – something.

The sink counter was narrow, only two feet
wide. She ground herself briefly against the edge, then shifted
sideways to the corner. She let the sharp corner jam in against her
slit, gasping weakly as she ground herself against it. It – hurt,
but it hurt in such a hot, wonderful way that she ground herself
even harder against it, and then harder still, her pulse racing,
her heart pounding, her breath ragged as she frantically ground her
sensitive sex against the sharp corner and reveled in the sharp,
sparkly waves of pleasure and pain which poured through her.

Quinn had never felt this hot for so long.
Yet somehow the orgasm eluded her. She ground and ground herself,
gasping and half sobbing with the heat pulsing within her. She
needed – something.

Inside her.

Yes!

Her eyes darted about desperately, but there
was nothing but – a can of hair spray with a somewhat rounded
top.

She snatched it up, gasping, and yet, without
shifting her body. She drew her arm behind her, grasping the edge
of the sink for support, leaning forward, still grinding her clit
against it as she jabbed the head of the hair spray can against her
pussy. She groaned at the delicious pressure. She was all soapy,
but the can was awfully big, twice as thick as Callum’s big cock,
and her pussy opening didn’t want to give.

She pulled back from the counter, turning,
bending, backing against it so the bottom of the can was against
the edge. Then she let her own weight push her back against it. She
felt the pressure mounting heavily against her tight opening, and
moaned in pain as she was stretched wider and wider.

Then her sex lips spread back wide enough and
the thick can slid slowly up inside her. Quinn shuddered and let
out a cry of pleasure and excitement, grinding the base of the can
back, slowly working it deeper and deeper into her aching pussy
tunnel. God it was filling her up so full! She pushed back,
gasping, spreading her legs wider, bending wider, her fingers
reaching down and stroking heavily across her sore, sensitive pussy
opening, against her aching clit.

She turned abruptly, grinding herself against
the corner of the sink again with a gasp of pleasure and shudder of
pain. She gripped the counter with both hands, straddling the
corner, her hips working desperately as she ground her soft flesh
against it. God it hurt! But it hurt so good! She felt her come
finally arrive, and abruptly whirled, half sitting back onto the
counter, pressing the base of the can down against it.

She cried out as the orgasm tore through her.
Her fingers rubbed furiously against her clit as her other hand
roughly kneaded her breasts. Her soapy bottom dropped down hard
against the edge of the counter, and she gurgled with pain and
wildfire pleasure as the can of hair spray was forced painfully
deep into her slender belly.

The orgasm tore through her like a firestorm,
and her body moved spastically, her head back, mouth open as she
gurgled helplessly, her bottom jabbing down again and again on the
hair spray as she sawed her fingers across her clit.

It was just about the best orgasm she’d ever
had. It was so powerful, and so long, she almost passed out for
lack of breathing. When it finally began to ease off she gave a
desperate sob of breath, gulping in air as she all-but sat on the
edge of the counter, the nose of the hair spray jammed achingly
deep in her gut by her own weight.

She practically collapsed to the floor
afterward, and then did sink down to her knees, holding the counter
for support, panting for breath.

“Jesus!” she gasped.

She knelt there, trembling, for a long minute
before slowly reaching down to her pussy. The mouth of her sex felt
bruised and sore, and she winced as her fingers gently brushed
against it. She gripped the base of the can, and felt a sense of
amazement, for it was almost buried inside her. The thing was so
fucking big! Wow! She gripped the base and slowly, gasping and
moaning, eased the can down – down – down, sliding more and more
out of her pussy until it finally was out of her. She stared at it
for long seconds, amazed she’d gotten it all inside her – or almost
all.

She shook her head and pulled herself to her
feet, then got cleaned up, rinsed off, and let the water turn cold
on her as she stood under it, eyes closed.
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With the sun down, the temperature had
cooled, and would get cooler still as the evening deepened into
darkness. Quinn’s blonde hair hung silky soft around her shoulders
as she stepped out of the house. She was wearing a black muscle
shirt with no bra, and a pair of low riding, skintight black jeans
as she took the narrow path through the trees out back and down
through the brush to the edge of what passed for a town here on the
edge of the desert.

Jeremiah was a few square blocks of one and
two story buildings. There was a bar, a grocer, a diner, a beauty
salon, and a combination hardware store barber, along with a gas
station. There was also a cement factory on the edge of town by the
train tracks which was mostly where everyone worked who did
actually work.

Quinn wasn’t old enough to legally drink yet,
which didn’t stop her, of course, especially when Callum or Brian
could do the actual buying. It did get in the way from time to
time, though, depending on who was working the bar, and whether Mr.
Saunders, the owner, was there or not.

Quinn sauntered down the street towards
Maggie's Diner, crossed through the parking lot of the Shell
station and was just about to go in when she saw a big, dark SUV
come up the street and park at the grocer. She hesitated, feeling a
strange, breathless sensation, then turned back and crossed the
street.

The door opened, and Petrescu stepped out,
still wearing the dark suit and dark glasses.

Quinn did her usual routine of pretending to
ignore men while rolling her eyes sideways to see if they were
looking at her. It was hard to tell with his dark glasses, of
course, especially as it was starting to get dark out.

“Good evening, Miss Quinn,” he said, in his
soft, mellow, accented voice.

She whirled entirely too fast, and tried to
put an incurious look on her face as he approached.

“Oh it’s uh, you,” she said. “Hi.”

He walked up and stopped, entirely too close,
and she blinked her eyes up at him, feeling that strange sense of
heat creeping up through her chest and down through her belly.

“You’re a lovely young woman, Miss Quinn,” he
said in a low voice.

Her nipples ached suddenly, stiffening
against the tank top so hard she was glad it was black and the
light was dim.

“Th-thanks,” she gulped.

“You should come and visit me some time at
the mine,” he said.

“Why… would I do that?” she asked
nervously.

He leaned in over her, his breath soft, and
oddly flowery scented against the side of her neck. “I think you
might like what you find there,” he said in an almost whisper.

And then, to her shock, he reached up and
caught her stiff, hard nipples between his fingers tips, and a kind
of electric shock ripped into her, a sharp, crackling sexual
electricity that almost made her cry out, that knocked the breath
out of her and left her dazed and gasping as he stared into her
eyes.

“You will come and see me,” he said, pulling
on her nipples so that her chest arched up and out towards him. “I
look forward to it.”

Quinn felt the crotch of her jeans jamming in
hard against her sensitive, sore pussy mouth, and realized she was
suddenly just sopping wet.

Her nipples – hurt. She mewled helplessly,
for some reason not even thinking to raise her arms from her sides.
She trembled as he stared into her eyes from behind those dark
glasses, and suddenly she wanted more than anything in the world,
to see what was behind those dark lenses.

He smiled, and suddenly she had an orgasm. It
wasn’t a mind-blowing, scream-out-loud orgasm, but it was a
definite orgasm that staggered her, and forced her to clutch at his
arm for support to keep from falling. He continued to smile, then
drew back and brushed his finger lightly across her lips

“Hey! What the fuck!”

He drew back with a smile and got back into
his car as Brian and Callum rushed up.

As the sexual haze left her mind, Quinn’s
eyes blinked rapidly, and she felt herself falling back to earth.
She gave her head a shake as she watched the Yukon drive off.

“Was that guy groping you?” Callum demanded
angrily.

“No,” she breathed.

“It sure as shit looked like it!”

She shook her head. “No, he wasn’t,” she
said, fighting to keep her hands off her breasts, to keep them from
grabbing her nipples, which still stung painfully.

“Fucking pervert foreigner!” he snarled.

“I think he’s some kind of A-rab,” Brian
growled. “What business does some A-rab have out here in a cave in
the desert? Tell me that!”

“We ought to call the FBI on him,” Callum
said, glowering as he watched the disappearing tail lights of the
SUV.

“He’s not an Arab,” she said, eyes still
staring off after the SUV.

Callum yanked her arm and pulled her back
across the street.

“Wake the fuck up,” he snapped, slapping his
other hand hard against her bottom.

Quinn gave a yelp and half leapt forward.
“Hey! Fuck off!”

“You stay the hell away from him!” he
snapped. “He’s trouble! I can smell it! He’s probably into drugs or
something.!”

“You’re just jealous,” she snorted.

“Why should I be jealous? He’s probably older
than my father! Now come on.”

They went into the diner, and settled into a
corner booth after ordering cokes. Callum had some bourbon in a
little flask and poured it into their drinks, and then he and Brian
discussed how they could find out who the foreign guy was, and
whether they ought to sneak into the mine to see if he was building
a nuclear bomb or something.

Quinn tried to cope with the stinging in her
nipples, which didn’t seem to be going away, and the shimmering
heat she felt between her legs every time she thought about
Petrescu.

And the fact she couldn’t stop thinking about
Petrescu.

She went to the bathroom, and, alone in the
stall, pulled down her jeans and discovered the front of her thong
was literally wet, as wet as if she’d spilled a drink on it. Her
pussy was sopping. She used toilet paper to sop up the moisture,
then peeled her tank top up and winced at how red and swollen her
nipples were. She brushed them lightly with her fingers, wincing in
pain. But at the same time she felt twin jolts of sexual pleasure
stab into her breasts at the touch.

“Jesus,” she whispered.

There were women on either side of her in the
other stalls, and others at the sink talking about the price of gas
as they washed their hands. But something came over Quinn, and she
rubbed lightly at her engorged clit, gasping, fighting to keep
silent as sexual heat rose like a curtain around her and then
squeezed in around her mind.

She brought her left arm up, then across her
chest, across her bare breasts, squeezing her right breast in her
hand. The pressure against both nipples made them burn with pain
and desire, and it was all she could do to keep from shaking as the
pleasure roared like a newly fed fire. Her back arched, her head
thrown back as she gurgled in helpless heat, and the orgasm washed
over her like a firestorm.

If the toilet hadn’t flushed in the stall
next to her, and the water hadn’t been running, the other women
would have heard her strangled gurgles of pleasure, but as it was
the noise was lost, and by the time it settled she was half passed
out across the back of the toilet, eyes glazed, arms falling
away.

She took a deep, shuddering breath, then sat
up, dizzy. She found that the toilet paper she’d pressed against
her opening was soaking wet, and it dropped away even as she
reached for it. She mopped up her creamy pussy again, then tugged
her top down with a wince as the fabric pressed down on her stiff
nipples. She stood up, flushed, and drew her jeans up tight around
her lower hips.

When she stepped out of the stall her face
was red and flushed, and she imagined she could smell her own pussy
cream in the air. Her nipples were obviously erect under the bright
light of the bathroom, even with the black shirt, and she licked
her lips self-consciously as she ran her hands under the water,
then dashed some cold water into her face.

She felt light-headed, dizzy, as she made her
way out of the bathroom, and out into the diner. She took a deep
drink of her coke, but the bourbon in it almost made her sick.

“I don’t feel well,” she said.

“Shit, baby, the night’s just starting,”
Callum said.

“I – gotta go,” she said.

“Go? You kidding!?”

She started for the door and he jumped up
after her, following her outside.

“Let me drive you home,” he said.

“Tha-that’s okay,” she said.

He came up behind her, arm around her waist.
“Maybe I can take you somewhere and make you feel better,” he
said.

She shook her head numbly. It was almost dark
now and Callum led her into the parking lot behind the diner,
ignoring her weak protests that she could walk home. But when they
reached his car he backed her against it, his hands sliding around
her, down onto her ass, kneading her bottom as he crushed his lips
against her.

“Callum,” she moaned. “No, don’t. I – I don’t
– don’t feel – like – Callum.”

“Come on, baby,” he panted, his lips all over
her. “You know I need that tight pussy.”

“I – don’t feel well,” she gasped, heat
swirling around her, then pain as his hand rose and roughly groped
her breast through her top.

She fell back against the side of the car and
his hands darted to her waist, undoing the jeans and yanking down
the zipper.

“Callum,” she moaned.

“This’ll only take a minute,” he muttered,
yanking her jeans down along with her thong and spinning her
roughly around.

“Don’t!” she gasped as he forced her over the
side of the car.

She gasped as he bent her over and his hand
thrust between her thighs.

He chuckled. “Wet as a whore,” he said.

“D-don’t,” she moaned.

He unzipped, drawing his cock out, and Quinn
felt him immediately jam it against her opening. She was still
sore, and it hurt, but the feel of a hard cock sliding between the
lips of her sex and pushing up inside her reignited that dark heat
she’d felt in the toilet, and she could do nothing but gasp and
moan, staring at the gas pumps across from her as Callum drove his
hard cock deep into her pussy.

Callum grunted, his hands moving up her back,
pushing up the tank top to bare her skin, digging his fingers into
her soft flesh. “Fucking whore,” he groaned, his hips working hard
and fast as he pumped.

Quinn felt dizzy and dazed, gasping and
moaning as his hips slapped against her bottom, as his cock spiked
into her aching, burning pussy. Her eyes fluttered weakly, and then
she cried out as he yanked back on her hair, then thrust his hand
beneath her chest to grope her breast.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” he groaned, his hips
pummeling her round bottom.

An orgasm rolled through her, heat flaring
like a blast furnace, and she gurgled helplessly, trembling and
jerking, bucking against him as he speared her with his hard, thick
cock. Then he came too, cursing as he emptied himself into her
spasming pussy. He gave a laugh and slapped her bare bottom as he
did up his jeans.

“That was worth the price of admission,” he
said with a bark of amusement.

Quinn moaned dazedly.

“Come on, baby. Pull up your pants before
someone wanders on by and wants sloppy seconds,” he said.

He gripped her hair and pulled her upright,
then helped yank her jeans up and fasten them.

“You make your own way home? Cool. See you
tomorrow,” he said, ambling back into the diner.

Quinn staggered against the side of the car,
gasping it for support, then started slowly forward. She fell
weakly and sat on the cracked pavement for a long minute, then got
to her feet again and started forward. She was headed in the
general direction of her house, but her mind remained fuzzy and
confused.

She reached her house, and made her way in
through the unlocked door. Her mother was passed out on the sofa,
drunk, but Quinn didn’t notice her. She went back into her room,
and stood there, blinking uncertainly. She felt a wave of heat and
moaned, then peeled off her clothes. She stared at herself in the
mirror, as if seeing her body for the first time, and felt a
strange, almost masculine thrill of approval.

Her hands rose almost unconsciously,
caressing her body, kneading her breasts, rolling and pinching her
nipples. She felt strangely light-headed as she turned and walked
up the hall, past her snoring mother, and into the kitchen. She
opened the refrigerator, not even knowing what she was looking for,
and then saw it, and smiled, though she didn’t know why.

The cucumber was large and long and green and
cold. She moaned as she rolled it over her body, as she slid it up
between her breasts and squeezed them together around it. She
licked at the top, mouthed it, sucked on it as she rolled the soft
flesh of her breasts around it.

Still smiling strangely, she pressed the end
of the cucumber into the butter, rolled it around, then sank low,
squatting. She placed the other end of the cucumber on the floor
and then groaned as she felt the fat, slippery, cold top against
her moist, sensitive pussy. She ground herself against it, her
breathing getting more ragged with every passing moment.

She squatted lower, jamming the mouth of her
sex down against the buttered cucumber, gasping and mewling softly
as she felt the terrible pressure against herself. Slowly, her
pussy lips were crammed in and forced back, opening her farther and
farther, and then she began to sink down.

Whimpering, breathing in choked gasps and
moans, she sank inch by inch down the thick, cold green cucumber,
feeling a desperate need to have it all the way up inside her, to
be impaled upon it. It spread her wide and stretched the walls of
her sex to their limits as she forced herself lower, clenching her
teeth against the hot, delicious pain, groaning at the cold as she
forced herself downward.

Panting for breath, with the vegetable half
buried in her throbbing, overfilled pussy, she reached into the
still-open refrigerator and seized another cucumber from the
drawer. Again she rolled the top end around in the butter, then
rose as she brought the thing down beneath her.

“Ohhhh!” she gasped as she sat atop the
slippery cold vegetable.

She felt the pressure against her wrinkled
anal opening, the first cucumber clutched tightly in her pussy,
held there, despite its weight as she ground her anal opening down
onto the second cucumber and slowly forced herself open.

She began to sink down once more, gasping,
panting, whimpering, heat rolling over her in waves, a strange
kaleidoscope of pleasure and pain, of wild sexual fever and
shuddering confusion. She ground herself downward, forcing the
second cucumber up into her ass, and thrilled to the feel of both
of them deep inside her.

She sank down further, and now she reached
the point where the second cucumber made contact with the floor.
Now both were in her to the same depth, and as she spread her legs
and tried to sink down, both of them pushed up into her equally.
Her right hand slid down, her fingers rubbing at her clitoris as
her left roughly kneaded her breast. She rode the two cucumbers,
bouncing lightly up and down, gasping weakly, panting for
breath.

She shifted her position, kneeling now, but
spreading her knees wide, sitting on her heels. As she spread her
legs wider her torso slid lower, and the fierce hot pain of her
stretched, straining pussy and anus drove her into a wild fever
pitch of sexual hunger, need and want. She sank lower, sobbing
weakly, fingers stroking frantically at her clit, and then the
orgasm came.

She screamed out loud in helpless sexual
ecstasy, head thrown back, back arching as she forced herself down
with desperate need. The last few inches of both cucumbers slid
upwards, and the pain, the cramps, tore at her insides. Yet the
pleasure screamed higher, and even as she spread her legs so wide
the tendons in her thighs burned, even as she sat fully on the
floor, jamming herself down cruelly on the hard, green vegetables,
the orgasm redoubled in power and she swayed and shook as
convulsions wracked her body.

She fell forward at last, gasping, dazed,
breasts crushed against the floor, legs splayed out to either side.
She sobbed weakly, eyes glassy, and then, slowly, she forced
herself to her knees, then her feet. She staggered, at first, as
she headed up the hall and then out through the front door.

She continued walking, heading up onto the
side of the highway, at first, her soft feet padding across the
uneven pavement. But the highway curved, and she went straight,
aiming like a crow for – something calling her, something pulling
at her. She walked out into the desert, out through the scrub,
starting to sweat now even though the air was chilly.

The two cucumbers were almost buried in her
belly, heavy now, their rounded ends protruding slightly from her
ass and pussy. She felt the pressure between her buttocks as she
walked, and between her thighs as her pussy lips were forced open.
But she paid it little heed, only aware, peripherally, of how
deliciously full she felt as she moved.

It was a very short drive to the mine, but a
longer walk as her feet sank ankle deep in sand, driven to keep
moving by a throbbing, pulsing need she didn’t understand. The moon
rose slowly before her, and she kept walking, eyes wide and glassy
as the mountain rose higher in the distance.

And then she was there, walking out from some
scrub trees. And he was there too, standing next to the car, arms
folded across his chest, unmoving.

Quinn staggered up to him, panting weakly,
then collapsed to her knees like a puppet with its strings cut. A
moment later she fell forward onto her belly in the dirt, moaning
softly as her hands reached out for his ankle. She grasped it in
clawed hands and pulled herself closer, then, some instinct from
deep inside her emerged, and she drew her mouth to the gleaming
black shoe. Trembling, she rolled her tongue across the surface of
his shoe, moaning and whimpering as she licked again and again, all
across the surface, grinding her belly and breasts into the dirt,
her legs writhing behind her.

After a moment, he reached down and gripped a
fistful of blonde hair. He dragged her up off his foot, and then
effortlessly dragged her across the ground to the rear of the big
SUV, then lifted her up to her knees behind it.

He pulled down the tailgate of the car, and
reached down, lifting her to her feet and then pushing her back
onto the tailgate. She lay back dazedly, moaning, legs splayed and
he smiled and ran his hands slowly over her body.

Quinn shuddered and moaned as his fingers
left a trail of icy cold all across her skin. The cold burned in
its intensity, and her nipples hardened like rocks, icy cold, as
though frost could grow on them. He leaned over her, his eyes
looking down into hers, and his hand slid down her belly until it
reached her pussy. He cupped her sex, squeezed it, pressing the
palm of his hand against the base of the cucumber.

His thumb curled up and slid almost casually
across her clitoris, which froze, then burned. An orgasm burst over
her, and she sobbed in pleasure, arching and twisting and writhing
on the cold, hard tailgate, legs flailing, head rolling beneath
her. He squeezed up against the base of the cucumber, grinding the
other end against the deepest pit of her pussy in a dark, cold,
painful thrill of sensation.

And every time his thumb stroked slowly,
roughly up across her clit she came. Her orgasms became more and
more powerful, her cries of passion and pleasure rising on the
night wind.

He smiled coolly, then gripped her thighs,
spreading her legs wide and pulling her right up to the edge of the
tailgate. He forced two fingers into her pussy, somehow, and Quinn
sobbed in pain as she was stretched that much further. He gripped
the cucumber, though, somehow, and then pulled it slowly out of her
in one, long, slow movement that hat her gasping in dazed delight
at just how long the cucumber was, at just how deep it must have
been inside her.

Quinn stared dazedly up at his face, her eyes
transfixed, not moving away from his face even when she felt the
nose of his cock, strangely cold against her dripping wet pussy.
His hands reached down behind her, and then he thrust slowly into
her body.

It felt like she was on fire down there, and
yet his cock was like ice as it slid into her. It was painfully
thick, thicker even than the cucumber, but he pushed into her like
a hot knife into butter, and just like that she was achingly full
again, and on the edge of orgasm. He gripped her hair, yanked her
head back to expose the nape of her neck, and then bent as if to
kiss her.

Quinn cried out in pain, shuddering,
trembling, as his teeth sank into the nape of her neck. She spasmed
and writhed against him as the orgasm thundered down onto her like
an avalanche. Her hips bucked violently, desperately against him as
she impaled herself on his hard thick spike of ice, her legs
clamping around him as he reached down to grip her bottom and pull
her in tighter. He lifted her up against him, crushing her breasts
against his hard chest, and thrust relentlessly into her as the
orgasm exploded.

The orgasm was massive, overwhelming. She
trembled and shook in violent convulsions as it rolled through her
in towering waves of passion and heat and pleasure. Her blood was
on fire, her heart beating like a drum, her mind tumbling and
spinning as the pleasure battered her into near
unconsciousness.

And that was just the beginning.

He let he fall back onto her back and she
stared dazedly up, moaning, gulping in air, trying to right her
spinning vision. Yet he was still inside her, and only now did he
began to move, his hips working in and out, his fat white cock
pumping inside her aching pussy. He lifted her legs up and held
them wide, her feet up against the top corners of the car as he
thrust into her again and again and again – and again.

He was like a machine, thrusting, thrusting,
thrusting, as Quinn felt a strange sense of reawakening. She looked
around her in confusion, not understanding how she’d gotten there,
or even where she was. She looked up at him, gasping, moaning. Her
eyes dropped down to his cock, staring in disbelief at how thick it
was, at how long it was as he thrust in and out of her in long,
deep strokes.

Then he was leaning in against her, pressing
her straight legs back hard, forcing her bare feet up and back
against the rear seat of the SUV as he thrust down in a hard, deep
motion that seemed to be slowly picking up speed.

He bent further, and his lips crushed hers.
She tasted blonde in his mouth, moaning and writhing as his hips
worked in and out, groaning as he folded her almost in two, as his
thick cock spiked down into her aching belly again and again.
Another massive orgasm tore through her, and she cried out, her
voice rising as the pleasure did, rising higher and higher in
tandem with the burning passion and hunger and pleasure – and pain,
until her screams of ecstasy echoed through the quiet desert
night.
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Quinn woke slowly, then sat up with a sudden
indrawn breath, as if preparing to scream.

She stared around her, eyes wide, fluttering,
confused, then settled back down slowly, wondering what had
startled her. She was in her bedroom at home, and the sky was just
starting to brighten in the eastern window. Yet she was sweating
badly, even though she lay naked atop the covers. She sat up again,
looking at the silent window air conditioner. Was it broken?

She swung her legs out of bed and sat up,
then swayed for a moment uncertainly. What on earth was wrong with
her anyway?

She padded over to the window, and saw, to
her relief, that it was simply turned off. Her eyes narrowed
suspiciously, wondering if her mother had turned it off. She
snapped it on again and then climbed back into bed.

Her body felt – strange. Her skin felt sore,
as if she’d gotten a sunburn, but all over, which made no sense.
Her breasts felt – swollen, her nipples hard, and when her hands
brushed over them she gasped in surprise at how exquisitely
sensitive they were. The sensation was deliciously pleasurable, but
so intense, so powerful, it bordered on pain.

Unable to resist, she gently rolled and
rubbed her nipples, almost immediately feeling a wild thrill of
sexual hunger as her breasts throbbed and her nipples burned. Her
legs, already wide, strained wider as she slid a hand down between
them and rubbed at her clit.

A soft, shuddering cry was torn from her lips
at how sensitive she was down there, as well. Yet some instinct
demanded more, insisted on penetration. She thrust three fingers
into her pussy, jamming them in hard, painfully rough as she
stroked her thumb across her clitoris, and a powerful orgasm tore
through her almost instantly, setting her to writhing and twisting
on the bed.

The orgasm became more and more powerful as
she bucked and gasped and moaned, and the intensity made lights
sparkle before her eyes until, with a shuddering gasp, she
collapsed unconscious on the bed, spreadeagled again.

She opened her eyes almost at once. But she
was no longer in her room. She was in – in the cave, she knew. But
how – . Yet it was unquestionably the cave, only there had been
some changes, thick, heavy wooden furniture had been added here and
there, yet she stood on the cold, rough ground, naked, legs apart,
balanced precariously on the balls of her feet.

The cave was lit by flickering torches on the
walls, and Quinn found herself chained, heavy metal shackles around
her wrists and ankles. She was spreadeagled, as she had been on her
bed, but this time standing. Her limbs stretched out, pulled taut
by heavy, rusting chain, and her head twisted from side to side as
a growing sense of shock and dazed fear swept through her.

This was a dream, of course. It had to be a
dream! She was at home, in bed!

She screamed at a sudden movement in the
shadowy darkness, and started in horror as two figures moved
towards her. One was Petrescue wearing leather trousers and black
T-shirt, but his face was oddly distorted, his teeth large and
uneven. Next to him was – a monster. There was little else that
could describe it. It was human shaped, but even more pale then he
was, and practically skeletal in its thinness. Its face was even
more distorted, the jaw pushed out, with a long tongue hanging out
of it. But it was no animal, for its red eyes glared fiercely at
her, and it was most definitely – male.

Quinn was too shocked, too horrified to even
speak as Petruscu moved forward, the other at his side. Petrescu
moved slowly, fluidly, but the other was bent forward like a crone,
hands clawing at the air as he shuffled towards her.

“Ve-rry-y pp-reee-ttyyy,” the thing said with
a strange leer that showed teeth which resembled that of a cat or
dog rather than a human, sharp teeth rising higher than the others
at the top and bottom sides and curling in and back. The terrified
girl stared at it, and for some reason the thought occurred to her
that its jaw was like a vampire, but she didn’t for an instant
think that was what he – or it – was. The thought simply never
occurred to her.

“D-D-Don’t!” she cried as they paused before
her.

She tore against the chains desperately, fear
rising to terror, then rising higher even than that. She had never
felt such abject terror in her life, and she began to scream and
writhe in place as the two watched her calmly. The terror beat her
in waves, and she twisted and bucked and sobbed in helpless fear as
the chains clinked and her limbs strained.

“It’s fear is so - so… tasty,” the monstrous
one said with a sigh.

“Taste its blood,” Petrescu said.

“I will taste more than that,” the thing
said, its voice oddly gravelly and distorted.

It seemed to collapse onto its bony knees,
and then its claw-like hands swept in around her and dug into her
buttocks as it pushed its animal like jaw up and open and took her
entire sex into its mouth. Quinn screamed as its sharp teeth bit
deep into the soft flesh which bordered her throbbing sex, and then
its tongue thrust up into her like a slippery snaked and robbed her
of her breath.

The terror continued to beat at her, but now
pleasure rose to join it, hot, searing pleasure that spilled
through her nervous system like a firestorm. She was dripping wet
now, more wet than she’d ever been in her life, and she could
actually feel her cream trickling down into its open mouth as it
clamped its jaw around her sex and began to suck.

The terror fell slowly away, leaving nothing
but a feverish sexual hunger, and she shuddered and moaned as the
thing kept its jaws clamped around her sex and its tongue twisted
and twirled within her.

She shuddered and moaned and bucked
feverishly against its mouth as the heat burned at her mind, and
then a scream of pleasure and pain was torn from her open mouth as
the whip cut across her back.

Her head twisted around and she stared in
shock at the sight of Petrescu holding the whip. She whimpered as
she saw him draw it back, long and thick and black as it slid along
the floor. He clasped his pale hand around the thick leather
covered handle, then drew sharply back and threw his shoulder
forward. The long whip sliced through the dark air and cut across
her upper back with a hammer blow of pain and heat that threw her
forward against the chains.

She came in the thing’s mouth, crying out,
bucking frenziedly, and the whip sliced across her back again, the
blow hard, the pain sharp, burning, as a long, throbbing welt rose
across the soft surface of her back.

The whip sliced across her back again, and
again, and gain, and again, rising and falling, the blows cutting
into her soft flesh, welt after welt rising on her pale back, then
beginning to bleed as they criss-crossed each other.

The whip sliced in beneath her armpit, cut
around the soft flesh of her ribs, the tip slashing in like a
dagger to halt with a sharp whip-crack of noise against her
nipple.

Quinn howled in pain, but more than pain. The
pain was heat, the heat was – hot.

The whip curled sliced into her back again,
then curled around her waist, leaving a red ring of fire. It curled
up across her breast, then again, then again, as orgasm after
orgasm thundered through her dazed mind.

Between her legs, the thing’s tongue drove up
into her with a dark, sensuous caress, twisting and turning so
intimately within her belly, up deep in her pussy, even dipping
into her very womb as she felt its hot breath against her.

Welt after welt criss-crossed her chest and
belly now as well, some of them bleeding where one crossed another.
Her breath was raw and ragged, her voice gravelly, her throat
aching.

Now the thing rose before her. It seemed
vaguely more human now, its face filled out somewhat more as it
leered at her. Yet it was still hideous to look at and her mouth
was drawn open in a soundless scream as its tongue hung over its
lower lip and she saw how thick it was, and how it forked at the
end.

It crushed her mouth with its own and that
long, forked tongue thrust between her lips, and then its cock,
thick and hard, thrust up into her in a single hard spike of agony
and ecstasy that threw her instantly into another monstrous
orgasm.

It laughed into her mouth as it thrust up
into her, and its clawed hands seized her buttocks, jerking her
against it as its big cock pumped wildly inside her.

* * *

And – she woke up.

She sat up in bed, gasping, eyes wide, posed
to scream, and saw she was back in her own room again, in her own
bed. She whimpered helplessly, and her eyes dropped to her breasts.
Yet they were quite without flaw, without mark or cut or welt.

A dream, a nightmare, she thought, her heart
fluttering like a small bird.

But what a nightmare! Her pussy was still –
and she reached down to it – still sopping wet. What sort of
nightmare made her that aroused even when it terrified her?

She spread her legs wider, aroused by the
touch of her finger, and masturbated quietly, gasping, moaning
softly, her finger stroking across her engorged clit until she
arched her back and came with a nearly silent shuddering gurgle of
pleasure.

God, she felt hot and sexy. Was it the
holdover from the dream? But it was a nightmare! She thought she
could still feel the pain. God, it had hurt! The feel of the whip
slicing across her bare back – across her breasts even! Yet the
memory was filled with a dark, sensual hunger and excitement, as
well. It would be so – nasty and – wicked and hot to be whipped
like that, all naked and chained up like some kind of slave
girl!

She climbed out of bed with a sigh, then
padded down the hall to the toilet, showering – and masturbating
again - and washing her hair, then brushing it out so it shone. She
stepped into her shortest short-shorts, the ones barely covered her
buttocks in back, and were so low riding they would have shown
pussy hair if she’d had any. She pulled on a short, cropped
stand-away top and then sauntered down the hall to the kitchen.

She wasn’t hungry – and then she was. One
smell of the leftover ham in the refrigerator and she had pulled it
out of the fridge and was eating it raw, wolfing it down hungrily,
as if she hadn’t eaten in days.

She felt strangely full of energy, cocky,
confident, coy and self-satisfied as she found her sneakers and
opened the door to go – well, she didn’t really know where.

Orville Rogers was there at the door in his
blue shirt and shorts, delivering the mail – which mostly consisted
of fliers.

“Morning, Quinn,” he said, eyes flicking up
and down her long, lithe, barely clad teenage body.

Quinn felt her lips curling automatically
into a coy, flirty smile.

“Hi, Mr. Rogers,” she said breathily. “Isn’t
it a beautiful day?”

“Uhm, yes, it certainly is,” he replied.

Rogers was in his late forties, with three
children around her age, but his eyes kept jumping and flickering
over her as she smiled coyly at him.

Quinn leaned against the door, then raised
her arms up and back, arching her back as she posed for him.

“Do you like my outfit?” she cooed.

“It uhm, it’s very nice,” he gulped, his face
flushed.

“You don’t think it’s – too small?” she
asked.

“Well uhm, er, some people might think it
is,” he said.

“But you can’t actually see my breasts,” she
said, looking down, “well, except maybe my nipples. But everyone
has nipples, right, Mr. Rogers?”

“Ahm, I uhm, well, that is – .”

“And you can’t see anything, like, down
there, right? I mean, my shorts are big enough to cover all my –
naughty parts. And since I shave all my pussy hair it doesn’t stick
out or anything.”

He gaped at her, then fumbled at the mailbox,
stuffing the fliers in as she giggled girlishly. “Did I make you
all excited, Mr. Rogers?” she asked, eyes fixing on his bulging
groin.

“I have to go now,” he said, face red.

“Oh but don’t go!” she exclaimed. “I’m so
sorry I made you all hard. I mean, I wouldn’t want anyone to think
I was just a cock tease. Here. Let me take care of that.”

“Quinn!” he gasped, as she knelt before him
and jerked down his zipper.

“It’ll only take a minute!” she promised, her
hand already inside his shorts, grasping at his hard erection as he
gasped and cursed helplessly.

She pulled it out and giggled, then licked at
the head and spread her lips wide. She drew his cock into her
mouth, moaning in pleasure as she felt it sliding over her tongue,
and pushed her lips further and further up his shaft. She had never
done it before, but now had hardly a second thought as she cocked
her head back, pushed her mouth forward, and took him deep into her
throat.

Rogers gasped and shuddered, his hands
seizing her head as she forced her full lips right down around the
base of his shaft. Her tongue whipped across the underside as she
sucked headily, and it took only seconds before he came, pouring
his creamy loud down her slender throat and softening almost
instantly.

She sighed and pulled back, licking her lips
as she looked up at him. “There,” she said. “I hope you liked that,
Mr. Rogers.”

He gasped and staggered back, his eyes
darting about looking for witnesses as he stuffed himself back into
his trousers and jerked up his zipper. He stumbled off, looking
fearful now, and Quinn giggled after him and then slowly stood up,
stretching like a cat, feeling quite smug and content.

It was so easy to make men happy, really. She
wondered why she didn’t do that more often. And taking a cock into
her throat was so easy! She could hardly believe she’d once found
it difficult, had gagged and choked on it. It felt wonderful in her
throat, and she looked around, wondering where she could find
more.

* * *

“Are you sure this is a good idea?”

“Run away if you’re scared,” Callum
sneered.

Brian made a face and followed him as he
snuck up past the broken down shack and stared at the entrance to
the mine.

“Shouldn’t we do this at night?”

“He’s gone now. You saw the car take off. He
probably won’t be back for hours.”

“Or he could be back in twenty minutes,
Callum.”

“So we’ll hurry. Don’t be such a pussy,”
Callum scoffed.

He darted forward to the mine opening, and
Brian reluctantly followed. It was dark inside, but both had
brought flashlights. Nothing seemed to have changed up front, and
Callum snuck deeper inside, eyes and ears alert in case the old guy
had left someone behind here.

But if he had, Callum had an answer for that
in the form of the forty-five he’d stuck into his shorts, nicely
hidden by his extra long T-shirt. Not that he would shoot anyone,
of course, but if they were caught he’d be able to force whoever it
was to back off. It was probably just another asshole foreigner,
and they were likely terrorists or drug smugglers anyway, so
wouldn’t call the sheriff.

They reached the top of the elevator shaft,
and Callum cursed softly at the fresh, shiny metal which hadn’t
been there before. There was a generator of some sort against the
wall, and a large box, some kind of motor next to it.

“You think they fixed the elevator?” he
whispered.

“Looks like it. But it’ll be noisy.”

“We’ll take the ladder down. If no one is
there maybe we can take this back up.”

It took them a few minutes to carefully climb
down the iron ladder, their lights bobbing awkwardly from where
they stuck out of their belts, but at last they reached the bottom,
and looked around furtively.

“The place smells – different,” Callum said
suspiciously.

Brian wrinkled his nose. “Smells like
something died down here, man.”

“Lookit that!”

Ahead was the main shaft, but just before it
were several rooms which had been hollowed out of the stone. They’d
once been supply and store rooms, but they’d been empty for
decades. The one closest to them was filled with boxes, however,
long, narrow boxes which resembled short – coffins.

“What do you figure is in the boxes?” Callum
asked eagerly, moving forward.

“I don’t know but this place is giving me the
creeps. Let’s get out of here.’

“You nuts? I want to see what they got here.
Maybe they’re like, missiles to shoot down airplanes or
something!”

The boxes were nailed shut, but there were
claw hammers conveniently nearby, and he – and with some prodding,
Brian – used them to yank up the covers on the closets box. As soon
as it opened they both staggered back, coughing and retching at the
smell.

“Ohmygod!” Brian gasped, eyes watering.

“Peeyuuu!” Callum exclaimed.

He held his nose and moved closer again.
“Fuck me!”

It was a dead body, a long dead body, barely
more than a skeleton, really, with paper thin flesh stretched
across the frame.

“What the fuck! You think they looted a
cemetery or something?”

Brian flashed his light across the room at
the other boxes, looking around nervously.

“I don’t fuckin’ know but I think we should
get the fuck out of here.”

“It’s far too late for that,” a deep, heavily
accented voice said, echoing through cave.

Callum yelped and pulled his forty-five out,
waving it around, wide-eyed, but there was no one in sight.

He and Brian exchanged anxious looks, then
they headed for the entrance.

“Wait! Let’s try this!” he cried, running
into the open elevator car.

Brian darted in after, and they swung the
cage door closed and then pushed up on the lever. There was a loud
grinding noise, then the machine kicked in and the elevator began
to rise.

Dark, menacing laughter echoed up the mine
shaft from deeper below, and they looked at each other uncertainly.
Then the elevator stopped.

“Oh shit!” Callum growled. “We’re
fucked.”

“Not yet,” the rumbling voice said. “But you
will be.”

The elevator car plummeted down, and they
both cried out in shock and fear. The car was only about thirty
feet up from the bottom, but that was still a heavy fall as they
both landed heavily on the car at the bottom of the shaft, gasping
and moaning dazedly.

* * *

Quinn licked her lips and smiled contentedly
as she slid the door of the milk truck back and stepped outside.
Inside, Mr. Brenner sat, panting, face flushed, eyes still staring
at her in disbelief. Quinn giggled to herself. He was old enough to
be her grandfather. She wondered if he’d ever been deep-throated
before.

Old or not, his semen had bubbled down her
throat to join that of the others in her snug belly. She’d already
sucked a dozen men off that morning, and smiled to herself at the
thought of their shocked faces. Momma was going to be mad at her
again, she thought with a naughty little giggle. She’d be the talk
of the town.

Come tasted so good, though! She wanted more
of it! Too bad you couldn’t just buy a bottle of it at the store,
like it was a cola or something. With that thought, she sauntered
on down the street, then went into the small grocery store on the
corner. She smiled at Bo Miller behind the counter as she passed
by. She felt his eyes on her ass and wiggled a little extra, then
took a Popsicle out of the freezer and drew off the wrapper.

She wandered back up the aisle slowly,
licking at it, then sliding it into her lips and sucking as she
came up to the counter.

Bo was about twenty five, or a little more,
tall and dark haired, wearing a stained t-shirt and jeans as he
eyed her up and down with undisguised lust she’d once, for some
reason, though was more than a little disgusting.

“Hey, Bo,” she said in a silky, cooing
voice.

“Hey there, Quinn,” he said. “Nice outfit you
got there.”

“Do you like it?” she asked. “Will it get me
a discount?”

She slid the Popsicle slowly in through her
puckered lips, then pumped it slowly in and out as she looked up at
him beneath her long eyelashes.

“For that outfit, baby, you sure deserve
one,” he said with a leer.

She giggled, looked around, then tugged up
her shirt to bare her beasts. He gaped in stunned disbelief even as
she pulled her top back down, giggling at his reaction.

“Do I get a better discount now?” she
cooed.

“For that, you get it free, baby,” he
gulped.

She smiled coyly, then leaned over the
counter. “You’re so sweet!” she said. “I hope I haven’t made you –
uncomfortable.”

She looked down at his crotch, and he licked
his lips uncertainly, then grunted as she reached across and rubbed
her hand against the front of his already bulging jeans.

“Are you all stiff?” she asked teasingly.
“Want me to do something about that, Bo?”

She eased around the corner, and then dropped
to her knees in front of him. In a trice she had his jeans open and
his cock in her mouth, then down her throat. Bo lasted longer than
most of the men she’d blown that morning, though, and reacted more
violently, seizing her hair and head and pumping into her mouth,
down her throat, hard, fast, and rough.

She marveled that she didn’t choke, that she
didn’t gag, as he rammed his cock down her throat with unrestrained
violence, jamming her nose into his groin again and again.

But then, like the others, his cock exploded
and she felt a wave of contentment sweep over her as his cum poured
down her throat.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Quinn wakened to darkness, and flickering
yellow light.

She was sore all over, her very skin feeling
flushed, hot, and burned, like she had a sunburn. Her back ached,
and yet, her initial attempts to turn to ease that ache went for
naught. She was confused, and wondered where she was. She was also
cold, very, very cold.

There were candles around her, not many, but
enough to see. She was in the cave. She knew it because Callum had,
at one point, dragged a rusting old metal bed frame inside. There
was no mattress. She was laying on her back, spreadeagled across
the metal bed springs, her wrists and ankles tied to the corner
posts.

Her mind began to clear, and she raised her
head, staring around her in bewilderment, not understanding how she
got there, or what was going on. Was Callum playing some kind of
weird bondage game? She cocked her head up and back, staring at the
thick, heavy, rough rope which had been wrapped tightly around her
wrists.

And then Petrescu stepped into view.

Quinn stared up at him dumbly, shocked. She
felt a wave of embarrassment roll over her, and her arms and legs
spasmed as she instinctively tried to close her legs and cover her
nudity. Fear followed as she realized her helplessness, fear that
rose like a rocket as he approached and then sat down on the edge
of the springs, reaching out to her.

“D-don’t!” she whimpered.

His hand was cold on her chest, between her
breasts, but suddenly a warmth began to rise within her. Her
breasts began to throb and her nipples sparkled like live wires.
Her breath began to go ragged, and she the heat swirled through her
as she fought to stave it off. Hunger rose, and then his hand
trailed lazily down her chest, down her belly. She gasped and
moaned, arching her back, but his fingers trailed down lower,
circling her belly button, then lower still.

Her hips bucked up frantically as his fingers
rubbed lightly along her moist, tight slit, and she felt the sexual
pressure throbbing and boiling away within her skull.

And then another figure lurched into view.
She shouldn’t have even noticed it, for she was writhing and
pulling at her bonds, gasping and shuddering as the pleasure
twisted inside her.

But then her eyes stared up, and were
caught.

It was – not a man. It had no eyes, just
sockets. It was little more than a skeleton with a thin, paper dry
layer of flesh still wrapped tightly around it. Quinn stared at
those eye sockets, and saw a small red fire at their center. Her
ankles and wrists pulled frantically against the thick ropes as the
thing climbed onto the bed between her legs.

Nausea rose in her throat and she tried to
scream, but was suddenly too terrified. Claw like hands slid up her
body and over her breasts, and a roiling, burning need and lust
tore at her mind. It fell atop her like a sack of old bones, and
yet she felt something thrusting into her wet pussy, something cold
and thin and dry. It’s mouth crushed hers, and she felt something
like a suction there, as if it were sucking the life out of
her.

Skeletal hands slid under her and seized her
buttocks, and then it began to thrust. And with every thrust it
seemed to grow heavier, seemed to fill out more. With every thrust
pain and pleasure tore at Quinn’s mind, walling off the terror,
drowning it in lust and heat and need and sheer carnal
pleasure.

It pulled its mouth away from hers, and bit
into the nape of her neck. Quinn cried out as she climaxed, as her
body arched violently, ripsawing pleasure howling through her mind
and body as the thing, the man, continued to thrust at her. His
cock was growing thicker, longer, harder, his fingers softer. It
locked its sharp teeth against her throat and a coldness began to
creep over the trembling blonde even as orgasm after orgasm rolled
her mind in helpless, tumbling, swirling confusion.

He pulled his teeth away from her throat and
raised his head. Quinn stared up at him, marveling at how handsome
he was, how beautiful he was, with high, aristocratic cheek bones,
bright, piercing blue eyes, and long, dark, lustrous silken hair.
He crushed her lips with his, and she moaned as his tongue drove
into her mouth, her own fluttering against it.

His hands were large and soft beneath her
buttocks as he pulled her up to meet his hard, demanding thrusts.
His cock was big and hard and strained the taut lips of her sex to
their utmost as it plunged into her again and again.

Fear forgotten, drunk on pleasure and hunger,
Quinn kissed him back, her wrists and ankles pulling at their bonds
now as she sought to wrap her arms and legs around him. His cock
pounded into her, achingly deep, the nose punching against her
cervix with every stroke. It hurt, it hurt so good, so wonderfully
Quinn didn’t want it to ever stop.

And for long, long minutes, as orgasms swept
over her one after another, it didn’t, his hips working up and
down, twisting and turning, changing the angle of his thrust, but
plunging into her to the hilt again and again.

* * *

When Quinn woke again her chin was on her
chest. She raised her head wearily, moaning at the aching in her
body. Now it was her wrists and arms and shoulders which hurt the
most, and she soon realized why.

She was hanging by her wrists, the rope
overhead attached to a thick ceiling beam, her toes twitching and
jerking an inch or two above the dirt below as she slowly swayed
and turned in place.

There was a flickering oil lamp hanging from
a hook in the uneven stone wall, and she recognized the place as
deep at the bottom of the mine, down the long rusting ladder which
ran down what had once been an elevator cage, where a simple
elevator had been raised and lowered by a large crank overhead,
perhaps turned by men, perhaps by some kind of animal.

Her wrists burned with the tight, thick rope
around them. Her ankles were similarly bound together beneath her.
And another thick loop of rope passed around her head, over her
mouth, pulling in hard, forcing her jaws wide. Quinn had a vague
memory of her screaming and screaming and screaming – in pleasure,
in ecstasy, and her throat ached behind her dry mouth.

Fear enveloped her now, and she stared around
her, eyes wide, then across at the ladder which led up to the
distant opening. She whimpered and moved her head around, her eyes
searching the shadows, and the blackness beyond, looking for –
him.

Silence greeted her, and the distant sound of
dripping water. She shuddered, her body taut, stretched out, aching
all over. Her arms and legs and back were stiff and cramped, her
hands numb. Her mind was filled with strange, shadowy memories,
memories of men thrusting into her body again and again.

Memories of heat and cold, and a terrible
pleasure.

In the distance, she heard screams. But they
weren't screams of pain. They were unmistakeable sounds of passion
and pleasure, and they were male. The sounds were almost
animal-like in their raw, carnal heat, and she tried and failed to
imagine Petrescu making such sounds. They stopped abruptly, and
then there was silence.

She moaned weakly, turning, twisting slowly
on the end of the rope, arms and shoulders aching, wrists burning.
She began to feel very sorry for herself as she raised her head
occasionally to look around. Fear and anxiety churned through her,
and she knew a terrible sense of how unfair it all ways that this
was happening to her and she had no idea why or how.

She worked the muscles of her arms, trying to
pull herself up a little, her legs kicking out, sending her body
swinging back and forth. She cocked her head back, staring up at
the ceiling, to where the rope was tied, wondering how strong the
old beam was, whether it was rotted and she could pull it down.

It held steady, and she dropped limp,
gasping, moaning, her movements slowly easing back to a soft, slow
swaying motion. There was no point in screaming, that was for sure.
She was out in the desert with a million tons of rock overhead and
nobody within miles to hear her anyway. She dropped her chin on her
chest, groaning, feeling her eyes begin to tear up with misery.

And then a brush blur of motion jerked her
eyes up and she was staring right at him.

She felt a shock of fear and alarm, and then
– nothing. She looked at him, hardly thinking anything, calm, a
little dazed. She recognized him, vaguely, as the man who had used
her earlier, though she had no idea how much earlier. He had been a
… a thing, and then he had been a man too beautiful to stand, and
then.. and then she couldn't really remember very much, nor did she
care.

She didn't care about anything at all as she
hung there staring at him. She had no pain, no concerns, no
worries. There was no fear in her, no alarm. He slid a hand out and
his fingers brushed along her cheek.

“You are a lovely thing,” he said in a soft,
low voice tinged with the burr of Scotland. “So craven to treat you
like this.”

He combed her fingers out of her hair, and
she noted without caring that his fingers were long and slender. He
had pale skin, and was youthful, barely older than her, she
thought, with soft sensuous lips and high cheekbones. His hair was
reddish brown, falling around his head and shoulders, and there was
a dark intensity in his eyes.

“What's your name, girl?”

Quinn answered, without thought.

“Interesting name. Where is this place,
Quinn?”

“It's a mine,” she said, her voice low and
gravelly, as if she had a cold and her throat was very sore.

“Where is the mine located?” he asked
patiently.

“In the desert,” she said.

“What state are we in?” he asked.

“New Mexico,” she said tonelessly.

He frowned thoughtfully. “New Mexico? I don't
know the place. Who rules?”

“Governor Foster,” she said.

He shook his head in evident
exasperation.

“Who is king here?”

She stared at him. She had no answer ready at
hand.'

He questioned her further, asking her more
details about where they were, and what the date was, who Petrescu
was, and how long he had been there and what she knew of him. Her
throat got dryer as she continued to speak, but she couldn't not
speak. She didn't even consider doing anything but answering his
questions. She had no fear and no pain. Her mind seemed numb.

And then there was a sound from down a
distant tunnel, and he vanished as if he were never there. Quinn
continued to stare at where he had been, and then the strange fog
which had been gripping her mind slowly began to clear.

Callum came into view. He was nude, and moved
in an odd, feral way, hunched over, arms drawn in, his eyes darting
from side to side. He moved with a strange, shuffling gate which
was nevertheless, astonishingly fast for a guy who usually
preferred to saunter. Her mind cleared and she felt the ache in her
wrists, arms and shoulders, and saw him standing before her,
staring at her as if he hardly knew her.

“C-Callum!” she gasped weakly.

He sniffed at her, like a dog, and, in fact,
his head was cocked to one side.

He had a huge erection, and it was pointing
up at an angle.

“Callum?”

He moved in closer, his face an inch from
hers, then looked down. His tongue licked down along her chest.

“Callum! Untie me! We need to get out of
here!” she gasped.

His hands, like claws, came around her and
pressed into her sides as his tongue moved slowly down and then to
the side, lapping at her aching, erect nipple.

“Callum! We don't have time for this!” she
panted.

He sucked on the center of her breast, then
his teeth began to bite, to chew on her soft, delicate flesh.

“Ow! Callum! Stop it! Callum! Oww!”

She kicked out at him with her legs, and he
pulled free, but only to slide around her, his tongue on her ribs,
his hands on her belly and back as he licked up and down and around
behind her. Everywhere his tongue touched she felt a pulsing heat
sinking into her flesh, and his saliva seemed to set her skin
burning with a shimmering crackle of nerve endings that had her
shuddering in pleasure.

“Callum?” she gulped.

He growled low in his throat and his tongue
slide up along her spine so that she arched and her mouth widened
and she cried out in pleasure, her back flaring with dark heat. She
gulped in air, panting, moaning as his tongue slid along her ribs,
and over her shoulder blades and up along her neck, hardly able to
breath with the crackling wall of sexual electricity he was raising
around her.

“W-what... C-Callum!” she moaned. “Callum! We
n-need to get out of here!” she groaned.

He licked along her ribs again and up under
her armpit as she writhed and moaned, then dropped abruptly to his
haunches before her and pushed his mouth into her groin. He gripped
her thighs and forced them apart, and then pushed his face in hard
against the aching, swollen folds of her sex.

Quinn cried out, convulsions rolling up her
body as her hips bucked feverishly. His mouth covered her sex,
sucking and licking and feeding at her as her eyes bulged and her
body spasmed and shook.

And then Brian was there, as well, and he was
as nude and as visibly aroused as Callum. He acted the same way, as
well, not speaking, just staring at her, entranced. He moved in
behind her, licking and sucking at her shoulders and down along her
back as his hands cupped and kneaded her breasts.

“Y-You g-guys!” she gasped.

Brian licked a hot, searing trail down her
back, and didn't stop at her tailbone. Quinn's eyes jerked wide as
she felt his tongue circling her puckered back opening, then
pushing against her there. Her legs jerked feebly in Callum's grip,
but his hands were as strong as steel and he held her easily as his
mouth widened – too wide – and engulfed her sex. She gasped and
then yelped as she felt teeth dig into her flesh just above and
just below her pussy, and his hot breath on her skin as his tongue
pushed in between her pussy lips and slid up into the mouth of her
sex.

It was abundantly clear, even to Quinn's
dazed, frantic mind, that there was something very different about
the two. But her ability to consider what that might be was rapidly
fading as the sexual heat she had felt with Petrescu began to build
within her once again.

“Don't! Oh! Oh! Callum!” she moaned.

His tongue was impossibly long! It twisted
and turned within her like a snake, and then Brian's pushed up into
her rectum, turning and slithering in and out in a way which was
excruciatingly intimate, producing sensations like none she'd ever
felt before.

“Oh God! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oh!” she moaned, her
body twisting and writhing now.

A hot, churning vortex of sexual heat and
hunger and passion was building within her, raising a fever which
swept her mind clear of all thoughts but pleasure.

Callum stood up, raising her legs even
higher, painfully high, as his stiff cock pressed unerringly
against her dripping, burning entrance.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” she sobbed. “Fuck
me!”

He slid into her and she cried out in glory, twisting and writhing
in uncontrollable paroxysms of carnal pleasure as he began to
thrust into her hard and fast.

She cried out at every thrust, her battered
mind swept by wave after wave of intense, raw sensation while
Callum, wild-eyed, thrust into her like a machine. The pleasure,
despite its shocking power, kept building higher and higher, so
that she began to cry out, then to scream as the force of it
battered her mind like a hurricane. And still it built, so that she
forgot where she was, forgot who she was, and lost herself to the
dark passion and pleasure.

So lost was she that she barely noticed when
Callum and Brian both stopped abruptly and stepped back. Her legs,
now free, thrashed and twisted as her hips bucked desperately. But
the cock inside her was gone. The new sensations were gone, and her
fever began to slowly ease, her movements subsiding to trembling
and twitching.

The other man stepped forward, and took her
into his arms, then carried her from the cave.

Quinn couldn't keep still in his arms, and
her chest heaved like a bellows.

“Fuck me!” she gasped breathlessly up at
him.

He ignored her, moving quickly through the
tunnels, and then the world darkened around her and she went
limp.
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Her eyes opened, or so she thought. It was
pitch black, however. She sat up, gasping, as the events of recent
history came into her mind. She gaped at nothing, her mind filled
with shock, horror and disbelief. Was any of that possible!? Had it
really happened!? Her sore, aching body said it had and... she was
horny, very horny. She rubbed her fingers along her clit and gasped
at the hot surge of pleasure which rolled through her mind.

But this wasn't the time for that! She half
stood, crouching, hands reaching out, feeling for a wall, a light,
anything. She was nude, and the floor felt rocky, sandy against her
bare feet. That implied she was still in the mine. Sure enough, she
felt the stone wall against her fingers.

Which way was out?!

“Where are you going?”

She screamed at the voice, twisting towards
where it had come from and raising her arms defensively.

“You might as well sit,” the voice said.
“There's nowhere to go at the present.”

She recognized the voice, with its soft
Scottish burr, and she tried to ease backwards, only to trip over a
rock and fall.

“I can see in the dark,” the voice said.
“You, however, cannot.”

“W-who are you!?” she cried. “What do you
want!?”

“My name is Banner,” the voice said. “And I
want … knowledge, wealth, power, and freedom.”

She stared into the darkness, heart
pounding.

“You'll note the order of those wants,” he
said. “For one begats the next, and the last does not exist without
those which come before.”

“W-what are you going to do with me?” she
gulped.

“Anything I want.”

That was not an answer calculated to put her
at ease and Quinn stared around her, hoping to see at least a small
crack of light.

“Your life is mine,” the voice said. “For you
would no longer have it were it not for me.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” she squeaked.

“Do you remember what happened at the
end?”

She blushed in the darkness, thinking of
Callum and Brian, and the overpowering heat and lust which had come
over her as they – .”

“What about it?” she demanded.

“You know so much I need, yet so little,” he
sighed.

“Who are you?” she moaned, then, aware he had
already answered that one, “What are you!?”

“As far as I can determine from the gleanings
of your mind, I am what you think of as a vampire.”

Her eyes widened, even though, of course, the
thought had occurred to her given what she'd already experienced.
She put a hand against the side of her neck, feeling the bites
there.

“But there's no such thing as vampires!” she
whimpered.

“All myths and legends spring from some
fact,” he replied softly.

“Am I going to become a vampire!?”

There was amusement in his voice. “No. There are no vampires as you
know of them, and the legends are foggy and only have a little
truth to them. We do not drink blood, nor do we turn into bats and
fly away. We feed off energy; the energy of all living things. And
there are certain rituals which will enhance the benefits of
certain types of energy, including sexual energy. The massive
amount of energy you gave off when I was atop you brought me, in a
sense, back to life, though I was not precisely dead.”

“In the same way, your two former friends
were about to feed off your energy. However, there was little left
of it, little life energy in you, and they would have sucked you
dry and left you an empty husk.”

“They wouldn't hurt me!”

“They were not who you remember. They were
mindless beasts, half turned by the one who calls himself Petrescu.
They needed your energy to cross over entirely.”

“C-cross into what?”

“Into being what you think of as
vampires.”

“You mean they're dead!?”

“Not precisely.”

“This is all impossible!” she moaned,
collapsing onto the ground.

“Yes, my thoughts entirely when I awoke. The
things I see in your head seem impossible, yet you have seen
them.”

“You can read my mind!?”

“In a manner of speaking. I can see into your
surface memories, but not understand what I'm seeing.”

“What am I thinking now?”

“I'm entirely too weak to put forth the
effort for that right now.”

That sounded very promising, and Quinn tried
backing away a little further.

“I can still see in the dark, however.”

She froze.

“That's probably where your legends arise
which says we can only come out at night. Most of the time, when we
want to do something which humans would not like it is better to go
at night, when we can see, and they cannot.”

“Where are we? What do you want with me?”

“I need a guide to this place. You are what
is readily at hand. As for where we are: a cave I found in your
memories, a few miles north of the mine. When I have regained
sufficient energy, we will go into the town you know of, this
Dunmark place, and obtain clothing and transportation.”

His talk about energy made her chest tighten
since he'd already spoken about just how they got energy.

He chuckled low in his throat. “No, I'm not
going to kill you,” he said. “That would be pointless. Besides, I
only kill at need, and there is no need.”

“You said... you said Callum and Brian were
going to... leave me an empty husk!”

“I don't need as much energy as they do, and
I have considerably more control over how much I take. You have
also had some time to rebuild your aura.”

“M-My aura?”

“You're an unusual girl. Most people have
very thin light auras around them. No, you cannot see it, but it
exists nonetheless. Those auras are a symbol of energies. Your aura
is far deeper and larger. There were always a select few like you,
and always considered quite valuable by those who can make use of
those auras – that energy. That Petrescu would waste such as you on
two minor thralls is a sign of his ignorance and foolishness.”

And suddenly he was right there beside her,
and she screamed as she felt him take her arm.

“Don't!”

“You'd be dead at the moment were it not for
me,” he said. “I think you owe me.”

“But...”

She felt a sudden heat between her legs, and
then it ran up her belly and into her chest, leaving her breathless
as she jerked spastically. Her legs flew apart of their own
volition, and she arched her back in a long, shuddering moan of
pleasure as his fingers slid slowly through her hair.

Her mouth opened and closed and her eyes
stared sightlessly as she writhed under the spreading heat. Her
nipples ached horribly, and when his fingers seized them and began
to roll them between them she sobbed and arched violently again,
thrusting her breasts up at him.

“Such a pretty child,” he said softly,
pinching her nipples in a way which made her sob in pleasure.

“You will find me a stern but not unkind
master,” he said. “And your miserable life cannot but be improved
by my company, and the gratitude I will show for the use of your
energy.”

Then he was atop her, and the tendons in her
thighs ached as she tried to spread herself wider. She could see
nothing, but felt his flesh against hers, warm, soft, and then she
cried out in helpless pleasure as he began to push into her.

His lips came down on hers, and his cock slid
deeper as his hand kneaded her breast. Heat and hunger washed over
her and she kissed back passionately, arms rising, legs curling
around him as he began to thrust into her with long, slow strokes
which made her moan and gasp and shudder, made her mind reel with
pleasure. Orgasms spilled over her, screaming through her nervous
system as he continued to calmly thrust into her, and Quinn bucked
and twisted and rolled her hips up frantically as her body shook in
spastic response.

“How do you do that?” she asked later, after
recovering enough breath to speak.

“What?”

“How do you... make me so... out of control?
Like Petrscu did?”

“We can influence the human mind,” he said.
“We can cloud it, twist it, affect certain things, including those
parts of the brain which control pleasure and pain. We can make a
man walk off a cliff, without him even being aware he's doing so.
Or even if aware, without him caring. That is why we rule.”

“Sounds like a politician,” she grumbled.

“We do not have any … politicians... in the
manner I have seen in your mind. There are rulers, and there are
the ruled. There is no in between.”

“Not in this country.”

“I think you are mistaken. But it matters
not. I will find a territory, and rule it. I will obtain wealth and
power, so that I may live as I choose.”

“Just... where are you from anyway?”

“Scotland.”

“I think they have voting and stuff there,”
she said.

“They didn't five hundred years ago.”

Her eyes widened in the darkness.

“You have lovely eyes,” he said, changing the
subject.

Her heart sped up a bit and she felt a
throbbing between her legs.

“Stop that!”

“The ruled don't tell the rulers what to do,
girl.”

“I'm not... the ruled!”

“You would be the dead were it not for my
intervention. Think of not breathing, and be grateful. Now stand up
so that I might examine you.”

“But..”

“Stand,” he ordered.

Licking her lips anxiously, she obeyed. She
felt uneasy, for while she was cloaked in darkness he had said he
could see in the dark. How well could he see?”

“Put your hands behind your neck and arch
your back.”

“Why?”

“Because I ordered it.”

She glowered, then did nothing, just to test
if he could really see. A moment later she yelped as she felt a
sting in her backside. Her hands slapped back against it.

“Hands behind your neck.”

“But...”

She felt another sting to her backside and
jumped with a cry of pain.

“Now, girl.”

She stared towards the voice fearfully, then
obeyed.

“Arch your back. Yes. Lovely. You're more
slender of hip than the girls I'm used to, but quite shapely
nonetheless, and your hair is lovely. Your breasts are very firm
and shapely, doubtless from those bra things I've seen in your
head. Odd looking garments, but not unattractive.”

She flushed anxiously.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

Biting her lip, Quinn got down on her hands
and knees.

“Turn around.”

She moaned but again obeyed, and then felt
his hands on her hips, felt him jerking her thighs wider, felt him
pushing down on her upper back, then tugging back on her hair.

“Thus,” he said.

She trembled as the heat began to build
within her. She imagined she could feel the lips of her sex
swelling, parting, could feel the sopping liquid heat within her
beginning to trickle out as her nipples began to burn and her
breasts throbbed.

“And you would rebel against this?” he asked
calmly. “You would go back to your life of lazy, slatternly
drinking and sleeping?”

Quinn sobbed helplessly, thrusting herself
higher in back, spreading her knees wider.

“P-Please!” she gasped.

“You see the pleasure I can bring you? You
imagine anything you could do would be as enjoyable?”

“Please!” she moaned.

She had lowered herself, and her nipples made
contact with the ground. It was enough to make her shudder anew,
and lower her chest more. She let her arms fall away, crushing her
breasts against the hard, pebbled ground, gurgling in pleasure as
they pillowed out, as she ground her flaring, aching, sensitive
flesh against the rough stone.

“Please!” she cried.

“You may call me master. I don't normally
require it of my thralls and servants, but I have a feeling this
foolish land has given rise to a sense of independence among its
serfs which will require constant reinforcement of your new
position.”

Quinn's hips ground furiously up and down
against nothing and she sobbed desperately.

“Please! Please, master!”

“Do you want me to use you, girl?”

“Yes !Oh God! Please! Yes!”

“Beg.”

“Please use me, master!” she sobbed. “Please
fuck me!”

She let out an inarticulate cry of pleasure
as he entered her. She was dripping wet and the passion swept
across her skin like wildfire so that she could only moan and
tremble as he took her again, thrusting into her with deep,
powerful strokes. She jerked under the impact of his hips, and he
gripped her hair, pulling back in time, forcing her aching pussy
back onto his cock every time he thrust into her.

Another orgasm tore through her, and she
could not repress helpless cries of passion and pleasure as he
continued to ride her, continued to pound into her. Another orgasm
tore through her, and then another, and another, until she was
dazed and gasping and drooling.

He dropped her as he finished, and she fell
to the floor of the cave, groaning and gasping for breath.

“Ruler and ruled,” he said with a grunt,
apparently sitting back somewhere nearby.

Quinn couldn't speak for almost a full
minute, shell-shocked by the explosive passion which had torn
through her.

“Th-that's not f-f-fair,” she gasped.

“What has fair got to do with anything in
life?”

“B-bastard,” she moaned, rolling onto her
back.

“That would be an insult to my mother, not to
me. Nevertheless, I don't like it. Don't do it again or I will
punish you. I require a certain degree of respect from my
servants.”

She glowered into the darkness.

“It's time for us to leave. Come.”

“But...”

“Come.”

She felt a hand gripping her hair and yelped
as he pulled her to her feet, then jerked her forward. They walked
a short distance, turned, then turned in the opposite direction,
and suddenly there was light. She groaned in relief as they stepped
out into the night lit desert, into what she would have once
thought of as darkness, and turned to look up at him.

He was as naked as she was, and she took a
long moment to drink him in. He was certainly nothing like her
first horrifying introduction. His body was slender but very
obviously muscled. In the shadow light of the moon she could see
his pronounced pectorals and washboard stomach. His hair fell past
his powerful shoulders, and he had pronounced biceps and strong
looking hands.

His cock hung limp, she saw with something
like relief, but even so it was large, and his legs were firm and
athletic.

“The town is this way,” he said, motioning
her forward.

“But we have no clothes!”

“We will obtain clothing there. And you will
need food. You're very hungry, though I have been keeping that
sensation out of your mind. You need to eat, and to drink.”

It was light enough for her to make out his
features, and to note that he kept looking around warily.

“So why aren't you with Petrescu any more?”
she asked.

“Petrescu was impertinent. He thought to
control me.

“Didn't he uhm, he bit me in the throat, and
that other one, they both d-drank my blood, didn't they?”

“They are not true vampires. Although that is
not how we name ourselves in any event. He is...” he hesitated, “a
demon, would be the most appropriate myth in your language.”

“A demon?!”

“Yes, close enough. He has some of the powers
of a true vampire, but not others. He can control the minds of
humans, and lesser vampires, the weak ones, but not one of my age
and strength. If I were at my full strength I would have killed
him, but that will not be for some time. Until then, we must avoid
him or he will kill us both.”

They found the road, and walking became
easier, but Quinn felt herself becoming more and more conscious of
her nudity as they neared town, and kept glancing over her
shoulder, expecting a car, and staring eyes.

Then headlights shown in the distance and she
yelped.

“Stay where you are,” he said.

“But..”

She felt the limbs in her body freezing, felt
her mind numbing. He disappeared, and she stared at the approaching
headlights, trembling. She wanted to dash into the weeds at the
side of the road, but couldn't seem to bring herself to move! The
headlights came closer and then slowed down as a pickup truck
stopped right before her. She felt a wave of intense embarrassment
as whoever it was stared at her, then heard the sound of the truck
door opening.

“Well, lookit what we got here?” a gleeful
male voice said. “It's little Quinn out in her birthday suit.”

She felt a wave of embarrassment as Albert
Brekenridge stepped forward, grinning through broken, yellowy
teeth.

“Town slut took a little too much loco
mushrooms, huh?” he said with a sneer.

She stared at him, unmoving, heart pounding,
watching as he removed his t-shirt to reveal that even at just shy
of thirty he already had a pot belly.

“I'm gonna fuck your brains out,” he said.
“Not that you gots any.”

He laughed in amusement as he kicked off his
shoes, removed his socks, and then undid his jeans and pulled them
off. He ran his tongue along his lower lip and gripped his cock,
which began to rise from a thick mass of dark pubic hair.

“I'm gonna take you in every fucking hole,
baby!” he said gleefully.

He stepped forward and walked past her, then
over to the side of the road. Quinn found she could move and
yelped, twisting aside, staring as Albert, leering at the ground,
got to his knees, then lay down on his belly. His hips began to
ride up and down as she stared at him, open-mouthed.

“Do you know how to operate this
vehicle?”

She turned dazedly to see that Banner had put
on Albert's T-shirt, jeans and shoes.

“Uhm, yes,” she said.

“Then do so. It is obviously far faster than
walking.”

She scrambled around and climbed into the
drivers side as Banner stood on the other side. She had a momentary
thought, put the car into gear, and stepped down on the gas pedal
hard. The rear wheels spun and the pickup shot forward, leaving
Banner behind.

Quinn's heart pounded as she kept her foot on
the gas, and then suddenly, her foot pulled off, and instead
slammed on the brake. She cried out in alarm, unable to control her
own leg as the pickup skidded to a halt. She stared in the rear
view mirror as he approached, then opened the door. Apparently she
could move as long as she wasn't trying to push down on the
gas.

She jumped down and started to run, then
froze again. Instead, despite her desperate efforts, it was as if
she was a passenger in her own body. It turned around and walked
back to the rear of the truck, waiting as he approached. Then she
turned around and bent over the open tailgate, laying her upper
body down. Then, moving like a snake, a loose tangle of electrical
cord slid forward from the jumble of tools in the bed of te pickup
truck, wrapped around her wrists, and pulled tightly forward.

He came up behind her, removing the belt from
his newly acquired jeans.

“I can see that you're the kind of female for
whom one lesson is insufficient,” he said.

There was no magic to the feel of the belt
cutting across her buttocks. Quinn cried out in as the line of pain
burned at her tender flesh.

“I offer you immense pleasure,” he said.

The belt lashed her buttocks a second time
and she squealed and twisted helplessly, pulling at the cord.

“I save your miserable life,” he said.

The belt cracked across her buttocks
again.

“I'm sorry!” she cried.

“I offer you a life of luxury and comfort as
my servant.”

Crack!

“Oww! Please!”

“Instead of your miserable life of poverty in
this miserable overheated desert.”

Crack!

“I'm sorry! I'm sorry! Please... master!”

“I warn you that Petrescu will be searching
for you, and will kill you if he finds you.”

Crack!

“I inform you that I am weak, at present and
do not wish to overtax my strength.”

“But even so you will flee back to the same
miserable town, no doubt to your miserable hovel, where he will
come for you.”

“I'm sorry, master!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You cause me to waste my hoarded reserves of
strength.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“A sense of independence is understandable,”
he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“But raw, rank stupidity is simply
intolerable!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Quinn's body writhed and jerked under the
blows, and her eyes filled with tears as the pain and burning in
her buttocks grew worse and worse. But there was nothing she could
do but babble out apologies, which he ignored.

She sobbed as the blows continued, then
gasped as he the electrical cord loosened , he gripped her hair and
yanked her upright

“Be aware, girl, that Petrescu has touched
your mind. The instant I remove the protection I have given over
you he will spot you and control you and you would then walk back
to the mines to be consumed by his thralls. Is that what you
want?”

“N-N-Noooo!” she sobbed.

He shook her like a rag doll. “No what?”

“No, sir!”

“Master.”

“No, master!” she sobbed.

Gripping her hair, he marched her around to
the passenger side of the truck.

“Open it.”

Quinn wiped the tears from her eyes as she
opened the truck door, then gasped in pain as he thrust her up into
it, following behind her.

“Now you will instruct me on the operation of
this … thing,” he said, looking around at the inside of the truck
cab distrustfully.
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Quinn demonstrated how the truck worked and
then drove them towards town. Banner paid careful attention to
everything she did, and seemed surprised at the ease with which the
truck moved.

“Explain to me this engine you speak of.”

She tried to, then had to stop and open the
hood so he could look at it. Then he tried to drive a little, but
couldn't quite manage the clutch. He let her drive them into town.
They stopped at her house, where she found her mother dead drunk
and unconscious. Banner had her pack some clothes, and let her put
on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt before driving them down main
street.

They drove to the town's main street, and
stopped before the Angie's Restaurant there. He broke in by the
simple of expedient of turning the handle until he snapped the
mechanism and the bolt turned.

“It'll set off an alarm,” she said
worriedly.

“You need food.”

“There was some food at home,” she said.

“You need real food.”

He led her to the kitchen and opened doors,
eyes widening as he felt the cold inside.

“How is it cold inside?” he demanded.

“It's a refrigerator. Duh.” she said, rolling
her eyes.

A sharp smack to the bottom made her jump and
yelp.

“Explain, girl!”

“I don't know how it works! I'm not a
freaking refrigerator builder!”

He grumbled and took out several steaks
wrapped in plastic.

“There is a fire?” he asked.

She rolled her eyes and his narrowed.

“Uhm, there's the stove right there,” she
said, pointing.

“Some sort of oil?”

Sighing, Quinn turned on the grille then put
the steaks on. Banner watched in amazement as the flames licked out
around the steaks.

“I'm not really a great cook,” she said.

“Through lack of effort, I'm thinking,” he
snorted.

She scowled. “It's not like we got a lot of
money for steaks at my place!”

“All right, hold it right there!”

They both turned as a man with a gun pointed
at them stepped in from the street, then froze.

“That's Jimmy. He' a deputy,” Quinn said
nervously as Banner stepped over to the man.

Banner stared at him, fingered his badge,
then examined the gun Jimmy was pointing towards the kitchen. He
removed it from his hand and examined it with hmph, then put his
fingers on Jimmy's eyes. Quinn stared as the deputy sank to his
knees and then collapsed unconscious.

“Wh-what did you do to him?” she
squeaked.

“He is sleeping.”

“There'll be more, you know. I mean, someone
sent him because of the alarm. When they don't hear from him
they'll send more.”

She had to explain to him the concept of how
alarms worked and police radios, which seemed to both intrigue and
annoy him. He returned to Jimmy, who groaned and woke up, then
stared into Banner's eyes for a long moment.

He got to his feet and pulled out his
radio.

“Hey, Annie, nothing much here at the
restaurant,” he said. “Looks like the alarm ain't working. Just
tell them to override it and have someone come fix it
tomorrow.”

“Right you are, Jimmy,” a tinny voice said
over the radio.

He turned and walked back out to the street.
Banner watched him walk up the street, then get into a car and
drive away.

“I didn't want to use that much energy,” he
grumbled. “This world is complex.”

“Does that mean you're going to need to
charge yer batteries again?” she asked warily.

“Yes, but you need more strength first.”

He played with the steaks, turning them now
and then, pressing down on them.

“How did you uhm, make Jimmy do that?”

“I convinced his mind that was what he saw.
As far as he will remember he was never inside at all. He didn't
see us. He simply saw what he had expected to see when he first was
informed of this 'alarm'.”

“Why don't we just go? I mean, I'm really not
that hungry and – .”

She gasped as her stomach began to suddenly
ache fiercely. She was abruptly starving and thirsty all at once,
and he had to block her from grabbing the steaks right off the
grille.

The hunger eased but didn't completely go
away.

“That is what you actually feel,” eh said. “I
am blocking it. “You had better get something to drink too.”

He went to the refrigerator and took out a
quart of milk.

“I don't like milk.”

Her thirst returned with a vengeance and she
jerked the carton to her mouth and began to chug it down as he
worked on the steaks. She finished the entire quart, and staggered,
gasping for breath.

“I guess you can forget yer steaks now,” she
gasped. “I've got no room left in me.”

“Your body will be consuming resources at an
enormous rate in order to rebuild your energy reserves,” he said,
not looking at her. “It is the way your kind functions.”

“My kind?”

“Some call them torches, because they burn so
brightly. Torches are capable of giving off immense energy, and
they rebuild their energy faster than normal humans. But one of the
ways they do that is consuming a prodigious amount of food.”

He slapped the steaks down on a plate.

“Eat.”

“I thought one was for you?”

She was suddenly voraciously hungry, and
didn't even bother with a knife and fork. She picked up one of the
steaks, even though it burned her fingers, and took a big bite,
wolfing it down and biting again.

Banner slapped a knife and fork down for her
and she took them without thinking, cutting, spearing and shoveling
food into her mouth. She'd never eaten so fast in her life, and
before she paused to even think she'd finished off one large steak
and was hungrily eating into the second.

“My stomach aches,” she groaned, finishing
off the steak.

“Now it doesn't,” he said.

And it didn't.

“Wow. How'd you do that!?”

“I told you, I can manipulate the pleasure
and pain centers of your mind.”

He shoved an apple into her hand. “Come.”

He pulled her after him as they left the
restaurant. They went up the street, got into the pickup, and drove
a few blocks further along, where he broke into a mens wear shop
and got himself the best suit he could find which fit him off the
rack. Jimmy showed up again, and again left, thinking it was a
problem with the alarm.

Banner consulted her on where large cities
were and they headed west for Albuquerque just as day was
breaking.

“How do people live in this appalling heat?”
he demanded grumpily, an hour later.

“This ain't hot. It's only seven. Wait till
noon.”

She turned her head and eyed him doubtfully.
“Do vampires feel heat?”

“I'm from Scotland. It never gets this hot
there.”

“How uhm, did you get here?”

“I have no idea. I think that I was buried by
someone who thought I was dead, and that Petrescu gathered me and
others up somehow. I have no idea why he brought us all to this
arid hellhole of a country.”

“Well, it's not so bad if you have AC.”

“Have what?”

“Air conditioning. Duh.”

She yelped as her nipples stung.

“Don't do that when I'm driving!”

“Don't be disrespectful to your master or
I'll do worse than that.”

She sighed. “Master. Is that like some sort
of bondage thing?”

He frowned. “What?”

“You know, master, slave? BDSM?”

He looked at her without comprehension, and
she tried to wrap her head around the idea that he really was five
hundred years old, and that all the serfs and peasants really did
call the 'rulers' master as a matter of course, with it having
nothing to do with sex.

“Didn't you have, like a title, like Baron
Thistlemore or Prince Vlad?”

“Those are human titles. I had acquired one.
I was an earl. Why do you find that amusing?

“So people didn't call you, like, your
earldom or something?”

“The proper form of address for an Earl is
lord.”

“So you're like, Lord Banner?”

“Banner is my first name.”

“What kind of a first name is that?”

“What kind of a first name is Quinn?”

“What's wrong with it? I like it.”

“What does it stand for?”

“I dunno. It stands for Quinn. It doesn't
have to stand for something.”

“Your names are as meaningless as your
lives,” he said, shaking his head in disgust.

“Hey, my life isn't meaningless!”

“No? What was its meaning then?”

“I don't know!” she said uncomfortably. “I
mean, I'm only nineteen. I didn't know what I wanted to be
yet.”

“In my day you would have been married at
fourteen and already have several children and be running a
household.”

He looked her up and down with a look which
made her uncomfortable.

“And you wouldn't look so – .”

“What?”

“Your skin is unblemished. Your hair, your
body. No girl over twelve would look as unmarried by time as
you.”

“Well, I use a skin cleanser, and I wear spf
40 when I go out.”

He stared at her in confusion.

“Sun screen? You know, you put on to keep the
sun from burning your skin?”

He shook his head.

“I need to get a sword,” he said. “Will they
still sell them in this Albuquerque?

“Why would you want a sword? People have guns
now you know.”

“I like swords,” he said with a growl.

“Okay, okay. Probably be some antique place
that has them.”

Her stomach growled.

“You are hungry again.”

“I can't be!”

But she was, barely more than an hour after
she'd eaten two steaks!

“You gave much energy. Your aura is
recovering well, however.”

He glanced off to his right. “There is a
city,” he said.

She looked out the window. “That ain't no
city,” she scoffed. “It's just some flea speck town not much bigger
than mine.”

“Go there. They will have food.”

“I ain't that hungry.”

“Go,” he growled.

She rolled her eyes and turned off the
highway, and rolled down the street of a small town named Porter,
stopping before a restaurant.

Since it was daylight now.

They went into a diner, and the
twenty-something brunette behind the counter eyed Banner
doubtfully. There weren't many men who showed up in three piece
suits there, and none with hair past their shoulders.

“Help you people?” she asked.

“Could I get a couple of scrambled eggs,
please, and bacon” Quinn asked.

“Two,” Banner said. “And milk.”

“Sure nuff.”

There were a lot of people in the restaurant,
early risers having breakfast, but they found an empty booth and
Quinn was soon wolfing down her breakfast as Banner looked around
him and studied the other customers. They, in turn, were studying
him with unabashed curiosity, some of it hostile.

“They don't seem to like me,” he said.

Quinn snorted in amusement. “Nobody around
her trusts city boys. And you sure look like a city boy.”

“Yes, it's clear I'm not a local,” he said
thoughtfully. “How would I blend in more?”

“Well, you could wear clothes like other
folks, and you could cut your hair.”

He made a face. “We will be leaving this
place for the city anyway. I don't need to look like a
peasant.”

She rolled her eyes and shoved more egg into
her mouth.

“You're ticking me off, girl.”

“What'd I do?”

He glowered at her, then looked around again.
“This place is very well constructed for a food hall for peasants,”
he said. “I imagine the buildings in a city are even more
luxurious.”

“You think this is luxurious?” she asked in
amazement.

“Where I came from glass is a luxury few can
afford. As is meat. The clothes these people have, the vehicles
they own, the food they eat, it is all enormous luxury, especially
for peasants.”

“Hate to be a peasant in your world,” she
said.

She finished off both plates of eggs and
bacon, as well as the milk.

“Am I gonna have to eat like that every
hour?”

“No, your aura is much healthier now, even
though I have been drawing on it.”

“What do you mean drawing on it?”

“Taking from it.”

“You been, like, drinking my aura?” she asked
warily, rolling her eyes around as if she could see it.

“The aura is merely the visible indication of
energy. I have been tapping it to rebuild mine.”

“How come you don't eat?”

“I do not draw sustenance from it the way you
do.”

“No, you eat me, instead, and not in a good
way?”

He frowned. “What do you mean by that?”

“Uhm, well,” she hesitated and her skin
reddened. “You know,” she said, lowering her voice. “oral.”

He shook his head, baffled.

“I suppose you don't really need much
foreplay, do ya?”

“What is foreplay?”

The waitress, who had come to remove her
plates, heard, and let out a bark of laughter. “You got a real
winner there, honey,” she said, taking the plates away.

Quinn giggled and Banner stared at the woman
then at her, frowning.

“Explain,” he said curtly.

“You know,” she said, “like, what uhm, Callum
was doing … back there... before you uhm, stopped him.”

“He was having sex with you.”

“Well, yeah, but when he was on his knees
licking me, remember?”

“Yes, I wondered what he was doing.”

“Wow. You people are freaking backwards!”

His eyes narrowed.

“I feel sorry for the women from your time
having to screw a bunch of clods who probably couldn't even find a
clit with a map.”

“What is a … clit?”

She snickered and his eyes narrowed
again.

“Show me.”

“Uhm, maybe later.”

“Now.”

“I can't here!” she said.

“You can do anything I tell you to do.”

“Someone'll call the cops!”

But her body seemed to be operating under
remote control again as it got out of the booth, and her fingers
reached down and peeled off her t-shirt. She popped the catch on
her shorts and pushed them down and off, and then spread her legs,
showing him her clit.

Her body was acting entirely casually.
Inside, her mind was gripped by shock, mortified, horrified at the
public exposure. Yet as the seconds ticked away it became obvious
that the other dozen people in the restaurant didn't see her at
all.

“I see. So this is what mean touch to arouse
women? Interesting. I have never had to touch a woman to arouse
her, you see, so the actual physical manner of it has not been of
concern. Then again, for most ordinary men of my time I do not
believe it was of much concern either. I do not believe I ever
heard anyone speak of manipulating this, let alone licking it.”

He made a disgusted face. Of course, it does
look considerably cleaner than I recall, perhaps because you have
shaved all your hair off. That's an interesting concept that no
woman ever practiced in my day.”

He snapped his fingers, and the waitress came
over.

“Help you?” she asked, frowning.

She looked at him a moment and then reached
under her skirt and peeled her underwear down and off. She sat back
on at the counter and spread her legs as she pulled her skirt
up.

“Demonstrate,” he said, “While I
observe.”

More than a little dazed by it all, Quinn
felt her body turning and moving towards the woman. She had no
interest in sex with women, but at now her body began to pulse with
sexual need and arousal, and she dropped to her knees before the
woman began to lick with growing excitement as Banner leaned in and
watched.

A man walked past them, paid and went out to
his car. A woman got up and went past to the bathrooms. A man in
the stool next to the waitress ate his toast and sipped at his
coffee, paying no attention as Quinn licked and sucked on the
woman's clit, and the waitress began to moan and roll her hips up
excitedly.

“Ahh, I see,” Banner said. “I understand the
term. And I can see in your mind that you normally do this with
men. I suppose we were fairly primitive in Scotland, but we never
thought to do such things. You may demonstrate this technique on
me.”

Quinn felt her body turning and crawled back
to him, her mind still spinning and filled with shock as he opened
his suit trousers. This, at least, was something she was used to
doing, even if not in public, and she began to lick and kiss his
cock as the excitement within her grew quickly to feverish
levels.

It didn't matter now who could or couldn't
see her. She moaned excitedly as she licked at his balls, pulling
his pants wider, sucking and mouthing them, her hands running up
and down his thighs and up under his shirt. He hardened quickly,
and she began to mouth his shaft, sliding her lips up and down its
length from the side, then tracing her tongue along the big vein at
the bottom before kissing and sucking the head into her mouth.

The pulsing heat was intense, but even in its
midst she felt a wave of smug satisfaction at the surprise and
pleasure in his face as she slid her lips up and down the front of
his cock. And when she pushed herself all the way down, taking him
deep into his throat, she heard a soft gasp of pleasure from
above.

“Jesu!” he whispered softly.

Quinn rode her lips up and down his shaft,
then pulled free with a gasp of her own, mouthing his shaft, then
sliding her lips and down down to work on his balls again as her
fingers caressed his saliva slick cock. She moaned, shuddering
under the writhing grip of the heat and passion and hunger within
her, jerking her head up and taking his cock into her mouth
again.

She pushed her lips hungrily down the shaft,
moaning again, riding her lips up and down and up and down as she
sucked and licked in a frenzy of near worship for his stiff
cock.

When he came in her mouth she swallowed
greedily, moaning in pleasure and satisfaction as she continued to
bob and suck and lick, her body still inflamed, her nipples fiery
little coals on her chest.

As he softened, she straightened, panting,
eyes wild with excitement and need, chest heaving. She felt his
mind in hers even as her hands moved over her body, gasping and
arching as her fingers cupped and squeezed her breasts.

“So,” he said, as her fingers pinched her
nipples, “You have shown me something new. I shall reward you.”

Quinn sobbed helplessly, trembling, moaning,
stumbling back. She half fell across the table across from theirs,
spreading her legs wide as her hands moved up and down her writhing
body. Her mind could see the people moving around her, and a part
of her was horrified at the thought of doing what she was doing
where anyone could see. But clearly the couldn't see, which made
what was happening a dark, bizarre thrill.

Her right hand slid down between her legs,
fingers parting to press heavily into her soft flesh on either side
of her clitoris. She stroked her hand up and down, up and down,
moaning, her head rolling from side to side as her chest
heaved.

“I think I like you like this, girl,” he
said. “Though clearly I will need ease things so that you may
function and be of any use. Any other use,” he amended himself.

Quinn drew her knees up and back, gasping as
she thrust three fingers deep into her burning pussy. She yelped
and gasped and cried out as she pumped them in and out, and yet her
fingers stayed just clear of her throbbing, swollen clit. And
despite a heat which threatened to scald her, to fry her mind, she
could not come, for he would not allow it.

She spread her legs as wide as she could,
then more, her fingers thrusting desperately. Her other hand
grasped the ketchup bottle, bringing it down, and she cried out in
bliss as she slowly worked it up inside herself. The thicker,
harder penetration was just what she needed, and she thrust it in
violently, crying out in passion as she hovered near the edge of
what she knew would be a massive climax.

And still her fingers went nowhere near her
clitoris. He was not controlling her body any more, though he was
setting her mind aflame. But Quinn had forgotten she had a
clitoris, had not thought to touch it, and her fingers had shied
away whenever they brushed too close, as if that was a place she
instinctively did not wish to touch. She had no idea why, nor that
Banner was still making small adjustments within her mind.

Then there were cries of shock around her as
everyone in the restaurant suddenly turned and gaped. They could
now see her, and Quinn felt a shock wave of alarm and humiliation
even as the heat burned higher.

Her thumb stroked across her clitoris and the
orgasm swept over her, turning her cries to scream as she arched
and twisted and pounded the ketchup bottle into her pussy while
everyone in the restaurant stared in stunned disbelief. Quinn felt
their shock, their eyes upon her, but couldn't stop herself.

Screaming, writhing, bucking in a frenzy of
passion and pleasure, the orgasm rode her into a state of wild
animal heat, and as convulsions wracked her body and flames
engulfed her mind, she lost herself to the wonder and ecstasy that
even eclipsed the previous orgasms he'd given her.

And then it was over, and she lay,
spreadeagled and barely conscious as the restaurant continued to
stare, stunned.
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Banner got lazily to his feet, scooped her
up, and carried her out of the restaurant, then set her in the
passenger seat of the truck, got into the drivers seat, and pulled
away from the restaurant.

It was half an hour before she psychic shock
of the massive orgasm left her able to think anything like clearly.
For much of that time she sat slumped, barely conscious, hardly
able to remember her own name.

When she finally did rise to something like
conscious awareness she groaned and rolled her bleary eyes towards
him.

“Bastard,” she groaned.

He tsked in irritation. “You are a trial,
girl. Your disrespect will become problematic when I rule and
others of my servants and thralls might take their example from
you.”

He looked at her and Quinn gasped and arched
her back at a sudden wave of arousal which spread up through her
belly and into her chest. Her hands trembled beside her, but the
thought to touch herself didn't seem to occur to her. She moaned
helplessly as the waves swept over her again and again, and she
twisted and gasped and rolled her head up and back in response.

But then they stopped, leaving her deeply and
helplessly aroused, but still fully conscious and in control of
herself – more or less.

“I-I'm naked,” she complained.

“Yes. I've decided to keep you that way for
now. Not only do I enjoy the sight but it may serve to remind you
of your place.”

Her face suddenly flushed beet red as she
remembered the stares, the shock of the other diners.

“People saw me!” she gasped.

“Yes, I let them. I thought their reaction
would be interesting.”

“But... but...”

“I find it quite strange how slatternly you
are, and yet you are still so modest about your naked flesh. I
wonder if you are so different from other women of this place and
time. I shall have to find out.”

Quinn stayed slumped low, even as energy
returned. She peered around at the traffic anxiously, though again,
the thought to cover herself, or at least her breasts, with her
hands never occurred to her.

“If people see me naked they'll call the
cops!” she gasped.

“The who? Oh, you mean like that man this
morning, the one with the badge? I think I can deal with them.”

“But... people will point and stare
everywhere we go!”

He shrugged.

“You can't make me walk around naked
everywhere!”

He turned and looked at her darkly.

“Master! I mean, there'll be crowds of people
around me, master!”

“I doubt that,” he said lightly.

“There will be!”

They drove into Albuquerque, and the traffic
grew worse. Quinn squirmed in embarrassment and anxiety, staring
around with wide eyes as Banner maneuvered the truck awkwardly
through traffic. They almost hit another car as he drove through a
red light, and Quinn hurriedly explained about traffic lights and
stop signs.

“Where would we find gold here?” he
asked.

“Gold? You mean money? Well, in the bank, I
guess.”

“What is a bank?”

“You didn't have banks in Scotland?”

“What is a bank?” he asked patiently.

She tried to explain what banks were, how
people put there money in and the bank loaned it to other people.
Banner found it confusing but fascinating. He parked – badly – in
front of a bank and got out of the truck.

“Come along,” he said.

That was the last thing Quinn wanted, but she
found herself doing so regardless. Her body wasn't under his
control so far as she could determine, but she felt a desperate
need to stay close to him. When he got out and headed for the bank
she quickly hurried after. Her face flamed as people in the street
stared but she walked a step behind and to his left without knowing
why she was, her arms at her side, back straight as she fought to
not look towards those staring at her.

Banner pushed open the glass door to the bank
and she followed. Again, everyone inside turned and stared at her,
and there were gasps of amazement that made her burn with
humiliation.

“Who is the owner of this establishment?” he
asked.

A security guard moved over to them,
frowning.

“Lady, you can't come in here like... okay,”
he said, turning and walking away.

Banner walked casually in, examining the
place, and, noting the largest office in the corner, moved towards
it, with Quinn scurrying after.

A man stood up behind a large desk, staring
at her.

“Are the owner?” Banner asked.

The man tore his eyes off Quinn, staring at
Banner instead. “What?”

“Are you the owner of this
establishment?”

“Uhm, I Uhm, I'm the manager,” he said. “Why
is she naked?”

“I like it that way. I would like to learn
more about how this... bank... functions, and about the gold it
possesses.”

“She can't walk around naked like that,” the
manager said, shooting hurried glances at her. “I'm afraid I'll
have to ask you to leave or we'll call the police.”

Then he sat down and smiled. “How can I help
you, sir?”

Banner sat down across from him while Quinn
stood, still horribly embarrassed, shifting her weight from foot to
foot, wide eyes rolling towards the doorway, and the people still
staring in at her. She felt intensely aroused, despite her
embarrassment, and knew she was wet, her nipples aching. She stared
at Banner, and found her eyes dropping to his groin again and again
as she felt the raw hunger within her.

The manager explained how banks worked, and
where the money was. He had some difficulty making Banner
understand the concept of paper money, to say nothing of electronic
money – and computers.

They were still at it when a pair of
policemen showed up at the door, eying Quinn appreciatively but
sternly.

“Lady, you're going to have to come with us,”
one of them said.

Quinn looked at him, mortified, and yet still
baking with heat. She felt dark erotic images sliding through her
mind, and wanted to throw herself at them, to have them handcuff
her and then take her violently.

“She's fine where she is. You can go now,”
Banner said.

“Okay,” the cop said.

They turned and left.

“These are not the drones you are looking
for,” Quinn said softly.

“What?” Banner asked, frowning.

He turned back to the banker and asked about
gold, and where it was located. But when he discovered that gold
was no longer exchanged for goods he grew even more confused. They
continued to talk, and she stood on legs growing stiff as she
waited, her body still pulsing with arousal.

Banner abruptly turned and motioned her down,
and she sank down onto her knees on the rug, sighing in relief as
Banner and the banker continued their discussion.

After another hour he got up and Quinn jumped
to her feet and followed him as they left. Everyone in the bank
again stared at her, and her face burned once more, but Banner
ignored the looks.

Back on the street, he looked around,
frustrated, eying the distant towers.

“This is a very large city,” he aid.

“It's not really,” Quinn said. “There's
probably fifty bigger than it in the United States.”

“We'll need to find a place to stay, where
you can get something to eat. You drive. I find it wearying.”

They got back into the pickup and Quinn drove
up the street while Banner examined the stores and buildings they
passed.

“People are staring at me,” she gulped
anxiously.

“Stare back.”

“They're not naked!”

They were pulled over by the police, but
Banner sent them on their way, then had her pull over in front of a
shop he thought interesting. It was a fetish shop, with thigh high
leather boots in the window.

“I dislike these... shoes,” he said. “I want
a pair of boots.”

“I don't think you'll find the right kind in
there,” she said doubtfully.

“Come.”

She followed him in, blushing again as people
on the street turned and stared.

The sales woman hurried over, scowling, but
smiled as soon as Banner looked at her.

“Boots,” he said.

Most of the boots were for women, but there
were some mens boots. He didn't understand the female boots with
the stiletto heels until the sales girl explained the purpose, and
then had Quinn try on a pair. He immediately approved.

Quinn felt the leather tighten around her
inner thighs, and it only served to accentuate how naked her sex
was. Her labia were swollen with need, and her nipples burned. She
felt a desperate longing for someone to touch them, to touch her,
but her hands never moved, and the thought of touching herself did
not occur to her.

Banner examined some of the mannequins, and
the items on display, as well as the erotic pictures on the wall
with considerable interest.

“This?” he asked, lifting up a thick plastic
object.

“A butt plug,” the sales girl said. “You
slide it into her ass. We have some lube here, and it stays
put.”

“I do not understand the purpose.”

“It feels good in men. In women, well, it
will help prepare them for when you want to fuck them in the
ass.”

“Ahh,” he said. “An interesting thought. “She
does have an attractive backside.”

“Yes, she does. Would you like one.”

“Put it in her.”

Quinn's face burned, but when he ordered her
to turn, bend and spread her legs, she obeyed, and the sales girl
apparently thought nothing of lubing up the big butt-plug and then
forcing it slowly up into her ass.

They walked out of the store in leather
boots. His were fourteen inches high. Quinn's boots were thigh high
with five inch stiletto heels. In addition, she wore a leather
bondage collar, which he said would remind her of her place. He had
picked up a short, thin riding crop, as well, which he brought
along.

He checked into the best room in the best
hotel in the city, with her following, red faced, and more than a
little wobbly on her stiletto heels. As before, people tried to
raise objections to her, but quickly subsided into smiles, and were
eager to check him in without the need of any identification or
credit card.

“Now this is more like what I am accustomed
to,” he said, examining the penthouse suite with approval.

“You can't keep bringing me around naked!”
she complained.

He gave her an impatient look. “Have I not
already warned you about trying to tell me what I may and may not
do?”

Quinn abruptly found her body turned around,
and her arms raising high above her. Her feet spread apart on the
floor, and she remained locked in that position as if bound in
place. She turned her head anxiously as Banner, slumped in an
overstuffed chair, lazily picked up the riding crop. Then, with a
smile, he swung his arm lightly.

He was more than ten feet away, but it didn't
seem to matter as a snap of pain cut across Quinn's buttocks with
stinging force.

“Oww!”

“You must needs learn the difference between
ruled and ruler,” he said.

He swung his arm leisurely and the crop swung
with it. Another stinging blow cut into Quinn's bottom, sending her
hips bucking forward.

“Oww! I'm sorry!” she cried.

“I was never one to take pleasure in the pain
of others,” he said, “But I believe I can see the interest now.
Still, I do not like to cause lovely young girls unnecessary
distress.”

Quinn moaned, and felt the arousal which had
gripped her since they'd left the diner deepening as the crop... or
the phantom crop... cut across her bottom once again. She felt her
chest tightening, her stomach roiling as she stood before him, as
though she were in bondage, and longed to feel the touch of
something solid between her legs.

The phantom crop cut across her back,
suddenly, and she cried out, arching and twisting against the
imaginary bonds holding her in place. Heat swept through her mind
and she whimpered and moaned as she swayed in place.

Blow after blow cut across her tender skin,
but the sensations were a strange, dark tumultuous mixture of
stinging pain and dark, overheated pleasure that left her mind
dazed and confused.

Pain rose, but pleasure rose higher, and she
whimpered and moaned, twisting and jerking to every blow as her
hunger deepened.

“Please!” she moaned. “Please, master!”

“Please what, thrall?”

“Please fuck me!”

“Why should I do that when I'm enjoying
myself as it is? You're giving off an enormous amount of energy
like this. It's delicious.

She spun about, gasping, panting, chest
heaving as sweat trickled slowly down her body. Her hair was a
tangled mess, and she trembled and shook as she stood before him,
straight legs apart, arms tightly locked above her. He smiled and
swung the crop lazily, and a line of fire cut across her
breasts.

Quinn screamed, the pleasure and pain both
hotter and deeper, and her hips ground desperately against air as
he chuckled in amusement. He leisurely swung his arm and she felt
the blow as if the crop had cut across her inner thigh. Another
blow crossed her belly, then a series of blows struck her
breasts.

She found it increasingly difficult to
breath. The heat in her breasts was intense, and both were swollen
with pain and pleasure, her nipples so stiff she wondered they
didn't explode! Her body was arching, pushing her breasts closer to
the snap and crack of the blows, fighting through the pain in order
to exult in the searing pleasure.

“Please! Please fuck me!” she panted.
“Please, master! Please, master!”

Lines of fire sliced into her flanks and her
buttocks, into her belly and breasts, faster and sharper as she
writhed and twisted and bucked and sobbed in an agony of pleasure,
her eyes wild, her face a mask of desperate passion.

He got up at last, dropping the crop, but
Quinn hardly noticed. The blows continued to fall, and her body
continued to jerk and flinch, to buck and grind and arch and twist
as a maelstrom of sensations crackled around her and through
her.

He moved behind her and pulled the butt-plug
out of her ass, then thrust himself up into her with one long
strong that had her screaming at the top of her lungs as pleasure
clawed at her mind.

He gripped her hair, bending her forward, his
hips working swiftly, his cock thrusting into her again and again
as she gurgled and sobbed and cried out again and again. Her arms
remained up above her, wrists locked together as though bound. He
bent her further, then jerked back on her hair as he thrust into
her, and the pleasure rose to unbearable levels, sweeping her mind
up in a flood tide that sent it tossing and turning in helpless,
feverish bliss.

She abruptly collapsed to her knees, with him
atop her, bearing her down to the floor. Her bottom remained high,
her knees wide, as his heavy chest pressed against her bare back
and he yanked back on her hair. His lips moved in along the nape of
her neck and he growled, then began to kiss and bite and suck at
the soft skin there as his hips continued to pound away at her.

The orgasm was the most prolonged, most
intense yet, and she trembled and shook and thrashed through it in
carnal ecstasy, gurgling breathlessly, face white, eyes wide and
glassy as his cock drove down into her with powerful, savage
strokes and her body burned with passion and lust.

But the pleasure was too intense, too wild
and raw, and Quinn felt herself overwhelmed by it, struggling,
finally, to think, for her consciousness to survive.

“Please!” she sobbed. “Please, Master!
Please!”

The pleasure tore at her mind and body, and
her spasming muscles ached with exhaustion. Convulsions tore
through her, and her belly ached.

His hips slammed against her buttocks as he
thrust into her, and finally the terrible pleasure eased enough to
let her gulp in air, moaning and gasping for breath as her hips
rocked the blow of his body, as his long, thick cock continued to
thrust deep into her ass with every stroke. She felt as if her
insides were coming apart, as though they were being churned into a
mass of jelly, and groaned dazedly, dropping her head.

And then, with a cry of passion himself, he
drove himself into her to the hilt and then groaned in relief. She
collapsed fully, with him atop her, flat on the floor, his cock
still lodged deep in her belly.
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“I am learning much about the hedonism of
this place,” he said, relaxing. “Where I come from, life was harsh,
and pleasures few, even for rulers. Your peasants live better than
our rulers did,” he marveled.

He was sitting in the marble hot tube as the
water bubbled around him. Quinn sat across his lap, groaning, her
body aching.

“No king had a palace so fine, with such
thick rugs, such amazing luxury in the bath, such soft sheets and
plush chairs.”

“You're supposed to be paying for it,” she
said tiredly.

He shrugged. “What need have I of gold?”

“You don't understand,” she sighed.

He pulled her head up and back by the hair.
“Explain.”

“Everything you take has to be paid for.”

“They asked for no money,” he said, a trifle
smugly.

“They're just employees. The computers will
record that you stayed here, but there will be no payment. Someone
elsewhere will investigate, wanting to know where the money
went.”

“We shall be gone by then.”

“They'll question the people here. There will
be video recordings showing you and me.

“Explain this video recording?”

She turned on the TV and tried to
explain.

“They will simply have a puzzle to solve,” he
said without worry.

“Yes, but as you keep doing this more and
more of these people are going to be wondering what the hell
happened, and are going to be calling the police. The police will
keep looking at these videos from the different places where you
were, here, the bank, other places, and it won't take them long to
figure out that somehow or other you're controlling people's
minds.”

He frowned.

“Eventually they'll contact the government,
and you'll have all kinds of agencies tracking you and trying to
figure out how you're doing that. They'll probably hit you with
some sort of stun gun and cart you off to a lab to study you.”

“I do not think your … stun gun... would work
on me,” he said.

“Have you ever tried it?”

He stroked his chin. “I see what you are
suggesting. There are so many people here, and it is best for them
to not know what is happening, what my powers are. We shall return
to the bank, and the manager will put in his machine that I have
much money. Then we can use that to pay for things.”

She was shaking her head. “That won't work
for the same reason. If the manager puts in a deposit of a million
dollars then that money has to show up somewhere or there'll be an
investigation. Then they'll review the videos and the bank manager
will be fired and they'll cancel your account and come looking for
you.”

“But how may I obtain the luxury and wealth I
desire?”

She thought about it a moment. “You can open
an account, but whatever money you put into it has to actually come
from someone else. So go convince someone rich to give you a lot of
money. There are some really, really rich people in this
country.”

“Yessss,” he said thoughtfully.

* * *

The next day they walked into a big box store
and walked out with a laptop no one noticed them taking. Quinn got
a portable internet card, and she found a list of the country's
richest men. There was a mulch-billionaire in Texas, right next
door, and they drove down there. It was child's play to let the
guards at the man's estate let them in, and the man, who was worth
over twenty billion dollars, was delighted to donate a billion
dollars to Banner's charity for third world orphans.

With that money in the bank Banner obtained
the proper credit cards they stayed in the penthouse of a hotel in
Houston for a while. Quinn sent away for phoney ID from China,
which only took a few weeks to arrive. That gave them both drivers
licenses, birth certificates, and social security cards, which she
used to get them passports.

In the meantime, Banner was discovering the
internet to be filled with amazing possibilities, and learning more
about the world around him.

Quinn was still clad only in the thigh-high
boots and collar most of the time, but now, worried about those
video cameras, Banner bought her some barely legal dresses which
were very short and very low cut in order to wear out in
public.

They flew to Los Angeles, which she had
always wanted to visit, and bought a palatial estate in the hills.
It had a monstrous sized pool, and Banner hired servants which he
examined personally first. Quinn had no idea on what he was basing
his decisions for hiring or not, other than the women he hired were
all young and gorgeous, and the men all young and powerfully
built.

At first, she was delighted. The place was
enormous! The luxury was beyond her wildest dreams! And if Banner
wanted her to go back to being naked that wasn't that big a deal
compared to doing it in public. He even let her replace the thigh
high boots with shoes, in recognition of how hot it was to walk
around in boots. So it was fine with her – for the first day.

She hadn't given a lot of thought to who was
going to clean a place that large, or maintain it, until she woke
up the second day. She was in his bed, an immense four-poster bed
like something out of an old movie, when the maid arrived with his
morning coffee.

She was barely older than Quinn, with long
dark hair and an ingratiating smile on her pretty face. She wore a
maid's outfit out of an internet fetish costume store. It was very
low cut, showed a huge amount of cleavage, and barely covered her
groin. Quinn gasped and jerked away when she realized they weren't
alone, but was brought up short by his grip on her arm and
relaxed.

It wasn't like plenty of people hadn't
already seen her naked, after all, and at least this one was
female, and not apparently very shocked. But it still irritated
her. Especially the way she was looking at Banner like he was some
sort of Hollywood star.

“The cook hopes you like it this way, My
Lord,” she said in a simpering voice. “If there's anything at all
about it you think he needs to change please let him know and he'll
keep changing it until it's absolutely perfect for you.”

“Thank you,” he grunted.

“Is there anything at all I can get you, my
Lord?” she asked with an adoring gaze.

“Not at this time. You may go.”

She bowed low and then turned and left.

“Who is that!?” Quinn demanded.

Banner sipped his coffee and considered the
taste before answering.

“Did you think you were going to maintain a
house this size?”

“Well, no. I was just wondering is all.”

“I hired a group of servants the other
day.”

“I don't remember anyone coming over,” she
said.

“I went out and found them.”

She stared at him in confusion. “Did you put
an ad in the paper or something?”

He looked at her strangely. “No, I went
downtown and skimmed the minds of the people I found gathered
together in large groups. I found those who were suitable and sent
them here.”

He swung his legs out of bed and sipped from
the coffee again.

“What does suitable mean?”

“It means they have the proper mentality for
being a servant, for enjoying simple work, and, of course, have the
proper physical attributes.”

“She certainly had enough attributes,” she
said sarcastically.

“Exactly.”

“She wanted to jump your bones.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“She wanted to have sex with you,” she said
in annoyance.

“Why wouldn't she want to? I'm an extremely
attractive man.”

She sighed in exasperation. “There are lots
of attractive men but girls don't throw themselves at them! Well,
usually.”

“I made some slight adjustment to her.”

“Adjustment?”

He stood up and got dressed.

“What kind of adjustment? Did you adjust me
too?” she asked suspiciously.

“I can adjust people very easily. I simply
associate a great deal of pleasure with a certain thing, or image
or memory. That makes them want to do that thing. It's more
complicated than that, actually, but it only takes a moment.”

“So she's going to have the permanent hots
for you like I do?” she demanded, squeezing her thighs
unconsciously together.

“Not to the same extent. She is in love with
me, admires me, and wishes to serve me.”

“So you... you brainwashed her!”

“I do not understand the washing
reference.”

“You twisted her mind to be in love with you!
That's like enslaving her!”

“I suppose,” he said.

She gaped at him.

“I understand your culture frowns on
slavery.”

“Duh! Anyone would who isn't, like, totally
evil!”

She gasped in pain as her nipples were
suddenly pinched and then pulled upwards, forcing her to scramble
to her feet on the bed.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Knock it off! Let go!” she
yelped, back arched violently as she tried to push her breasts up
as high as possible to lessen the stinging pull.

“If you examine your life before I brought
you here,” he said as a sharp blow struck Quinn's backside with
stinging force, “I think you'll see that I've immeasurably improved
upon it.”

“Ow! Ow! Stop that! You're a dick!”

Another blow struck her bottom, and another
as she yelped and danced awkwardly on the bed.

“The people I brought back were all in
various stages of misery. Most were addicted to drugs, had no jobs
to speak of, were living alone in often dangerous and dirty
surroundings, and had considered ending their lives on numerous
occasions. They now live in clean, comfortable surroundings, have a
purpose in life, and are happy.

Crack! Crack!

“Oww!”

“So explain to me how evil my behavior has
been with regard to these individuals.”

“Ow! I just meant … Ow! That slavery is bad!
Oww!”

“It took me very little time to find these
people,” he said. “In fact, even choosing only those who were
physically healthy and attractive took me virtually no time. So it
seems to me this wonderful society of yours has it's own flaws
which might actually be worse than slavery.”

The pull on her nipples abruptly reversed
itself and Quinn yelped as she dropped to her belly on the bed,
then the pull drew her off the bed and onto her hands and knees on
the floor as he finished dressing.

“You,” he said, “Must learn respect. I have
been gentle with you in light of the strangeness of your society
and how you were raised but now that I have some wealth, and will
get more, I will be entertaining guests of a certain type, and I
cannot tolerate your impertinence and disrespect.”

“I'm sorry!” she gasped from all fours.

“You should know that in the land and place
where I was raised any disrespect of the nature you have often
shown would result in the whipping of the disrespectful peasant or
thrall, if not their execution. And I speak not of gentle, playful
whipping as you see on your internet but a whipping which cuts to
the bone, girl. I have been tolerant but you do not seem to
learn.”

The pull on her nipples abruptly pulled her
upright, and she gasped as he looked down at her.

“Then again, I would not want to mar the
beauty of this body with scars. Still, there are other punishments
which cause no lasting harm yet which will serve to remind you of
the respect required.”

* * *

It was a horse. A small horse made of some
sort of metal and plastic that looked like it had come off a merry
go round, but which had a significant difference in that where
there should have been a saddle, the two sides of the horse instead
angled in against each other like the top of a peaked roof. She was
required to put her feet into the stirrups and sit atop that narrow
peak, and the stirrups were lengthened and placed appropriately and
her feet bound into them.

Her hands were drawn back together behind
her, her hair wound into a braid, and tied to the rings in the
restraints he'd found for her wrists. That served to pull her head
back as well as to arch her back. Not all her hair was pulled
straight back. At Banner's direction, the maid, giggling, had
brought some of her hair out to the sides, and wound it into
pigtails, then bound pink bows in them. This, Banner said, was to
remind her to stop being childish.

The seat was, to say the least,
uncomfortable, for it was so narrow it actually split her labia,
and jammed her full weight down onto the soft flesh of her sex. If
she leaned back she could ease much of that weight, but only at the
cost of bringing it down on her tailbone, which had little padding.
Still, at first, it was tolerable enough, for by fully extending
her legs, rising on the balls of her feet in the stirrups, she
could ease the pressure, or even remove it entirely.

But the ache in her groin was not the only
punishment Banner had in store for her. For while she was seated
naked on the horse he preceded to send all his newly hired servants
up to meet her and introduce themselves. That included the men as
well as the women.

All of the women seemed to be around twenty,
and from the way they looked at her, none were overly endowed with
brains, even while being generally over-endowed. They were all
wearing pretty much what the first one was, and they all giggled
and looked at her with wide eyes which seemed to wish they were
sitting on the horse instead of her.

Quinn was humiliated, at first, but that soon
fell to mere irritation that Banner had turned all his new female
servants into nymphos. Or maybe they were that way when he found
them and they just didn't bother to hide it now.

The men were a different story. Or at least,
they were more varied. They were all large and muscular. Most were
extremely good looking, and all of them wanted to jump her bones
and made little secret of that. None of them seemed to feel much
sorrow for her present predicament. They seemed amused, in fact.
Some of them seemed to have about as many brains as the bimbos he'd
hired as maids, but there were exceptions.

Collin Moore was one of those exceptions. He
didn't look much over six feet tall, which put him six inches
shorter than most of the men. In his mid thirties, he was also ten
years older than most. He had a handsome, rough-hewn face with
short, tousled blonde hair, and he looked uncomfortable in the
off-the-rack black suit he was wearing.

Banner himself brought Collin in to see her.
At that point, Quinn had been on the horse for over an hour, and
the strength in her legs was giving way, forcing her to spend more
and more time sitting, jammed onto the narrow edge of the horse.
The pain was rising in her groin, a dull, throbbing ache which was
becoming deeper and darker.

Banner wandered in, with Collin in tow, and
Quinn, head still forced back, rolled her eyes towards them as she
gulped in air.

“And this is Quinn,” Banner said. “She is an
unusual girl, and of value to me.”

“Yes, my lord,” the man said.

“Quinn, this is Collin. He shall head my
guard,” he said.

Quinn bit back a curse at both of them.

“Say hello,” Banner said.

“H-Hello,” she gasped, embarrassed at the way
the man was staring at her with undisguised lust.

“Hi,” Collin said.

“Quinn is learning how to be respectful,”
Banner said.

Collin eyed her up and down, smiling
thinly.

“I am treating her gently because of how much
I value her. I am generally not so gentle with people who lack
respect.”

“I will remember that, my lord,” Collin
said.

Banner moved in on one side of her and slid a
hand between her legs to press a finger against her clitoris.

“She has taught me considerable about the
hedonistic practices of this time,” he said as he rubbed her clit
lightly. “But I have come to understand there are those who can
teach even her.”

Quinn had no idea what that meant. Despite
the ache in her pussy and tailbone she had been enduring the usual
mid-level arousal he had he had somehow inflicted on her on a
permanent basis. The touch of his finger redoubled it, and she
gasped helplessly despite the stranger watching.

“Of course, she has many hungers which I do
not always have the time to sate, but I am sure you and your men
will be able to aid me in that.”

“We aim to please, my lord,” Collin said with
a grin at her.

“Quinn will be my principal assistant in all
areas not related to security,” Banner said. “You may assume she
speaks for me in these matters.”

“Certainly, my lord,” he said.

Quinn had been squirming, shifting her weight
forward and back, even before he touched her. Now it was impossible
to keep herself still as her hips jerked and spasmed and she gasped
and moaned and squirmed helplessly under his idle touch.

“Of course it will also be your duty to
discipline her at times,” Banner said.

“I don't believe that will prove an issue for
any of us, my lord,” Collin said, watching her with excitement and
amusement.

“I do not want her beauty marred, however,
nor do I wish her harmed.”

“Hurt but not harmed,” Collin said with a
thin smile.

“Exactly. This is an ancient sort of
discipline. The horse is ridden as you see, with the rider using
her legs muscles to 'ride' up and down. Soon, however, those
muscles give way, and then the ride is one of shifting the weight
back and forth in desperate pursuit of a few small moments of
ease.”

He pulled on her braid and Quinn gasped as
she was forced back onto her tailbone.

“You see, this produced a certain type of
sharp pain on the tailbone, and this becomes more and more painful
the longer the rider sits. So, of course, the rider has to lean
forward – .”

He released her hair and instead pushed on
her shoulder so Quinn leaned up and forward.”

“This produces a momentary sense of dramatic
relief from the sharp ache, but it is only momentary, for now the
pressure is on the soft flesh here, which is already sore and
aching, and that ache quickly becomes much less bearable, to the
point where, despite knowing the pain behind her will be every bit
as bad if not worse, she will shift backwards for a momentary
ease.

He released her and smiled. “You see, thus
does she ride the horse.”

“Very clever, My Lord.”

“I did not invent it. It was an ancient
punishment before I was born. However, I find it amusing how well
sculpted the horse can be in this day and age. I purchased this
device just the other day, in a shop filled with punishment and
discipline devices and instruments. I find it amazing how publicly
available such things are in this city.”

“LA has everything anyone could want,” Collin
said.

He clapped Collin on the shoulder and then
walked out. Collin stayed, smiling at her, eying her up and
down.

Quinn was flushed with effort, embarrassment
and pain, breathing in shallow, rapid breaths as the pain burned at
her groin. She tried to keep still, simply because she did not want
to act in exactly the way Banner had described, but her body had
its own desires, and relief from pain caused her to continue to
ride, to ease forward, then back, then forward, then back as Collin
looked on in amusement, lust and curiosity.

“Wh-What are you staring at!?” she finally
cried angrily.

“You're very beautiful, and you have an
incredible body,” he said.

“Then why don't you get me off here and you
can fuck me,” she snarled.

“I can fuck you any time I want to. Your boss
told me that.”

She stared at him in astonishment, then felt
another surge of anger.

“I'm not his slave!”

“You're not too bright either.”

“F-Fuck you!” she gasped.

“I don't know where you came from, honey, but
if it's anything like the rest of us, you're way better off here
than wherever you were before. And what's freedom when you've got
no roof over your head, no job, and nothing to do with your
life?”

“I wasn't a loser like you people!” she
gasped.

“Yeah? I doubt you were a Hollywood
star.”

He reached his hand in as she eased back onto
her aching tailbone, and Quinn gasped and flinched as his fingers
rubbed lightly at her clit.

“S-stop it!”

“Why? It doesn't feel good?”

It felt extremely good, and the hot pleasure
swirled and churned within her, merging and confusing the dark pain
which filled her. Despite her indignation at his touch the pleasure
was too wonderful an ally against the growing pain for her to want
it to end.

“D-don't!” she gasped, helpless to fight off
the waves of heat, hunger and pleasure which swept through her.

“You should be nice to me,” he said, running
his other hand up her body, cupping and casually kneading her
breast, “The Master said I was to decide how long you should ride
that horse.”

She rolled her eyes at him in disbelief.

“I'm in charge of reigning you in, you see,
of teaching you how to be a respectful thrall to the Master.”

“I”m not... I don't... Ohhhh! Don't!”

He plucked lightly at her stiff, aching
nipples, chuckling at her response.

“I was working in the club where he found a
lot of those girls out there,” he said. “I was a bouncer, and I'd
watch them, day after day, and think of some of the things I'd like
to do to them. That's how the Master found me. I guess he saw some
of the images in my mind and liked them.”

He drew his finger away from her breast and
instead sized her braid, pulling her far back so that she was
perched almost entirely on her tailbone. The pain began to claw at
her, but he continued to rub at her clitoris so the pleasure rose
as well.

Quinn shuddered and moaned and trembled at
the storm of sensations tearing through her.

“I also worked as the manager of the fetish
leather store he bought a lot of stuff at, or did at one point
before they fired me. Again, he knew I knew how to discipline
pretty girls.”

He drew his hand away from her pussy and
released her hair, and Quinn sobbed as she leaned forward again,
easing the terrible pain against her tailbone. Of course, the pain
in her pussy started to ache immediately, then.

He gave her arm a pat and then walked out of
the room, leaving her alone.

Quinn moaned helplessly, gulping in air,
shaking her head to try and get some of the bangs out of her face.
Her body was overheated on the outside as well as the inside, for
as the pain mounted the exertion her body was undergoing caused a
sheen of perspiration to rise on her downy skin, and then beads of
sweat to trickle slowly down her face and body.

She rocked and swayed in an agony of
pleasure, in an ecstasy of pain, her mind battered and torn as she
sobbed and moaned and gasped and cursed and whimpered at the
unending storm of sensation.

Collin returned and smiled as he drew
something out of his pocket. She'd never seen one before, but
recognized the vibrator in his hand as he drew back on her head
again.

“Tell me you're a slave,” he said.

He touched the buzzing toy to her clitoris
and Quinn screamed at the sudden explosion of sensations as the
pain fled before the surging pleasure.

He drew it back.

“Tell me you're a slave,” he said.

Her weight was heavy against her tail bone
and Quinn shuddered and sobbed in pain.

“Tell me you're slave.”

“I'm a slave!” she cried.

He touched the vibrator against her clit
again and once more a massive surge of sensation flooded her mind
and body, driving back the pain. Her body shuddered violently as
the pleasure and hunger screamed higher.

And then he drew the vibrator back.

“Tell me you're a slave.”

“I-I'm a slave!” she gasped.

Again he touched the vibrator to her clit,
and again, and again as she cried out that she was a slave. The
touches became shorter, however, and she had to proclaim herself a
slave repeatedly to get one. The desperation with which she cried
out her status rose as the pain did, and as the pleasure clawed at
her mind and her desperation to be pushed over the edge into orgasm
rose.

“Louder,” he ordered, brushing her clit
lightly with the buzzing toy.

“I'm s slave!” she cried desperately.

“Louder.”

“I'm a slave!” she screamed.

The vibrator pressed against her clit and her
hips bucked violently as he chuckled next to her.

“Hot little slut,” he said. He pulled her
head so far back it was almost upside down, then she felt his mouth
on her breast, his tongue on her nipple. She shuddered and cried
out with breathless passion and need as the vibrator rubbed back
and forth against her clitoris and she neared the orgasm she sought
so desperately.

Then it pulled back and she screamed in
frustration.

“I'm a slave!” she cried before he even asked
it.

“Again,” he said.

“Louder,” he said.

“Let me see some passion.”

He made her shriek it out before he brought
the vibrator down again. And this time he ground it against her
hard. She screamed as she went over the edge, as the orgasm took
her. It slammed into her like a tornado and tore her mind to
pieces, sweeping away any vestige of pain or embarrassment, of
pride or care, or even thought as her body shook and thrashed in
orgasmic pleasure.
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She might have to respect Banner, but she
didn't have to respect anyone else. Quinn was angry, sullen and
resentful. Even though she told herself she had no real
justification for any of it. She was lucky to be alive, let alone
living in a virtual palace with an incredible view. Even the
strange sense of arousal Banner had given her couldn't be honestly
described as anything but pleasurable – if sometimes
frustrating.

She wanted sex, all the time. But then, the
sex with Banner was so intense, so incredible, the pleasure so
shocking, that anyone would have. She was becoming addicted to it,
she thought, psychologically, if not emotionally. Her mind was
filled with the memory of massive orgasms, and very little else
seemed as important as getting more.

She knew that Banner came from a different
age, and didn't understand the respectful way women were to be
treated these days. And given his ability to control minds she
supposed she could understand his arrogance, as well. Besides, he'd
saved her life.

Collin, on the other hand, infuriated her.
She found that every time she saw him her pussy throbbed hungrily,
and she wanted to shout out that she was a slave. Yet he was just a
guy who had been a bouncer. And an alcoholic, to boot. From what
she'd gleaned from the other men he'd once been in the military,
and perhaps that was why he'd been put in charge of the heavily
armed men who guarded the estate.

But Quinn hated the arrogant way he treated
her, and the assumption she was just a slut he could bend over and
stick it to whenever he was in the mood. She hated it even more
that every time he wanted to she wanted to even more. In fact, her
body wanted him, and the other men, all the time. Well, actually,
she wanted Banner, but she wasn't seeing as much of him as she had,
for he was busy doing other things.

But sometimes he would arrive as Collin was
using her and simply stand or sit there and watch. It wasn't a
voyeur thing, she decided. He was absorbing that 'energy' he'd
spoken of her giving off during sex. That meant, she realized, that
he didn't actually have to touch her to use her energy. And that
infuriated her, too, because she wanted him atop her, inside her,
desperately.

Even though she didn't.

She was used to being spoiled and used to men
staring at her, wanting her, being nice to her, wherever she went.
Here, she saw few men other than Banner and Collin, for the rest
were out by the fence or in the guard house. And these two used her
as casually as if she had no say in things. Which, of course, was
correct. Even if she'd tried to say no her own body wouldn't have
let her. Her body adored their touch. Which gave her a sneaking and
fearful suspicion she would adore the touch of any man, that she'd
become a nympho like his maids.

She went wandering one morning and found her
way to a huge ball room with chandeliers overhead. She felt as
though she could actually smell the men as she entered, even before
she saw them. And sure enough, Collin was there, along with half a
dozen or so other men. They were all shirtless, and she felt her
pussy beginning to thrum and throb, felt her nipples – which were
permanently stiff – crackling and aching as she stared eagerly at
them.

She was wearing five inch stiletto heels, and
nothing else other than the stylized, carved silver collar around
her throat, and the matching bracelets and anklets, each about
three inches long, around her ankles and wrists.

She blushed, though she was getting used to
being seen naked, and watched them working out against each other,
throwing each other back and forth across mats laid out on the
floor. They jumped and spun and twisted and kicked and punched each
other as her stomach fluttered with growing arousal at the
testosterone display.

She tried to ignore it as she watched them
practice, angrily pushing back the lewd images which appeared to
her involving Collin or the other men, or all of them together. A
hot surge of excitement made her nipples ache at that thought, even
though she berated herself for how ridiculously slutty such a thing
would be.

Collin dismissed them after a few minutes,
and they wandered off, staring lustfully at Quinn as they left.
Collin walked over and frowned at her.

“Do you expect my men to be able to
concentrate on their practice when you're standing around like
that?” he demanded.

“If you think I should be wearing more
clothes, feel free to point that out to your master,” she said
dryly.

“Our master,” he said pointedly.

“Our master,” she sighed.

“No, I don't think I'll argue with him about
that. I kind of like how you're... dressed.”

He grinned down at her and she flushed. “Well
then don't complain if I'm distracting people!”

“In fact, I think I'll recommend all the
maids be dressed the same way,” he said.

“You would.”

“Yeah, damn me for being heterosexual.”

“You guys sure like to throw each other
around,” she said.

“Just acrobats at heart. That's us.”

“How come you don't have any female
guards?”

“Because they're not as big as men.”

“So? Bigger isn't always better.”

“Size doesn't count? Is that what you're
saying?” he asked with a smirk.

She flushed again, feeling her pussy
throbbing.

“I didn't mean... I mean that a girl can uhm,
learn stuff like that too.”

“Yeah, maybe, but Our Lord didn't seem to
recruit any. Want to join up?”

“I bet I could learn!” she said.

He grinned and then took her wrist and backed
away.

“Hey. Let go.”

“You said you could learn.”

He pulled her onto one of the mats and stood
back.”

“Go ahead. Attack me.”

“That would be stupid.”

“Go for it. I won't hurt you... little
girl.”

She snorted, and then swung a half-hearted
punch at him. He blocked it, gripped her arm and swung her over his
head as he bent, dropping her on her back on the mat.

“Now let's try that again.”

Grunting, Quinn got to her feet, glowering at
him.

“Watch what I do when you try to punch me,”
he said.

She swung at him again, harder, and wound up
on her back again.

And then again.

And then again.

But she was starting to get the idea.

“You move quickly enough,” he said. “But
you're in terrible shape.”

“I am not!” she said indignantly.

He grinned. “You're in great girl shape.
You're in lousy guard shape. Let's see you do twenty push-ups.”

“I don't like push-ups,” she said with a
scowl.

“Too bad. Go for it, slave.”

“Don't call me that!”

“Then show me you're more.”

She couldn't do more than one push-up, and
even that was shaky, so Collin brought her to the gym and
introduced her to the various pieces of equipment and gear.

“You want to learn self-defense, it starts
with getting into shape,” he said.

He ran a hand over her flat belly, and rubbed
her soft skin.

“This is nice, but there's no muscle
underneath. I want to feel muscles.”

Of course, then his hand slid lower, and he
felt something that definitely wasn't muscular either, and she
wound up flat on her back with him pounding away at her while she
writhed and twisted and cried out in feverish pleasure.

But that wasn't the kind of workout he wanted
her to do.

Over the following days and weeks she learned
to work out, to follow a training regimen. She had little else to
do since the girls more or less ran the place fine on their own and
were so devoted to doing well that they rarely needed any kind of
supervision.

She did lounge around the pool and wander the
garden and watch TV, but there was only so much time she could do
that. And, of course, there was sex, but that only took up a couple
of hours or so each day, especially since Banner rarely seemed to
feel the need to spend a lot of time at it. He certainly didn't
need to in order to make her scream in pleasure and climax
repeatedly.

Collin took longer. He had to do by hand, or
with the aid of his mouth and a variety of toys, what Banner did
simply with a thought. But her body was so responsive that it still
drove her into fits of screaming climax that left her dazed and
shaken.

She was still constantly aroused, and those
incredible climaxes left her wanting more. It didn't occur to her
to try and bring about her own orgasms, and it didn't occur to her
to wonder why it didn't occur to her. But she never touched herself
in those particularly sensitive places, even though she longed to
be touched.

And that meant when she was touched there, by
anyone, a wild rush of intense pleasure and heat swept through her
and made left her breathless and trembling. It didn't take Collin
long to discover that, and to amuse himself with it, either. He
had, she decided, agreed to teach her things mostly for the
amusement value, but she was determined to show him she was more
than a bimbo!

She built up her muscles, and while the
exercise wasn't a lot of fun she was pleased at her stronger body.
Learning how to actually do anything with it took longer. And
amused Collin further. He never failed to pin her just so he could
shoot a hand between her legs and make her buck and twist and
writhe with pleasure. Then he'd spring back and insist on
continuing the lesson while she was dazed and moaning with
heat.

He was an infuriating man! But she didn't
have an awful lot of options for entertainment since Banner
wouldn't let her leave the estate, and she had no one else there to
talk to.

The bimbos were simply too brainless, and
they had come to reveal a disturbing lack of standards as to who
they had sex with, including the gender. They seemed to be hornier
than she was, and less selective in who sated their lust, and Quinn
had just never been into women.

Not that she was terribly selective herself,
of course, not when the heat was on her. Banner could make her so
aroused she'd have sex with anyone - or any thing! And the level of
arousal he'd instilled in her as a matter of daily normality was
high enough that she rarely stopped thinking about sex and how to
satisfy her lust.

She was annoyed at Banner for virtually
giving her to Collin, a man she'd never even met, and giving him
permission to use her whenever he wanted. But she couldn't bring
herself to protest because she wanted his cock inside her so very
badly.

She would have done the other men, too, but
apparently Banner had forbidden it. And since they had lots of
girls available – the maids being a horny bunch too – there was no
great fight to jump her bones. That left her constantly horny with
no way she could think of to satisfy it. She'd even thought about
letting the bimbos have their way with her!

Now she stood on the mat, legs apart, a
rubber knife in each hand facing Collin, who grinned at her and
motioned her forward. She glared at him, then feinted with her
left, then brought the right up quickly, only to jerk back and
thrust further with the left. He laughed and fell back, then swept
her legs out from under her. She popped up immediately but he was
already back in position.

“Better, but you're still telegraphing your
intent with your eyes,” he said.

“Most men don't look at my eyes,” she
grumbled.

He grinned again. “Not surprising, but if
you've got a knife in each hand I can tell you that only a complete
idiot is going to be distracted much by your tits.”

She thrust both forward at once and he
grabbed her wrists. Quinn immediately threw herself backward and
brought her knees up. Her weight dropped him forward and she had
planned to throw her over her head but he released her wrists and
threw himself aside before he could land on her.

She scrambled to her feet and stabbed at him
again with both knives, and again he grabbed her wrists, but this
time twisted her arms in opposite directions across her body so
they were effectively folded around herself, then he picked her up
and threw her backwards onto the mat.

“Bastard!” she said.

“Bitch!”

She faced him again, feinting with one knife
then trying to slash with the other.

“I told you not to slash. It's too easy to
block them unless you know what you're doing. Stab, don't
slash.”

“Bite me!”

She kicked at him and he grabbed her ankle,
then held it, making her hop across the mat cursing. He laughed and
bent to pick up a skipping rope, quickly looping it around her
ankle, then tugging higher so she fell on her butt. He then dragged
her by the skipping rope to a set of double poles which supported a
high chin up bar, looped the rope over the bar, and yanked.

Cursing again, Quinn found herself dangling
by one ankle upside down. She tried to stab him with her 'knives'
whenever he got in range but he darted away easily enough.

“That's not fair!” she complained.

“Who said anything in life was fair?” he
replied.

He caught her right arm when she stabbed at
him, and draw it aside, drawing a pair of handcuffs from his belt
and cuffing her wrist to the right pole. Laughing at her, he found
another skipping rope and tied her other wrist to the other
pole.

“Now what should I do with you?” he said
aloud.

“U-Untie me!”

“Oh I don't think so.”

“The blood is rushing to my head!”

“Lots of room in there.”

“Fuck you!”

Then he left the room!

Cursing again, she pulled against the ropes
and cuff while her one leg dangled awkwardly, bouncing as she
moved.

He returned within two minutes, grinning even
more broadly. He had what looked like a belt in his hand when he
returned, and she pulled against the bonds again, cursing him
breathlessly.

He had no difficult wrapping the thin belt
around her waist and buckling it tightly. But it had a second part,
as if the belt was shaped like a T, and he brought that up over her
swollen pussy and then down between her buttocks to hook tightly
together behind her back, but he pulled it so tightly Quinn gasped
in pain as the belt mashed in against her throbbing sex.

“Oww! Wh-what are you d-doing!?”

“Does that hurt?”

“Yes!”

“Good, maybe you'll be able to think a little
straighter.”

He uncuffed one hand and untied the other,
then lowered her back to the mat.

“Let's try again,” he said.

Quinn groaned, sitting up slowly, a bit dizzy
as the blood left her head. She pushed at the belt and tried to
open it but the latch was in back of her and seemed unusually
complex.

“You won't be able to get it off. Come on.
Let's go.”

“It hurts!” she complained as she stood
up.

“You often have to fight through pain.
This'll be good experience for you.”

He tossed her the knives and they started
again.

“Why don't I just use a gun?” she
demanded.

“Any idiot can use a gun.”

“Well, duh! Because they work better than
stupid knives!”

“Sometimes.”

She spent another twenty minutes breathlessly
trying to stab him and he spent another twenty minutes tossing her
around on the mat. She was sore and felt bruised afterward, but
still eagerly assumed his favorite position when he told her to.
She fumed while doing it, but her body trembled with anticipation
as she knelt on her elbows and knees, raising her bottom and
spreading her knees wide.

She moaned as he loosened the belt which was
crushing her pussy.

“Oh my God!” she moaned as her overheated
flesh was freed.

She shuddered as she felt his hard cock
rubbing slowly up and down along her moist, swollen flesh, her eyes
closing to slits as she began to gulp in air. She moaned helplessly
as he slid into her, and almost immediately began to rut back
against him as his hands moved up her body and his hips began to
thrust.

The belt was still hooked around her waist,
and he used it, jerking her back to meet his thrusts as she cried
out with the hard, deep penetration, as the pleasure swept through
her and her body began to pulse with heat and lust and need. The
power grew more intense and her cries grew more passionate as he
rode her, and then the orgasm exploded across her senses and she
cried out again and again as the seething pleasure tore through her
body and mind.

The pleasure was so intense, it was better
than any drug, she thought dazedly, and she was addicted to it! He
rode her powerfully, his hips pounding against her desperately
upraised buttocks, his hard cock spearing deep into her aching,
spasming belly. He fucked her hard, fast, and thoroughly, and left
her gasping and moaning and limp on the floor, her jaw slack and
eyes slitted as she gulped in air.

She saw him take what looked like a little
plastic device which looked like a largish hair clip from his
pocket, and groaned as she slid the clip into her – well, half into
her. She felt one arm slide up into her moist depths while the
other slid up in front of her pussy, pressing against her
flesh.

“What are you doooing?' she groaned, kicking
feebly at him.

He pulled the belt between her legs again and
yanked it up hard behind her, fastening it to the back of the belt
around her waist.

“Oww!” she groaned.

The familiar pressure crushed against her
soft flesh.

“Let's start again.”

“I can't,” she muttered.

He yanked her to her feet, and then slapped a
rubber knife into her hand.

“Attack me.”

“I don't feel like it,” she groaned.

“I don't care if you feel like it, bimbo.
Come at me.”

She glowered. He knew she hated being thought
of as the same sort of girl as Banner's mindless maid-sluts.

He took the knives from her and tossed them
away.

“Then I'll attack you,” he said.

He picked up a thin stick instead, and she
yelped and backed away.

“Don't!”

She dodged as he tried to swing the stick at
her bottom.

“Don't just run away, you bimbo! Remember
what I taught you about blocking.”

She glared and did her best to block his
wrists whenever he leaned in to swing the stick at her, and then
suddenly there was a buzzing between her legs which made her
stagger.

“What – ?!”

“Don't worry, it's not very powerful,” he
said with a smirk.

“You fucker!”

“Yeah? What's your point?”

She tried to punch him, then tried kicking
him, but he dodged nimbly and snapped the stick down on her bottom
hard enough to sting.

“You can't just get angry and forget what
you're supposed to be doing,” he said. “You need to
concentrate.”

The problem, of course, was that it became
progressively more difficult to concentrate as they continued, and
as the thing continued to buzz. The inner arm of the clip was up
inside her, pressed roughly where her g-spot was, and the outer arm
was crushed against her pussy, against her clit, buzzing softly
against her. It was enough o make any girl horny. But for Quinn,
and how incredibly sensitive to touch she was, it was raising a
crackling sexual firestorm of hunger inside her.

“Concentrate, bimbo,” he said, snapping the
stick across her bottom again.

Quinn tried to remember what she was supposed
to be doing, then tried to care about doing it. Her breathing was
coming in ragged gasps and pants and she was staggering as he
circled her in a leisurely fashion, snapping the switch across her
bottom, her hip, her belly, her inner thigh, and even her breast as
she twisted and stumbled and tried to stay on her feet.

The blows stung, of course, but the
sensations were largely lost in the rising storm of heat swirling
and churning within her body and mind. He swung harder, and the
stinging became worse. Quinn cried out at each sharp blow, jerking
and twisting away, but she still couldn't focus her mind, as the
sex heat continued to grow in intensity.

She gasped and staggered backwards to fall
heavily on her back on the mat as he yanked at her hair from
behind.

He laughed down at her. “Silly little bimbo,”
he said in a sneering voice.

He bent and yanked on her hair again, and
Quinn cried out, forced to scramble to her feet, then followed up
with a sharp slashing blow to her bottom which sent her stumbling
forward to fall again, on her belly this time.

She groaned and then gasped as his foot came
down on her buttocks, shoving her hips hard against the mat. “Why
do you want to waste time learning how to fight, bimbo? You're just
going to spread your legs for any man that comes near you
anyway.”

He shoved his foot down hard again and again
and again on her buttocks.

“Go ahead. Fuck the floor mat. You'll fuck
anything. Grind your hot little pussy into it, bimbo. Maybe we'll
put a leash on your collar and put you out in the yard with the
dogs. I'm sure you'll love all that male company, bimbo. A little
bitch in heat would probably be on all fours out there the moment
you saw them.”

He laughed scornfully and shoved her buttocks
down again, and somewhere within the seething currents of sexual
hunger Quinn felt a hot kernel of rage, and her body reacted almost
without thought. She rolled quickly into him, her right leg
swinging up and around hard to sweep his legs out from under him.
She spotted the rubber knives laying there even as she twisted and
threw herself on him, and grabbed one in passing.

He twisted and swung his arm up but she
ducked under it and thrust the rubber knife hard into his
chest.

He laughed and threw her off.

“About time. Now do it again.”

“A-Asshole!” she panted.

“Yes, but I could still fight when I was
drunk. Can you fight when you're burning up for cock?”

“No!” she screamed, turning away.

Then she twisted fully around and threw
herself at him. He leapt back but she managed to slice the rubber
knife across his knee on her way down.

“That's a desperation move,” he said. “You
better make sure you get him or you're wide open to a counter blow.
Now try again.”

Groaning, she got to her feet and picked up the knife.
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Quinn woke slowly, tossing and turning,
moaning helplessly. She was sweating, though the estate was, of
course, air conditioned. Her eyes fluttered and she moaned as she
tried to sit up. In the distance, she heard a strange crackling
noise, like firecrackers going off, but she was more concerned with
trying to breath in the intense heat.

“Quinn-Quinn-Quinnie,” a taunting voice
said.

She moaned again, trying to focus her eyes,
and Callum's pretty blonde face swam into view.

“Did you miss me, little Quinn-quinn? Did you
miss me while you've been out here in California fucking everything
in sight?”

“C-Callum?” she gasped.

At first she felt a sense of delight, but
then remembered what Banner had said about him, remembered how she
had last seen him, and drew back as fear rose in her mind.

He laughed in delight and glided forward to
the edge of the bed.

“Dressed for your job, little Quinn-Quinn.
I'll give Banner that. He knows how to dress his slaves.”

Brian was suddenly there behind her on the
bed. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head up and
back, then crushed his lips against hers. His lips seared her and
she shuddered and moaned, feeling her body melting with the heat
pouring into her.

The intensity of the sexual heat exploded,
and her mouth was the focal point. It was like nothing she'd ever
felt before, and her tongue swirled and twisted against his as her
body writhed with pleasure.

“Little Quinn is gonna put out for you at
last, Brian,” Callum said with a smirk, undoing his belt and
dropping his pants.

Outside there were screams and more
firecrackers, but Quinn's mind was swimming with a feverish hunger
as she and Brian almost ate at each other's mouths, their lips
moving desperately, their tongues writhing. Quinn turned about, her
arm going over his broad shoulder as she felt herself approaching
orgasm.

Then she felt Callum's mind, like a dark
cloud sliding before her eyes, then behind them. She remembered
feeling something similar once, when her own hands felt as though
they belonged to someone else, and she again felt as though she
were a passenger in her own body as she shoved Brian back and
turned towards Callum.

“Crawl to me, Quinn-Quinn,” he growled,
“Crawl to your master.”

And then it was if her body were her own
again and yet... she felt a strange sense of guidance from him, as
if she knew exactly what he wanted of her. And it was suddenly the
most important thing in the world for her to do as he wanted,
exactly as he wanted. She flung herself onto her belly, grovelling
before him, whimpering with desperation to please him.

She wriggled across the floor on her belly,
sobbing with the need to reach him, to make him happy, to do as he
wanted her to. Her hands reached out for his ankle.

“Master! Master!” she moaned, licking at his
foot frantically, casting frantic, adoring gazes up at him as her
body burned with fever and hunger and she licked wildly at his boot
and up along his leg.

“Master!” she sobbed.

She climbed up his body, rubbing her cheeks
against his flesh, licking and kissing him in adoration. Nothing in
the world mattered but pleasing him. She licked as this cock, and
felt a thrill of pleasure. She sucked at his balls and her life had
meaning. She took his erection deep into her throat, desperate to
pull it even deeper, jamming her lips against his groin, her face
against his belly, wishing he was larger so she could take more of
him inside.

He flung her back suddenly and she flew back
onto her back on the floor and lay sprawled, moaning, writhing as
the heat flared wildly along her skin. Her hands slid down over her
breasts, and she cried out at the fiery bliss. Her hands slid down
between her legs and she screamed, legs thrashing wildly, wide
apart as she thrust three, then four fingers into her aching
pussy.

Every touch to her clit made her cry out and
her finger was flicking and dancing across sit as she pumped her
fingers desperately in her pussy.

Callum stood over her, sneering in amusement
and contempt, and it reminded her of something even in the mist of
the torrent of heat.

She arched and twisted, crying out again and
again as he laughed. She rolled onto her belly, fingers still
thrusting into herself, her hips rising up and down, rolling and
bucking and rutting back as she ground her aching breasts into the
floor.

“You see what an animal she is, Brian?”
Callum said with a sneer. “That's what they all are compared to us
now, just animals. We're like fucking Gods to these little
whores!”

Pain slashed across the burning pleasure, a
slash of sharp, stinging ache erupting across her right breast,
then another slashed across her belly, and another across her inner
thigh. Callum laughed at her as he waved his finger and every time
he did another hot slash of pain cut across her body. But the
pleasure was so intense she could only gasp and cry out at each
blow, even while continuing to writhe and twist and roll amid the
crackling sexual electricity engulfing her.

Brian joined in, and lines of fire cut across
her buttocks, her back, her arms and legs as she rolled and
twisted. They bit at her breasts and cut across her nipples, the
pain mounting as dozens of blows cut across her pale flesh. It was
almost enough to push aside the scalding pleasure – almost.

“I should keep you like this forever, slut,
always just hovering on the edge of an orgasm, but never ever
getting one,” Callum said with a laugh.

“She'd go insane,” Brian said, grinning.

“So? We don't need her mind for anything
anyway. We just need the body. Like I said, she's just an animal
like the rest of them, there for our use and pleasure.”

She felt he wanted her before him again, and
cried out in denial even as she was forced to yank her fingers out
of her seething pussy and throw herself forward on her belly,
crawling to him. Her need was screaming at her but the need to
please him was even greater, and she was again licking desperately
at his feet, then at Brian's

He laughed down at her, and she felt a sharp
sting of something that had nothing to do with pain.

Then another desire of his threw her back and
she crawled, shaking and trembling onto the bed. She lay on the
edge and spread her arms and legs wide as he walked up to her.

She gasped, knowing he wanted her legs spread
wider, then wider still. They ached fiercely, the tendons
stretching, but she still forced them wider, her buttocks at the
edge of the bed, her arms outstretched to either side, her chest
heaving as he gripped his stiff erection and fisted it before
her.

“Maybe I'll keep you around, and have you
fetch the paper for me every day when I get home – with your
teeth,” he said, rubbing his stiff cock up and down along the
molten heat of her sex.

There were more crackling noises, much closer
and louder, and he gestured Brian, who slouched across the room and
flung open the door. He staggered back with a cry of pain, blood
flying as Collin fired a shotgun into his chest

Callum turned as Collin stepped inside, and
gestured. Collin halted, trembling, the shotgun pointed towards the
floor, then he slowly began to turn the shotgun around. He put the
barrel under his head as Callum's lips drew into a wide sneer.

“Silly little human,” Callum said.

Quinn still lay on the edge of the bed, legs
spread obscenely apart, arms stretched out, body trembling with the
need to feel him inside her. But that hot sharp kernel of anger was
hardening inside her as a sharp image cut through the fog of sexual
need.

There, propped against the table next to the
bed, where she'd placed it when coming in from her practice, was
the short sword she'd been working with.

Made of silver.

“Go ahead, human. Use your silver shot on
me,” Callum sneered.

Quinn rolled to her left. Her hand grasped
the sword and she rolled back and then threw herself forward as
Callum turned.

“You whore!” he snarled.

Quinn's momentum carried her forward and the
sword slid into him like a hot knife into butter.

She collapsed atop him, and Collin collapsed
in the doorway, the shotgun falling away to the side. He drew in a
long, shaky breath of air and then sat up with a groan as Quinn
pulled herself across the floor with only one thing on her
mind.

“Fuck me!” she begged.

Something had … changed in Quinn. Fire spread
across Collin's body and he felt a desperate hunger and lust as he
tore at his clothes. He threw himself atop her with a cry of
passion and need, and when he entered her she screamed in release,
her body thrashing and shaking as the orgasm tore through her. The
hunger redoubled within Collin and he thrust wildly, desperately,
more aroused than he'd ever been in his life.

He came himself, his cock plunging furiously
within the volcanic pit of her sex, but he remained hard, pounding
against her as she wrapped her legs around him and rolled her hips
up lustfully. Her orgasm seemed to go on and on, as they writhed
and twisted together on the floor, rolling over and over, their
hips grinding together in carnal fever.

One of Collin's men ran up to the room, drawn
by their cries, and froze in the doorway, gaping. Quinn saw him,
and wanted him. The man cried out as passion enveloped him, as lust
inflamed him, as need jerked him forward into the room. He tore his
clothes off and threw himself at her, and the two men fought for
control of her, their overheated bodies thrashing on the floor.

Quinn screamed as he thrust into her ass. The
feeling of the two cocks driving furiously in and out of her sent
her into another orgasm, and the two men cried out, as well, her
fever infecting them as their hands raced over her body. Then
another man was there, and Quinn took him deep into her throat,
moaning in pleasure as she felt the glorious sensation of his slick
shaft caressing the inside of her throat.

Another man arrived, and then another, and
each in turn threw himself on her, eyes wide and glazed, body
pulsing with raw, animal hunger. One of the maids arrived, and she
too threw herself at Quinn, frantic to get her lips on any part of
her body, her hands fighting with the men to touch her, to feel the
exquisite tactile joy of her downy skin against her fingers.

Quinn was a creature of raw hunger, caring
for nothing but pleasure, exulting in the feel of skin against her
own. Nothing else in the world mattered. She drove one after
another into orgasms, her body rutting against them, her lips and
tongue sucking on cock and clit and breasts and tongues in turn as
the intensity of the orgasms drove one after another into
unconsciousness.

The only two still conscious when Banner
found her were she and one of the bimbos. She was riding the
bimbo's mouth, her own tongue plunging into the girl's sex when
Banner arrived at the door.

She looked up, and wanted him.

Banner stared, then threw himself on her, as
helpless as the others to resist the passion and need, and their
cries rose in intensity as their bodies rode each other over the
peak again and again.

* * *

She was allowed to wear clothes after that.
In fact, Banner insisted. Somehow, Callum had activated some
dormant power within her, or perhaps a part of his power was
trapped within her mind when he died at her hands. But if so it was
not a power she could control. The arousal which now inflamed her
body seemed to radiate outward and inflame the bodies of anyone
near her. And even Banner was not immune.

He withdrew his controls on her mind, trying
to douse the constant flame within her, and that eased her arousal
somewhat. But Quinn was now a creature of sex and sexuality, and
there was little she liked more. No man, nor woman, could resist
her urges, and it took much to satisfy those urges.

Even fully clothed – though Quinn had no
interest in clothing which did not enhance her beauty and sexual
desirability – merely looking at her gave most men erections – even
gay men. And that was when she was reasonably sated and not in
'heat' as Collin termed it.

She did not have Banner's power. There was no
other side to her abilities. She could not adjust anyone's mind,
nor did she wish to, and she certainly didn't have his strength or
longevity. He had killed Petrsescu, who had found and attacked him,
and the thralls Petrescu had brought with him, and now set about
gaining the power he desired.

He had persuaded many of the world's
wealthiest men to 'donate' money to him, and he was now the world's
wealthiest man. Buying politicians, which meant power, was
child’s-play now, but as an additional enhancement for anyone who
was doubtful, he merely introduced them to Quinn.

Quinn found she enjoyed her own version of
power. Though in fact, she knew that every man who had met her had
wanted her even before she'd met Banner and Petrescu.

For the first few weeks she could hardly move
around the estate without provoking one of the men or women – or
sometimes a number of them – to throw themselves at her. But such
was her state of mind she greeted such hunger with her own.

Eventually, she managed to gain more control
of it, learning to shield her inner heat so that while everyone
desired her she was able to walk around, even outside the state,
without being attacked. But everyone she met still stared at her
like lust-sick teenagers, so it was necessary for two of Banner's
larger bodyguards to accompany her whenever she left the
estate.

But that was fine with her. She'd been a dirt
poor nobody out in the desert a few months earlier, with no real
prospects beyond pregnancy, a trailer park and alcoholism. Now she
was living a dream life of partying, pleasure and endless sex in
the lap of luxury in Los Angeles. Perhaps she'd tire of it
eventually and want something more. But for now, she was not even
twenty yet, and there was much to enjoy in life.
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		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



