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Prologue


I knew the way so well, I could drive there in my sleep. The funny thing was, whenever I stepped inside, it felt like I finally woke up.

The place was in the seediest part of Hollywood. Only drug dealers, pimps and whores hung out there, but then you didn’t expect it to be anywhere else. Somehow, a SM leather bar in the suburbs just didn’t seem right. And the flickering neon light above the non-descript door left no doubt about its intent.

Leather Heel.

It should have read something else, which would have been more to the point, but once inside, you discovered the owner didn’t put a lot of upkeep into the place, so when the petering out glowing neon gas started to rearrange a letter, it just somehow fit. The sign was like a beacon for all the leather teddies; dom, sub, gay, straight, pointing the way for everyone in the scene to find others of like mind. A few went there all the time, living the lifestyle to the fullest, others on certain nights, while most walked through that door only when they couldn’t stand another day without the smell of leather, the unforgiving hug of the ropes, or the smack of leather on flesh.

I belonged to the last group. My involvement had started innocently enough, about eight months ago, on one of those foolish sorority dares. (“I’m bored. What’s to do?” “Another tat run?” “Hey, I’ve got an idea, if anyone’s brave enough.”) Just a bunch of drunk, bubble-headed college girls who somehow piled into a car to cruise the seamier side of town, away from the pristine campus, get deliciously scandalized, then return to their clean beds, tucked under the warm covers and their arms hugging stuffed animals. So it began. We ogled the kinky people, the gays in their boots and jackets, the dykes with their spiked hair, the straight men and women dominating or submitting, but then someone suggested it might be fun to go inside. The next thing we knew we all found ourselves in the Leather Heel, a bunch of hyper, clean-cut college girls that stood out amongst all the SM toughs. Everyone in our group wanted to party, party, party, take a walk on the wild side, have a drink, whoop it up. Strange thing though, I thought the leather people might cop an attitude like “Who the hell are these fucking rich bitches?”, but they were all genuinely friendly. Probably because we were something new, fresh, and unspoiled. And probably because they wanted in on the spoils. That weird night went by in a blur, and we all found our way back to the sorority house, drunk off our collective asses and giggling to ourselves about “our crazy night out”. It was never discussed again, but I never forgot the smell of the leather, the gleaming polished whips. The danger. So, a couple of weeks later I found myself sneaking out of the house. Without any conscious thought I drove until I stood beneath the flickering neon sign that often misspelled the club’s name, a different word that seemed more like a promise: Leather Hell.

My first time there by myself, I was like a nervous cat. No beer like that night with my sorority sisters before going out to loosen me up. A few people tried to start up conversations, but I didn’t come across. Then a “scene” started up. Just a woman in leather chaps, her bare butt cheeks getting a light whipping, but that was enough. Next thing I knew I was at the inner edge of the voyeuristic crowd, putting my own tight jeans covered ass out there to see what it felt like. And then the nervous cat was a lioness on the prowl. I kept going back after that, playing with anonymous partners, but mostly with others I had a sort of friendship. And we always stayed in the main room. I never went down to the basement. Down to the heavy play room.

Except for tonight.

I had seen them go down there, the edge players. Even been invited once or twice to join them, but I always shied away. But tonight was different. Usually I was here on Saturday, to stay most of the night and recover Sunday before classes on Monday. But this was Wednesday. It was near the end of the semester and I had decided to cut classes the next day. Hey, what was one day when you already had a pretty good idea what kind of grades you were going to get this late in the school year anyway? So, when I strolled in, for the life of me trying to look confident, there wasn’t a familiar face in the place. I was really on my own.

I found a seat at the bar, ordered some kind of drink. After a while I finally gathered up the courage to ask, “How do I get into the basement?”

“Use the stairs,” the barrel-chested, leather vested bartender answered. He gave me look that plainly said “Don’t ask me any more stupid questions” and went back about his business of watering down drinks.

All right, strike one, but still good advice. Just go down there.

So down I went.

The stairs were creaky and narrow, only enough room for one person. Someone waited at the bottom, a man in a suit and half-hood, his lower face exposed. When I reached the bottom of the stairs he didn’t make any move to allow me inside.

“Your first time down here?” he rumbled.

Suddenly my mouth dried up and I couldn’t talk. I nodded.

He held up a blindfold, just a simple black cloth, more than wide enough to go well up my forehead and down my cheeks. “People down here need anonymity. They don’t want a one-timer blabbing about who they played with if things get too rough.”

I finally regained speech. “Is it that bad?”

“Only as bad as you make it,” he said. “Or as good.”

He held up the cloth. I centered it over my eyes and he tied it off in back, firmly but not sadistically. A hand on my arm and I was passed on to someone inside.

A woman’s hands, I think. Small, but definitely in control. “Look what I found!” she crowed. “Isn’t she just darling?”

Answering calls of agreement. Next thing I knew I was on hands and knees, doggy style, while several pairs of hands undid my jeans, bared my ass, pulled my snug light blue pullover over my head. The pants and top were flung away and the hands kneaded my bra-cupped breasts, dove down my panties, checked out my wet pussy, tested the tightness of my asshole. I bucked a little at the bold invasions, grunted here and there, gave a couple of fast yelps when fingers probed both openings, then cut off when even more searched my mouth.

“Hmmm. Not too bad,” said a male. He was near me, in fact, it was probably his hand in my mouth, forcing the jaw to remain open. “I’ve seen her upstairs. Always wondered when she couldn’t stand it any longer and would come down here.”

“You just want to rape her mouth,” another man said. “For you, any mouth will do.”

“Yes. But this one is especially luscious.” A leather ring gag anchored itself between my upper and lower teeth, expanding my mouth even wider. My jaw strained at the unfamiliar sensation. Yes, I had worn ring gags before, but never one so big, and with such an obvious intent. Then I was up on my knees, the woman’s hands wrapped around my crossed wrists in back. A hot, hot cock shoved itself down my throat.

A large hand on the back of my head prevented any pulling back. A pair of fingers on either side at the base of my ponytail found the center and distributed pressure evenly so that I couldn’t even attempt to turn away. The cock filled me, male musk invaded my nostrils and, with each coarse thrust, balls lightly slapped against my chin. I wanted to cough, hack, retch, but they wouldn’t allow it, and that’s when I knew any freedom of choice had been stolen.

Hot jets of cum flooded my mouth, spilled over my lower lip, dripped on my breasts, stained my bra. Taken away, the ring gag thudded to the floor. My hands were released and I fell forward onto my stomach. Now I did cough, tried to speak. This isn’t what I wanted. Not what I thought…

Another mouth covered mine, a woman’s. The same one that had pinned my hands behind me, it had to be her because I recognized her perfume; light, elegant, yet sickly sweet with a tang of smoke. Her lips crushed against mine, the tongue lapped up any male cum still in my mouth, then licked my chin clean, like a mother cat with her young. Distracted, I didn’t notice that my bra and panties went missing. Then I lay on the floor, arms stretched past my head, legs spread out. And my pussy brought high in the air with a group of soft pillows shoved underneath.

Mouth on my pussy. Male. He hadn’t shaved and the rough whiskers stimulated my pussy lips, threatened to rub them raw. I hissed through clenched teeth but the languid tongue, the teeth that nipped my pussy didn’t retreat. They only dived deeper; the teeth snatched at the inner labia, the dexterous tongue lifted the clit hood, flicked at the engorged, sensitive little dick.

I screamed.

“Responsive little cunt, isn’t she?” said the woman. “How does she taste?”

The man didn’t answer. He pulled away and I was strung up, arms tight overhead, head locked between them. Someone cranked a winch and soon my feet swung off the floor, toes pointed at the ground. My body heaved with petrified, shallow breaths.

“Stop that or you’ll pass out,” a man said. “Stop it or we’ll rip off your fucking lips!” A hand slapped against my pussy, male. Fingernails clipped short but still with a tight grip, they squeezed my pussy, squeezed, squeezed. “Slow down,” the man said. “Easy. Easy.”

I forced myself to obey, get it under control. Like when a kid has to stop under a discipline threat from an impatient parent. My breaths returned to normal, but my stomach still shook in repressed fear.

“I think she’s getting the hang of this,” the woman said.

My legs were leather cuffed, spread, then locked apart. The metal rings on the cuffs dully jingled as my ankles twisted, toes grazing what I assumed were thick wooden poles. I dangled helplessly; teeth gritted in fake defiance, then lips aquiver in genuine fearful submission, while the man and woman moved about the room, quietly discussing their plans for their latest victim. I might have understood them, if not for the heart thumping in my chest, the blood pounding in my ears. No, this wasn’t how I wanted it!

A thin, almost breathy whistle was my only warning.

The cat o’ nine tails flew through the air, pointed leather blades landed right on –

“Fuck! Fuckfuckfuck!” I yelled. My body twisted. Instinctively I tried to close my legs. Red hot fire seared my pussy. A newly discovered pain threatened to send me to delirious new heights and, under the blindfold, I wept.

A crop joined the cat. They both now stayed away from my sore, raw pussy, striking my overly sensitive, unmarked skin and I imagined being transformed into an obscene tapestry of red welts and dark bruises. But always the threat remained, my dripping pussy open to whatever whim might make either of them turn it at a moment’s notice from a region of pleasure into excruciation.

Likewise with my nipples. A squeeze here, a pinch there readied them for a pair of clamps that easily could rip them off. The woman and man each suckled a breast, mouths over my areoles to draw out the little nubs until they stood straight out. Then the clamps, tiny little alligator teeth, bit into them both. I didn’t scream then, and still didn’t when a light chain that connected them was stretched down by one…two…three…small lead weights, but still I didn’t scream.

“One more, honey,” the woman softly. “You can take it. If you don’t…” The cat’s leather blades slithered high across my inner thighs. I barely felt them, marked and bruised as I was, but that wasn’t the part of me that she wanted an excuse, any excuse to strike. The last weight was hung free and when I still refused to scream, refused to beg for mercy I sensed a disappoint that tended toward anger. The cat’s blades slid away and again my back was lit up like a string of firecrackers. Yet, it wasn’t the woman’s grunts that echoed in the basement.

All the man’s strength flowed through his arm, down the whip and into my psyche. But not a cat this time. No, after a few strikes I longed for the cat as the single-tail poured all its beautiful evil into me through the end of thin, feather like explosions. My ears rang with each angry outburst, my throat turned raw as vocal chords reached new notes. Jesus, fucking god! He wanted to flay me alive!

And then I was down on the floor, like a puppet whose strings were suddenly cut. Cuffs removed, replaced by rope. Ankles crossed in front, lotus style, wrists crossed in back. More rope around my stomach, under the armpits, across the shoulders. Another piece connected from around my neck in front to the drawn up ankles, pulling me into a nice, tight little ball. Pushed onto my back, pussy up, open and ripe.

And then that cock, that wonderful penis did what it’s designed to do, the swollen head gently parted my somewhat recovered pussy lips, entered me, took me as I wanted, needed. Yet gentle, almost trepidatious thrusts that allowed me some relief. A hand lightly across a breast here, pursed lips across my own there, a tongue that didn’t invade my mouth so much as invited itself in, to twirl with my own in a wet dance. I joined him, uhhhmmm, tasted his saliva, pumped back at his cock as much as I could, a willing partner in submission. And when he came this time it wasn’t manic like before. Stream after steady stream poured into me, longer, more controlled, more everything, while I…almost tore myself apart.

His arms wrapped around my violently shaking body, reinforced the ropes but it was barely enough. I nearly shook myself free but he hung on for the ride as my internal earthquakes toppled whatever sense of reason, of sanity I still possessed. I screamed again, utter nonsense sounds that touched deep through to my primal self. Then another earthquake that led to one tsunami after another until I almost drowned in severe pleasure.

The roars subsided and I was left on the floor, surrounded by silence, then deep breaths as the man recovered too. He seemed nearby, like he sat just a few feet away, and the woman lifted my head to rest across her leg.

“She’s not done yet,” she said. “Not by a long shot.”

Still tied in a ball, they flipped me over. A butt plug, oh god, a huge butt plug found its way up my ass, one delicious inch at a time. Those tender, yet demanding male hands kept pushing it up my ass. I moaned, squealed, but took it. Took it all. Oh, so big, so full. Pushed in at the base just that little extra, my hole expanded, not reluctantly, but eagerly, if only it could go more. But then the calloused male hands rested on my ass cheeks as if to say “This far and no more. I know what’s best.” Then they hoisted me up, swung me from the ceiling like a lantern. Almost as an afterthought, the man stuck a small vibrator in me, turned it on full, and left me there while others made their way down to the basement, did their scenes. I heard the submissives pleading, their plaintive cries, the smack of whip on tender flesh, the plugging of mouths with large gags, and I hung there while the vibrator took me from one orgasm to another, yet none like when he came inside me.

No one else touched me again, save by whip or leather belt as a warm up to whatever other woman they had tied up and ready to receive punishment. The only hands I felt belonged to him. It was like he had claimed me, his own prized possession, and everyone else knew I was forbidden territory. I cried like a baby at his touch, begging him to take me again, fuck me, please, please fuck me, but the only answer I got was a brutal whipping across my ass and a tightening of the nipple clamps that only made more tears flow.

At last, at long fucking last, they let me down. The ropes came off and my clothes, minus the bra and panties, were flung across my prone body. Not daring to touch my blindfold I managed to dress and virtually crawled up the stairs. Every part of me was sore, each inch of my skin on fire, yet I had never felt so high, so relaxed. Eventually I made it back to the same bar stool, drank whatever the bartender threw in front of me, then two more after that. I lay my head down and shivered.

Something clumped on the bar. I lifted my head, rubbed my burning eyes. Shiny, rounded edges, a circle of steel.

“What..?” I blurted.

“Take a good look,” said the bartender. He wasn’t as gruff as before, and held it up for my inspection.

“It, it looks like a collar,” I said.

“An eternity collar. I haven’t seen many of these.”

“Eternity collar? What does it…” I stopped, tried to catch up.

The bartender said, very slowly, “What do you think it means?”

“What does it mean?” I said, rhetorically. I stared down at the cold steel, the rounded edges, and the fact that, unlike other leather collars that buckled on, there wasn’t anything like that here. Once it captured my neck, there wasn’t any means for removal.

Oh shit. Oh SHIT!

I jumped back off the stool, heart racing again. Eternity. Forever. Eternity.

No. Fucking. WAY!

Then why was I reaching for it? No. Stop!

I jerked back my hand. There was a sound behind me. There, near the top of the stairs, still within the shadows, stood a darkened figure. I couldn’t see the face. It took another step up, started to emerge into the light.

I ran. I ran out of there as fast as I fucking could. Tears clouded my sight, streamed down my cheeks. I found my car, shoved it into gear and peeled out of there. And still the tears came, like the raindrops on my windshield, I cried. Cried that I was too scared, too scared to even think about what such a thing implied. Cried when I undressed and saw the marks, his marks on my flesh, cried in terror because someone desired me that much. For eternity.




Chapter One

The Leather Heel

I didn’t get home until late. Three days I was away on business. Yet another grueling sales seminar. The guru’s who ran the thing tried to get people like me “motivated” to make that big sale, or make a lot of little ones that amounted to the same thing, but with a lot more work. And, as always, they had this sure fire way to do it. I had heard it all before, so many times. In my middle twenties I knew I was already way too cynical, and this seminar was so much like all the others; ultimately filled with empty promises. So when I got back to the apartment I shared with two other ex-college sorority sisters, I was tired and more than a bit cranky.

Cranky? Guess again. I trudged through the door and was assaulted by loud hip-hop from the stereo and equally obnoxious shouting heads on some TV news show. Oh, no. Cranky was too nice a word!

“What the – Randi? Mal?” I shouted. “What’s going…Oh, fuck it.” My hand slapped the stereo off switch, then grabbed the remote and muted the angry politicians. Their wild arm gestures proved only a slight distraction as I scanned the small living room and adjacent kitchen. Everything was clutter and chaos. I had gone away before, and when I got back things were usually a bit of a mess, but nothing like now. Half-eaten sandwiches lay next to cold pizzas. Opened longnecks stood beside turned over wine bottles. From one of the three bedrooms someone stirred, croaky-voiced, and I thought it might be a guy brought home by Randi or Malina. But the rustlings and footsteps as someone stumbled out of bed and staggered through the short hallway suggested one of my two roommates. It was Randi. It figured. I don’t know how many waitress jobs she had blown through since we had graduated and left the sorority house. By the way she leaned against the hall door frame in her almost sheer nightie and squinted in the light it looked like she had lost another.

“I hope you really had something to celebrate,” I said. “Let me guess, you’re going to be late with the rent again.”

Randi rubbed her eyes. “I need a drink,” she said.

I gestured to the beer and wine bottles. “Take your pick. Where’s Mal?”

“Gone.” Randi flopped on the couch and grabbed an already half-finished longneck. She looked like one step short of a street lady, hair mussed, eyes red-rimmed. She was my age, but wouldn’t look that way for long, not at the rate she drank and smoked. And the saddest thing of all was that she was smart. And cute. I don’t mean “cute” like some girl-next-door type, but really, really cute. Almost pixyish. It had gotten her into the sorority, and she had made a lot of friends, the kind that would do things for her. But maybe that was part of the problem. Everything had come too easy for her, and now that the three of us had graduated and were out in the wide world, Randi had found her path the toughest. Things weren’t just handed to her on a platter anymore. That didn’t stop her from trying, but instead of trying to make her own way, she still thought some rich guy was going to come along and take care of her. Malina, my other roommate, was a little better, but erratic. Sometimes she had her act together, held down a job, but other times she went off on these endless parties. After the first month together, I would have moved out on them both, but we had all signed a one-year lease, and I couldn’t afford to break it.

“So, Malina’s off to Vegas again?” I said.

Randi snorted. “Fuck Vegas.” She took another swig.

I grabbed at the bottle. Randi tried fighting me for it and some beer spilled on her nightie. Eventually I wrested it away. “Randi, where is she?” I grabbed her by a shoulder. “Where’s Malina?”

“I don’t know, Taren.” She mumbled. “I don’t know!” She covered her eyes and softly wept.

I wasn’t going to get anything out of her. Not right away. So, although I was tired and pissed at coming home to a mess, I started throwing stuff out; the pizza boxes, the bottles, anything that didn’t belong.

Randi gave a low laugh and shook her head at me. “Oh, Taren. Always practical Taren. If there’s a mess, you’ll clean it up. No matter who’s in trouble. Right, Little Sister?”

My blood froze. “What did you call me?” A secret I thought I’d kept dead secret was suddenly out in the open. Then, something else Randi said crowded my thoughts. “Trouble? What kind of trouble?”

Randi shook her head again and mumbled. “Not the kind you’re thinking about.”

She shut down again, but this time I stood over her and said, “You know you’re going to tell me, so you might as well get it over with.”

Randi’s tears started up again and she blindly grabbed for another beer. I tried to snatch it away but she scrambled back along the couch.

“You ever want to take back a decision, but were too scared?” Randi said. “Or you were too scared to make the decision in the first place? Well, welcome to my world.”

“What are you talking about?” I said. “Randi, you’re not making any sense.”

“Oh, I am, even if you don’t know it.” She laughed again, this time almost hysterical.

I grabbed her again, shook her hard. “What’s the matter with you? Why’s this place such a mess? Where’s Mal?”

“All right, all right, you fuckin’ bitch!” She slapped my hands away, unsteadily pushed herself up and stumbled back to her bedroom.

I followed. The place was a wreck, like the living room and, with her back to me, Randi crawled and rummaged through dirty clothes and other piles of whatever. Suddenly she straightened up and shoved something shiny and heavy at my chest.

“Here. Take these back. Tell ‘em you’re returning ‘em ‘cause they’re a perfect fit.”

They were a pair of spiked leather boots. And not just any pair, but the kind that laced up in front, well past the knees. Anyone who tried to walk in these wouldn’t. It was like they were meant for keeping one’s legs from bending, or keeping them at attention. A million memories flashed through me. The kind I kept deeply buried. “Where did you get these?” I said.

Randi laughed once. “Yeah, right. Like I really need to tell you.”

I grabbed her short hair and snarled. “What the hell do you mean by that?”

Randi tried to wrench away. “Oh, c’mon, Taren. You are what you are. And we all know it.”

Her eyes stabbed into mine and then I knew. I knew the hidden thing that I thought I had kept so secret for so long wasn’t really a secret at all. Numb. I was numb and now Randi did manage to get loose from my slightly shaking hand.

“She went down to Hollywood, all right?” Randi said, still in that accusing tone. “Now leave me the fuck alone.” Randi’s head sagged in her hands. She started to cry again.

I should have just thrown the boots aside, told her whatever mess it was it was hers to fix. But, like Randi said, I was the practical one. Always helpful Taren. So, pragmatic as always, instead of more shouting and intimidation and forgetting for the moment my most inner secret had been laid bare, I tried a softer approach.

I stroked Randi’s head. “All right. It’ll be all right. I’ll go down there tomorrow and when Mal and I get back we’ll all have a long talk.” And I would announce that I was moving out. I didn’t want to have anything to do with co-dependent relationships.

I turned to leave, but Randi clutched at my business suit skirt. “No! No, you have to get there tonight. Before midnight. Or else it’ll be too late.”

Now I really was concerned. “Too late? What are you talking about?”

“She went to the Leather Heel.”

Ohhhhh…..craaaapppp. What the fuck had these two idiots done? The Leather Heel. Inside, I turned really cold.

I tried to get more information out of Randi; how she and Mal had wound up at the Leather Heel, just what the boots meant, and why the hell the boots had to be returned if they were a “perfect fit”?

Randi waved me off and collapsed on the bed, passed out drunk. So I stood there, boots in hand, and made a snap decision. I grabbed my keys and jetted out the door.

It was already eleven. If I hurried I would get to the Leather Heel with just minutes to spare.

***

My sweaty hands gripped the wheel. The Leather Heel. A place to go live out your SM fantasies. A place where you could get a simple, semi-public spanking, or where you might use it as a doorway to deeper, darker scenes, all in a safe, controlled environment, of course. The trouble was, once you got hooked on the inherent danger in those “safely controlled” scenes, you couldn’t help but keep going back, pushing the envelope until it tore apart. I tried to convince myself I was prepared to confront whatever situation existed at the Leather Heel, and wondered (worried actually) how either of my two roommates had gotten mixed up with anyone at that place. And how much they might have discovered…about me.

It had been a long time since my last visit. After graduation I had sworn off that place and the people who hung out there, the whips, the smell of leather and sex…

No, don’t think about it. Stop it! You walked away long ago. Had to.

But now here I was, lured back. Slowing down as the car glided along the upswept freeway off ramp. Stopping at red lights, crawling along when they turned green as I gazed at all the demonic, Goth inspired active night life. Again, I found that same out of the way parking spot, the one that hid my car from casual passersby on the street. It was empty, like it had been waiting for me all this time. I swung into it, behind a crumbling, brick building with a lone streetlight overhead. Quickly I shut off the engine and melted into the dark shadows of a nearby alley, then emerged to stride down that familiar stretch of sidewalk. Several heads swiveled in my direction to stare at this obviously out of place yuppie. I ignored them, or tried to, and wondered if any recognized me from my previous trips, all those wild nights. My hair was longer then, posture and bearing different, but I couldn’t hide the fact of who I was, much as I wanted. Goosebumps formed on my arms as I recalled the lash of a top’s whip, shit anyone’s whip, and how I writhed and screamed. It all came flooding back and my mouth went dry, my panties wet. And then I stood just mere feet from those double swinging doors, while above that familiar sign flickered.

Leather Heel – Leather Hell.

Boots clutch against my stomach, I stepped back into the secretive world of seductive pain and pleasure.

***

The place hadn’t changed much. The long bar was still on the right, with several vaguely familiar people who looked like they hadn’t moved since my last, “final” visit. In the center of the floor were rickety tables and equally weak chairs, one or two of which I’m sure I sat on while tied down and was spoon fed little greasy morsels. On the far left were booths with high backs for privacy as negotiations took place between tops and subs. I had struck more than my share of scene bargains there too. I roamed past them all, looking for something, anything, that would give me a clue as to Malina’s whereabouts and who to speak to about the boots I clutched. And then I found someone. Or, rather, he found me.

“Hey, Little Sister! Where’ve you been hidin’?”

I almost jumped. I knew that voice. He called me by the scene name that I had adopted. And he knew more about me than just a name.

“Hey, babe, don’t you remember me?” he said. “John Q?”

Oh, yes. I remembered. Jet black hair, cut shorter than the last time I saw him, but not by much, and with a hard body that most guys would kill for. Especially if they were gay, which was how John Q swung. Unlike most gay doms, he sported kind eyes that always remained that way no matter how hard we played. We had gotten together a few times, when I just wanted dominance without any sexual threat. He was good and eventually found out which buttons to push until any thought of submission without sex was banished from my mind. But as part of his dominance, he didn’t allow anyone else to touch me. And since he would turn me on, but was gay, that left me with just one way to satisfaction – by my own hand. That is, if I wasn’t tied up.

I smiled nervously, like it was my first visit and suddenly came across a friend who also shared this deep, dark secret.

John laughed, like I had asked him about the weather or some other mundane subject. “Look at you! All grown up, huh? Business power suit. I thought you had given us up for good. Hey, what’s with the boots? You turn dom?”

“Uh, no. No. I’m trying to return them.”

John Q’s manner changed. Gone was the friendly, open greeting replaced by…betrayal? “Are you sure you’re ready for that?”

I didn’t quite understand the question, but played along. “I’m not sure. But a friend of mine…Well, I don’t think she knew what she was getting into.”

“And you do? Even though you had the same chance and turned it down?”

I didn’t answer, but squatted down beside John Q, my hand on his knee. That was all it took. He gazed at me a moment, as if trying to assess my sincerity. “Downstairs. That’s where you want to go.”

Yeah. Downstairs to the converted basement, the space reserved for heavy players.

I kissed his cheek. “Thank you.”

John Q gently pushed me away. “Don’t expect me or anyone else to come rescue you. It doesn’t work like that down there.” He turned away.

So there I stood, like an unsure SM novice who, at last, step by agonizing step, made my way to the back of the club, past all the staring eyes to a set of steep stairs that descended to a small door.

Unlike the club upstairs, with its mindless techno music, the basement was quiet. Familiar classical music played, but as an undertone. A tiny knot of people, two women and two men, clustered at the near end of a couch by the door. Whatever activity they had been engaged in was apparently over, as evidenced by the ropes, gags and whips that lay strewn on the floor. Both men stroked the contented women’s heads that lay in their laps. At the couch’s other end, as if a part of the scene but also removed from it, near a flimsy, wooden door, sat a lone woman with dark, slicked back hair. She wore a leather vest and pants and languidly smoked a cigar. The group of couples appeared too immersed in afterglow to be any help, so I skirted around them and concentrated on the woman.

“Hello,” she said neutrally at my approach.

“I’m looking for a friend of mine,” I said, keeping my voice even too and hoping it came off as confidence. “Her name—”

“You know how we feel about names,” she said. “Especially down here.” She took a long drag on her cigar, blew the smoke right in my face.

“Ever been down here before?” she asked.

**Cough cough**. “Just once.”

“Hmmm. Interesting. Well, it’s always the newbies that can’t get enough, isn’t it?” Another drag. “All right, newbie, I’ll give you one small break. You can call me Lady Eleanor.” She pointed with the cigar. “What’s with the boots? Going to put them on? Or kiss them?”

“Another friend of mine asked me to return them.”

“Really? A…friend.” Lady Eleanor’s dark eyebrows shot up. “What else did this ‘friend’ tell you?”

“That the boots were a perfect fit.”

If things were quiet before, they now got absolutely tomb-like. Lady Eleanor took another drag on her cigar, blew a couple of lazy smoke rings. I backed up a little to avoid the noxious fumes and bumped right into the two men who now stood behind me.

“Are you sure about this?” Lady Eleanor said. “They’re a perfect fit?”

Something was going on here. I should have backed off, taken a moment to try to gauge all the subtleties that Lady Eleanor threw my way. But I was more concerned about finding Malina. Instead, I should have watched out for myself, and by the time I learned that, it was way too late. “Yes, I’m sure.”

Lady Eleanor casually waved the cigar at the two men. “Take her.”

One grabbed my arms and pinned them behind my back. The other pulled a hood over my head.




Chapter Two

Good Bitch

Looking back on it, I suppose that was the only way that I could have allowed myself to come home. Perhaps a strong subconscious part of me wanted to return, but I could never openly admit such. And at the time, I sure didn’t act like I wanted to go back. As the hood cut off all light and a cloth gag tightened around on the outside, I fought for all I was worth. None of it did any good as my arms and legs were held tight, then strapped together. A double set of strong, male arms picked me up with hardly any effort and deposited me in the back seat of a car.

I Mmmpphed and Oomphed through the gag, flailed and kicked. Then my head bumped up against flesh. A pair of hands drew me up onto a firm thigh.

“Shhh. Shh. It’s all right. Just let it go. Let it all go; the responsibility. The worry. The stress. You’ve made your last decision for quite a while. Just leave everything to me.” It was Lady Eleanor.

Her hands stroked my brow in an attempt to ease my panic. I did stop struggling, but my body still trembled. Were they going to use me just for tonight then send me back to the Leather Heel? A part of me clung to hope that it would soon all be over. Another part knew better. John Q had said not to expect anyone to come rescue me. Not from a place where SM play wasn’t really play. And this all happened with the excuse of watching out for my roommate, Malina. But part of me knew better. SM. Once in the blood, it stayed. Now, I was going to get more than my share. I could just as easily stop what was going to happen to me as I could apply the brakes on the car that sped us through the night.

We wound up in an underground garage. Eleanor’s clenched hands on my shoulder and head communicated that I should remain still until the garage door closed. Once it did, things moved fast. The car door whooshed open and another pair of strong hands slid me along the leather seat, feet first, then lifted me up to stand uncertainly in my high heels.

“I didn’t think this one was coming,” said a male voice. “She almost didn’t make it.”

“She’s here now,” Lady Eleanor said. “Let’s get her with the others.”

“There’s no time to prep her.”

“Then present her as is,” Eleanor replied. The male voice started to respond but Eleanor cut him off. “Just take care of it! I have to get ready myself.”

Eleanor patted me once on the ass and I was lifted up, thrown over a wide, male shoulder. With methodical, careful steps we climbed a long set of stairs, my carrier’s boots echoing off the walls from bare concrete underneath, then softly crunching on carpet. I sensed a rise in temperature as we left behind the cold garage even though a draft still blew across my bare legs. Around me I heard faint stirrings, quiet conversations that faded away along with the draft. Everything around us got still and quiet. He lowered his shoulder and I gently slid off, onto a low, wooden bench. I rubbed shoulders with someone on either side.

“A late arrival, ladies,” the male voice said. “Make good and play nice.”

“Wha…What’s with the hood?” the one on my left said. Tremulous. I could feel her shakes. “Why is she gagged?”

“As for the hood you know that everyone is blindfolded whenever they’re transported on the circuit. As for the gag she probably just got lucky. If you don’t want one stop asking questions.”

“Yes, sir,” said the scared one.

Things went quiet a moment, then the woman on my right gasped.

“What about you, Red?” the male voice said. “Anything else you want to know before I shove a penis gag down your throat?”

“N-No, Lord Byron. No, sir!”

Malina!

“Good, ‘cause you weren’t getting an answer anyway.”

“Lord pl – uullggg!”

Malina loved to give head and, although the dildo wasn’t the real thing, she got a real mouthful. Probably a training head harness, with all kinds of buckles, D-rings and straps that wound about her head, split down in front of her eyes to a big, black panel that completely covered the mouth. The dildo itself wouldn’t actually go down her throat, but it would sure feel like it. Malina half-coughed once or twice, and whined deep in her throat. Then, by the way her body rubbed once more against mine, I could tell Lord Byron pulled Malina’s head back by her long hair to make sure everything was tight.

“Let the training begin,” he said. His boots strode out of the room.

Malina softly ‘eerr’ed and ‘ugg’ed a couple of times while she tried to get used to the gag. Something I well knew. I don’t know how many times John Q or someone else crammed something like that past my lips and teeth. My crotch warmed at the memory, at how I had no choice but to take it. All I had now was a simple cloth gag, soaked through the hood with my saliva. It wasn’t the same thing and I suddenly felt very jealous of Malina, at how she found the courage to fulfill this fantasy of hers, and how I never really could. I wanted to tell her she was lucky, that even though things seemed bad now, the payoff, the orgasm… Oh, the orgasm…

“My name’s Naomi.” It was the other girl, the scared one. “I know we’re not supposed to talk to each other, but I can’t help it! Everything’s going to be all right, isn’t it? I mean, this is all just play acting, right? I gave them the password back at that sleazy club, but I didn’t think…I mean they just tied me up right away. Where are we? They’re going to let us go, aren’t they?”

Little Naomi sure knew how to trip herself. Question followed question followed with half-baked self reassurances that were anything but. She probably had SM fantasies most of her life and now was finding the reality not quite what she had imagined, even though she tried to make it that way. Her flood of words just kept on and on until all I wanted to do was just slap the bitch.

Shut up! You wanted this. Now you got it. Don’t bother me with juvenile whinings. I’ve already got enough problems. Shut the fuck up!

She did, but not because of anything I did. Someone came into the room.

“You’ve gotten off to a flying start.” It was a different man this time. “You were told to stay quiet, and here you are, just running like a motor mouth.”

“I’m sorry, sir!” Naomi said. “Sorry! I just couldn’t help—”

“I don’t care what you can’t help. Open up.”

“Oh, no! Not one of those ballgags. They taste so yukky.”

“ ‘They taste so yukky’ ” the man mimicked. “Then maybe you’ll learn your lesson. Now open up! Goddamn it, I’m not going to tell you again! Fine. Have it your way.”

A hand slapped on bare flesh and Naomi cried out. By the sound and wind generated from such a fast move I guessed the man connected with one of Naomi’s tits. Then he quickly did so again.

“Oww! Owwww! Oh, god, n—”

That was all the man needed. Next thing Naomi was just as gagged as Malina. I think she ‘humphed’ a couple of times, tears probably at the edge of spilling out. The man didn’t give her enough time for that.

“On your feet. Move! You’re first up tonight.” Sounds of small feet half-walking, half-struggling to keep up with him padded out of the room and down the hall. A distant door opened and deep, languorous music floated through, then was cut off.

I was alone with Malina. If only the damned hood was off, she could tell it was me. Even if we couldn’t talk we might still communicate somehow. I could find out what had made her decide to do this, and why now? But my hood and gag were securely in place and, as it eventually turned out in the coming days that was the best thing – especially for me.

Naomi’s screams, muffled by the distance and intervening walls and doors, filtered back. Clearer still was the frustrated tone of Naomi’s master for the evening. The counterpoint between the two only got sharper; his shouted commands, the more strident screams. The whip cracks quickened. Then a door slammed open and a combination of long and short strides quickly treaded down the hall, then in to where Malina and I knelt.

“That scene’s turning into a real bust,” Lord Byron said. He did not sound happy. At all.

Lady Eleanor was right behind him and pulled me to my feet. “I told Apollo that that little thing had the wrong idea about all this. Her head’s in the clouds. Or more like up her ass. Along with his.” She grabbed the front of my hood, pinching it outward. “You hold still!”

Snip snip. Snip snip. Lady Eleanor cut two small slits in the hood, right on eye level, like she had done this before. A pair of very shiny, medical scissors flashed across my vision. In spite of the fact that they had blunt ends had I known those were so close to my eyes I would have jerked back and maybe caused an accident. But Eleanor was so fast, so professional, that it was all over in a heartbeat. The scissors withdrew and Eleanor busied herself elsewhere in the room while my attention was drawn to Lord Byron and Malina.

He squatted down, his manner now calm, supportive. “That little thing you hear screaming out there doesn’t really know what she’s gotten into. But you could barely hold yourself back at the Leather Heel, right Red?”

Malina’s light blue eyes got wide behind her disheveled, long red hair. Around the heavy gag all she could say was “Gurgl”.

“That’s my girl,” Lord Byron said. He patted her leather-strapped face.

He stood up and I got a good look at him. Wavy hair that was once probably all dark but now sprinkled with gray. A somewhat craggy, yet handsome face and sloping shoulders. He wore cowboy boots with dark brown, stovepipe leather pants that contoured to every bit of his legs, crotch and waist. Yet, in spite of their tightness they didn’t bind him when he moved. A white, cotton shirt opened partway down the chest to hint at pecs for which John Q would have worshiped. But this man was definitely not gay.

Not the way he pulled Malina to her feet and fondled her tits, then her pussy as he checked her full leather body harness. Whatever clothes Malina must have had when they took her back at the Leather Heel were now most likely long gone. Given the attitude that came off all the doms around here, chances were she wouldn’t see anything like them again, not until she either “earned” a skimpy thong and lacy bra or they (whoever ‘they’ were) allowed her to run screaming out into the night, back to the real world. But the way Lord Byron tightened up a strap here, pinched a nipple there, along with the distinct bulge in his pants told me that Malina could expect a long, long interest from this man, clothes or no clothes.

He must have felt my eyes on him, because he looked over at me. “Aren’t you the mystery date tonight?” he said, then turned to Eleanor. “You’re not taking her out like that?” He motioned to my clothes.

“No time,” Eleanor said. “Anyway, I’ve got an idea for later.” She stepped out from the corner carrying a long metal pole. At the top hung a posture collar with three straps and buckles to secure it around a neck. There was a hand grip in the middle of the pole that Eleanor used to hoist the top end up to the back of my neck. At the bottom on a small swivel a spreader bar stretched out, a pair of leather cuffs set flush against the ends. “Help me get this control yoke on her. I really haven’t had a chance to orient her.”

“What? Not yet?” Lord Byron said. “You better lock her down good. You don’t want a freak out scene. Not tonight.”

Lord Byron wrapped the collar around my neck, then held me still by the shoulders as Eleanor unstrapped and spread my legs wide apart. My business skirt, not designed for this, rode up my thighs. Lord Byron patted an exposed thigh. “Not bad. In fact, pretty good. You said she came in at the last minute? Lucky for you.”

“You didn’t do so bad, yourself.” Eleanor didn’t look up from her chore as she secured my ankles to the spreader bar. “You’ve got a piece of ripe pussy. I can smell her from here. Do her right, or someone might snatch her away.”

“I’ve got nothing to worry about from Apollo,” Lord Byron said.

“I wasn’t talking about him, dear brother.” Eleanor locked the last cuff and stood up. As I struggled to maintain my balance, legs spread and in high heels, I caught a look between Lady Eleanor and Lord Byron. Rivals. And, in spite of their compliments to each other, not friendly at all. More like hostile as could only occur between siblings.

“You think you can handle two at once?” Lord Byron said.

Yep. Brother and sister.

“Just wait ‘til I get this one broken in,” Eleanor said. Her hand slid down, then up my skirt to rest against my panties. (Oh, my god. My wet panties.) “She’s already stained. See?” She pulled up my skirt in front to show Lord Byron just how soaked they were. “Just imagine how much fun she’ll be when I really get started. Then just try to keep up with us.” Eleanor drew up her hand, wet and shiny with my juices. Her tongue snaked out and licked her fingers.

Byron shrugged, as if he wasn’t impressed with Eleanor’s SM trash talk. “That shouldn’t be too long now. Last I saw Apollo was ready to tear his hair out.”

Lady Eleanor pulled a finger from her mouth and smacked her lips. “Then let’s ride to his rescue.”

Byron and Malina led the way. Malina shuffled along beside him, her steps minced in the corridor due to her ankles connected by a short hobble rope. At least she didn’t have high heels to worry about or an unforgiving spreader bar, like me. I was forced to lean to the side, lift up one leg, swing it forward, then repeat the whole thing for the other foot. Thank goodness Eleanor’s hand on the pole behind my spine never let up. It had been a long time since I had to deal with a spreader bar, never mind walk any distance in one. A couple of times I just about tipped over but Eleanor was right there to steady and get me back on track. Then, when we blew through a black, ragged curtain I almost lost my balance again, but not because of how I was forced to walk.

Little Naomi was tied up against a wide, flat pillar of wood. Her arms were tied and lifted up in back, strappado fashion, so that her palms were flat against the pillar. Below, feet also flat on the pillar; her legs were drawn up and tied at the ankles, sort of like a crucifixion. Forced to lean out and down, two lead weights dangled from her nips, stretching the poor tits to their limits. Short blonde hair matted in sweat, a downturned mouth and a sheen of exertion on her bare, marked up skin was enough to speak of the agony Apollo forced her through, and continued to do so.

I had seen the results of such a heavy scene before. The players who descended to the Leather Heel’s basement often showed off the effects of their play to those who remained upstairs. But I had never seen such a scene in action. Apollo carried a thin, nasty switch. Probably the same one that he had used to mark up Naomi, and struck it several times against the side of his knee high boots, then on the pillar above her head. He finally rested it gently against her already red-striped thighs. Naomi cried out. “Ahhrr!”

“You’re going to cum for all the nice people, aren’t you?” Apollo said.

“Aiiee! Aii aii aii!” That was all Naomi could manage. She grimaced at the mere touch of the switch. Her eyes closed. Her eyeliner was all smeared in thin black lines that ran down her cheeks.

Apollo brought the switch back up, slow and deliberate. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes! Yes yes yes!”

“Then do it!”

“I can’t. I…can’t!”

“You mean you won’t. You little cunt, don’t make me cut you. I want a climax, and I want it now!”

Apollo grabbed Naomi’s pussy. He was so big, and she was such a tiny thing. Even though the room was dark he wore sunglasses that covered half his face, an intimidator that wanted nothing less than to break Naomi in what was most likely her first SM scene ever. Then something went ‘click’ inside Naomi and her eyes flew open wide, her mouth stretched to a huge ‘O’ in a silent scream. Several deep pants issued from her then a long, curdling screech split every eardrum in the room. Naomi shook and shuddered in a righteous orgasm, a type that I hadn’t experienced in a long, long time.

Shit. This is the guy who can’t get his act together? This is the guy who’s having troubles, who doesn’t know how to dominate? From where I stood he did all right. More like fucking fantastic. But when Naomi’s screams subsided and Apollo untied her that was when I noticed the frustration, the disappointment in him. He may have been good enough for other crowds of SM people, but not quite for this one. Around me I heard sighs of dissatisfaction. Vague shadowy shapes moved in annoyance.

Apollo shoved Naomi straight up against the pillar. Her head hung down while he cut her loose, then tied her wrists in front. He threw her limp body over his shoulder like a wet towel. Mouth set in a grim line, he blew through another curtain. His long, quick steps retreated in the distance.

“Well, at least he managed to save something out of that,” Eleanor said. “But he better be careful with that little thing or he’ll snap her like a twig.”

“Since when was that a concern of yours?” Lord Byron said.

“I just hate to see a waste of good pussy.” Eleanor looked at Lord Byron. “And you’d better not waste yours.” She tilted her head at the moving shadows. “The robes aren’t in the mood. Not tonight.”

Byron shrugged. “When are they ever?”

Three shapes emerged from the shadows. Two wore flowing black robes and hoods, the one in the center, blood red, their faces covered by grinning skull masks. The one in red addressed Byron. “You will do better?”

“Yes, of course.”

A red gloved hand extended outward. From it Byron received several folded up papers with scribbles on them. Byron read them and frowned. “Are you sure about these…suggestions?” he said.

“Quite sure.”

“She is new. Untested.”

“Quite sure. Pray begin.”

The robes melted back into the shadows. Byron turned to a wide-eyed, terrified Malina. He whispered, “Do exactly as I say. Hesitate and you are lost.”

What the fuck???

Byron dragged Malina out to the center of the floor. A pool of light snapped on and her pale skin just about glowed. Away fell the head harness, the mouth plug shiny in saliva as it pointed up from the floor. Down went the body harness, the crotch strap no less shiny than the mouth plug in a jumble of leather at Malina’s feet. Byron kicked it all aside and cut off the hobble rope. For a moment he left her alone in the light, the marks from the body harness and head harness straps obvious, Malina’s skin pinched red all along the arms, over the chest and stomach, and around the ankles. Whatever Malina had expected, she clearly hadn’t anticipated this kind of treatment. I wasn’t surprised at her confusion, at college she was always a bit too romantic for her own good and had probably expected glowing candles, soft music and a velvet blindfold. Instead she got harsh light, stone silence and dozens of unseen eyes that stared at her naked body. Perhaps realizing this she shivered and crossed an arm in front of her rosy nipples. Her brow furrowed and I could guess Malina’s thoughts, one of which most likely asked, “What now?”

From behind her Byron’s hands came out of the dark. He touched her shoulders and Malina jumped with a little cry, but Byron got control of her, held her so that she didn’t turn around. Then, like he handled fragile glass, Byron caressed that pale, soft skin. Malina’s eyes closed and she shivered again. Goose bumps rose along her thin arms and wonderfully shaped legs. Her head tilted backwards a little, her hands reached up to connect with Byron’s, but he pulled away and left her alone in the light once more. Then, after a moment, a thin, black cloth came into sight, stretched tight between Byron’s fists. It lifted up and over Malina’s head, holding still just in front of her exposed neck. For a startling split second, I thought he would strangle her, but then he brought it up to her eyes. Several times around her head he softly wrapped the cloth. Not velvet, but silk.

Byron’s hands returned to Malina’s skin, a light caress here, a little squeeze there. They rubbed over her now erect nipples, down either side of the waist, round the inside of the thighs and up to the little patch of hair in between. Malina moaned, her own hands on Byron’s strong arms. A couple of times she tried to turn and face him, but Byron’s hands moved quick back up to her shoulders and stopped her.

“Are you ready?” Byron said softly to her, yet his voice echoed throughout the room.

“Does it matter?” she said, just as soft.

“Oh, yes,” Byron said. “Once you start down this road, there’s no going back.”

Malina’s small hands clenched on Byron’s arms. “Yes. Yes.”

Byron signaled to Eleanor who dashed out of the room, then returned a moment later with Apollo in tow. Byron backed away into the shadows as Eleanor and Apollo each grabbed one of Malina’s arms and locked a leather cuff around her wrists. A rope was tied to the D-rings on the cuffs and the two doms stepped back into the dark, stretching Malina’s arms straight out.

Byron stepped into the pool of light, a long bullwhip coiled over a shoulder. “Dear gathered members, what you demand of this slave usually doesn’t happen until well into her training. But you’ve made yourselves quite clear. So do not blame me if this delicate, little thing now in front of you utters her escape safeword during this scene, because tonight you will hear her complete confession.”

Byron shrugged and the whip fell away from his shoulder. He stepped back, behind Malina, flicked his wrist and the whip uncoiled along the smooth, concrete floor. “Tell us, Red. Why are you here?”

Malina’s head turned toward Byron. “I…I don’t understand.”

Swish, crack!

“Aaahhh!”

Malina contorted in pain. Apollo and Eleanor held her fast.

“I’m not playing games,” Byron said. “Don’t act like you’re all innocent. We both know better. Why are you here?”

Malina was still hitching. “I-I- ”

Crack!

“Eeeiiihhh!”

Malina’s back arched, her small mouth tensed in a painful grimace. Thin arms strained against the bonds that held her taut, but neither Apollo nor Eleanor loosened their grip one bit.

“You want me to whip you from the front?” Byron said. He stepped forward into the light, grabbed her long hair and pulled her head back. “Is that what it’s going to take? You want these beautiful things marred?” He reached around and grabbed her tits, squeezing them tight.

“No! Oh, god, no!”

“Then give us the truth! Any dom at the Leather Heel would have happily enslaved you. But that wasn’t good enough for you, was it?”

Malina started to cry. Her blindfold got wet. “No,” she whined. “No.”

“You could have stayed safe, out there. Gone home at night. But you didn’t.”

Malina didn’t answer.

Byron let go of her tits. He stepped back again.

“No!” Malina cried out. “No, don’t! I’ll te—”

Too late.

Another series of cracks. More screams. Malina writhed under each savage kiss of the whip. Her long, red hair tossed about, her hands squeezed the thick rope that spread her arms. One leg curled, the knee up to and over the waist, then both feet scuttled in place when the whip cracked against the back of her thighs.

“No! Oh, god, no. I’ll tell, I’ll tell!”

Byron stepped forward again, this time with a hand wrapped around the front of her throat. Malina made a choking sound, her mouth open in a struggle just to draw air.

“Oh, now you’ll confess?” Byron said. “Now you’ll let us in on your dirty little secrets? That was too easy. Way too easy. Tell a little story, give the sleazy voyeurs what they want, right? Forget about it being the truth.”

“Ugg…No! Urrrnn…It’s not like that! I want to tell!”

“Oh, you’ll tell, all right. You had a chance before to avoid the whip. Now I have to make sure you’re not saying anything just to make it stop. And right now I don’t want to hear shit from you.”

From a rear pants pocket Byron pulled out a small wad of white and shook it out. Women’s panties. The kind that Malina wore. He stuffed them in Malina’s mouth as she turned her head, tried to stop the gagging process, but it was futile. Byron pressed his fingers against either cheek.

“Hmm. Not nearly enough. I want this mouth of yours filled.” He squinted, scanned beyond the rim of the light and focused on me. Byron nodded at Eleanor, then back at me. After a moment Eleanor let drop the rope and Byron wrenched Malina’s suddenly free arm behind her back. Malina cried out and Byron nodded again in my direction, impatient, but Eleanor just glared at him. Finally, with a huff, she stepped toward me.

Eleanor removed a thin, white cloth from my mouth and around my head. My gag. Then she pulled up my skirt, way above my hips. “I don’t like that bastard poaching on my slave. He’s going to owe me for this. Big time!”

From a small box on her belt Eleanor produced the pair of medical scissors. A couple of snips and my panties were gone. Then several more snips up and down my legs and my stockings were ruined too as garter belt clips dangled empty. Eleanor wadded everything all up and didn’t even bother to pull my skirt back down. But then her fingers found their way between my legs and lingered on my snatch. They swirled over my wet pussy lips. Brought back up to her mouth her tongue darted out and, with a small smile, licked my shiny juices off her sharp nails.

“Soon, Lady Eleanor,” Byron said.

Whatever gleam existed in Eleanor’s eyes disappeared at Byron’s request to turn cold and hard. She held out the wad at arm’s length, as if she didn’t want to get any closer.

“Please, Lady Eleanor,” Byron said, insincere. “Do the honors.”

Another eye flash of anger at Byron, then Eleanor gripped either side of Malina’s face in one hand, forced open her partially filled mouth, then stuffed the additional wadding inside. Malina groaned, the extra amount an obvious strain, but Eleanor shoved most of it in, then wrapped the thin, white cloth several times around Malina’s head. The wadding spilled out, above and below the thin, white cloth but, even though Malina could still growl and whine deep in her throat, she was effectively silenced. With another glare at Byron, Eleanor grabbed the rope and took up her previous station, Malina’s arm once again extended to the limit.

If anyone thought that Byron was going to whip Malina again, they weren’t far wrong. First though, he added a few things to Malina’s sphere of pain. He vanished from the light for a moment, then returned with several small objects that glinted and snapped.

Clover leaf nipple clamps. They flashed in the light and I shuddered, filled with memories of exquisite pain. I recalled that was how I started out, but I quickly progressed to alligator clips, tiny little serrated teeth of metal that bit deep into your tits…or anywhere else a sadistic dom desired. When John Q had first placed those delicate little fuckers on my tits he brought me to orgasm just by flicking his fingers over my purple nips. The next time we played he did it again, and again after that. Soon, no matter whom I played with, no matter the dom’s skill level, good, bad or indifferent, if the clips were employed all he had to do was just touch me, anywhere, and I shook, uncontrolled and wanton. Now, just the mere sight of those beginner clips in Byron’s hands turned my legs to rubber. And Malina, that little bondage virgin, had no idea what she was in for.

Byron let a hand roam over one of her tits, stroking the nipple, teasing it erect. Malina whined deep in her throat then, quick as a flash, the clamp bit into that tiny, delicate nipple. She screamed in her throat, twisted against her bonds, but could do nothing as Byron attached the other one too.

“You’re going to tell us, aren’t you?” he said.

Malina shook her head, groaned deep in her throat. Byron stroked the tits. At his slightest touch Malina recoiled. She shook her head again and snorted in anger.

Byron was hardly thrown off his stride. His large hand encircled a tit, squeezed it, then flicked at the nipple with a fingernail. “Somehow, I think you’re going to need to concentrate on more than this. A little something down here too?”

His hand slid down and dove into Malina’s crotch. Malina turned absolutely rigid, didn’t even try to close her legs. Byron’s other hand came around her hip, a shiny, egg shaped vibrator between his fingers. He flipped a switch on it and everyone could hear the clear, insistent buzz. Byron rubbed it against Malina’s exposed vagina lips and she squealed. Then, with a quick stab of a finger, he shoved the vibrator up her snatch. The buzz faded away but Malina’s legs trembled.

Byron stepped back, whip in hand once more. “Don’t you close those legs,” he said. “And don’t let that vibe drop out. Not until you’re ready to give us the truth. And if you don’t, I’ll know. Believe me, I’ll know. And then you’ll be really sorry.” The whip snapped back over Byron’s shoulder. His arm flew forward, this time much faster.

Crack…

Oh, no.

Crack!

Oh shit.

CRACK!!!

FUUCCKK!

I don’t know how Malina took it. The whip, oh fuck, the way Byron handled the whip was nothing short of criminal. He must have been flaying her skin! Malina arched forward at every hit; at each ear splitting explosion from the whip she issued a pathetic muted scream. Her head would snap back, hair would fly, then settle back down amidst desperate whinings. Malina’s short, fast breaths acted as counterpoint to Byron who counted softly out loud. After the first three he waited at least five seconds between each lash, waited as Malina’s reactions in between got more and more hysterical in anticipation of the next searing stroke. She pulled against Apollo’s and Eleanor’s continuing tension, even got loose for a second from Apollo, which didn’t last long, and sometimes twisted her head about in terror, to anticipate the next crack of the whip. Byron never failed to disappoint. The whip cracks grew louder, Malina’s struggles became more desperate until at the tenth stroke Byron coiled up the whip and pulled off the blindfold. Malina’s red eyes told a story of exquisite suffering. Then Byron ripped away the gag and signaled his helpers to let go of the ropes. Malina collapsed in a ball of shivering, crying passion.

No blood, but her back was scored in long, nasty red marks. I swear I could see them throb. Byron leaned down and wrenched her head up. Malina’s arms hung limp, palms out. Her lips quivered, ready to burst out in another cry, but Byron let go of her hair and slapped her once. Malina sprawled on her stomach, arms out. Byron worked a boot under one of her hips and lifted her ass. Something shiny lay on the floor. Byron bent down and lifted up the tiny vibrator.

He tossed it to Eleanor, then got behind Malina, knelt and unzipped his pants. A beautiful, hard cock sprang out then disappeared inside her.

Malina cried out, yet did nothing to stop Byron. He shoved against her and grunted.

“Tell me,” Byron said. “Tell me how—”

“It was Taren! It’s all her fault!”

What?

Byron slowed down, but still pumped away. His hand in her hair pulled her head back up partway, so everyone could see the pain, the pleasure as she endured the dual rape and interrogation.

“Who’s…Taren?” Byron said in between thrusts.

“Uhn. Uhh. She’s…my sister…No, not really!”

Another thrust, this one harder. A slap on the ass. “What’re you talking about?” Byron demanded. “Make sense!”

“I’m sorry! Sorry. We…Oh, oh! We were in the same sorority. She went out…late at night…Oh, god. But I knew…where she went. I followed her.”

She followed me?

“Where did you go?”

Malina closed her eyes. “No…please.”

“You want more?” Byron paused for a moment in the rape, let the whip slide off his shoulder. He brought it forward, let it caress Malina’s cheek.

Malina’s eyes grew wide. “No! Please! All right! All right!” Malina shuddered, unable to take her eyes off the whip. Byron started up again, a hard shove. “Aiihh!!! I’ll tell, just please don’t… She…She went to the Leather Heel. She went in, but I always hung back. I tried to go in a couple of times, but…Ahh…Ohh, aahh.” Malina purred like a kitten.

“We know. You didn’t have the guts to go inside. I saw you hang around outside a lot back then,” Byron said. “What changed?”

“Uhmmm.” Malina hung her head, her hips swayed back and forth. Byron had found the sweet spot and Malina was rocking. She could have probably gone on like that for a long time. I know I did whenever I was lucky enough to find a dom who found my special spot, but Byron wasn’t interested in Malina’s satisfaction.

“Go on!” Byron said. “What made you change?” He wrenched her head back again. “What!”

“Ahhh! Taren…One time…One morning I snuck into the bathroom, saw her in the shower, saw the whip marks. They looked so hot. I wanted to talk to her about them. I chickened out. We graduated a couple weeks after that and I worked it so we would move in together. Roommates. I wanted it to be just the two of us. Maybe then I could get up the nerve to talk to her about it. Eeeihh!” Another hard shove from Byron.

“Just the two of you, huh?” Byron’s face contorted a little. He was having trouble holding on. “Something went wrong, didn’t it? Unnn.” He closed his eyes a second, then came back with another super push. Flesh slapped on flesh. “Didn’t it?”

“Yes! Yes, Randi found out I was spying on Taren.”

Thrust, pound, thrust, pound. Solid hips slapping on a bare female ass.

“Oh, god, I love you, I love you!”

“Tell us!”

“Yes, sir. I am! Randi said if I didn’t let her join us, and pay most of her rent, that she would tell Taren about my spying. So we all moved in together. But Taren stopped going to the Leather Heel. I guess…all the SM stuff…she stopped.”

“Stopped? Just like that? Liar!”

“She did! At least it seemed so. Months went by and…and… Oh, sir, please, please, deeper.”

Byron’s face began to change color. He was just barely hanging on himself. “Why didn’t you…go to the… Leather Heel…yourself.”

“I was too scared. I was! Oh, uhnn. Uhnnn.”

Malina’s eyes started to roll back in her head but Byron slapped her butt several times. “Go on. Go on!” she shouted.

“Yes, sir. Yes, sir! I…I couldn’t go in there, not by myself. But Randi teased me about it. Said she’d probably tell Taren anyway so I wouldn’t feel lonely. Bitch! A few nights ago I called her bluff. Taren wasn’t in town but we decided to go. And then I saw you, and you told me about the circuit. We were supposed to do this together. But Randi…that fucking cunt!”

“Randi didn’t go through with it?” Byron said. “You went down to the basement at the Leather Heel, but Randi ran out on you. So you blame Taren? Because she’s the one who started all this?”

“Yes! No. I don’t know!” Malina lowered her head and new tears spilled forth.

Byron picked up the pace. His hips slammed into Malina’s with a new fury and her tears were a combined purge and ecstasy. And then…

“Ohh! Fuck!” Malina screamed. “Fuck me! Fuck meeee!!!”

Byron’s arms held tight around Malina’s stomach. His teeth gritted, his short breaths in time with hers. Malina shuddered in his grasp as the orgasm finally arrived. Her hands came back, squeezed his then, as the orgasm finished, she started to cry again. Byron slowly lowered her to the floor, tucked his spent cock back in his pants.

He stood beside her for a moment, then squatted down. “There. Now, wasn’t that worth it?”

“Yes.” Malina lifted her head and looked at him through glazed eyes. “Oh, god yes. I feel…I feel so…so… Oh, thank you, thank you!” She wrapped her arms around his boots, pressed her lips to the toes.

Byron gently stroked her head. “We haven’t heard a confession like that in a long, long time. You’ve got the makings of a great slave. You’re going to beg for the whip, the ropes. You’re going to suffer. A lot. Consider it making up for lost time.”

“Yes,” Malina breathed. “Yes, thank you.”

Apollo came out of the shadows and together they lifted Malina up by the arms and dragged her away. All was quiet, and I thought we were done, but then Red Robe glided into the light. In one hand he held out a dildo strap-on. Eleanor stepped forward.

She pointed at the strap-on. “Is that all you guys want? That’s dull.” A cruel smile crooked the side of her mouth. “I’ve got a better idea.”

Red Robe seemed to consider, then bowed slightly and disappeared back into the shadows.

Eleanor gave me a look that spelled trouble. “Come to me, my bitch. Byron made that other little cunt happy. Now, you’re going to make me happy.”

***

I had never been with a woman before. That night changed everything.

I didn’t protest, didn’t cry out in panic. Instead with a strange, fatalistic fascination, I watched Eleanor prepare. With deliberation she removed all her clothes. First went the boots, zippers on the inside legs cutting through the tense silence. Then, those well manicured fingers dexterously unfastened the vest one button at a time. She shrugged and the vest fell away to reveal full, firm breasts with erect nipples. Those same fingers worked at hidden buttons on the side of her pants, which slid down over chiseled hips. Hands slid back up over bare, well-formed legs that just went on and on to a taut, trim stomach. Around a thin waist she donned a leather harness, but without a dildo. Three straps hung down, two from the hips and one in the center partway down the stomach. Those long fingers buckled the last strap into place, then she slowly crossed her arms. Her beautiful, if stern face wore an expression that spoke of a confidence and power so rare in a woman. Many of the businesswomen I had met the last year or so tried to emulate that look, but only Eleanor achieved it, and with little effort. Now she stood there in the light, naked, proud. Waiting.

She could wait all she wanted. I sure as hell wasn’t going to -

And then two pairs of strong hands picked me up, carried me over to Eleanor. My spread legs pinwheeled in the air and I made my anger known.

“Let me go!” I yelled, suddenly finding my voice. “You cocksuckers! This isn’t why I went back to the Leather Heel. I only wanted to find out about—”

Three fingers crammed their way into my mouth and pushed the hood’s cloth deep inside. The impromptu eyeholes in the hood moved downwards, effectively blinding me again.

“You shouldn’t have taken out the gag,” Apollo smugly said.

“I don’t care about your opinion,” Eleanor snapped. “Just get her ready.”

“What about the rest of the clothes?”

There was a pause, then Eleanor said, “She doesn’t need them anymore.”

The fingers remained in my mouth, while the other pair of hands set to work on me. I felt something cold and sharp against my wrists. I whined deep in my throat and tried to break free.

“Hold still,” Byron whispered in my ear. “Or you really will get cut.”

Terrified, I remained absolutely still. A knife traveled up first one, then the other of my blazer’s sleeves. After the knife finished with the thin material the blazer for the most part fell away, leaving little bits of cloth here and there on my shoulders and down at the wrists. Then more cuts around the waist of my skirt left my hips exposed. A combination of cutting and ripping turned my white shirt to tatters. A final cut from the knife in front and my bra was finished; the cups fell to the sides and my breasts swung free. The fingers removed themselves, then a quick jerk tore away the hood.

I had to shake some hair away from my head to see, and I could imagine what I looked like – some kind of kidnap victim, just dragged off the streets. Wild hair, ripped or torn away clothes now little more than rags, not to mention my legs spread wide with my warm, glistening pussy open for all to see.

Which is where Eleanor stared at for quite some time. She crooked and wiggled an index finger, a silent order for me to approach. The hell with that! I remained stock still and it took a shove from Byron to make me move. He kept right on with that annoying action too until I stood less than a foot away from Eleanor and her sadistic smile.

“Relax, bitch,” she said. “I don’t want your pussy. At least, not yet.” She smiled. “I want something else. Can you possibly guess?”

I had a pretty good idea, but I wasn’t about to tell her.

Eleanor held out a hand to the side. From the shadows Apollo’s brawny arm appeared and handed Eleanor a head harness. Eleanor deliberately shook it out, then placed and buckled the straps around my head. It fitted like a regular head harness, only it didn’t have any red ballgag or leather plug. Three straps hung free in front, two about my cheeks, another up at the forehead. While Eleanor made some adjustments Byron released me from the complicated yoke control apparatus, but my wrists still remained bound. Eleanor’s hands on my shoulders pressed me down to my knees, aligned her crotch in front of my face, then began to buckle the two cheek straps to the opposite two that hung down from her hips.

“Ever eaten pussy before?” she asked.

I swallowed and averted my eyes.

“Just take your time. I’ll guide you.”

“Please, don’t,” I said.

Eleanor’s hand shivered just the barest amount as she touched my chin and lifted my gaze up to her. “Oh, honey. I so wanted to hear you say that. Now that I know you don’t want to, it’s going to make all this just that much hotter.”

She threaded the stomach strap through the buckle that hung down against my forehead. Slowly, slowly, my vision narrowed with her gentle, insistent pull, and I was forced into the abundant juices of Eleanor’s warm pussy.

What can I tell you about my first lesbian encounter? It was slick and sticky at the same time, salty and smelly. Her juices smeared my nose, covered my lips, and my tongue got its first tiny taste of female essence. I froze, not sure of what to do, also not wanting to do more, but also knowing that I couldn’t just not do anything.

“Just use your nose and burrow in a little,” Eleanor said. “Go ahead, you won’t hurt me.”

Trying not to hurt her was the last thing on my mind. A sudden, fierce impulse almost caused my teeth to bite down on whatever piece of flesh was handy, but I didn’t. A deeper part inside of me knew better, knew that if I wanted my time under this woman’s thumb to be bearable at all, then I had to get with the program. And now.

“Well, girl?” Eleanor said. “Don’t get all blushing virgin on me. You’ve got about three seconds to use that tongue or I’ll ream your ass.”

All right! All right! My tongue darted out, fumbled its way along those slick, wet labia. My nose breathed in Eleanor’s high scent, my lips smacked at her feminine taste, my mouth took in her plentiful juices and my throat…swallowed.

“Ohh. Oh, girl,” Eleanor moaned. “You sure you haven’t done this before?”

No, you fucking bitch! I’m sure. I’m just trying to get this the fuck over with! You goddammed (lick lick, smack, swirl, oh, yes, a real slow swirl this time, now swallow. Yum, swallow. Umm, tastes even better than before) bitch!

Eleanor slowly lay down on her back, and I had to follow. My tongue dove deeper between those tasty lips, her luscious flavor now all inside me and still I strove for more, heading upriver to the source of all that sweetness. Eleanor moaned and her drawn up legs pressed on either side of my head, but nothing would stop me. Nothing! Her pubic hairs tickled my nose. Far from irritating me they only spurred me on further, turned up the heat in my own crotch.

“Fuck, get a load of that!” Apollo said above and behind me. “This slave flows like a fucking river.”

“Don’t you dare touch her twat,” Byron said. “She’s not yours.”

Apollo made a disappointed sound of which I was barely aware. The only thing I cared about was my tongue as it delved deeper into Eleanor’s pussy. It wasn’t like I didn’t have a chance to submit to a woman before. At the Leather Heel I had gotten a few offers but always turned them down. And in the sorority house everyone knew experimentation like this went on between some sisters, even though no one talked openly about it. But from what little I heard, those that did swore by it. I tried to keep an open mind, after all what was I but a fellow deviant? But I just couldn’t ever see myself with…another woman. It struck me as gross, unnatural. And now, as I greedily slurped Eleanor’s waters, I kicked myself for my bigotry. Oh, god, she tasted so good, so wonderful that I could just go on forever…

Eleanor’s legs clamped the sides of my head, squeezed against my ears. I still heard her passionate cries, ecstatic screams as her body shook in the throes of rapture. She rolled over to her side, into a fetal position and, my head still between her legs, I went along with her. We remained like that for a long time, Eleanor’s breaths heavy, then in time calming down. Her legs loosened, the straps connecting our mutual harnesses released, and I rolled onto my still tied together hands, gulping in fresh air. Eventually, Eleanor’s sharp fingers wiped the excess juice from my cheeks and deposited everything in my mouth. Her essence sat on my tongue.

“Swallow,” she said, gently. “Go on.”

I pressed together my lips. Down the hatch.

Eleanor stroked my brow. “Good. That’s my good bitch.”




Chapter Three

Exit Safeword

We lay on the hard, cold floor while the shadowy, robed figures shuffled out of the room. A shudder, not from the cold, ran through me and Eleanor stroked my head, tried to keep me calm. I forced the shakes to stop, but inside, oh god, inside I was terrified. I had returned to the SM world so easily, like I had never left, and pushed myself so far beyond any previous boundary. How many women had approached me at the Leather Heel? And I had turned them all down. I wasn’t bi. I wasn’t! But traces of Eleanor’s thick juices still sat on my tongue and it felt like that, even if I ate nothing but pussy after pussy the rest of my life, or never again, I would never get her sweet taste out of my mouth.

Eleanor fairly hummed as she extracted herself from underneath me and dressed. I watched her, captivated by this strong woman, and too weak to move myself. She glanced down at me occasionally with a gleam in her eye. The last button hooked on her vest, she casually curled her arm under one of my mine and picked me up like I had no weight at all. She led me away down a different hallway and I wondered after tonight if I would ever see her again. Was she a regular at the Leather Heel? Or would she press a hastily written phone number slyly into my hand? And what would I do if she did?

Fuck, how did I wind up here? That excuse of trying to make sure Malina was all right was just that, an excuse and nothing more. When Randi told me what had happened, where Malina had gone, I was a little kid who also wanted the same bright, shiny toy at Christmas. I bolted out the door like there was no tomorrow and now here I was, bound and naked, still dizzy from what had happened. My head spun and I stumbled against a large window. I didn’t pass out and, even with blurred vision, found that we were high up in the Hollywood Hills, a sheer drop below into dark bushes. I lifted my gaze to the horizon, to the glittering lights of the seductive Sunset Strip and beyond that to a hard edged Los Angeles that stretched out to infinity. Down there lay my old life, or the one I had tried to assume, and I wondered just which life was real; the kind that took me to work every day in a power business suit, or the other that left that same suit in rags which now hung off my bound hands? And at the end of some strange woman’s leash?

“Honey? Bitch, are you all right?” Eleanor was instantly at my side, a sturdy support of concern. “Will you be all right for your next performance?” she said.

“Uh, what do you mean, ‘Next performance’?”, I said.

Eleanor looked at me over her shoulder as we arrived at the bottom of the stairs and started down a short hallway. “Now don’t get all naïve. You knew exactly what you signed up for back at the Leather Heel when you handed over those boots and said that they were a perfect fit.”

“Well, sure,” I said, suddenly not feeling sure about anything. “I, uh, just wanted to hear it one more time.”

Eleanor stopped at a plain door; her look was anything but. More like annoyance at having to explain the obvious. “You know the rules here on the circuit; once you enter you don’t leave, not until you reach the end of your term. Of course, you can always speak your exit safeword. Is that what you’re going to do, Randi?”

Electric fear shot through me, all the way from my head down to my toes. She didn’t know who I really was? If my hands weren’t still tied behind me Eleanor would have noticed they suddenly clenched. Cool, baby. Play it cool. “Well, no. Not after…I mean…”

“Not after the big decision you made to get here, right?” Eleanor finished for me. Her gloved hand stroked my chin, a leather finger entered my mouth, swirled around between my cheek and teeth. She slowly licked her finger clean of my saliva and her juices. Eleanor’s hand on the back of my neck brought my mouth to hers the rest of the way. Her tongue slipped inside me, wet, long like a snake. It slithered around mine, sinewy and strong, then just as slowly retreated. I gasped for air.

“So, you’re going to stay?” she asked.

I swallowed. “Yes. Yes, mistress.”

“That’s my bitch. And I’m going to train you right, turn you into just the perfect slut. A cum machine.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’m glad you’re going to stay. The last girl who left early…Well, it’s like leaving a gang. You jump in and they kind of go easy on you during initiation, like I did tonight. If you had decided to leave, well, y’see we’d have to take you through rendition. And you’re nowhere near ready for that.”

And then she did it. A swift, practiced move and one of her gloves slid away. Pointed nails flashed. Her hand dove and grabbed my crotch. Hard. Those razor sharp nails dug into my most tender of flesh.

I gave a little strangled scream, crumbled to my knees. Oh, oh, ooohhhh fuck, she was going to tear my pussy lips off! I tried to breathe but very little air got past my gritted teeth. Blood rushed to my face and my sight blurred. At last Eleanor let go and I doubled over. Dimly I felt my hands untied and they flopped to my sides like dead fish. The small, plain door that we had stopped at flew open. Eleanor grabbed my hair and I fairly flew into a spare room to land on a tiny bed. My hand grabbed for my vagina. God, it was sore! Tears of extreme pain fell onto the bed’s thin blanket.

“That’s just a small taste of what’ll happen if you quit,” Eleanor said. “The last thing I want to do is ruin you. But if you leave early, I will.”

***

I spent a nearly sleepless night alone. A small, just barely cracked opened window set high on the back wall let in some moonlight and cool, fresh air. The air kept me alert as I lay curled up, huddled under the thin blanket and stared into the dark. My trembling hand covered my sore pussy and tried to put the events of the last 24 hours into a coherent order, yet my thoughts remained chaotic; how I so easily went down on Eleanor, the frantic drive to the Hollywood, Byron’s wringing a “confession” from Malina, meeting Eleanor in the Leather Heel’s basement. But with all that swirling in my head, I still came back to two crucial facts:

They thought I was Randi.

I didn’t know Randi’s exit safeword.

I needed to get out of here. But how? And then I remembered Sunday school class – the truth will set you free. So, after a short, restless sleep, with the grey light of dawn through the small window the door opened. A naked, collared woman entered. In fact, barely a woman, she looked to have just graduated from high school. Short, spiky hair. Before her with one hand she balanced a small tray of breakfast food. From the other hand swung a tiny porcelain pot. She put both on the bed.

“You know what to do with the food,” she said. “As for the pot, figure it out.”

“Listen,” I said. “There’s been mistake. I’m not Randi.”

The woman sighed. “So, you don’t want to eat? How about a crap? I know you need that.”

“Didn’t you hear what I said?”

“Yeah, I heard. Look, I’m not in the mood for mind games, no matter what your fantasy. Get with the food and take a piss or not. I don’t care.”

She stood there, arms crossed. I “got with the food”, then with the chamber pot, all the while stared at by the punk urchin. When I squatted over the pot things didn’t happen right away, I wasn’t used to someone watching this most private of functions, so while I waited on nature she lounged against the doorframe.

“So, you don’t want to be called Randi,” she said. “What name do you want?”

“Taren. My name’s Taren. That’s my real name.”

“Yeah, sure. All right, Taren, I’ll tell you my ‘real’ name: Stana.” She pronounced it with the short a in both syllables. “What made you join the circuit?”

I shook my head. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“No shit? I’ve been here ten months, heard some strange stuff. Try me.”

I looked up at her, her expression neutral. I figured ‘What the hell?’ and gave her the truth. I guess my speaking managed to distract me long enough to complete my business. When done I stood and handed Stana the covered pot.

Stana backed up, eyes always on me (Was she afraid I might try to attack her? Try to escape?), then stood in the doorway for a moment, food tray and pot in hand. “I gotta tell ya, that story is better than any I’ve heard before. You really sound like you believe it too.”

“That’s because it’s true.”

“Sure. And the Easter bunny lives.” She stepped back out into the hallway. “That part of you and Malina making a pact to go on the circuit together, now that was different, Randi.” She shut and locked the door.

“Taren! My name’s Taren!” I rushed the door and pounded on it.

Stana’s muffled voice came back. “Whatever you say. Taren.”

***

I shed the rest of my tattered clothes and slumped on the bed, head in hands. What had I done? How long was I stuck here at Lady Eleanor’s mercy? I had only wanted to help Malina.

Yeah, right, came back Stana’s voice in my head. You sure didn’t look like you were forced into anything last night. More like way too eager.

And so it went as the bright patch of sunlight from the window traveled across the floor, angled up the bed, then crawled up the wall in the late afternoon. I shook my head, rubbed my hands, paced the small room. Still, I still kept coming back to the same thing; I had decided to drive to the Leather Heel and enter the “circuit” under Randi’s safeword. No one had forced me; no one had held a gun to my head. And I could still leave, even if I didn’t know Randi’s exit safeword. And apparently I wasn’t the only one with cold feet.

From outside the window floated in a pair of voices, a man and a woman. I stood up, tried to listen below the window, but it was too high and I could only hear muttered garbles. I needed information, needed to know just what went on around here. The only other thing in the room was the bed, so I dragged it over to the window and climbed up. The mattress sagged dangerously under my weight and I still wasn’t quite high enough. The voices came closer and got more intense. I stood on the round, metal pipe that served as a headboard and stretched all the way up on my toes. My fingers pressed down on the narrow window sill and I held a precarious balance. Yes, that did it. Below was a small courtyard with lush green grass and swaying palm trees. Bright, different colored roses bloomed here and there. In the center of it all on small, square patches of Saltillo tiles stood Byron and Malina.

“…can’t. I just can’t.” It was Malina. Her hair was gathered back in a long ponytail. Her naked, pale body fairly shone in the bright sun and she was tied up in rope. Her upper arms were cinched and tied in back, elbows together but not touching with a wide rope bar between them. A wooden dowel pressed against her lower back and the arms were bent forward at the elbows. At the sides hung her hands, extended just beyond the waist, the wrists connected by more rope drawn tightly across the stomach. A short rope bar hobble on the ankles prevented her from taking normal steps. She wore a pair of bright red high heels and that was all.

“Just let me hear your safeword and you’re out of here,” Byron said.

“Well, I…I…I don’t know.” Malina was more than a little nervous. “Last night,” she closed her eyes and tiny shakes rippled through her. “Oh, god, last night but…I mean, all those people. I’m not sure.” She bit her lip and appeared on the edge of tears.

“Trust me, not one of those people that watched is going to say anything, to anybody. They know better. And nothing happened to you last night that you didn’t want to happen,” Byron said. “You’ve wanted this ever since I first saw you spook around the Leather Heel. That friend of yours that you brought lately, it was obvious she was just a poser. But you, you were different.” Malina backed away, as if the sudden truth was too hard to take. She shook her head, but Byron reached out and grabbed the front ring of the collar. “Don’t you walk away from me. You say you’re not sure? Well, I am. We don’t allow just anybody on the circuit. Last night it was like you were reborn. I’ve heard of that happening only once before in someone else, and she didn’t have the guts to admit it to herself. But you did. You accepted what you are.” Malina tried to shake her head again, but Byron jerked at the collar’s ring. “What’s around your neck now?”

Malina barely spoke. “A collar.”

“What? I didn’t hear you.”

“A collar.”

“A slave collar. Because…”

Malina tried to tear herself away. “No. No, this isn’t right.”

“Then say the word,” Byron said. “Say it!”

Malina whined. “I…c-can’t.”

“You mean you won’t.”

Malina broke down, her sobs filled the courtyard. Byron gathered her in his arms.

“Please…Please, don’t send me away,” Malina wailed.

“Shh. Shh,” Byron said. “I won’t. I won’t. How could anyone send away someone as beautiful as you?”

They stood like that for quite a while, until Malina was all cried out. Then Byron stood back and made a quick hand gesture. Malina slowly squatted to the ground, then raised herself up on her knees. Byron said something I couldn’t hear. Malina nodded, then Byron unzipped his pants and his almost erect cock sprang out.

Malina dove onto him like a starved animal. Her lips surrounded Byron’s wonderful cock, but instead of rending and tearing like a predator, her mouth held him soft while the head pumped forward and back in an outbreak of sexual hunger. Then she let go, but to only speedily kiss all along both sides of Byron’s engorged shaft. Malina angled her head down and to the side, and I caught just a hint of teeth as she took his balls in her mouth. Byron’s hands quickly formed into tense fists, but then relaxed as Malina’s oral ability proved that he had nothing to fear there either. He moaned, planted his legs wide apart, and just allowed the woman who knelt before him to prove to herself just how ready she was for the SM life. Eventually, Malina brought her head back up, her tongue licking just the tip of Byron’s cock. Again, her mouth opened wide and plunged down the shaft to thrust in, then back out much quicker this time. Air sucked through her mouth, saliva dribbled and darkened the Saltillo tiles. Malina’s fingers found Byron’s panted legs and gripped the material tight, as if to prevent him from running away. Her red ponytail bounced in time with the wonderful suck-off.

Byron grunted, then let loose a strangled cry. Malina gurgled deep in her throat and her head suddenly went still, shoulders tensed. Byron gasped and he paled a little as he fought to keep his footing. Malina gave out a little choke, and drops of Byron’s cum trickled down her chin, splashed on the tiles below. But not many of them. The way Byron still held his position, the set of Malina’s head, her almost still pose, told me that his bounty made her throat work overtime. She swallowed. Swallowed nearly all of it. Malina! Who knew?

At last Malina let go of the pants. Byron staggered back a little, but still kept his feet with a mixed look of satisfaction and amazement. For her part, Malina bent forward, mouth open as she simultaneously coughed and tried to lick up the last dregs of Byron’s milky essence around her mouth even as a few globs of semen fell away. Malina started to bend down to lick those up, but a still heavily breathing Byron drew her back, his hand on the front of her collar.

“Well?” he said, between breaths. “Just give the word.”

Malina licked her lips again, cum still on her chin. “No. I want to stay. Please.”

Byron held her in his gaze, then he slowly nodded and took her in his arms. He stepped back, clipped a leash to Malina’s collar and led her away, through a sliding glass door.

I stared into the garden a long time, imagined the two of them still there, licked my own lips and shuddered.

***

Malina had had a chance to return to her old life. Forced to choose between the two, she proved she wasn’t a “poser”, like Randi. But, when at last confronted with the same choice, what would I do? Or would I be given the choice at all? Once they found out who I really was, there was only one answer.

They would let me go. It was so obvious. They wouldn’t force me to stay. They couldn’t. Even Eleanor knew better than that. Or did she?

The door banged open and the bed creaked as Eleanor dragged me down off my precarious perch. Right behind her was Stana who again carried a tray, this one bigger and made of silver, laden with various leather devices and ropes. Eleanor threw me down on the bed, her gloved hand around my throat.

“All right, Taren,” Eleanor said. “Or whatever you want to be called. You wanted the real slave experience, so all this shit about you not being who we think you are is just you trying to make it more real, right? You can probably fool Apollo, or Byron, but not me. I’ve seen your kind before. Second thoughts because the circuit isn’t what you thought it was, huh? Guess what, bitch? It never is.”

Eleanor released my throat and backed away but her scowl deepened. “You want out? Even with what I’ll do to you? Fine. Just tell give the safeword.”

She held up a blackberry, pressed a few buttons. “I’ve got access to your file right here. C’mon, little bitch. Say something.”

I held my throat. Fuck, her grip was strong! I coughed out a few words. “I…I don’t know…”

“Oh, shit. Just more fucking games.” Eleanor shoved the blackberry into her pant’s front pocket and both hands found my throat again. “Go ahead and pretend you’re someone different. I’ll call you whatever you want, but forget this bullshit about how you’re really not Randi.”

One of her hands reached back and Eleanor lifted a coil of immaculate white rope off the silver tray. She shook it at me. “I was going to bring you along slowly, let your rep build. But since you’ve shown just how much of an advanced player you really are, why wait? I’m going to love torturing your pussy. And when you scream, you’re going to hit those high notes.”

She freed my neck and flipped me over on my stomach. Skilled hands tied my wrists, my arms above the elbows, then my legs above my knees. Next thing I knew I was on my feet, fighting for balance amidst Eleanor’s barely contained fury.

Her hand forced its way between my legs pushed up to my pussy. I choked out a squeal, but Eleanor kept the hand in place and leaned in close, so close I could see the red veins in the whites of her eyes. “Not until I hear that safeword are you getting away. And if I do, I’m not just letting you walk out of here.” Her hand, those sharp nails, thrust up further into my pussy and I cried out. Eleanor ignored my pain and gave me a tight, cruel smile with gleaming teeth that might rip out my throat.




Chapter Four

Familiar

Eleanor’s hand twisted tight in my hair. Silent orders transferred through my roots and scalp as to which way to walk. Just a slight painful shift here and there to navigate the maze of hallways through the house also ensured no chance of rebellion. Arms tied, legs tied above the knees also made that certain as my bare feet slapped on cold, hard floor, then padded across thick carpet. Along the way we passed other doms and slaves, all with a rushed purpose about them. Some doms led their slaves on a chain, others with hands wrapped around the back of the slaves’ collars. Some slaves were gagged, others blindfolded or even hooded, but none were like me, who could both see and talk.

“You’re special,” Eleanor said. “For this transfer at least. And not because I want it that way. Someone has to ride shotgun over the other slaves and you’ve been elected.”

“What…ahhh!. What’re you talking about?” I said in between quick pulls on my hair. We made a quick right and I found myself at the top of a long, steep set of stairs. Far below, through an opened door, the doors of a van swung open.

“You’re my eyes and ears,” Eleanor said and gave me a slight push forward.

Together we descended and now I was thankful for Eleanor’s hand in my hair. Vertigo made climbing down the stairs tough enough, but with my arms and upper legs tied it was downright dangerous. One little slip and I would land at the bottom, maybe with a broken neck. But Eleanor wasn’t about to let that happen.

“I’m the scout for this transfer, which means I have to go ahead and prepare the next location. Stana is coming with me, so that leaves you for this special job, like it or not. And I expect you to do it.”

We reached the bottom of the stairs. Off to my left was a service elevator and before me the van’s doors yawned wide. Inside plenty of room stretched out, even with special modifications.

“This vehicle is new, so we haven’t had time to wire it with a webcam or even for sound,” Eleanor said. “Just the bare essentials.” Her crop pointed to the evenly spaced, thin, wood rails stacked on the van’s walls and ceiling. Various D-rings were sunk into them, all about four feet apart. There were no side windows, and the ones on the doors in back were painted flat black.

“I know you’re fairly well educated, but I doubt you’ll understand when I say you’re my new familiar,” Eleanor said.

I stared at her. Familiar?

Eleanor nodded. “A witch’s animal. Kind of like a camera, only alive. The familiar allowed a witch to hear and see things when the witch wasn’t physically present.”

I glanced at the van, at how it would soon be filled with tied up women. “You want me to be your snitch?”

Eleanor twirled her crop. “Call it whatever you like. You’re my eyes and ears in there.” She pointed the crop at the van. “And I expect a complete report, ‘cause if you don’t, I will know.”

“You’re going to have someone watching me?”

Eleanor leaned close and whispered. “Maybe I will, maybe I won’t. Do you want to take that chance?” She held up a hand and those sharp nails flashed in the garage’s fluorescent lights.

I stepped back. Eleanor’s hand reached out and snatched the ropes. “You’re not running away,” she hissed, and twisted the ropes deeper into my skin. “I know what you are, even if you don’t.”

Just then the elevator doors parted to disgorge about half a dozen shackled and tied up women with their handlers. Among them a gagged Naomi, now apparently somewhat recovered from her whipping last night even though the thin, red marks still stood out against her skin. Apollo had her on a tight leash, her arms and legs shackled in a sophisticated set of chains that connected all the way in front from her cuffed ankles, to her hands, then up to the snug leather collar. She didn’t wear a blindfold, but the leather gag wrapped tight around her lower face bulged at the mouth, and it was obvious her jaw was stretched to its limit. Our eyes caught each other and I found that hers were red and puffy.

“That gag looks like it’s too big for her,” Eleanor said.

“Shut up,” Apollo returned. “She’s not yours to worry about.”

Eleanor rolled her eyes and waved a hand. “Whatever.” She turned away to inspect the other bound up women. As it was, I was the only witness as to what happened next.

Naomi was loaded into the van. Apollo wasn’t too gentle with her as he locked both hands to a D-ring on either side of her head. But he did remove the gag. A definite sucking and pop noise accompanied the removal, with lots and lots of drool that ran down Naomi’s chin onto her bare, pert breasts. Apollo tossed the gag aside, then robbed Naomi of sight with a padded leather blindfold that just about covered the entire upper half of her face. It seemed Naomi’s face would never be completely bare again, that she would always wear a large blindfold or huge wrap around gag, forever concealing some part of her elfin features. Once the blindfold was secured, Apollo gently tapped the lower, exposed part of Naomi’s cheek, squeezed a tit, pinched a nipple.

“No. No, please,” Naomi said. “I want to leave.”

“You’re going to,” Apollo quietly said.

“Not like this! Please! Red shirt. Red shirt!”

Apollo slapped her face. Not hard to make a lot of noise, but enough to get the point across. “You definitely are not leaving the circuit now. Not after all the work I put in on you in private last night. Besides, do you want all that taken away?”

Naomi’s lower lip quivered. “No. I can’t… I mean… Please, sir. I hate…but I want…”

“You hate it, but also love it, right?”

Naomi shuddered. “Yes. Yes. But redshirt!”

Apollo grabbed Naomi by the chin. “I heard you the first time. And the answer is still no. Do you want the punishment gag again?”

“No! No, sir. Not that. My mouth still hurts.”

“Open your mouth.”

“Sir, please…”

“Do as I say!”

Naomi slowly opened her mouth, small white teeth at the upper and lower edges, a pink, wet tongue shone.

Apollo’s fingers delved inside. “This is mine. And this,” he grabbed a breast, “and this.” His hand came out of her mouth and shot down to her pussy. “So don’t go telling me what I can and can’t do with my property.”

“No…No, sir,” Naomi said.

Apollo’s smile was nothing short of vicious. “Enjoy the ride. I can’t wait for our next performance. And you can forget about using that safeword.”

Apollo made to slide out of the van and I quickly looked away, suddenly intent on the other bound women. Apollo walked past me and I averted any kind of eye contact, but he stopped in front of me. A finger on my chin brought my eyes up to his.

“You didn’t hear a thing,” he said.

I pressed my lips together. Swallowed. “No, sir.”

“Good. I’d hate to give Lady Eleanor a report on your extremely bad behavior.”

“Bad? But I haven’t done anything—”

“Yes, you have, because I said so. Eleanor may not like me, but a dom will take another dom’s word before they listen to a slave. So which will it be? Disobedience? Bad attitude? Unfit language? Or maybe all three? It all depends on my mood.” Apollo pinched my cheeks together, scrunching my lips into a pucker. A quick kiss, a short but intense pinch on a nipple and he was gone. His chuckle echoed lightly in the garage.

The other women were loaded into the van and I watched in a daze. Each one was shackled down, some with nipple clamps, none of them gagged, and not one left an impression on me. All I could think of was how this whole thing about the Leather Heel, the circuit, the fact that no one believed who I really was, then forced into the role of familiar (excuse me, a dom’s snitch) and now made a victim of blackmail, was just getting better and better.

And there wasn’t any way out.

I stared at the other women, wondered just what brought them here, and if their relationships with their personal doms were nearly as complicated as mine. I mean, how many others of them tried to speak their safeword and were ignored? Were any of them also here due to mistaken identity? I looked into the frightened eyes of each before they were blindfolded, studied the quivering, downturned mouths, and suddenly realized that maybe we all had more in common between each other than just bondage.

I recognized a few of them from when I passed them in the hallways on my way down to the van. None of them had paid any attention to me, their minds more than likely on their own situation and just what was next. A few appeared calm, as if this weren’t their first transfer, but most were nervous. Before their blindfolds went on, a couple of them tentatively asked just what was happening, who were all these other people around them, but they were quickly silenced with a crop or quirt smacked across a bare ass. The van filled up and soon only two places were left. One mine. The other for Malina.

She didn’t come down with the others. Like me she came down the stairs, but unlike me, her dom didn’t guide her. Instead Byron sort of strutted in a show off way, as if to say “Look who’s following me”. It was Malina, of course, but behind her another man carried a dark green, canvas satchel in one hand while the other the other hand was wrapped tight around the back of Malina’s collar. And that was a good thing too, since Malina was completely hooded and would never have been able to take the stairs herself. Her red hair of a ponytail bounced against the tight laces on the back of her head while her arms were confined in a leather arm sheath. At the bottom of the stairs Byron took control of Malina and led her by short, shuffling steps to the van. After that encounter in the garden, there wasn’t much I could tell about how Malina felt now, except that her stomach trembled in shallow breaths.

“Take that hood off of her. It’s a long drive. Do you want her to pass out from the heat that builds up inside?”

Eleanor. Suddenly she was at my side, but all her attention was on Malina, while Byron’s assistant…

…was entirely on me.

His expression was like how someone suddenly gets nervous, how their mouth goes dry or skin starts to sweat when placed under sudden stress. Hey, I certainly was no shrink, not any better at getting inside people’s heads than anyone else, but the reaction was obvious. Then he covered it up with barely contained anger. For a moment I thought he would slap me.

“This is your slave?” he said. He fought to keep his voice controlled.

Eleanor started at the assistant’s unexpected question. Eleanor recovered and a slap of flesh on flesh did take place; Eleanor slapped away the assistant’s pointing hand. “Yes,” she said, “and I’ll thank you to keep your grimy paws off.”

“What the hell is going on here, Hayden?” Byron demanded of the assistant.

“Nothing,” Hayden replied. He rubbed his hand and looked away.

“You’ve got to keep your underling in line, Byron,” Eleanor said. “And teach them some practicalities. This thing you’ve got on Malina,” Eleanor hooked a finger round Malina’s hood laces in the back with a sudden jerk, “it’s all right for a twenty or thirty minute punishment, not a two hour trip.”

“You mind your own slave,” Byron snapped. “As for mine, I told Hayden to put on the hood to give Malina a taste of what to expect if I don’t get a good report during transport. Which brings me to the next question, where’s Stana? Your familiar?”

Eleanor brought me forward by the collar. “This is my familiar.”

Byron’s eyebrows shot up. “She’s the—? She’s just a novice!”

“She’s got raw potential, and I know she won’t disappoint.” A warning note crept into the last part and I knew it was meant for me.

“Oh, she’s got the potential, all right,” Hayden muttered. “Just don’t be surprised when she doesn’t come across.”

What the hell did that mean?

Eleanor pinched my nipple and gave me a light slap on an ass cheek. “I’ll manage this slave very well, without any help, thank you. Now, are you going to take off that hood from yours and get her ready? Or shall I?”

Byron removed the armbinder, then slowly unlaced the hood. Malina’s breaths grew easier, but the gag and blindfold stayed in place until the last possible moment. The hood fell away and Malina’s flushed cheeks were all the more noticeable against the rest of her pale skin. Malina fell to her knees, face down to the floor as she sucked in air and her hands massaged opposite shoulders.

“Good, now get her in the van,” Eleanor said. “We’re running late as it is.”

“Not so fast,” Byron said. “This slave still has a discipline to endure. No sense in wasting any time.”

From the canvas satchel Byron extracted a sophisticated chastity belt, and cinched a strap tight around Malina’s waist. Two more hung down, one in front of her crotch, the end touching the floor, the other loosely settled in her ass crack.

“She’s going to wear that while in transit?” Eleanor said with a touch of unease. Byron gave her a look and Eleanor shrugged. “It’s your decision, but her cunt’s going to be too sore to use when she arrives.”

“No, it’s not,” Byron said. “Just shut up and watch.”

He straightened Malina up on her knees, then positioned the back strap just right between her ass cheeks. Reaching down in front he delicately placed the front strap between her pussy lips. It was then I noticed that the front strap flared out slightly, just above and below Malina’s pussy. Also, just before he drew up the front strap, I saw a hint of tiny, rubber cilia on the part that would contact her lips. The slight flare covered her pussy, barely, but also left no place untouched by the rubber cilia.

“There’s a little surprise inside each of these wings,” Byron said, pointing to each side of the strap’s leather flares. He held up a little black box and pressed its white button.

The sound was low, but unmistakable. Malina bent forward again, her face screwed up, but this time not in exhaustion or outright pain. She gasped and did nothing to resist Byron slowly bringing her back upright. Her hands went to the two small, leather encased vibrators only to have Byron slap them away. She half-grimaced and half-smiled and then…

She saw me.

It was just for a moment, and I’m not even sure Malina knew it was me. Maybe, after the hood was removed, she hadn’t yet adjusted to the harsh light in the garage because her reaction wasn’t one of recognition as so much embarrassment; that before her stood someone she didn’t expect to witness her discipline. But before she could get a real good look at me, Byron brought down a leather blindfold – two small round, sheepskin lined pads that fit right over Malina’s light blue eyes. Again, little did I know at the time, but I just had another narrow escape.

“You’ll be sitting opposite Randi,” Byron said. He put an extra emphasis on my fake name and Hayden also gave me a withering look. “I want a good report on you. Don’t disappoint.”

Malina’s lips pressed tight together. Her voice quavered the slightest amount to match the tiny vibrating rubber cilia on her pussy. “No, I won’t, sir.”

With that Byron’s strong arms hoisted her up and set her in the van. Malina didn’t resist at all as Byron and Hayden placed cuffs to encircle her wrists, legs and ankles. It probably never entered her mind to struggle as the vibrating rubber cilia went to work on her pussy and pushed her already frayed nerves closer to the edge. Malina’s short, breathy pants caused every head in the van to turn. She tried to suppress her reaction, but by the time Byron and Hayden adjusted the cuffs and several straps that would tie Malina’s arms and legs the framework, her passionate breaths were unmistakable. Byron silenced them temporarily when his hand teased at the edges of Malina’s pussy and her mouth opened in a silent gasp. I knew how she felt; having endured such sweet agony I don’t know how many times. But now no vibrating chastity belt worked on me, yet my reaction was still the same. I felt my own cheeks warm, tried to swallow, couldn’t.

“You want one too?” Eleanor whispered to me. “I could arrange it for you.”

“What? N-No…”

Eleanor’s hand shot up into my pussy. I gasped, stood up on tip toes.

“Hmm,” Eleanor said. “Maybe you don’t need one after all. Good. You’ll just be that much more ready when I see you again.” She flexed her fingers inside me, those sharp nails for the moment gentle, but still prying. I bit my lip, and then…

Fuck. That was all I needed.

My legs turned to rubber and I collapsed. Eleanor followed me down and her hand, that cruel, kind instrument of agony and bliss stayed with me, now shoved even further up inside. My inner thighs squeezed against it, muscles tight, as if I would never let it go. God, I hated it. Loved it. Love, hate. I don’t know. I flopped around on the hard, cold concrete floor. I don’t know. I don’t know!

“You better do your job,” Eleanor said, as I twisted in her grasp. “This isn’t any fucking free ride.”

Her hand withdrew and soon I lay panting on the floor. Hands lifted me up. In a daze I was strapped down, arms up on either side of me, legs slightly spread to either side of Malina’s whose toes didn’t quite reach my own pussy. Eleanor held up a large penis gag, a wicked smile on her lips. Fuck, a real jawbreaker! But then Eleanor used the dildo to point at the spot between my legs, and I discovered her cruel smile wasn’t so much about her sticking the gag inside me, but bringing my attention to something else.

My pussy juices dripped and spread over the pristine, white, van floor. I watched in morbid fascination, at this physical evidence of a reawakened part of me I thought had been permanently put to sleep. Eleanor chuckled, the van door swung shut, but the stains continued to spread.

***

The van swerved back and forth as it drove down out of the Hollywood Hills. Eventually it accelerated and reached a sustained glide as we hit the highway to wherever.

No one except me paid any attention to it. A couple of women squealed or cursed softly during the van’s ungentle rocking over the twisting streets, but once we got rolling along a smooth road Malina’s breathy pants echoed in the van and, from the other women, brought several comments like “Shut up, bitch!”

“I…I can’t!” Malina said. Her chest heaved.

“Knock it off! Or I swear I’m going to come over there and tear your head off!” said one short haired, swarthy woman. She sat a couple of places away on my side of the van.

Malina tried to suppress her breaths, but it was like the elephant in the room, the thing you try to ignore but can’t.

“Ahhh!” Malina cried.

“Goddammit!” yelled the swarthy one. She strained against her cuffs. “What the fuck did I just tell you?”

“Give her a break, Nora!” said another woman on the other side at the far end. She seemed about 30ish, and her honey straw hair fell in waves about her shoulders and slightly over full breasts.

The swarthy one, Nora, snapped her head around to the new voice. “Is that you, Sharon? Last I heard you went crying home to mama.”

Sharon wrested around in her bonds, fingers extended as if she would rip out Nora’s throat. “You’re a big talker when you know I can’t get at you,” Sharon shot back. “And the only one crying last time was you when I was ordered to shove that dildo up your ass.”

“Fuckin’ bitch!”

“I’ll give you a fuck, you cunt!”

And so it went. Malina’s pants were ignored for most of the trip while Sharon and Nora exchanged insults. A few others got involved too, even little Naomi, but not like how Sharon and Nora went at each other. Tension filled the van and it all came out in one cursed laced streak after another, at how we were all tied up, just packed up and driven away like female cargo. At how none of us probably knew where we were going or how long it would take to get there. But one thing we were all certain of was what would happen once we did arrive. The events last night weren’t unusual and it was fairly obvious we could all expect the same thing tonight. So the women all sought an outlet. Eleanor expected that, and she had made it my job to watch them, to report back on the ringleaders like Sharon and Nora, and give the doms who would make these women crawl, scream and cum ammunition to be used against them. And all those stupid, stupid women did just that. Whenever Sharon or Nora recognized another woman’s voice the abuse started all over again until the van turned into one huge verbal catfight. But when Malina finally climaxed all attention focused back on her and, in the end, on me.

“Ahhh. Ahhhhhh. Ahhhhhh!” Malina rocked against the van wall, her head thrown back against the hard, cold metal. Face flushed, her body shuddered. Sheen covered her chest. Little dribbles ran down in between her tits and over her ribcage. Nipples erect, she grit her teeth as yet another orgasm built inside her. “Oh, god. Oh, goodddd! Make it stop! Aaaiiiieeehhh!” Her scream split through the van, then once more petered out into short breathy pants. Her hair, so nice and beautiful from this morning in the garden, was now pasted in sweat all about her neck and forehead. Malina hung her head, slowly shook it in exhaustion. “I…I can’t. I can’t. No more. Please. Snowball. Snowball.”

“What? What the hell was that, you shithead?” Nora said.

Malina suddenly sprang back to life, anger at Nora’s continued taunts provided her a temporary energy. “It’s my exit safeword, asshole! My handler talked me out of using it earlier, but never again. When this van stops I’m not going to have to listen to you anymore.”

Sharon and Nora burst out in bitter laughter.

“Safeword?” Nora said, and her voice took on a manic quality. “What the hell is that? You think they’re gonna let you go just because you say so? What the fuck planet are you from?”

“But…he said…” Malina tried to talk, but already the vibrators had her halfway to another orgasm. And, by how tight those small fists were clenched, this one was going to be big.

Sharon spoke, her voice quiet, as if she tried to soften the blow, but what she said still didn’t change anything. “We’ve all used it. I did after the first couple of performances. But the next morning, when my handler came to unlock my collar, he always managed to…” She swallowed and as she spoke her voice got lower and lower. “Well, now I don’t even want to use it.”

Not even want to use it. I knew exactly what Sharon meant. And Malina had already gotten a taste of that. Now the combination Byron’s silken persuasion, that passionate encounter in the garden and the relentless vibrator pulled tight against her wet pussy once more drove Malina to the edge.

“Oh, shit. Oh, shit, ohshit…

“Malina, don’t fight it!” I shouted.

“Ohhhh gaaawwwwddd!”

Malina’s contortions so rocked the van that one of the men up front glanced back. He saw one woman crying out and weeping in the throes of an orgasm while the others were silent. Yet, they all wore mixed expressions of desire and repulsion; longing for the ecstasy that Malina now experienced, hating that they would eventually achieve it later that night at the control and whim of another. Or was it the other way around? And as Malina’s orgasm ran out I expected the man to turn back around and watch the road (he did) and the other women to get back to their bitch session (they didn’t).

All the heads were turned toward me, as if they could see right through their blindfolds. And, in a way, they could, thanks to my big mouth.

“Who the fuck are you?” Nora just about shouted.

I didn’t say anything.

“Oh, crap,” Sharon said. “We’ve got a familiar.”

“What?” Naomi piped up. “No, she’s not.”

“Bullshit,” Nora said. “She hasn’t said anything until now. Watching, listening. Her dom’s eyes and ears. Whose bitch are you? Oh, all of a sudden you’re not talking? Fine. You.” Nora nudged against Naomi who sat between us. “Who’s the cunt?”

Naomi kept quiet.

“Tell me, Naomi.” Nora said, low and menacing. “Yeah, I know who you are. How would like it if I told Apollo just how much you really are his pussy, huh?

A sharp breath from Naomi.

“C’mon, little pussy,” Nora wheedled. “You can tell me or I’ll tell…”

“I don’t know!” Naomi blurted out. “I don’t know who she is. I think she belongs to Lady Eleanor.”

Silence reigned again, only this time instead of hostility, what I got was fear.

“Oh my god,” someone said.

“Shut up!” Sharon called out. “If anybody knows what’s good for you, shut up right now.”

***

No one said anything for the rest of the ride. Malina still continued to cum until she was little more than a sweat-soaked, quivering mass of jelly. Finally, the van slowed and made a short descent into an underground garage.

The doors swung open and I was the first one yanked out. Someone pulled a hood over my head and tied it off around my neck. Arms wrenched behind me, strong hands directed me down a cold hallway. A sharp turn and I was pushed to a thinly carpeted floor. The hood was ripped away and a door slammed shut behind me.

My eyes adjusted to find I was in an almost exact copy of a cell/room that I had been in before. Just like in the other place a small window over the bed provided a small amount of light, and I climbed up to get a look. This time though, instead of a plush garden, what I found resembled an open air dungeon.

Various heavy pieces of equipment ringed the yard, an X-cross, several spanking horses, even a sturdy wooden suspension frame. But what drew my attention the most was right below my window; a brazier filled with glowing coals. It was light outside, and as the day crept away and the air cooled, the heat from the brazier rose, beating against my cheeks as I was unable to tear my face away from those red, glowing coals, and what they meant.

Shortly after sunset Stana walked into the yard. She was naked as before, but this time carried an officious air about her. A couple of other naked women trailed after her, Sharon and Nora, who jumped at Stana’s slightest suggestion to move a piece of equipment over here, rearrange a coil of rope there. Sharon and Nora, who before acted so tough, so defiant, now were nothing more than a pair of scared little mice.

“Getting a good look?”

I jumped and nearly fell off the bed, just like before. Eleanor. She stood just inside the door, hands on hips with a smirk on her face.

“You’re always peeking out of windows, trying to find out things,” she said. “I guess I gave you a suitable job as my familiar.”

“You mean your snitch.” I tried to sound rebellious but Eleanor only laughed.

“Yeah, whatever,” she said with a wave of her hand.

“I’m not going to do it. Get yourself some other weasel.”

Eleanor advanced into the room. “Ewww, that just sounds so tough. The thing is, you’re going to…come… through for me tonight.”

“Oh, am I?” I still tried the defiant angle, tried not to give ground but somehow I found myself backed up against the wall.

Eleanor got real close, her mouth open. A satin gloved hand ran through my hair. The other found its way between my legs. A little thrust, not much. Those fingers, those evil magic fingers quickly set to work. Swirl, tease, pinch. Oh, my god. Oh, fuck.

“You’re going to do it,” Eleanor said softly. “Not for any reward you might get later, but because you want to.”

“I…I do?” I breathed, eyes closed.

The gloved hand on my head gripped my hair, brought my head back in a sudden jerk against the wall.

“You’re going to do it because you want those bitches to suffer.”

Pushed up against the wall, one hand curled in my hair, the other shoved up my snatch, at that moment I was hers.

She leaned in, close to my ear, whispered. “Make them suffer.”

“Yes…”




Chapter Five

Oubliette

Despite Eleanor’s self-assured persuasions, and my own weak-willed responses, I did not want to snitch on the others. But, as Eleanor had demonstrated, she possessed many means of influence; the kind that definitely got my attention.

Eleanor left me gasping, her gloved hand wet with my essence and her tongue dabbed at a little globule. Lips smacked in delectable taste. Eleanor smiled, eyes alight at the prospect of the planned event. A few gut wrenching hours later Stana arrived with plain, tasteless food and water. I went at it like I hadn’t eaten in days, slobbering with my hands since they didn’t give me a knife, fork, or even a spoon. I licked them clean and Stana nodded as if I had done well. For the most part she still called me Taren, even though she messed up a couple of times with “Randi”. Big deal. No matter what I was called the result was still the same when wide, shiny, silver cuffs joined by a single link clicked around my unresisting wrists. As Stana fitted me with the new hardware, I glanced up through the tiny window. Sundown. By the time we got outside it was a pleasant, warm night. The clean, dry air screamed the desert, Palm Springs maybe, although it could just as easily have been some place around Ludlow or even Needles. I shuffled along at the end of a leash that Stana handed off to Eleanor who led me straight over to the brazier. The red hot coals were now faded to gray, but the heat was slightly less intense.

Eleanor stirred the coals with a long poker. “You gonna give me what I want?”

I said nothing. I couldn’t think of or see anything else but that brazier.

Eleanor withdrew the poker, brought it up to just beyond my nose. The heat, oh fuck, the heat just about seared my face and breasts. I stared at it, cross-eyed. “Good,” Eleanor said. “Just what I wanted to hear.”

She stirred the embers a little bit more, planted the poker deep in the brazier. I would have continued to stare at it, but Eleanor turned me around, backed me up until I stood several feet away from it on the left. Even at this distance I could still feel the heat, but soon my attention focused on the rest of the yard.

The robes started drifting in. Unlike before when they were all red and white, some now were purple. They all seemed to float, no bob to their shoulders, with the only thing to hint at their legs an occasional tip of a like colored boot that poked beyond their robe. Even their arms were hidden underneath. They formed a semi-circle, three rows deep in perfect off center discipline, at the far end of the yard. When the last one took its place all was silent. The torches guttered and cast shadows which flickered halfway up their pristine, voluminous garments.

Eleanor stepped forward. Was she nervous? The way she rubbed her hands together gave a hint that all was not well in Dominant Land.

“Welcome to Oubliette,” she said. “We’ve got something different for you tonight; of course we’ll have the usual string of confessions, but we’ve also got a familiar,” she turned to look at me, “which means no wasting of time trying to wrestle the truth from the slaves. We’ll start with her.”

What? What the hell?

Eleanor’s claw of a hand dug into the skin on my arm. I stumbled forward into the half light.

“Randi is one of those ‘Come hither, go away’ types,” Eleanor said. “We’ve all seen them. Just can’t get into the fantasy unless she’s really…forced!”

Eleanor’s hand grabbed me by the throat, pressed tight against my windpipe in a way I had come to know so well. One false move from me and those razor sharp nails would tear open an artery. My head tilted back and my eyes grew wide. Eleanor stood at the edge of my sight and I just caught a sadistic, gleaming smile amongst the glittering torch lights.

“Tell everyone what you told me back at Eagle’s Nest,” she said.

“What?” I gasped. “Eagle? I don’t know—”

Eleanor shoved a little against my throat. I stumbled back, away from her suddenly loosened grasp and doubled over to my knees in a coughing fit. I heard Eleanor speak, couldn’t make out what she said, but knew it was about me. As my cough finally subsided I managed to understand what she said.

“…back at Eagle’s Nest to call her Taren. At least that’s what she says she wants. And that’s not all, is it, slut?”

A hand in my hair wrenched my head back up. I licked my lips, tried to swallow but my throat had suddenly gone dry. What the hell kind of game was this?

“You don’t want to play with us?” Eleanor said.

“W-What?”

“Don’t play dumb. You told me back at Eagle’s Nest that you want to get off the circuit.”

I tried to keep my voice level, but a little whine still crept into it. “Yes.”

“Fine. We’ll let you go. I’ll even sweeten the deal and let you avoid the rendition. But there’s just one thing.”

Isn’t there always?

“Just tell us your exit safeword.”

Bitch. Bitchbitchbitch.

“C’mon,” Eleanor said sweetly. “We’re all waiting.”

I frantically tried to remember all things Randi. What were her favorite things? Food, TV shows, music. It was all a chaotic jumble and there was no guarantee that any of the things that flashed through my mind were what I so desperately needed. “I don – ”

Hand. Throat. Squeeze. “You mean you won’t,” Eleanor said. “The truth is you want to stay here.” Grip. Loosened. Just a little.

“No.” The whine crept back. “Please. Let me go.”

“Of course. Just tell us the magic word.”

My mind raced. Oh, fuck. What? What could it be? Think, girl. Think!

“Dawson!” I croaked. “Dawson’s Creek.” Randi had loved the show and still couldn’t get enough of it on the net.

Eleanor shook free of my hair. For a brief moment I thought I had guessed right, but then Eleanor’s vicious grin widened and she stroked my hair like a lover.

Trouble. Big trouble.

“Well, that certainly answers that question,” Eleanor said. She slowly curled her fingers back in my hair. “That’s fine, darling. Fine. Anything else you want to say before we get on with the performance?”

“I don’t want to be here! Let me go!” I tried wrenching out of Eleanor’s grasp. “Let gooooo!”

Eleanor’s iron grip returned in full force. No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t get loose. She pulled my head back again, leaned down and pinched my nipples (Oh, fuck! My ERECT nipples), then her hand traveled down my stomach, slowly through my pubic hairs, up into my snatch. (Fuck, was that wet too? How?)

“You keep lying, Taren. Not only to us, but to yourself too.” She withdrew the hand, covered in my pussy oil, smeared it all across my mouth, cheeks and forehead. “I just want to hear the truth. But since you won’t give us that, your punishment is to tell the truth about others. If you don’t…”

Pulled to my feet, she half-dragged me over to the X-frame, right next to the brazier. Eleanor stirred the coals and the heat hit me like a ton of bricks.

Instinctively I backed away. “No. No,” I said, and again that fearful whine crept in. I know what it sounded like, but fuck, I was scared!

Soft breasts pressed against my back. Hardened nipples poked on either side of my spine. For a moment I was distracted, and that’s all it took. I spun around and found torchlight reflected in Stana’s hungry eyes. Dangling from one hand was a heavy cat o’ nine tails, from the other a head harness with a large leather plug gag. Stana didn’t move as I backed away from her, but Eleanor came up quick behind me, unlocked the cuffs and grabbed my wrists. Later, it struck me that this was my best chance for stopping this whole thing, of getting the hell off the circuit even if I still didn’t know Randi’s safeword. Yeah, looking back on it with the luxury of time and casual thought, but it all happened so fast…

Eleanor had me by the wrists. I managed to jerk one free, but then Stana was right there too. She grabbed the flailing arm and they both, with one hand on the wrist, the other underneath an elbow keeping the arm straight out, dragged me back out to the center of the yard. I pulled against their combined strength, hissing, spitting, cursing. A male dom or two shouted if they needed help.

“You just worry about your own slaves,” Eleanor called back. “You’re gonna love what this one has to say.”

“Yeah, if we get that far,” someone replied and there was general laughter from the doms. The robes remained silent.

Next thing I knew Stana stood in front of me, and in a brief second I could have gotten free, or done something, anything, like kick her in the gut, that would have told them all that I definitely wanted to be let go, but then the moment was gone. With experienced skill proved by a quick flick of her wrists, Stana had me by the thumbs, and she bent them back, back, back.

I screamed in pain and had to follow her lead as she forced me to the ground. Stana pressed the back of my hands flat on the warm, rough brick work, while Eleanor behind me wrapped an arm around my stomach. Stana continued to press down, and Eleanor pulled my ass and pussy high in the air. Dimly, I readied myself for a hand rape, but I wasn’t that lucky.

Slick, warm gel lubricated my asshole and, for good measure, added to my pussy, but Eleanor’s razor nails didn’t invade me. I heard the clink of small metal buckles, smelled the distinctive odor of polished leather, then felt my asshole reluctantly spread to the invasion of an unmistakable rubber butt plug.

It slid in easy, so easy, like I had always taken one, each and every night, and forget about any two or three years lay off. Only one other time was one shoved up my ass. I flashed on that memory, on that night I descended to the Leather Heel’s basement. Those patient male hands had gently, gently, a little at a time, pushed the plug in, higher, deeper, than I had thought possible. I had almost cum right then, and I almost did now too. Eleanor, for all her coarse threats of violence, was surprisingly tender, which only took me back even more to that fateful night. That night when I didn’t just quit the scene, but ran away as fast as I could because I knew then that I could so easily lose myself under that man’s domination…wear his collar forever. An eternity collar. Eternity.

Soon, the butt plug filled me, but that wasn’t all. With just as much expertise another plug, shaped like a cock, found its way inside my pussy, far easier than the butt plug. A slight tug at both ends of the thin crotch strap made sure each drove themselves even further inside me, and then the waist belt was wrapped tight and locked in back. My arms and legs grew weak as I lay splayed out on the ground, Eleanor’s fingers reached around and under the skinny crotch strap, but the sharp nails were gentle, a little tug here, a tender stroke there, until my engorged pussy lips hung down either side of the skinny strap. My moans of fearful pleasure drifted upward in the warm night.

Like a limp rag they hoisted me up at the armpits until I was bent forward at the knees. My head hung down, hair brushed the ground as they strapped my weakened arms together behind my back. I hoped they would drag me off to a corner and leave me alone, resigned to the fact that they weren’t going to get any tattle-tale bullshit out of me. But then they forced me back to my feet and kicked my legs apart. The heat from the brazier, long forgotten, now replaced by one more localized between my legs.

Eleanor ran a coiled up whip down my cheekbone and across my chin. It traveled down my ribcage, then the balled end handle tapped against my bound up pussy. I gritted my teeth. Eleanor stood back.

“Time for some truth-telling, familiar,” she said. At a nod to the surrounding shadows two women were shoved forward into the light. Nora and Sharon. They were gagged; wide leather panels covered the lower half of both their faces. A simple strap wound back around from both sides of Sharon’s mouth, while Nora’s was a complex head harness with straps that not only cut down either side of her nose, but wrapped around her upper head too. And, unlike Sharon, Nora kept blinking, as if a blindfold had just been removed and she still needed to adjust to the weak light. Leather straps pulled and pinched both their arms tight in back at the wrists and elbows, while fur-lined ankle cuffs were connected by a short hobble rope. Nora almost fell to the rough pavement, but was saved by a pair of hands that steadied her from behind. They both looked about, unsure, like two trapped animals suddenly released from a cage. But, when they saw me, they just about panicked. Their eyes grew wide while the gags stifled a pair of screams. Nora tried to turn tail and run, but the hands that had shoved her out into the light pushed her back. Sharon held her ground, but not out of courage; more like frozen in shock.

“Now, that’s an interesting reaction,” Eleanor said. “Very interesting. Almost like you both had something to hide.” Eleanor gestured to me. “How about it, familiar? What can you tell me about these slaves’ conduct in the van?”

Eleanor nodded to Stana who advanced on both, torch in hand. The flickering light revealed the whites in their eyes and other things too. For all her bondage, Sharon tried to appear defiant, but Nora started to shake. Her dread was obvious, but Sharon possessed it too. Tiny little drops of sweat broke out on Sharon’s forehead. But in the torchlight it was easy to see both sets of erect nipples. Stana pinched each one, roughly kicked their knees apart, then squatted down and teased both their pussies. She didn’t need to do much pulling and tugging on the lips until they soon were engorged and glistened in the heated light. Nora moaned when Stana played with her while Sharon fought her own inner turmoil and refused to even pretend that she enjoyed any of it. Stana didn’t seem to care, that is until she stood up with a cruel smile.

“Cold bitch!” Stana said. A vicious slap connected on one of Sharon’s breasts.

“Twat!” Another slap, on the other breast.

“Cunt!” Across the face.

That did it. Sharon rocked back on her heels and the tears rolled down. Stana landed a couple more blows and tears sprayed everywhere to dry quickly on the hard, warm pavement.

“That’s enough, Stana,” Eleanor said. “Unless you want to spend a night on the wheel?”

Stana halted a drawn back hand. She turned to Eleanor, a pout forming like a child whose toy is about to be taken away. “But this is so fun.”

“I know. So is the wheel.”

“Not for me!”

“No, for me. When you’re on it.”

“Bit—” Stana caught herself just in time, but the damage had already been done.

“That’s one full turn, at least,” Eleanor said. “Want to try for another?”

Stana curled a lip. She stepped away from the two women.

Eleanor turned back to me, all bright and friendly. “Now, familiar, what did these two do in the van? Let’s start with Nora.”

Eleanor’s smile was warm and open, but I knew better. Damn if I was going to play this fucking game. I licked my lips. “Why don’t you ask the two men who drove us here?” I said. “They were right there the whole time.”

Eleanor’s face underwent an abrupt change, from sunny to stormy. “I’m not asking them. I’m asking you. You tell me the facts. Or…”

She nodded at Stana who rolled out a…device. I didn’t know just what the hell it was – all stout metal pipes about six feet high that resembled a vague cross. Two thin chains glinted in the light and hung from either end of the top horizontal, two foot wide pipe. At the bottom of the long vertical pipe, connected to the ends of another, much wider, horizontal pipe, two more chains snaked here and there.

Eleanor’s hand pressed the back of my shoulder. A hard shove and I stumbled to the device.

“I’m through being nice to you,” Eleanor said.

I blinked. Nice? You call this nice?

Based on what happened next, yeah, I’d call it nice.

They didn’t just hang me up by my tits.

Stana got behind me. Her hands pushed up from underneath my armpits, until my heels were well clear of the wooden base. Then Eleanor snapped two clamps on my erect and sensitive nipples and adjusted the little chains so that the clamps pulled my breasts upwards. She stretched them to the limit and I sucked air between my teeth. Stana stepped back and I stood up even higher until the chains slackened, and I let out a tiny, pent up breath. The pain still lanced through my nipples, but at least I could kind of control it by standing on my tiptoes.

“How do you feel?” Eleanor asked, a couple of fingers poised just under her chin.

“How…How do you think?” I said back, gritting and straining for effect. I wasn’t about to let her really know that I could handle this. At the Leather Heel I had seen others fake intense pain, and I was no different. Eleanor wouldn’t even suspect about the little flaw in her torture.

Eleanor nodded and patted my cheek.

Something wasn’t right. This bitch was way too cocky. “Do you expect me to talk?”

Eleanor gave a little laugh. “Oh, no, Taren, I expect you to scream.”

Nora’s handler strode forward. Hayden. I didn’t see his face well in the flickering torchlight, but I recognized him. Wide shoulders. Streaks of gray that coincided with a somewhat receded hairline. He quickly knelt down in front of me, on the other side of the upright pole and snapped open the other two nipple clamps. They flashed in the light and headed for my crotch. Oh, no! Oh, shiiitt!

Eleanor stood a few feet behind Nora’s handler, but her intense gaze bore right into me. “Since you won’t speak of Nora’s disobedience, then you’ll suffer her punishment.”

Snap.

“Awwwhhh!”

Snap, snap.

“Aaaiiihhh!”

My pussy lips! Jesusfuckingchrist! The clamps bit into them. Now I know why Eleanor had used such a thin crotch strap, and why she teased the lips until they puffed out like a blowfish. Oh, fuck! Nothing, nothing I had ever done at the Leather Heel had prepared me for this. Not even that night when I descended to the basement. They fuckin’ hurt! Then I discovered if I rocked back on my heels a little, the strain from the chains pulling them downward let up. But then the pain in my tits got worse as they stretched higher. Aw, fuck. Fuck!

I started to cry. Tears rolled down my cheeks, but I didn’t scream out again. I wasn’t going to give them, especially Eleanor, the satisfaction. They want to play SM games? Fine, I’ll play right back. But the pain. The pain!

I alternated between flat feet and standing on tiptoes. When one part of my body couldn’t take one or the other anymore, I adjusted my stance. Soon, though, it didn’t matter. My tits, my pussy, the ache, the sting, felt the same.

But then, something happened.

One of the pussy clamps came off. Just slid away. Then the other. Hayden was there in an instant and got them back on, but they didn’t last for long. They thumped back down on the wooden base.

“She’s too slick,” he said.

“Then dry her off,” Eleanor commanded.

He did. But, after a short while, the clamps fell off again.

“She’s too turned on,” he said.

Before Eleanor could voice her frustration at my seeming to get away with less pain than she had hoped, Hayden produced another set of clips from his back pocket. I couldn’t see all the little details, but Eleanor’s eyes got wide.

“Hayden! Are you sure you want to use those?” she said.

Hayden didn’t even stop replacing the new clips on the ends of the chains. “This is supposed to be Nora’s punishment, and this is what you had planned for her. You got a problem with that?”

He glanced up at Eleanor whose face, if it hadn’t gone white, certainly wasn’t its normal pallor. Hayden held up one of the new clips and snapped it a couple of times.

Oh, fuck. Alligators.

For all his bluster, Hayden hesitated. I saw him clearly now. His face seemed soft, but the set of his mouth, the narrowed ice-blue eyes spoke of a hard will that would follow a course of action decided on long ago.

Silver clamps with tiny, serrated teeth. One bit down into my left pussy lip, then the other on my right.

Awfuuuccckkk! No way were these coming off! The heat, the fire! Pain. Pain. Sharp, unyielding. Don’t scream. But I have to…No, don’t. Don’t give in… Don’t do it. DO IT!

“All right! All right!” Crying now, but not silent tears like before. I bawled like a baby, eyes closed, teeth clenched, mouth in a grimace. “Stop it! Please, just stop. I’ll tell you, I’ll tell!”

“Then do it!” Hayden said.

Swiftly I recounted what Sharon and Nora said in the van, how Nora got all over Malina’s case, and how they egged the others into a full on bitch session.

“So, they not only made trouble, they also made fun of Malina, and what her master did to punish her? Hmmm.” Eleanor. She had recovered from her earlier concern over the alligator clips and now tapped a finger on her chin. She strode up to the two still quivering women, grabbed Nora by the hair on top of her head.

“I hope you realize just how lucky you are,” Eleanor said. “Taren took your punishment, and now you owe her. Big time. As for you…” Eleanor’s hand wrapped around the back of Sharon’s neck. “…I’m going to love turning your skin raw.”

I didn’t see what happened to Sharon. Just as her gag was removed a loose, black hood came down over my head, tied off with a thin rope around my neck. The clips were removed and I was dragged away to collapse on the pavement near the still hot brazier. The crack of a whip and Sharon’s screams filled the night, almost endless, to finally transform into mixed pants and grunts of two people fucking like crazy. My hood was pulled off and there was Sharon, on her back on a small, thin mattress, legs splayed in the air while Apollo pumped away at her. Then Sharon’s body tensed, her breasts lifted up, nipples erect and she shook like a rag doll tossed about by a dog. Her legs, limp and useless, flopped to the sides. Apollo took a moment, then rose and faded into the dark, but Sharon remained on her back, eyes unfocused, drool running out the side of her mouth. At last a couple other male doms appeared and carried her away. The last I saw of her before she was swallowed in the shadows was thin strips of welts all the way from her shoulders to the small of her back.

Another woman from the van was pushed forward into the flickering light. Like Sharon and Nora, I also knew exactly what she had done. Eleanor hefted a soft leather hood with a large, large dildo gag, ready to bring it down over my head.

I told her everything. About everybody.

***

They paraded all of the slave women through, and I saw a growing, shared, hatred in their eyes directed at me. Even friendly Naomi (friendly no longer) was pissed when I told of how she joined in with the others during the catty bitch session. It was my fault that they all had to suffer their punishments, forget whether they deserved it. Well, I sure didn’t! After what happened with the tit and pussy clips (My twat still hurt!) no way was I going to keep my mouth shut. And all during my confessions, while the women screamed at the kiss of the whip or their gagged cries while raped floated through the courtyard, Eleanor smiled and nodded.

“It’s nice to know I have an extra set of eyes and ears,” she leaned down and said to me, pleasant and kind. “I can count on you, right?”

I swallowed. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Because we’ve saved the best for last.”

Shapes moved in the darkness. I peered, squinted. Two figures stood forth, man and woman. Byron and…

“But Malina didn’t do anything!” I shouted. “None of this was her fault!”

Malina started at the sound of my voice. That was my first giveaway. Back at Eagle’s Nest in Hollywood she had only got a brief look at me, when we were loaded into the van. After the hood had been ripped away and another blindfold hurriedly put in place my identity was still safe. But now her eyes were wide open; shock, amazement, and fear ran through her all at once. Of my two roommates, Malina possessed more than a fair idea of what I was into in college. But now finding me part of her SM life, of knowing her secret, just about sent her round the bend. She tried to back away but Byron’s solid presence behind her stopped that. He pushed her forward and, the closer they got, I could hear Malina mutter, “…no, no, no…”

They both stood before me. Byron forced Malina to her knees, but his glower fixated on me. “How many times did Malina cum?”

“I’ll ask the questions here, Byron.” Eleanor was at my side, like a protective demon.

Byron’s gaze never left me. “Then ask.”

Eleanor’s nails spread out around the back of my neck. “Answer the question, familiar.”

“Ma’am? I don’t—”

“Recovered so soon from Nora’s punishment?” Eleanor asked with a definite note of menace. “Do you want to endure another?”

Those sharp points dug in on my skin. I gasped.

“How many times did Malina orgasm?” Eleanor said.

In my mind I relived the van ride; Malina loaded like cargo, the pussy belt pulled tight against her crotch, the vibrating rubber cilia, her moans. And through it all the frustrated bitchiness of the other women as they jealousy reacted to Malina’s torture. Then Eleanor’s other hand squeezed my chin and I wrenched myself back to the present.

“Three!” I shouted. “She came three times.”

Malina tried to attack me, break away from Byron’s grasp, but his firm grip on the back of Malina’s collar kept her rooted in one spot. She shouted, “You fucking bitch!”

“I had to tell!” I said, then lowered my head. “I had to.”

Then Hayden’s boots came into view. He grabbed my chin, lifted my head up so I was forced to suffer his almost unbearable stare. “I don’t believe you.”

I could feel my face turning red, like a brand of shame, then Eleanor pushed away Hayden’s hand. She stood between us. “My slave speaks the truth.”

“I wouldn’t believe a single word that came out of that slave’s mouth,” Hayden said.

Eleanor’s eyes flashed. “Are you challenging me?”

Quiet. Tense. Hayden looked ready to slug…well, not Eleanor, but something. Anything. Then Byron stood between them.

“My slave has broken discipline,” he said. “She requires punishment.”

That seemed to relieve the tension. Eleanor drew herself up. “And if she hadn’t?”

Byron didn’t answer right away. He glared back at Eleanor, resentful that since he had acted as peacekeeper, he was now drawn in her little games. But then he said, “If she hadn’t orgasmed, then she’d get a private reward.”

Eleanor raised her eyebrows. “Well, then, just because your slave broke discipline doesn’t mean that we should waste a deserved reward.”

She patted my head.




Chapter Six

A Private Reward

When Byron had said “private”, he meant just two people, but when I got nominated to take Malina’s place, things didn’t go that way.

The voyeuristic robes were dismissed, although a few did try to hang around, but Eleanor shooed them away.

“The punishments are over,” she said. “That’s what you paid for, and that’s what you got. Rewards are personal, shared between the slave and dom, and whoever the dom allows to also take part. Now, go on. Get out of here.”

Several male doms firmly herded the remaining robes out of the yard. A couple of female doms, coiled bullwhips in hand, backed them up. When one of the robes kind of strayed from the rest a leather clad female let a bullwhip loose that exploded a loud crack right at the robe’s feet. The whip tore away a small piece of the voluminous material from the edge of the robe’s garments and the person underneath all that fabric just about jumped back toward the slowly shuffling crowd. He, or she, remained there under the female dom’s glare.

Eleanor shook her head. “Sometimes the robes really are a pain the ass.”

“They’re what keep the circuit going,” Byron said. “Without them we’re all back at the Leather Heel, trying to find that one special pussy, and crying in our beers when we don’t.”

Eleanor arched an eyebrow. “Funny, I never had trouble finding any pussy.”

“That’s because all your taste is in your mouth.”

Meeeooowww. Byron’s comeback turned Eleanor’s face an angry red, but she didn’t fire off a catty reply of her own. Instead her fingers hooked inside my collar and heaved me to my feet. Stumbling along to the side and somewhat behind her, Eleanor half-dragged me back to the same room that overlooked the courtyard. Her arm pinwheeled and I swung down on the cot.

“I’ll show that bastard!” she said, half to herself. She began tearing away the crotch strap and pulling out the butt and pussy plugs. “I’ll show him.” She slapped my ass. “And you’re going to help me.”

***

Morning arrived. I say “arrived” and not “dawned” because the sun’s dim, gray light just barely proved that the night of rapturous horrors was over, but not any clue as to what specifics the day held. All I knew was that I would receive a “reward”, and the kind that might not seem like one to the person receiving it.

Stana barged in with breakfast, several pieces of cut up fresh fruit and a bowl of oatmeal cereal. I once again endured her presence while I went to the bathroom in a little pot. I did all this under her withering glare, like I had done something that really pissed her off, but I didn’t care. I finished my squat, tumbled back on to the cot, threw my arm over my eyes, and just lay there while Stana banged the door open and shut. No, I really didn’t care about what that little shit thought because I was too wrapped up in my own problems.

How the hell did I wind up here? And how was I going to get out of it? As for the first question I already knew the answer: I wanted to stop Malina, wanted to prevent her from making the same mistake I had made of almost disappearing in all this leather, rope and submission. But when we finally saw each other last night, it wasn’t gratitude that I found in her eyes, but resentment; resentment that I had somehow intruded on her fantasy, gotten involved and hijacked it to my own ends. I wanted to again submit -

No!

I didn’t want to get back into this. I didn’t! But when Randi told me what had happened, that she and Malina had gone to the Leather Heel, the old feelings had taken over, even if I didn’t want to admit it. And so I dashed down to the seedy part of Hollywood like a little possessive bitch to stop Malina, to stop her from ruining…

Stop it. Stooooppp iiiittt!

But I couldn’t. I couldn’t stop thinking about just how fast, how easily I had slid back into the hug of the ropes, how that distinctive leather odor made me weak in the knees, how I craved the lash of the whip. And now here I was, living the fantasy, and it only took someone else, with a lot more courage, to take that fateful step and live out the fantasy. But not me. Well, no way I would let that Malina boast about how she did it and I couldn’t. So I took that fateful step, started living my fantasy…

And now all I wanted was to get the hell away from it.

Which led me to my second problem: What was Randi’s safeword? I went round and round, tried to come up with something that only she could think of – and got dozens of answers. Randi was so scatterbrained that any possibility was just as likely as the next one. Which left me right back where I started. Nowhere. In a place where I had only the vaguest idea of my location, surrounded by people who kept me under constant lock and key, made to suffer all kinds of beautiful torments for their pleasure, and mine. If it weren’t for the fact I was virtually kidnapped some might call it…the perfect bondage fantasy.

And the fantasy continued.

What seemed a short time after Stana’s little snit of an exit the door opened. I had hoped that somehow they would forget about me, where I was, that I was even here. As it turned out that might have almost been true, only I wasn’t aware enough to enjoy it. I uncovered my eyes and wondered at the darkness of my cell; even though it was a gray day, the light should have been stronger. A glance up at the window told me I had slept away the entire day. I swung my eyes back to the door. No one was there and a wild hope sprang up in me that maybe this was an anonymous gift, a chance to just walk away from this horrifically beautiful situation, no questions asked. But then the person sent to fetch me filled the doorway. Not Stana this time, nor even Eleanor, but Hayden. I knew his face well enough, now I got a good view of everything else. Loose, white cotton shirt, opened an extra button or two down from the collar to give a peek of a wide, solid chest. Sleeves rolled up to reveal well developed forearms, not to mention strong legs. Legs covered by tight leather pants that tapered to a thin waist above hips that left no doubt about the driving power they could unleash.

“Put this on,” he said, and tossed me a white, bikini panty.

It landed at my feet, a scrunched up ball. I didn’t move to pick it up. “Why? So you can rip it off later?”

His eyes narrowed. “Just do as you’re told.”

What was with this guy? But also, what choice did I have? I could have refused, but then I would have wound up wearing them anyway, and most likely after another demonstration of my captors’ power over me. So I put them on, a nice fit, and it felt good to wear some kind of clothing, but that’s as far as it went. Once again I was outfitted in leather cuffs, for my wrists, upper arms and ankles, each connected by a short chain. After Hayden locked the last ankle cuff he motioned for me to follow and I shuffled after him.

We roamed through a rambling house, the kind so common in the desert, with adobe walls and curved arches. I didn’t get any chance to take in the décor around me because Hayden walked so fast. It seemed he didn’t care whether I stayed close to him or not, but I knew I had to, so I struggled to keep up. We passed the hallway that led out to the torture garden, Hayden not even giving it a second glance, and soon I caught the odor of cooked food. Suddenly I was hungry, very hungry, and Hayden led me into a large, stainless steel kitchen with a single setting at a small table. My arm and wrist cuffs were unlocked. Hayden didn’t even help me sit down.

“Eat up,” he said. “It may be a while before you get another meal like this.”

Instead of fruit and such like I got before from Stana, this time a bustling cook left a small plate full of green salad, followed by a larger one of mezzaluna cheese pasta. I just about scarfed everything down, then a dish of creamed angel hair was set before me. I almost attacked this one too, but hesitated. Did they want me to eat this much? But then I remembered what Hayden said, and at a disinterested nod from him I dug in to that one too. Carbs. They were giving me carbohydrates, the type of food a runner would eat before a long distance race. I was going to need lots of energy. But they didn’t give me any wine. Instead I slurped water. Not only did they want to stretch my stamina but they also needed me clear-headed. Fine. I was hungry and, since this whole sweet nightmare started, couldn’t remember my last complete meal. Besides, all I wanted just then was to fill my empty stomach and I literally licked the plate clean.

“Good. That’s enough,” Hayden said, and yanked the plate from my grasping hands. He firmly took hold of my wrists, placed them behind me and once more the leather cuffs cinched tight. I guess because I sat quietly throughout the procedure he allowed me to suck on an after dinner chocolate mint.

“Now…what?” I said between sucks. “Your turn to get my pussy wet?”

He stood me up, but didn’t say anything. Instead Hayden just gave me that well known dom look, the kind I had seen so many times before, the one that was supposed to cow a submissive. And they always said something to go with it, some kind of threat, and so I knew their mood, knew just how far I might push. Hayden remained silent. In fact, he didn’t move at all, and we just stood there. Seconds ticked off and, under that withering glare I slowly got very, very uncomfortable. But I knew what this look meant. And it wasn’t some line like “You’ll pay for that, slave” or “You’re going to suffer”. No, the words that popped into my head…

You’re better than that.

The mint melted away and my mouth suddenly dried out.

“I…I’m sorry,” I said. Fuck, why did I do that? I should have been the one to get an apology. “I didn’t mean… I’m sorry.”

Hayden softened, just the barest amount. “Too late for that,” he said, then, clang, the hardened shield was back up.

Hand on my arm, he steered me out of the kitchen. I had read somewhere that walking just after you ate helped with digestion and kept you from getting sluggish. Maybe that’s what Hayden had in mind, given the activity planned later. He wanted to keep me awake, on edge. But all I immediately knew was the hand on my arm, and how embarrassed, how humiliated I felt, all from a silent stare.

I kept my eyes down, unwilling to share my shame with any stranger. Many booted feet passed us by, some saying hello to Hayden, others remaining silent. I couldn’t look up, refused to. Not until Hayden roughly shook my arm, told me to watch where I was going did I glance up. Right there, just as I did look forward was a mirror, and there was my red face, the disgrace plain for all to see, which only made me even more ashamed. I lowered my head again.

“Don’t make me get you a posture collar,” Hayden said. “You keep that head up and those eyes open. Or else I’ll give you something to be really embarrassed about.”

What? What could he do? Already he had shamed me, and just with one look, and I still didn’t know why. But if he felt he could bring me down any further, I sure as shit didn’t want to take that chance. So I kept my eyes open, my head up and saw everything on what, I realized afterward, was an incidental guided tour of the house.

Beautifully decorated, tastefully furnished, this place could easily have made the cover of some house magazine or be featured on a cable show. We passed what I was sure were original Monets, Picassos and O’Keefes. Sculptures in bronze, marble or burnished wood showed off the human form. Furniture was upholstered in Chinese silk or Middle Eastern weave in styles ranging from late Georgian to post modern. But through it all, almost as a decoration themselves, were the women. Some I recognized who were transported in the van with me and punished last night. And others besides them. Some were suspended in a rope harness against a wall, their arms stretched overhead, legs spread to wide rings sunk into a wooden floor, seemingly forgotten, gagged to cut down on their painful moans. Others were right out in the middle of the room, arms leather strapped tight behind them, watching with fearful eyes as a dom, either man or woman, read off a from a list of their past transgressions. In some instances we arrived as punishment was already being meted out, the women doms much more nasty than the men. At the Leather Heel some people specifically sought out women doms, while I avoided them at all costs. Now, when we stepped into a large room with a big screen TV at the far end, I got a good reminder of why I did. Eleanor was there. And it was obvious that she had already been at work for quite some time.

A light sheen covered her brow, while her short, dark hair, always slicked back before, showed signs of muss. A ball gagged woman lay in front of her on a wooden rape rack, feet spread high in the air, arms tied down to the rack’s support legs below the shoulders. It took me a moment to recognize her because her blonde hair was darkened with sweat, her eyes bloodshot from constant crying. It was Naomi. Poor, little, innocent Naomi.

Eleanor didn’t see us at first. Her attention was on Naomi, and the woman on the end of a leash, who strained forward like a hungry animal, on bent knees between Naomi’s open legs. The woman’s head bobbed up and down, buried deep in Naomi’s snatch.

“You like her, don’t you?” Eleanor said. “I know she isn’t that other slut you wanted, but I’m sure she tastes just as good. Right?”

Eleanor tugged at the leash. The woman between Naomi’s legs gave a little choke, then her head jerked up. Stana.

“Oh, ma’am,” Stana crooned, and licked her lips. “She’s wonderful. Please, may I have some more?”

Eleanor shook her head and was about to say no, but then she saw us. “Oh, go ahead, you little muff-diver. Mother has some business to discuss.”

“Mmmm…” Stana dove right back in. Naomi moaned.

Eleanor tied the leash around one of Naomi’s spread legs and gave the inside of her thigh a little whack. Naomi squealed behind the ballgag, then returned to her sensuous moans. Eleanor, with a trace of a smile, patted Naomi’s head, whispered something in her ear, then turned to us. The smile quickly disappeared.

“What is it?” she said to Hayden. “Is this one already giving you trouble?”

“You said you wanted to know when it was time to take her to the solarium.” If Hayden was intimidated by Eleanor’s brusque manner, he didn’t show it. In fact, he seemed a little bored. “But maybe you aren’t interested in her anymore because you have a new toy?” He nodded at the still moaning Naomi, her body now rigid, eyes squeezed shut, another orgasm set to rip through her.

“That isn’t any of your business!” Eleanor said. Her seemingly ever present anger just about boiled over, but then Eleanor caught herself. “If you must know, Apollo wanted Naomi’s snatch tongue broken, and there’s nobody better for that than Stana. We’ll be done here soon, then Naomi goes back to Apollo. Maybe she’ll even show him a few new tricks.”

Naomi’s eyes burst open. Even from where we stood, several feet away, I could tell the pupils were widely dilated. Her fingers curled open, little nails slashing at the air. Stana’s head kept bobbing up and down and Naomi’s breaths stopped. Then, she threw her head back, screaming behind her gag, tears rolling down either side of her face. The hips shook and her body rippled in ecstasy. A wanton slut, the fires finally loosed to burn inside her, one explosion after another almost ripped her apart. Uncontrolled orgasms.

“Would you like to join her?” Eleanor said pleasantly. “You look like you want to.”

I swallowed and stepped back.

Eleanor followed me. “Oh, we know all about your little experiments in college, Ran…I mean, Taren. Maybe if I got Malina strapped down there, it might bring back some old memories, and urgings.”

“What? No! I’m not a… Malina?” Randi and Malina? Together? Sometimes they could hardly stand each other. What the hell was going on? I thought I knew those two, but my coming home to find Malina gone to the Leather Heel, and now my standing here, collared and leashed, was proof I did not.

Stana dived again, mouth open, snake tongue out. She went after the little snatch, licking, stroking, sucking. I might have turned away, even closed my eyes. But I didn’t. I watched. I wanted. Wanted to kneel down, bend forward. Oh, Naomi, little Naomi… My face flushed, my mouth dried out. Oh, god…

Hayden’s hand gripped my chin and again our eyes met. Once more, there was that look that knew, and from which I couldn’t hide. And Eleanor saw it too. Her beautifully severe face twisted at how she never got a reaction like that from me, and that she never would. Jealousy. Jealousy at how it only took a certain glance from Hayden to make my cheeks flush, for my knees to knock, for my…

My panties to get wet.

Eleanor squeezed my crotch. If she wasn’t sure before, she was now.

A savage hiss. “Bitch.”

A slap across the cheek, Eleanor’s hand wet with my juices. I staggered, but Hayden kept me upright, his grip on the leash even tighter.

Eleanor barely kept her voice under control. “Get this cunt out of my sight.”

***

The Solarium. Night time, but the day’s warmth still held sway inside the paned, glass dome. Dimly, through the glass I caught vague outlines of bare, rocky hills and beyond those in the far distance a steady, unending moving string of car headlights that shone on a highway. A few potted, broad leaf plants were spread about on high pedestals, and a large, multi-hued thick Persian rug covered the hard concrete floor. A Saint Andrew’s cross occupied the far left corner, its sturdy, wide wood beams canted back while a tall, circular wrought iron cage, painted black with red accents, stood to the right opposite. On the cross hung Nora, arms and legs strapped down. In the cage stood Sharon, arms stretched tight overhead. Both women sported pump gags and at the end of thin tubes the little pressure release valves bounced between their tits. I thought at the sound of my shuffling feet, my chains clinking, their heads would turn around, to reposition their ears because both sets of eyes were covered by wide blindfolds, but they remained immobile.

I blinked in confusion. “I thought this was a private reward.”

“Just worry about you,” Hayden said. He led me over to Nora and brushed back her hair. She jerked at the touch, but Hayden pushed her head around. Thick earplugs filled the ears.

“So, what are they?” I said with a little sneer. “Decorations?”

“Maybe. Maybe they’re also part of your reward.”

Huh???

I just about choked, but Hayden didn’t pay any attention. Instead he placed me in the middle of the Persian rug, my arms tied wide to a strong suspension, spreader bar, then my ankles to a similar one below. I barely noticed any of it, my focus on Nora and Sharon, and just what part they would play in my “reward”. Yeah, right, just like I thought. Some reward.

That’s when Byron walked in, and Malina right behind him.

Whatever nervousness possessed Malina before was absent now. Now nothing but anger occupied her, anger at having lost the promised reward and now regulated to a voyeur. And all that anger was directed at me. She glared daggers in my direction. Only a little wake up type slap from Byron broke her hateful concentration, to replace it with jealousy while Byron circled around me and obviously checked out my tits and ass. He glanced at Nora and Sharon, gave a little, knowing smile back in my direction, then tied Malina’s leash on a hook to the wall on my right. He signaled Hayden to join him and together they strode to the two other captured women. Their backs to us, they entered into a quiet dialogue, which left Malina and myself somewhat isolated. At least isolated enough so that I could try some fence mending.

“Mal, I don’t know what happened,” I whispered. “I just wanted to make sure— ”

“Shut up!” Malina’s eyes flashed. “Wanted to make sure? Sure of what? That no one else already knew about your little secret trips to the Leather Heel? Guess what, we did. We all did. How many times did I try asking you about it? And all you did was ignore me.”

Suddenly, certain things, like her really wanting to room with me after graduation, made sense. “Mal, I had no idea—”

“Don’t act stupid! And now, as soon as you found out I invaded your little world you had to follow right along, didn’t you? Had to ‘make sure’ that poor little Mal didn’t do anything to fuck up your little fantasy.”

“No! It wasn’t like that at all. I just thought that maybe you didn’t know—”

“ – what I was getting into? Oh, thanks for the concern. Randi and I finally found out, no thanks to you, and I sure don’t need you looking out for me now. I know exactly—”

“The hell you do!” I hissed back, my turn to get angry. “I got out of the scene. My last night at the Leather Heel, it…it was wonderful. And terrible. When I saw that collar… I couldn’t… And after that little scene in the garden—”

Malina suddenly looked unsure. “What’re you talking about?”

“Oh, c’mon! Byron talked you out of using your safeword. And you acted like a lost puppy.” I imitated her whine. ‘Oh, please, I don’t know, I don’t want this’. That doesn’t sound like someone who knows what she’s getting into. More like a pathetic bitch.”

Malina stood there, eyes now even more ablaze. If she hadn’t been tied up those hands would have ripped me apart. But then she gazed beyond me and I got a very bad feeling. I said, “They’re standing right behind me, aren’t they?”

An evil little smile crooked Malina’s mouth.

I didn’t want to, the last thing I wanted, but I slowly faced front.

Hayden and Byron stood with folded arms. “Now we know,” said Byron. He stepped over to Malina, gently stroked her cheek, cupped a breast. Malina’s soft purr proved I had been betrayed.

“Good work,” Byron said. “I’ll see you get what you deserve.”

“Thank you, master.” Malina looked like she was in heaven.

Oh…my…god. Malina had gone over. Really gone over! When Byron wrapped a soft, cloth blindfold around her head, Malina whimpered a little, but did nothing to shake it away. Meek, mild. And just as meek and mild when Byron untied her leash, led her out, to whatever he felt she “deserved”.

For the moment I was left alone, with Hayden. Again, those eyes bored into mine, and I had trouble meeting them. At last I did.

“I wasn’t sure you belonged here,” he said. “Now I’m sure.”

“I’m…I’m not who you think I am.”

“Aren’t you?”

He grabbed a tit; sudden, savage. Nails dug into my sensitive skin. God, the pain. The…luscious pain. Aw, fuck! Ah. Ahhhh! Hurt. Please, hurt. Nipple pinched and stretched. Yes. Yeeessss. Do it. Do it more. More. Now a hand down the panties. A stab up. On my toes. Up, down, up, down, stab, thrust, thrust. Hot, so hot snatch. Forgotten. Forgotten how much I loved…wanted…needed… Belong, belong here. Mouth on mine, tongue, more thrust, wet, wet, wet, breath, his breath in me. (In me!) Ohhh. Ummmmm.

Panties twisted, pulled, torn. Legs lifted, spreader bar attached to another chain, pussy open, wide open. Wet, dripping, oh, god, want, want, fuck me fuck me!

He did.

I caught only a glimpse of that magnificent cock from when the pants unzipped to it diving between my legs. The tip, the purple head gently brushed over my engorged pussy lips. Fuck, his cock was hot. So hot! I nearly came from the heat alone. First the helmet, then that long, long shaft, thick, pulsing, and hard, hard, hard, I was speared. He had me. And had me like the slave I was and there was nothing, absolutely nothing I could do to stop him. An empty, wet, hot hole, now filled, and all my thoughts, my whole existence came down to one body part. My hands squeezed the chains, my legs twisted in the air. His hips slammed against mine, that cock drilled my cunt, and I cursed my rape, cursed that it would be over way, way too soon.

“Hayden, you fucker! Don’t…you cum. Not yet. Don’t…you…fucking…dare! Fuck me! Fuck meeeeee!” My words rocked in time with the cock’s thrusts, Hayden’s repeated attempts to plunge higher and further. And each time he did. Just when I thought he couldn’t go any deeper he proved he could, and my screams were testimony to anyone who might hear that he did.

“Aw, shhiiiiit!!!!” Faster, now. Faster, faster. Bang, bang, bang. Thrust, push, thrust. Don’t stop, you…you…Don’t…don’t…stop you…“Cocksucker!”

A maniacal laugh bounced off the walls. Only it came not from Hayden.

From me.

Crazy sounds erupted from my throat. Insane. But the relief! At fucking last! All this sex all around me, all these women getting whipped, gagged, raped, and nothing for me until finally, goddam finally –

Another thrust, and another. Hayden was just a fucking engine. I moaned, cried out. Tears ran down the sides of my face. Crying like a baby, then laughter. Cry. Laugh. Blubber. Ha ha ha hahahaha! I couldn’t decide which it was, what I was doing, what I wanted. Wanted. What did I want? Career woman? Fuck slave! (Thrust, pound, thrust, pound. Rape me, rape me!)

Who am I???

Jets. Hot jets of cum shot up my pussy. Ohfuckohfuck. And still he came, an endless stream of male dominance that I had no choice but to receive as a dark gift. I tossed my head back, howled like an animal. And still, Hayden emptied into me; his essence filled my snatch as no one had before, except one at the Lea -

More howls that transformed into a series of screams. My body shook, chains overhead rattled. My eyes shut tight, stars exploded behind the lids and spontaneous convulsions twisted me all around and the room spun. Spittle flew from my mouth. And then, slowly, slowly, it all drained away and left me in a frazzled afterglow.

I opened my eyes, but I couldn’t see. Blind. My orgasm had robbed me of my sight. But no, it was just my head lolled so far back that my eyes were rolled up under the lids. I blinked, strained to adjust.

Swimming into focus, a slick, deflated, but still large cock. Then I floated in darkness and when I regained my sight now there were three bodies.

Hayden. Sharon. Nora.

Both women knelt, arms bound behind them, Hayden’s hands firmly in their hair, as if to force the heads to stay forward. To look. Their faces colorless yet filled with two emotions – shock and jealousy.

“See, ladies. That’s what you should strive for. Then maybe you’ll find a master. But as for this one…”

Hayden tossed the women aside and they landed with collective ‘oomphs’.

His hand slipped under my head, held it up. He stared down at me and his face said one thing – You’re better than that.




Chapter 7

Hardwired

Limp as a wet noodle, Hayden carried me over his shoulder back to my cell of a room. Several other people saw how my tangled hair covered my face like some wild animal finally brought to heel. If they said anything I didn’t hear it, or maybe I did but just couldn’t remember because all my thought was focused on that incredible orgasm. It’s said that the mind is the number one sex organ and, right then, that was only part of me that functioned.

Dumped on the bed, left alone with a porcelain pitcher of water and small cup near the head, it took all my strength just to reach and pour. And once I upended the pitcher the water kept on flowing, over the sides of the cup. No, that wasn’t good. Let go of the pitcher. Oops, crashed to the floor. See the water spread out, like cum from Hayden inside you. Funny. Another, small laugh escaped from my lungs. Yeah, sure is funny. But at least my cup was full. Ha, ha. Cunt was full. Funny again. Ha ha ha! Stop. Not that funny. Drink. Need a drink.

Hands shaking, I managed a sip or two as water dripped off my chin. The cup carefully placed back and the pitcher next to it, I collapsed on my stomach, arm over the side of the cot. Not sleepy, but tired, I just lay there, eyes closed, and listened to the silence until voices just beyond the door brought me back to the here and now.

“She’s had plenty to eat, but she needs rest.” Hayden.

Eleanor. “You’re forgetting just who brought her in to the circuit. She’s mine and I still call the shots. Get her ready.”

Hayden grumbled something in reply and a key turned in the door lock. I rubbed my eyes open and there stood Stana. She smacked her lips. “Time for your real reward, bitch.”

***

Stana wrapped a thin, jeweled leather collar around my neck. Little more than dog costume bling, it hung loosely with a small bell at the front. With all the heavy leather play I had seen so far, it didn’t make sense that this tiny thing was even in their inventory. Little did I know.

Stana tied the ropes tight around my wrists, but not enough so that I lost feeling in the hands. Then she pushed me along, down the same corridors I had trod with Hayden, only now I had no time to admire the wonderful works of art on the walls, or the dire situations of any of the other slaves. If I slowed down to look, a crop came down on my hands, swift as lightning, then across my bare ass.

We wound up back in the solarium. Eleanor and Byron were already there, with Hayden off to the side. A shove from Stana behind me and I fell to the Persian rug, coming pretty close to knocking out a tooth but didn’t, thank goodness, and I struggled to my knees. There were a lot of ropes and other toys spread about the solarium, the familiar chaos of an extended play session, and off in a corner a large blanket that covered a large lump. Sharon? Nora? Whoever it was they were quiet, but the blanket shook just that much, just enough to indicate that they had been put through a long, arduous ordeal. Then a hand sneaked out, small, frail, a woman’s, and placed the palm against the glass. Outside it was still the dead of night, but just by that action, the hand seemed to indicate that whoever was under that blanket would rather had been out there, where it was cold, than in here warming under the lash of the whip. I leaned forward to get a better look at the hand, but Stana had other ideas.

“Stop that! Kneel up straight!” Stana shoved a hand down inside the back of my collar and twisted. The threat of my air supply cut off was more than enough for me to comply and my attention was divided between trying to breathe and the two doms who discussed my immediate fate.

“I admit she’s got potential, but there’s something about this whole plan I still don’t like,” Eleanor said.

Byron gave a small snort. “What’s not to like? The other girls already hate her. And when she’s threatened with punishment, she just falls apart like a house of cards. She’ll be perfect.”

They went on like that for a while, discussing details that I didn’t understand while exhaustion from the previous “reward”, the time of night, and the physical position I was in all added up to my body starting to sag. I started to rest back on my legs but again there was Stana; she wrenched up on the collar and I gasped, tried to suck in air, but couldn’t until I was back upright. Once I regained posture and got enough air I glared up at her, but she only ran a pink, wet tongue slowly along her lips. Brrrr.

Eleanor and Byron didn’t see it, but Hayden did. He crossed his arms and sent a fierce look of his own at Stana. She let up on the collar, just a little, but kept subtly twisting it against my windpipe. Not enough for anyone to notice, but enough to make me hold my breath from time to time. More effective than any gag, Stana kept up with the hateful little game and I couldn’t help but hear her lips smack as Eleanor and Byron continued their debate.

“Look, see that pussy?” Eleanor kicked my knees apart. Her hand shot down between my legs, then came back up and fairly dripped in juice. I was amazed, I had no idea I was that wet. But just that little rub from Eleanor was enough to make me moan. Her pussy juice covered fingers pointed at me in triumph. “There? Hear that? How the fuck is she going to do what we want when just the mere thought of bondage and any kind of discipline makes her useless? It’s like there’s a vibrator all the time up that cunt.”

Byron was unperturbed. “I agree she’s raw, undisciplined. But the potential is there.”

Eleanor casually wiped off her hand on my cheeks. I gasped; the smell of my own juices alone just about sent me over the edge. Now I did feel an internal stir way, way deep inside and, even in spite of the heat generated in the foreplay to my last orgasm, the kind I hadn’t felt in a long time. Not since that night in the basement of the Leather Heel. The way that anonymous stranger beat me down, turned me on, brought me to new heights…and depths. Who was he? I still wondered. But now, like then, I tried to put him out of my mind, which was easy enough because personified pure conceit now stood in front of me.

Hayden placed his hands on his hips with an arrogance that signaled possession, a taking of what was rightfully his. And we both knew it.

I started to cry. Why? At the helplessness, the hopelessness of my situation? Maybe. Of Hayden’s self-assured, cold authority that somehow spoke of an intimate power over me that I had granted to all the doms on the circuit? Perhaps. But whatever the reason the silent tears flowed and caught everyone’s attention. They all reacted; Stana with a tug up on the collar, as if to make me stop, Eleanor’s slow smile that just about said “At last, the bitch is broken.” Byron raised an eyebrow. But Hayden…Hayden’s expression was unreadable. By that I mean there was nothing there. It was as if he didn’t feel anything at all, or he felt too much and fought an inner battle to hide everything. But then, suddenly that changed too, thanks to Byron.

He leaned down and a vicious slap rang across my face, so hard even Eleanor winced. My pussy juices splattered and I spun out of Stana’s grasp to land on my side. I cried out, but quickly cut it off. No. I wasn’t going to give that bastard anything. He may have known which of my buttons to push, but I sure as shit wasn’t going to make it any easier for him. Not that he studied me with anything more than professional interest. But Hayden was different.

His face transformed for just the briefest second, like he would kill, really kill, Byron, but then he reverted back to his unreadable self. With my ears still ringing, my head still spinning, I couldn’t think of what it might have meant beyond that Hayden didn’t like Byron’s methods. And now I was subject to them.

Eleanor gulped. She tried to hide it with a hand placed over her throat, but I caught it. Even for her, the slap from Byron apparently almost was too much. She kept her voice carefully neutral. “Fine. Do what you can,” she said. “But I’ll be watching you, Byron. You can have her for two days.”

“Two days? That isn’t nearly enough time,” Byron protested.

“That’s what you got, until the next move. If this is going to work she needs to be ready by then.”

Byron hesitated. For a moment it seemed he would call off the deal, but then he nodded and stepped back to speak quietly with Hayden.

Eleanor shooed away Stana who reluctantly left the solarium. Stana obviously wanted to stay and at least watch, if not take part in, more of my humiliation, but she obeyed. For the moment it gave Eleanor and me a measure of privacy.

Eleanor squatted. “Now, don’t you let me down,” she said. A hand lightly brushed my sore cheek and I winced. “Now, now. You’ve felt worse before. And it’s going to get worse.”

“But why?” I asked.

“Because we need a poster girl for the circuit, someone to show other potential slaves just how much they have to look to forward to. So Byron is going to convert you.”

“But, why me?”

“Because you can take it. And she can’t.” Eleanor nodded over at the blanket covered bundle and shifted so that I could get a clear look. Hayden and Byron were over there now. Byron bent over, drew back the blanket and said something like “Apollo shouldn’t have any more trouble.”

Naomi. There wasn’t a mark on her, but when the blanket flew up she crouched away from Byron in plain fear. “Kneel,” he said, and Naomi hurriedly complied. “Open,” and Naomi bent backwards, legs spread open to show a ripe, pink pussy. “Ass.” The little blonde thing spun around, on hands and knees with her butt high in the air. Whatever Byron had done, and in so short a time, if there was any fight left in Naomi, it was all gone now. Byron snapped his fingers and Naomi curled back up into a little ball.

Hayden brought Naomi to her feet, the blanket wrapped around her. I thought Naomi would shuffle out, Hayden’s arms around her shoulders, but strangely, she held herself straight and proud and strode out ahead of a quickly following Hayden. As they passed I caught a look from Eleanor that she couldn’t hide. Jealousy? At how easily it was for Byron to turn Naomi into a compliant slave?

Byron’s satisfied smirk was enough to tell me I was right. He brushed his hands lightly together and stood over me. “Now, for my next trick, I’ll need a little help from my lovely assistant, Malina.”

***

To say that Byron gave me his undivided attention whenever I was in his company would be an understatement. He had only forty-eight hours to do whatever he needed to do, and he didn’t waste a second. There were times that I can still remember with such sharp clarity it’s as if I am still living in that moment, and others that are barely recalled. Those hard to remember were like a fading dream, but I know they happened because of some slow healing whip mark or later offhand comment from Byron or Malina. Both of them never gave me an inch of comfort, not even in rest. I say both because Malina, even though she wore a collar, was as much a tormentor as Byron in her own way, sometimes even worse. But it was Byron who set the pace, decided the sweet tortures to inflict while I…couldn’t get enough.

Like when he tied my wrists, crisscrossed, and anchored them almost between my shoulder blades by an elaborate rope harness against my back and wound about my breasts. Normally, that would have been enough, but Byron added another rope connected from my wrists and the harness to a pulley way overhead. Soon my toes bore all my weight and it didn’t take long before my dance started. First, I’d lift up one foot to relieve the building pressure, then the other. Eventually, all my toes were on fire, but if I raised both feet my body sagged into the harness and the cords tightened on my arms, wrists and breasts. Soon my tits stood out even further than when Byron wound them in rope.

I groaned. Tears welled up in my eyes, but I refused to plead for mercy. No. Fuck them! I’d let my tits go purple before I gave them (gave him) any fuckin’ satisfaction. Dimly I knew that Byron circled me, and his boots echoed in the bare, cold chamber. He tied my legs apart, anchored to the floor, so I couldn’t even stand on tiptoes. While he did I stared up at a small window on the far side of the room. On the window’s other side lay freedom in the morning sun. But not for me. It might as well have been a cold night for the all the chance I had of getting away. Still, half in kindness, half in mocking tease the sun managed to cut across the lower half of my legs. Warmth. Warmth that I knew would soon be replaced by another kind from an expertly wielded piece of leather.

Byron shook the whip out, ready to lace up my ass again which had just barely recovered from the last whipping. I pressed my lips together, ready for the inevitable. Then came another groan, but not from me.

Malina crouched in a darkened corner, chained by a collar to the wall. From between her straight hair a pair of bright eyes gleamed out from the shadows. Hands chained together but still free to move, she spread her legs to reveal a recently shaved pussy. Byron had wielded the razor while I was forced to watch, tied and gagged to a chair. Now I couldn’t tear my eyes away while Malina swirled her fingers around tender, wet lips.

Who was this woman that I thought I knew? Just a few days ago she was ready to bolt from the circuit, had even spoken her safeword (which she was talked into taking back), and was now turned into a thing full of lust. What had Byron done to her? And what now would he do to me, to make me crawl like a wanton sex slave, one like Malina who now thrust two fingers inside her wet, gleaming pussy. I tried to look away, as she slowly fucked herself, but I continued to stare at her, fascinated. Three fingers entered her followed by a slow pump, thrust, pump. Well-shaped hips rocked and drool ran down an already wet chin. And I still tried to avert my eyes, but I knew I wouldn’t. Not because I could not, it was very easy to shut my eyelids, turn my head. But fuckable Malina prevented that, with another lick of her fingers, a knowing smile in my direction and swirl between the legs, another self-invasion and thrust, thrust, thrust. Such was her part in my torture. And so I continued to stare, mesmerized, eager for the freedom, the permission, of what she did to herself.

“The need grows, does it not?” Byron said into my ear. His hand ran lightly over my ready-to-pop purple tits that were so tender, so sore, even that gentle act brought forth a moan from deep in my throat. Suddenly, my vision turned fuzzy and Malina’s hideous smile disappeared, but her syncopated grunts, with an occasional gasp, still filled my ears. The back of Byron’s fingers brushed my wet cheeks.

“Hmm. Real or fake?” he said. “Let’s find out.” A sudden blur of a quick moving arm and a sharp crack! split the air in the room.

And my skin.

“Eeeeiiihhh!”

Malina’s pants increased, in frequency and intensity.

“Not yet, honey,” Byron said over his shoulder. “We’re not ready over here.”

Malina moaned.

Swish, crack!

“Ohhh, god!”

Three more cracks of the whip, three more marks that seared each ass cheek and my back. I thrashed in the web of ropes that strained and spread my arms and legs to their limits. Another whip crack and I threw my head back and howled.

“Ahhh ahhh ahhhh ahhhhhh!”

Byron strode around in front. Through a haze of pain and delight I noticed he had changed whips. Instead of the long cracker, he now twisted a shorter, tan colored double-blade. About two feet long and I knew from past experiences its particular specialty.

“I usually hold off on this part, but we only have two days,” Byron said, almost apologetically. “Time for something more intimate.”

He raised an arm.

My thighs exploded in fire.

Past swollen tits and through tears I watched the long red welts rise on the inside of my legs. I thrashed and thrashed, strained at the ropes that held me in this obscene X position, my toes barely off the floor. Byron’s hits were precise and effective in the extreme. My throat turned almost raw with screams that would have awakened the dead, but not even they could help me. No, even though Byron’s whip sent me to the depths of torture, it was myself that shot me to the heights of ecstasy. And I was helpless to prevent either. Byron’s whip lashed out and formed a crisscross of red hot, angry lines up and down my legs while inside my body…inside my cunt…I was equally helpless to stop the mounting fire.

“Ohhh, ohhh, ohh, please. Please!”

Not me. That wasn’t me. Across the room Malina lay slumped against the wall, hand on her pussy, her face contorted in desperate need.

“No, slave,” Byron said, without even looking back.

Crack! Crack!

“Ahhhhh!” Now that was me. “Eeeiiihh!”

Fire. Fire in my cunt. Oh, please, I can’t… I can’t…

“Master, pleeease!” Malina called.

Bryon’s arm flew. Tireless. A machine.

“All right! Allll riiiight!” I cried. More tears covered my cheeks. Snot ran from my nose. “Whatever you want! Just…don’t…stop. I’ll do WHATEVER YOU WANT!”

Then I knew the ugly truth, the truth of just how Malina and Naomi had become slaves. Byron hadn’t really done anything.

I blubbered like a baby.

Byron stayed his arm in mid stroke. He stepped back, full of admiration. “Well, at last. They’re real.”

He turned to Malina. “Now, honey.”

Swish crack!

Malina at last let loose the built up screaming orgasm. In that space she seemed extra loud. But with that last stroke of Byron’s whip Malina wasn’t the only woman there who screamed in orgasmic ecstasy.




Chapter 8

Copper Coins

“Run, girl, run!”

A sharp smack to my ass of flesh on flesh rang in my ears and provided the motivation. As if I needed anymore. When I awoke from the previous session I found myself on a plushly carpeted floor, chained by the neck to Byron’s bed. Otherwise unbound I crept up and peeked over the edge to find Byron and Malina asleep in each others’ arms. I don’t know how much time had passed, as far as I knew it was still the same night, but Byron must have been super confident that he could waste so many hours out of a limited amount and still get me to convert. Yeah, sure. You go right on thinking that, you Dark Bastard.

But then he dangled an irresistible carrot.

“Well, hello, sleepy head.” He sat up, smiling, looking wide awake. “Ready to go on? Do a good job today, show some enthusiasm, and you just might, and I mean, possibly, run into an old friend, one that’ll help you.”

What? What the fuck did he mean by that? I didn’t have any friends around here.

I was fed a quick breakfast, small bowl on the floor, hands cuffed behind. I gulped most of the mush, enough to satisfy Byron anyway, then endured Malina’s too zealous hard wipe of my face. While she did that Byron “dressed” me, gave me my task, then sent me on my way.

I had to find three people, I didn’t know who, and had only until sunrise to do so and report back to Byron. What’s more, he didn’t tell me what to do once I found them, but who’s kidding who here? I had a damn good idea. The little “outfit” Byron put me in left little doubt as to that.

Arms tightly strapped elbow-to-elbow behind me, I raced through the hallways. People saw me coming and dodged out of the way, (well, most people), the exceptions being the doms, especially Apollo. The fucker lounged against the outside edge of a room’s doorway in a narrow passage. He saw me coming, but refused to step inside so I could get by. Whatever he was concerned with was in the room, definitely not outside or with me. I stopped, waited patiently while drool ran down my chin. A dildo gag stuffed my mouth to almost full capacity, so even if I could half-mumble something it wouldn’t make any sense. Another dildo on the outside black leather panel pointed straight out while head harness straps encased my head and partially covered my eyes. Barely able to see, I refused to allow my partial blindness to slow me down and had bumped aside several slaves already. Then I ran into Apollo. Now I had to wait until finally, slowly, Apollo stepped inside the room. The way now cleared, I couldn’t help but linger just a little to discover the object of Apollo’s interest.

Naomi. Of course. Her head laced up tight in a punishment hood, with three square snap on patches that covered both eyes and the mouth. The mouth patch sported a large, round bulge in the center, evidence that the gag she endured (leather ball, dildo or whatever), was just as big as mine. Pale, thin arms stretched tight overhead, fingers uselessly pointed upward in thick, fur-lined leather suspension cuffs. And they needed every inch of their thickness because Apollo had lifted Naomi completely off the floor. Frantically her short legs pumped, like on an invisible bicycle, and her toes stretched down, seeking the floor, anything to relieve the unrelenting pressure on her arms, all to no avail. From inside the hood plaintive mewls floated out.

“You’re going to do anything I tell you tonight, aren’t you?” Apollo said, more an order than a question. “You’ll do it or I’ll put you right back here. And if you think this is bad, just wait.”

Naomi tossed her head back and groaned deep in her throat, a wordless cry that spoke of blissful torture on overload. Apollo grabbed a small, beautiful tit. Two tits. Frantic, Naomi tried to twist of out his grasp. Useless. Absolutely useless. Apollo’s fingers dug in, squeezed the nipples, pinched them out to almost beyond their limits until Naomi’s muffled screams reached a pitch that plainly said “Enough! Stop!” To his small credit, Apollo did, then ripped off the mouth plug patch, three distinctive pops low but clear. The round, thick plug dangled from a fourth snap, shiny with Naomi’s spit. Her lips wet and unmoving, Naomi’s mouth could do nothing when Apollo descended on that inviting opening. Naomi didn’t move, but then she returned his passion, her leather encased head tilting slightly to better receive Apollo’s tongue. He wrapped her in his arms, and still lip-locked, Apollo slapped a tit. Naomi tried to pull back but Apollo’s other hand gripped the back of the leather encased head, kept her right there, and her once thrashing legs now curled around his, rode up to his hips, her crotch now attempting to dry hump the obvious bulge in his pants. Apollo didn’t need to press Naomi’s mouth to his anymore, and soon his hands slid down to his waist. A quick fumbling and a ripe, purple headed cock sprang out, then quickly disappeared into Naomi’s wet hole. A quick, savage thrust. Another. Naomi’s mouth broke away and animal croaks issued from her round mouth as Apollo’s powerful hips thrust and pumped. Naomi responded as her hips moved too, and together they rocked back and forth. The only thing Apollo cared about was pushing that cock higher and deeper inside Naomi, and it was obvious all she wanted was him to never stop. They yelled (He: “You god damn cunt! Give it up!” She: “You fucker! You fuckin’ pathetic cocksucker!”) like two animals that called to each other. At last, Naomi threw her head back, generous saliva dripped from her mouth that looked so much like cum, and screamed a rebel yell. But her hips still ground against his, so hard, so frenzied that it seemed she was raping him. And, at last, as he finally exploded inside Naomi, it was Apollo who hung on to her in exhaustion, Apollo who slid down to a half-crouch, drawing in lungfuls of air, steadying himself against those short, shapely legs of Naomi, who now hung like a limp rag. Apollo’s head rested against a small hip and then one of her legs moved, then the other. They gently rubbed against Apollo’s sagging shoulders, his bowed head.

Yeah. Who raped who? I could have watched them all day, watched if Apollo regained the upper hand.

“Don’t you have to be somewhere?”

Shit. Eleanor.

I spun around. There she stood, not far from the end of the hallway. She slowly approached, her boots making that classic click-clack, click-clack on the hardwood floor. “Learning your lessons well?” she said. “You won’t disappoint me when Byron is finished, will you? Or, maybe you should, just a little, just so I can hang him out to dry.” Eleanor’s gloved hand ran down the stiff dildo, then hooked inside a thin strap of the head harness, and finally ran back around my cheek to rest at the base of my neck. Intimate, short strokes on my skin held me captive more than any amount of leather. “And then, maybe, just maybe, I’ll give you a little treat.”

My eyes widened. Had she and Byron talked to each other? For all their rivalry, they sometimes sure acted in cahoots.

“Oh, that got your attention, didn’t it? A little goal to strive for?” The hand caressed my left tit, while the other pushed my legs apart, found my clit. “Ah, yes. Give you an objective and you go all wet on me, don’t you? Don’t you?”

A shove. Inside me now. Ah. Aaahhhh.

Eleanor leaned in, licked her lips and found my half-closed eyelids, a small, soft kiss here, a kiss there. Her smell, her wondrous smell, was almost intoxicating. And then the hands again, those gloved wonders that fiddled and diddled with my most private of parts: a prod and tease on the clit, a quick pinch on my soaked pussy lips. I moaned behind the gag and slumped against the wall.

“Well, aren’t you just the little slut?” Eleanor said. “And what’s this on your neck?” A now shiny glove played with a little box that hung from my collar. A thin slot at the top was just big enough to receive what I desperately sought.

“Looking for one of these?” Eleanor said and held up a small, featureless copper coin. “Is this why Byron turned you loose?”

Oh, no. Oh, no! She was one of the three!

Another shove, another hard thrust up my pussy and I climbed the wall, on tiptoes now. Aw, aw shit! Her fist! Her whole fist held me captive! Fingers, knuckles flexed inside my cunt.

“Well?” A slow smile from Eleanor. She held up the copper coin and it reflected the dull hallway light. “How many do you need? Or, perhaps more to the point, how bad do you want this one?”

My breath shortened, my vision narrowed until all I knew was that coin, so close to the collar, so close…

Eleanor. “Hmmm?”

I want it. I want it!

“Then…earn…it.”

My breath shortened.

“You know what I want.”

Her hand on the back of my neck reached up and gripped tight on the head harness. Eleanor shoved me down the hallway. Gone was any gentle intimacy, like a puff of smoke, and I knew this first coin I really would have to earn.

On, on we went, past different rooms I hadn’t seen before. Unlike the warm, elegant, tastefully decorated ones I had experienced on my way to the solarium, these were cold and ugly. Some were barely large enough to hold a tear-streaked, clothes ripped apart, bound up woman to a sturdy pole, while others contained three or four poor sluts bent over a set of spanking horses, their collective asses turned a cherry red under an expertly wielded wooden paddle. The cries, the screams from each room only got louder, more frenzied and desperate the further we travelled, (“No. No! Please dooonnnn’t!!!!). I glanced back a couple of times, unable to believe some of the things I saw, and also caught look of rapture on Eleanor’s face.

“Ah. Beautiful, isn’t it?” she said. “But you already know all that. And now, I’m going to get my money’s worth.”

At the end of the hallway she pushed open a door. Like the other rooms its Spartan décor spoke of only one purpose – SM sex. A simple bed sat in the middle of the room with hooks in the frame for spreading out a slave. The door closed and Eleanor almost threw me on the bed, then lazily unbuttoned and shrugged out of her vest. Ample, well-formed breasts dangled above me and came closer as Eleanor also removed her leather pants. Given her lesbo orientation I expected men’s boxers, but she wore soft, blue, bikini panties with a definite wet patch in the bottom center. Hands slid down both hips and there were her pubic hairs curling in her juices, pussy lips ripe and full. She climbed on the bed and slowly, slowly, descended to my breasts, rubbed her pussy over them, like an animal marking its territory, the warm juices smeared all over me. Eleanor’s hips moved, ground nearly up to my chin, then back down almost to my stomach. Eleanor eyes started to glaze over, but she wasn’t totally lost. Not yet.

She leaned forward on her hands, brought her pussy to just above the dildo. “Hmmm. Hmmm. You know what to do, Taren. Ah. Ah, yes. That’s it. Good. Keep going…”

Eleanor’s legs bent on either side of my head. A slight upward push, and I speared her. Eleanor gasped and shuddered. Her hips froze, then started slow, rhythmic thrusts. Just above me her pendulous breasts drooped, almost to my eyes. The nipples hardened, pushing out until they lightly slapped me on the forehead as they swayed back and forth, back and forth. Eleanor crooned, and her sweet, salty juices ran down the dildo, pooled around the base, and eventually worked their way down to the base of my nose, to my exposed chin, then underneath the gag to my separated lips. A drop or two even made its way into my mouth. I almost choked.

“Now, now, none of that,” Eleanor said. “Put your neck into it. Don’t just lie there. C’mon, baby. Let me have it. Give me a good rape.”

I scowled and growled up at her. Lie there? Don’t just lie there? Is that all you can say to me? All right, you bitch! You want a fucking rape? You want a fucking rape???

I pushed up, put everything into it, my neck muscles strained, and drove the dildo all the way to the base. Eleanor stiffened at the impalement and she didn’t gasp now. Oh, no, not a tiny gasp. More like screamed.

“Eeeiiihh! Taren! What the fu-What the fuck…are you doing?!” She barely got out the words before I laid into her again. And again. Like reaming a new asshole, I tore into that cunt!

“Oh, fuck…Oh my god…fuck…fuck!” Eleanor bounced on my cheeks, legs raised partway up and then collapsed as I pushed then relaxed back down. Her juices, free-flowing before, grew to a flood. I squeezed my eyes shut, but couldn’t hold my breath. Fuck, her scent was high! So I did the only thing I could to get relief, I raped her harder.

“Christ! Stop! Stop!”

No way. No way!

“Aw, shit! Awwwww, shiiiittt!”

The orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks. Her face turned red, then quickly paled as a whole body climax tore through her from the pussy right out to the tips of her toes and overhead splayed fingers. She held that semi-crucified position for some seconds, then crumpled like a deck a cards. For a moment I thought she would fall on top and smother me, but at the last instant she slid off to the side and rolled on to her back.

Eleanor didn’t move. Shit! She wasn’t moving at all! Like a dead thing she lay there. I struggled up on my side, nudged her head with the slimy dildo but didn’t get any response. Oh, crap, had I fucked her to death? But then I noticed a little movement in the stomach, then more and more steady breaths. I couldn’t believe it, were all her orgasms like that?

“Hey. Hey, it’s all right.” A weak hand caressed my tit. “I’m okay,” Eleanor said. “Just needed to catch my breath.” She smiled. “Do you always fuck like that?”

Me? She’s the one who passed out!

“If…If that’s how you slave fuck, then why hasn’t anyone collared you?”

Long, sad story, I wanted to say.

“Be careful, or I might just slap one on you. Without asking.”

I pulled back. She wouldn’t!

“Oh, c’mon, Taren. You want it. Admit it.”

I scrambled away. No. No, all I wanted was to go home.

“All right, baby. All right. I know it’s a hard idea to accept. Here.” Eleanor leaned over the side of the bed and from her pants pocket dug out the copper coin. She gently motioned me to approach and I did, slowly. The coin dropped in the collar box and I instantly pulled back.

Eleanor sprawled back out on the bed. “I’d say you deserve a little rest, but you better get going. Tick tock, tick tock.”

***

Yeah, the clock was running. I struggled to my feet and, without any help from a blotto Eleanor, twisted around and managed to open the door. I dashed down the hallway, past the still screaming, crying bitches. Let them beg for mercy! They had the key to their freedom, while I had to chase mine. But then I noticed a lot of them were on the move too. They were getting ready for transport, which meant I had less time to find the other two than I thought.

Fuck. Fuck! Where were they? Who were they? The dildo, still shiny in Eleanor’s juices, seemed like some kind of obscene compass, pointing the way, only it didn’t give any real direction. I ran through the halls, checked out each room – no one, absolutely no one. Just helpless women who planted their feet like a bunch of stubborn mules as their masters and mistresses pulled, slapped, or dragged them along to prepare them for transfer. And none of those god damned doms even gave me a second look! Hey! Here I am! I wanted to shout. Look at me!, but they all brushed me aside. Then Stana suddenly appeared. I don’t know where she came from, and her hands tightly gripped two taut leashes, at the end of each strained a trussed up, yet strongly resisting, whining woman. Maybe she was under orders not to hurt them and, when she saw me doing my bit to attract attention, decided to take out her frustrations on me. Or maybe Stana just wanted to lash out since Eleanor had probably been ignoring her. Either way, she tied off the leashes to a stout doorknob and threw me up against the wall.

Her hands dug deep into my tits, much like Eleanor did. In fact, Stana probably got more than her share Eleanor’s sharp nails and most likely could give lessons of her own on how to use them. “If you don’t get the fuck out of here, I’m going to give you your first blood-letting.”

A quick flick of her wrists, and I screamed behind the gag, sure that Stana tore my skin. But no, when she removed her hands deep, red gouges remained, yet my tits were whole. But, shit, they burned!

Terrified, I slid away on unsteady feet, the single coin jingling in my box as I plodded into a wide room. Somehow I had wound up back in the nicer part of the house. Quiet, without the chaotic fear. The room was decorated like any comfortable den, soft, thick area rugs in muted colors spread over a hardwood floor, plush antique Victorian furniture placed for maximum comfort and interaction. But there were also various “enhancements” just like in the other rooms, enhancements that I would become familiarized with first-hand.

A group of men sprawled here and there, legs stretched out from the chairs and couches, some with their heads thrown back in weariness.

“Crap, another move,” said one, eyes closed. “Why can’t they just stay in one place?”

“Because then it wouldn’t be called the circuit, you idiot,” said another.

None of them were familiar, probably no one I was looking for. One or two tired men glanced my way, then turned back to their rest. I spun on my heel, already half running to another unknown, desperate destination when my hip bumped against a wing-backed red velvet chair. Momentum carried me and I wound up bent forward over the chair’s high back, tits hung on either side of a man’s head. The coin box jingled.

A hand shot up, gripped the box.

“Been looking for you.”

As if he would never let go, the man stood and twisted around, one knee on the chair.

John Q?!

“Little Sister,” he whispered. “I guess it’s true, Lady Eleanor still has you at the end of her leash.”

What the hell was John Q doing here? Then I remembered. The “friend” Byron mentioned that would help me! Of course, it all made sense now. When John sent me to the basement at the Leather Heel he gave me a look…a look that said he was a heavy player too. In all our plays together he never mentioned the circuit; in fact, I had to almost beg him to take me down to the cellar. But just because he didn’t mention the circuit or suggest on his own that I go downstairs didn’t mean he had never been down there, or wasn’t also on the circuit.

“Haven’t seen you like this for a long time,” he said, and brought me around the chair. “A long time. Good thing I found you.”

Thank god I found him too. Maybe he could get me off the circuit. I tried to tell him this, but it just came off as a series of whines through the gag.

“So, is this everything you’d hoped for?” he said, and I sensed a distance in him. “Having fun living out those dark fantasies?”

I shook my head. No and no. But again I couldn’t really say anything, just more whines. Then John said a strange thing.

“Don’t worry, Little Sister. Your true identity is safe with me. Now, let’s get this thing off of you,” he said, and removed the head harness. The straps loosened and fell away. With a soft pop the dildo slid out of my sore mouth and I worked my jaw. My tongue, dried out, greedily licked away the excess saliva from my lips and chin. John turned me around, undid the leather straps and my arms, at last freed, hung numb at my sides. John was too good a dom not to have known they were useless and he began a measured, easy massage on each one and slowly feeling returned. Renewed circulation brought sharp pins and needles and I fell to my knees. With an almost sheer act of will I loosely wrapped them around his legs and I pressed the side of my head against his waist.

“Get me out of here,” I whispered. “Oh, please. Please, take me home.”

John’s body stiffened, as if this was the last thing he expected to hear. He stepped back and, a finger under my chin, brought my eyes up to meet his. “Sure thing,” he said. “Just give me your safeword, Little Sister.”

And then those eyes, those always kind orbs turned cold. Then I remembered. I remembered what he said back at the Leather Heel – “Don’t expect me or anyone else to come rescue you. It doesn’t work like that down there.”

John Q smiled down on me. A sunny smile. One that went well with the sharp pain from the knife in my back. But that wasn’t the least of it. Oh, no. Because the knife twisted as he reached into his pants’ front pocket.

And he held up a copper coin.

“But I guess you want this more, don’t you?” he said.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. In shocked silence I allowed John Q to lead me to the center of the room, in the middle of all those leather clad, jaded men. But as I stood there their cynicism ran off, replaced by a new found curiosity and hunger. And it was John Q, my old friend and protector, who served me up on a platter.

“What’s this, John?” drawled one in a dark red and blue plaid shirt, jeans and cowboy boots. “A little distraction before we go?”

“With those tits, I wouldn’t call her a little distraction,” said another. His head was shaved, and arm muscles bulged out of his short sleeve black t-shirt. Most of the men there snickered at his comment.

“She looks nervous to me,” called out a deep, cultured voice from a darkened corner. He strode forward, a mixed drink in hand and stood behind the couch where Cowboy and baldy sat. “Is that pussy ready?”

John Q reached down between my legs.

“No! Don’t!” I breathed and tried to draw away.

John Q gripped my hair at the back of my head, near the roots, and bent my head back. Way, way back. “You can stop this anytime you want!” he hissed back. “But you’ve already proved you don’t.” His fingers invaded my pussy, a place he had never even come close to before, then held up a huge gob of pussy slime for all those men to see. “You’re worried her cunt isn’t ready? Guess again. And so is her ass and mouth.” Suddenly, I was spun around, bent forward at the waist and my asshole lubricated in my own juices. Then John Q straightened me back up and forced past my teeth a metal ring gag so big I was scared it would permanently lock open my jaw. Even though my hands remained free, John Q employed a small lock so there was no way I could remove it. Next thing I knew I was roughly shoved to the floor and the single copper coin rattled in the collar box. “Go ahead,” said John Q. “Have a nice time.”

“Aren’t you interested?” asked Cowboy.

“John doesn’t swing that way, you dunce,” said Baldy.

“Hey, an asshole is an asshole.”

John Q’s face darkened. “You would know better than me.”

Baldy appeared ready to rush John Q, but the silver-haired man put a firm, restraining hand on Baldy’s shoulder. “Easy. Let’s remember why we’re here. And what we all want.” His gaze lighted upon me. “A hot slave. And one that’s new. I’m going to enjoy this.”

Whatever feud that threatened to erupt fizzled as all attention returned to me. The men gathered round and a forest of big legs cut off any hope of escape. I stared up at them. Tried to tear away the ring gag.

“Now, none of that shit,” said Cowboy. From a back pocket he whipped out three thin pieces of supple leather and turned them into an improvised whip. A boot in the middle of my back forced me on my stomach and my ass not only warmed, but got red hot as the rawhide almost turned my skin raw. My arms flew up behind me, desperate to stop this latest punishment, but Silver Hair grabbed my wrists, wrenched my arms straight past my head. Another set of strong male hands from John Q brought my kicking legs under control too, and I lay there, all stretched out, screaming past the ring gag. I closed my eyes and tears ran down my cheeks, over my drawn back upper lip, their salty, bitter taste in my mouth.

Swishswishswish…Craaacckk! Each thong made a distinctive sound but all landed at the same time. Swishswishswish…Craaacckk! Swishswishswish…Craaacckk!

Oh, god. I…can’t…

I buried my head in the rug. No. No, I don’t want…I want…want…WANT…

The whipping stopped.

“I think she’s enjoying this way too much,” said Silver Hair, the one who held my wrists. “Time for a change.”

Suddenly, I was free. The forest of legs disappeared and I could have bolted, sore ass and all, but I didn’t. No. I…stayed. Right there. Waiting. Not ready at all, but nervous, anxious, and (oh fuck!) eager (?!) for what was next. No! I wanted to get out of there. But first I had to stop my sniffling and hitching, had to dry my eyes so I could see where I was going. Yes, of course, that’s what I had to do first.

John Q beat me to it.

He let go my legs and his fingers dabbed at my tears. “I’ve never seen you cry before,” he said. “No matter what I did, you always held back. Oh, sure, you screamed and cried for mercy, but you refused to let anyone see this side of you. Little Sister, the hardassed bitch. Humph. Not anymore. I guess this place really has been good for you. No wonder you don’t want to leave.”

But I do! I do. Don’t I?

And then, just like that, the quiet moment was gone.

The improvised whip of thongs transformed into tight restraints. Cowboy planted his boots on either side of me and tied them to my crossed wrists, while the other two were wrapped around either ankle, the ends loose. A pair of hands under my upper arms lifted and brought me to my knees near the room’s center. The area carpet was kicked aside and the dominant men tied off the ankle thongs to a leg each of a pair of heavy, padded chairs. My feet spread out wide and already my knees, in contact with the hardwood floor, started to hurt. John Q must have seen me wince because it wasn’t long before he placed a couple thick throw pillows from the couch under my knees. Was I grateful? Yes. But the only reason he did it was that I could stay like that while the men raped my mouth.

John Q stood behind me, his hands wrapped around both sides of my head, and if I tried to turn away, or pull back, he was right there, keeping me well within range of those hard, hot cocks. One after another, they thrust past the ring gag, deep into my forced open mouth. The ring gag gave each man, no matter his size, plenty of room to maneuver. And they all left a good deposit of cum, more than I could possibly swallow, until I started to choke not just on the amount, but the fumes too. I just about passed out from the ammonia, but I hung on. When the fourth cock rammed itself down my throat I went after it like a starving wolf. John Q’s hands fell away behind me, unprepared for my sudden enthusiasm and my head pistoned like an engine. No way would I allow any of these lightweights even guess that I couldn’t take each one of them. The cock exploded and yet more cum filled my mouth, my limit now reached. I bent my head forward, ready to just let it drip all out and stain their pristine hardwood floor.

But then, John Q changed the rules.

He bent me forward, all the way until my brow touched the floor. Oh, the cum spread out alright, but soon I didn’t give a fuck about any stains. Again, John Q’s hand stole another gob of pussy juice, greased my asshole and then another line formed, in back of me.

The first was Cowboy. His boots brushed over the insides of my spread legs and the hot tip of a cock helmet slowly, insistently, pushed past my slimy asshole rim. I couldn’t help it, I clenched. Aw, shit, next thing I expected was a hand to fly against my already sore ass with a shouted command of “Open up, bitch!” Instead, Cowboy moaned. In pleasure.

“Oh, she’s nice and tight,” Cowboy said. “And I’ve had some nice ass. C’mon, girl! Let’s go ridin’!”

A hand did slap my ass now. Oh? So, you wanna play horsey?

And off we went, it took a while for me to loosen up, but when my asshole widened I started to swing. John Q kept my slightly lifted head near the floor, but didn’t stop it from sliding back and forth while I gave Cowboy the ride of his life.

“Yahooo, girl! Now that’s what I call some bronc bustin’! Come on, give it to me! Give it!”

I gave it, all right. That hot cock just about reamed me, but I thrust my hips, pushed back against his, and squeezed, squeezed, squeezed that hard fucker. Soon, Cowboy’s shouts of encouragement changed to grunts of effort, then to pants of near exhaustion, but no way would I let him escape. When he tried to pull out I pushed backwards, as far as I could, and practically sat on that pole. Then, Cowboy gave out another kind of grunt.

Cum firehosed up my ass. Now, I tried to pull away, but Cowboy’s convulsing hands on my hips and John Q’s hand wrapped around my collar stopped that. After having lit the fuse, I endured one massive explosion. I screamed past the ring gag followed by incoherent sobs of ecstatic pleasure. Yes. Yeeessss. It had been so long since someone had raped my ass. The last time was at…the Leather Heel. In the basement.

Cowboy poured into me, and his cum overflowed, ran down to my pussy lips, and I shuddered. Not so much as what was happening on the outside of me, but in my head. The Leather Heel. Always somehow I wound up back there. At the way that anonymous master made me feel that night. How he spread my ass cheeks, stuck me with that long, thick dildo, how I begged that instead I wanted his cock, that hard cock of his shoved up my ass and I screamed for “More more more!”

I got more. That night, and now too. Cowboy’s last amounts trickled out and a larger set of hands stole more pussy juices to spread them around and inside my asshole. Another, fresh cock took up residence. Baldy, I think. His cock felt smaller, but then my asshole was so opened up someone could have shoved a bowling pin up there and I would have hardly felt it. Baldy was energetic as Cowboy, but for this rape I just lay there. John Q’s hands returned, acted as a pillow for my turned head, a cheek in his soft palms, while Baldy put me through my paces. Each savage thrust from him caused cum and saliva to slosh out of sore my mouth. From my pussy, juices splattered on the floor, and the flow only increased as Baldy took a lot longer. Unlike Cowboy, this man knew just how to pace himself to achieve the maximum effect. After what seemed just about the longest fuck I had ever fucked, he shot his wad and I shuddered. Not out of orgasmic bliss, but because it was worth the wait. Baldy’s cum wasn’t like Cowboy’s, no flood poured forth, but more like a smooth river that flowed which no one could stop.

Baldy patted and stroked my back, large gentle hands, then slowly pulled out. My asshole, filled with hot cum just moments before, now felt empty and cold. Just another useless hole. Or was it?

“She’s all yours,” Baldy said.

Who was he talking to? With an effort I looked up. John Q?

“I told you, I’m not interested,” he said.

Baldy shrugged. “Sorry, man. But I swing both ways and I’ve gotta tell ya, that really is one fine piece of ass.”

John Q untied my feet from the chair legs. “That’s not the first time I’ve heard that. And if things were different, hers would be the first piece of female ass I’d want. Now if you gentlemen will give me a moment with the slave?”

Several clump-clumps through the floorboards filled my ear. Soon we were alone. With the thongs John Q tied my ankles and knees together, then rolled me on my side. He held up the copper coin.

“Like I said at the Leather Heel; don’t expect anyone to rescue you.”

The coin dropped in the box.




Chapter 9

The Third Coin

John Q left me there, hands and feet bound, ring gag in the mouth. I didn’t whimper, not even one sound of protest. Mouth swimming in cum, smeared in my own pussy juices, ass wide open. Wrung out, and tossed aside like a limp, wet rag, I was done. Anyone could have just strolled along and untied my legs, raped my ripe pussy and I wouldn’t have cared. Hell, if I could have gotten up the energy I would have begged them to do it.

And I hadn’t felt this good in years.

All the frustrated tension, the anger, that had built up over the years, that I hadn’t even known was there, had just run off. And all it took was a good screw, right? Well, I’ve had screws since I stopped going to the Leather Heel. Good ones too. Only this time I hadn’t really been screwed, and the afterglow had never been so good.

Peace. Calm. The absence of anxiety.

Fear! Like a tidal wave it came on and nearly drowned out all my new found serenity. Almost mind numbing panic. Just like at the Leather Heel. After my tour in the basement that night everything seemed so easy and relaxed. Then the bartender had plunked down the eternity collar, explained what it meant, and like a deer I had bolted, heart beating like hammer. That night, like tonight, I had been used, almost too well, and the way in which I secretly longed. And then offered a chance to not only just experience it again, but to live it!

So I ran away.

Only to wind up here, on the flimsiest of excuses, in the middle of an ever widening pool of cum and pussy juice, in the type of place I had avoided, doing the very thing I tried to deny. And what happened next proved I couldn’t deny it any longer.

A boot on my shoulder turned me over on my back. I opened my eyes, looked straight up. Those boots, the hardwood floor, I should have heard him approach, but I was too wrapped up in my own little turmoil to keep aware of just who now had me in their sights.

Hayden crossed his arms. “God, what a mess. I should make you clean this whole place up, but we don’t have time for that.” He reached down and stood me up on tied together, unsteady feet. A couple of deft moves and the ring gag fell away, clattered on the floor. A damp rag wiped off the crusted excess from my mouth, then my ass. The cloth was cold and a chill ran up my spine, but not because of the cloth. What the hell did Hayden want? Did he have the third coin? And how quickly could I satisfy him and get it dropped in my box?

Hayden threw me over his shoulder. Like a sack of potatoes he carried me through the house, past all the hurrying slaves, masters and mistresses.

Except a keen-eyed Apollo.

“Where are you taking this one?” he said. “Eleanor wants her.”

“I’ll take care of it,” Hayden growled back. “You just take care of your shit. Like there’s a mess that needs cleaning back in the den.”

“Fine. It’ll make a good last minute punishment for those two sluts Sharon and Nora. Only…” Apollo hesitated.

“Only what?” Hayden sounded impatient.

“You better give this one to me. Eleanor wants her familiar in the van.”

Apollo’s hands clasped my hips to relieve Hayden of his burden, but Hayden stepped back. “I said I’ll take care of it.” He reached into a pocket and extracted a copper coin. The third coin. Apollo nodded in acknowledgement. “Now get going,” Hayden said. “If you don’t make sure Sharon and Nora leave that room sparkling clean, then I’ll make sure they aren’t on the van. Do you get my drift?”

A shocked silence. “You’d just leave them behind?”

“Make sure that I don’t. Besides, what better punishment than to leave two willing slaves behind? They sure as hell don’t want that.”

No. They sure didn’t. Nor me.

There. I had done it. This was me. The ropes, the gags, the whips, the hopefully gentle yet firm as iron master who ordered me to please him. Little did I know how quickly I was to be tested.

Apollo ran off to engage in his latest act of consensual torture and Hayden shifted me a little on his shoulder with a firm spank on my ass. I squealed at the sharp slap.

“Oh, so you’re still awake back there? Just keep that mouth shut. Unless, of course, you want a gag.”

“No. No, sir.” My mouth was still sore from the ring gag.

“Humph. We’ll see about that.”

With that we moved off. The chaos of the move faded away. Hayden’s boots echoed in a deserted hallway, then on gravel as he carried me outside. Where were we? A gate swung open and with a start I realized we were on the street! I glanced around. High fences or walls stood on either side to block a casual passersby view of what probably were posh estates, much like the one we had just exited. Definitely a high rent district. Deserted too, but for how long? Blithely, like he did this every day, Hayden just strolled down the road, then popped a trunk on a white car, an Impala. He shoved aside a large, black bag, then carefully deposited me within.

“What’s going on?” I demanded. “I’m Eleanor’s familiar. I’m supposed to watch —””

“So you do want a gag.”

“N-No.”

“Don’t lie to me. You did it before and I won’t stand for it again.”

He unzipped the bag, full of leather toys. I think I caught the gleam of steel too. Hayden rummaged around. “Here, this’ll do it.”

A head harness surrounded my head. Hayden was quick to force the thick, leather plug past my weakened jaw. He adjusted the straps, just so, that they partially impaired my vision, then buckled them all tight in back. Hayden also untied my ankles and hands, but not for long, tying them back together in fur-lined leather cuffs. Two more pairs for my thighs and upper arms took me back to complete helplessness, but Hayden also cinched a stout strap from my wrists to the ankles, then shortened it so that I lay in a full on hogtie.

“Now, let’s just see how much of a slave you really are.” The trunk slammed shut.

***

It was just before sunset when Hayden dumped me in the trunk. I heard Hayden’s boots and felt him climbing into the car. A short peel of rubber and I rolled a little onto my side as the car sped away.

I could tell Hayden was taking the turns fast, almost too fast. Like he was running from something, or perhaps racing from one point to another. Occasionally the car stopped, and the bleed from the brake lights cast me in a dim glow. Other cars idled around us, then their engines revved in conjunction with ours, but we always left them far behind. Soon, we were alone on a smooth glide along some stretch of road. I pretty much settled myself down for a long ride when we started to slow down. Then Hayden let out a single curse word. The car slowed, then stopped.

A pair of feet scraped across the road’s tarmac.

“License and insurance, please.”

A cop!

Still. Stay absolutely still. This was what Hayden mentioned about seeing how much of a slave I was. The other guy wasn’t really a cop, but Hayden and the other doms on the circuit wanted me to struggle, to make a noise and have the “cop” open the trunk. Then I would have failed “the test”, and been in line for another punishment.

Well, fuck them. John Q had said that no one was coming to my rescue. And no way was I going to play their twisted game.

Quiet. Just stay quiet.

Silence. Then -

“You know why I stopped you, right? You rolled through a stop sign about two miles back there.”

“Sorry, man. Didn’t see it.” Hayden sounded calm, which was different when most people get pulled over by a cop. Yeah, just as I thought. A fucking SM game.

Another pause.

“Say, don’t I know you?” said the cop.

“Maybe,” Hayden said. “I’m a reserve deputy. They usually call me in for search parties.”

“Right, right. Yeah, I remember you now. You’re that real kinky guy, aren’t you?”

“Guilty as charged.”

“Uh-huh.” Another pause. “Look, I’m not going to give you a citation, just watch out. You never know when a drunk is coming, and chances are he won’t stop. So, where are you headed?”

“Oh, just to my cabin in the hills. A little kinky r & r.”

The cop laughed. “What? You got a woman tied up in the trunk?”

“Oh, yeah, right. You wanna see?”

“Get out of here, you nut.”

Hayden laughed too. Soon, a motorcycle started up and roared past us.

“Whoo, shit, that was fun,” Hayden called back to me, still laughing. “If he wanted to look in the trunk…” The laughter died away. “Just lay there quiet now. We’ve still got a ways to go.”

That was a cop? For real! I started to thrash around, make some kind of noise. Too late. The cop was gone.

John Q was wrong. Someone had arrived to rescue me. Only I didn’t want to play into what I thought was another SM game, courtesy of the circuit. Crap, these people had gotten me so twisted around, I didn’t know what was real anymore! So in the end, I had gamed myself. Goddammit. Goddammit! I ‘mmmphhed’ and rolled around in frustration.

“Hey!” Hayden called. “Knock it off back there! Don’t make me stop the car.”

I did as told. I was a slave, yes. But that didn’t mean I wanted another punishment.

***

Hayden wasn’t kidding about taking a long time to get wherever we were going. Gradually the car consistently tilted upwards, then leveled out somewhat. Then we slowed and the tires scrunched over what only could be a gravel road. We stopped.

Gone was the warm desert air, replaced by a cooler temp that proved we were up in the mountains. I lay there in a slight chill, expecting Hayden to yank me out of the trunk. Instead, his footsteps disappeared into the distance.

What the fuck now? He had me. I couldn’t do anything to stop him from doing…whatever. Why not just lift me out and get on with it? Maybe he had to “prepare” a few things in the cabin. Like a suspension bar or some other tool of pleasurable torture. But the way Hayden drove wasn’t like someone who had all the time in the world. So, what the hell was going on? I soon found out.

Hayden’s returning boots were accompanied by another set of footsteps shorter in gait. A woman? Eleanor? No, Eleanor’s strides were long and definite. The cadences to these were somehow more tentative.

“You know, I really don’t have time for this. I’ve got students coming over tonight.”

Definitely a woman.

“You haven’t seen what I’ve got,” Hayden said.

“Oh, I can guess what you’ve got tucked away in that trunk. Another little slut who wants to experience the ‘real thing’. I swear, Hayden, if it weren’t for the fact that you trained me all those years ago—”

“—you’d still be a miserable housewife in suburbia. No need to thank me, Jill. And I know you also don’t want to stay a dom who just scrapes by on the edge of the circuit.”

“What’re you talking about? Wait, are you saying those pussies want me to join their little group?”

“No. Something better.”

Keys jangled. The trunk popped open. A whiff of resin competed with that of leather which pressed tight into my face.

I had to squeeze my eyes shut against the glare of the trunk light. Eventually I opened them and, just beyond the glow, were two vague shapes. The woman leaned forward, but remained shrouded in shadow.

“My, god, that’s – ”

“Yeah, I know,” Hayden quickly said. “Those idiots on the circuit have no idea who’ve they got. But never mind that now.”

The two shapes withdrew back in the darkness. Hayden spoke low and fast while Jill gave a couple of exclamations, as if she couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

Then silence. They walked back to the car.

“Well, how about it…partner?”

Another silence. Crickets chirped. Finally, from Jill…

“Yes. Oh, what the fuck am I saying? Not just yes. Hell, yes!”

Jill hurriedly loosed the hogtie strap, then she and Hayden clutched at my arms and legs. With speed they lifted me out of the trunk and Hayden disappeared back in the cabin. Jill’s delicate finger brushed back wisps of my hair and tucked them under the head harness.

“You know, the way you ran out of the Leather Heel that night, everyone was sure you’d never be seen again.”

Huh? She was at the Leather Heel? The way Jill continued to talk as she led me inside said – yes.

“…way would I let someone like you just disappear. But then I wasn’t the only one who fell in love with you that night.”

What? Fell…in love?

We reached a set of double-planked stairs that led up to a deck. The wooden steps creaked under our feet.

“Of course, you scared a lot of people too,” Jill said. “They hadn’t seen such a depth of submission, ever. Most people couldn’t handle it. I guess you were too real. But, then, some of us are. You reminded me of myself when I first went to the Leather Heel and hooked up with Hayden.”

We stopped on the top step and, in the porch light I finally got a good look at her.

Short, dark hair parted in the middle, pressed tight lips, as if she wanted to let out a suppressed tension of emotion, but rigidly held it in check, as if it all might suddenly burst forth in a combined flood of anger and passion. Yet, her face was still pretty. Maybe, if she relaxed, some would call her beautiful.

A hand shot up, grabbed my right tit. Nails dug in and I was suddenly reminded of the woman who had virtually kidnapped me, who had set me on this glaring path of self-examination.

“Lady Eleanor had no idea what she had when you walked back down to that basement,” Jill said. “I do. And I’m going to enjoy every minute of it.”

***

Jill allowed me to rest and my aching muscles thanked her. A long bath, followed by a quick, but deep massage of my shoulders and arms, then a period stretched out on the couch started to make me feel somewhat normal. The last thing I saw before falling asleep was Jill bent over a laptop, typing furiously, muttering something about sending out a mass e-mail, then scribbling numbers on small scraps of paper.

Like back at the circuit, I didn’t know how long I slept. It could have been a full day, could have been an hour. With a gentle nudge, almost a caress, Jill roused me and tied me up again, not in a stringent hogtie this time, but to a wooden, square pole set solidly in the back third of the combined kitchen-living room. Through the open door a cool breeze wafted over my bare body which gave rise to goose bumps everywhere. Jill saw them too, but she mistook them for something else.

“Now, don’t be nervous. I’ll be right here the whole time. And you’re going to be good, aren’t you?” she said, more like a threat than a request. “Show them what a real slave is like.”

She kissed me, a soft, pliant tongue in my mouth followed by equally soft wadding. Then a white cleave gag, knotted in the middle, split my lips. Jill tied it off in back.

“There, now aren’t you pretty? Oh, yes, you are.” She pinched my cheek.

Jill backed away, then folded up the labels and dropped them all into a large plastic bowl. Yet she hardly took her eyes off me. It was as if she still couldn’t believe her good fortune, as if my being there wasn’t real. Of course, what the reality was and wasn’t I found out were two different things. But I didn’t discover that until much, much later.

Soon more cars drove up, followed by distant sounds of nervous laughter. Unlike the robes on the circuit, the “students” that showed up at Jill’s cabin didn’t bother to hide their faces. Maybe they were too powerful, too rich, or too old to care, or maybe they were so young and naïve that they didn’t think anyone would make trouble if this part of their sex life came out. They knew each other, old friends, getting reacquainted. Jill greeted them all outside on the deck while I waited inside, alone. I had no idea where Hayden had gone.

“So, what’s up for tonight?” some woman asked. She sounded mature, but I could see only part of the back of her head with dark auburn hair. “Who’re you going to pick as the lucky sub tonight?”

Eagerness. She wanted that role.

“Oh, this time we’re doing things a little different,” Jill replied. “Just go inside. You’ll see what I mean.”

They sure did. Their eyes widened when they got a look at me. Some were intrigued, but most were shocked. But not at my nudity or that I was tied up.

The laughter and light talk quickly died away. A couple of scowls formed. “What the hell is this?” demanded a man, older than most there, but still robust. “This is supposed to be a private group and if anyone new wants in then we all have say yes.”

Agreeing murmurs swept the crowd which numbered about twenty and was just about equally divided between the sexes. Jill just shut the door, soft and easy, and strode past them all to stand beside me.

“She’s not applying to join this old group,” Jill said. “I was lucky enough to get this slave at the last minute. Call tonight a graduation of sorts.”

“What? For her?” said the auburn-haired woman.

“No. You.” Jill pointed at them. “This group has gone just as far as it can in its present form. Time for the next step.”

“And what’s that?” asked the man.

“Pass the test tonight, all of you, and find out. But as for this one here…” Jill affectionately patted one of my tits. “You might call her our first charter member for the new group.”

Confused looks from everyone, but suddenly I knew just what the hell was going on.

Charter member? Oh, really? We’ll just see about that!

Apparently my reaction was transparent enough that Jill knew exactly what I was thinking.

She leaned in to me and whispered. “That’s right, honey. We’re the one going to give a circuit a run for its money. And you’ll join us. That is, if you know what’s good for you.”

***

Jill drew everyone in a huddle, talking low so I couldn’t hear. I noticed all the women wore dresses, either zippered or buttoned at the front. The men were all in suits and ties. Some of the group snickered while Jill spoke, their reactions obviously at my expense, while most stole glances my way (from the men – sadistic: from the women – intense envy). Eventually the group dispersed, some going to an already opened, long, low chest set under a window and withdrawing different types of whips or other gleaming devices of torture, while others set me up in a hard, wooden chair. A couple of the larger men held me in place while Jill roped me down, ankles brought back and tied up near the tops of the chair’s back legs. Knees wide, arms up and over the chair’s back, wrists crossed. A large, round hole in the seat made my pussy available to anyone who wanted to finger it, and everybody did. If I wasn’t wet before, I soon turned that way as they all stooped to withdraw a single piece of paper from the plastic bowl set underneath the chair, then shoved a finger up my twat. The women took more time to poke around, and pushed up further inside, than the men. I couldn’t look at them as my shame, my humiliation almost overwhelmed me. It wasn’t like I hadn’t played in public before, but mostly that was when I was blindfolded and could pretend there wasn’t anyone else watching or I wore a mask as part of the scene. This time though, there wasn’t any blindfold, or masks. So I closed my eyes, again pretending I was alone. Oh, I heard their comments, their taunts (“Wow, she’s tight and wet!”), but tried to block them out. It worked, for the most part. Except for one man. The last one.

“Open your eyes.”

I squeezed them shut even tighter.

“Open them!” A hand slapped my face. Hard.

That did it. Bells rang, my head twisted to the side, and I saw the wooden floor spin. The same hand that slapped me back to reality slowly lifted my head by the chin. Through blurry eyes I attempted to stare back at the man who had brought me here.

Hayden wore a leather hood, not a punishment hood, but the kind usually worn by a hard ass dom. His face was covered, out of everyone there, the only one hidden, but I recognized him, knew that hard hand, that vile voice. “You’re going to do everything I command,” he said. “Got that?”

I just stared back at those narrowed, cold eyes, captivated. God, how easily could I get lost in them.

“All right,” Hayden said, turning to the others. “Who’s got number one?”

The mature, auburn-haired woman stepped forward, a cruel smirk on her lips. In one hand she held up a paper with “1” written on it, in the other a long, rubber spiked dildo.

Hayden grabbed and inspected the dildo. “Nice length, not too long, not too short. These tiny rubber spikes are a good touch.” He tweaked a couple, testing their flexibility.

“It’s from my personal collection,” the woman said. “I figured if I can’t have it tonight, why let it go to waste?”

Hayden ceased his inspection and gave her a level stare. A hand reached out, easily unbuttoned and parted her dress at the crotch. “Where do you usually put it?”

The woman’s smirk disappeared. She tried to back away but Hayden’s arm shot out. His hand squeezed her by the back of the neck.

“Our dungeon master asked you a question, Cathryn,” Jill said with an edge of steel. “Answer it.”

“Unless you just…play…at this sort of thing,” Hayden said.

Cathryn’s pretty face deepened to a shade of red that almost matched her hair. “I don’t fake this shit,” she said.

“You were supposed to pick from the trunk or bring something that represents your fantasy,” Hayden said. He held the dildo up in front of her. “Are you really this tame?”

“No…No,” Cathryn said, trying to back away some more.

“Really? So, you’re not wasting my time, or wasting everyone else’s?” Hayden asked, sarcasm plain.

Cathryn didn’t answer.

Hayden shook the dildo in front of her. “I ought to shove this up your own ass!”

Cathryn’s face froze in shock.

“Grab her arms!”

Two suited men, one of them the robust, older man, stepped forward, and did as Hayden commanded.

“No. No!” Cathryn tried to shake free, but the strong men pinned her arms in back. Releasing her neck, Hayden tore her dress apart. Buttons popped and dropped unheeded to the wooden floor.

“You just shove this in your pussy, don’t you?” Hayden said, holding the dildo right in front of her nose.

Cathryn’s eye’s were crossed, as if she couldn’t see anything else.

“Yeah, that’s all you do, you little twat,” Hayden said. “Alone in your bed, where no one else can see you. Well, if you’re gonna join this group, those days are over.” Hayden handed off the dildo to Jill. His hands spread Cathryn’s legs wide.

Her eyes filled with terror. “No. Stop,” she whispered.

“That sounds less and less convincing,” Hayden said.

Cathryn’s breaths were short. “Please.”

“All right,” Hayden said.

His fist twisted her panties. A loud rip. Hayden balled them up and shoved them in Cathryn’s open mouth. With the two men’s help Hayden then tore off the bra and wrapped it tight around Cathryn’s lower head, her eyes nearly bugging out, thus sealing the panties inside. He spun her around and with a handy roll of duct tape handed to him by Jill, crossed her wrists and secured those too, the loud tear of the tape a counterpoint to Cathryn’s moans and sudden squeals from behind the gag as the tape got tighter and tighter. Hayden gave her an almost casual toss by the arm and Cathryn landed on her stomach in front of me.

“She said ‘Please’,” Hayden said to everyone and grabbed a now greased up dildo back from Jill. “What she left out was ‘Shove this where I can’t’.”

Hayden straddled her stomach underneath and brought her up to a bent forward position, her head almost touching the floor.

“Nuummpph! Nuumph!” I think she was still trying to say “No!”

“This is how you can expect to be treated in this group. You’re just a slave. A little hot, randy slut.” Hayden spread Cathryn’s ass cheeks.

“Urrg! Urrrggg!”

The dildo slid in. No trouble at all.

“Now, isn’t that a surprise?” Hayden said. “The way you acted your asshole should have been a little tighter. But maybe that’s not the first time you’ve had something shoved up there, and a lot bigger too.”

Cathryn whimpered.

Hayden rolled her to her side, surprisingly gentle. He leaned down, stroked her head, pushed aside some stray locks of hair. He said something to her that only the two of them could hear. Then ever-ready Jill handed him a leather chastity belt and he drew the straps tight between Cathryn’s ass cheeks and glistening, engorged pussy lips.

“Who’s got number two?” Hayden barked out.

The robust, older man, one of the two men who had held Cathryn’s arms came forward.

“I don’t see any rope or leather in your hands,” Hayden said. “What did you bring to show your fantasy?”

“Just this,” the man said. He reached into his inside coat pocket and tossed a small photo to the floor.

It was Cathryn.

Cathryn focused on the image. Her eyes got even wider as they flicked back up to the robust man.

“About time you admitted it, Franklin,” Jill said. “I’ve been watching you two dance around each other for months.”

“All right, then,” Hayden said. “A little honesty at last. Claim her then, Franklin. She’s yours. Only don’t rape her right away. Tell her all the nasty things you’re going to do to her, and also tell her of how you’re going make a perfect life for her, and not just as a slave.”

“I’ve been waiting years for this day,” Franklin said. “I know exactly how I’m going to rape and love her.”

Franklin picked up Cathryn, threw her over his shoulder and carried her outside. Through a window I watched him tie Cathryn into a strappado, arms high overhead in back. Bent into an extreme forward position, hair hanging down to almost cover her face, Cathryn had no choice but to endure and listen as Franklin stated his vows of dominance. She cried, but not just from the pain.

“Okay, who’s next?” Hayden thundered. “Bring me something like Cathryn did, something that we all know isn’t your top fantasy, and you’ll suffer the same fate. I won’t use it on the slave here,” he pointed at me, “I’ll use it on you. Because for this group to survive, you’ll need trust.” He looked right at me. “Trust and honesty.” Those cold eyes pierced me again.

Hayden turned away. “Who’s next?”

It was another woman. Big doe eyes, straight blonde hair. Maybe my age, perhaps a little older. But she didn’t give Hayden the soft suede cat o’ nine tails she already held in her hands. Instead, she scurried back to the chest and extracted a blade knotted quirt.

Hayden said, “Now we’re talking.”




Chapter 10

Tormented Decision

Hayden hadn’t forgotten about me. Oh, no, far from it.

He used on me the beautifully obscene tools selected by the now in-full-possession-of-the-fear-of-god people who more than anything wanted in to this new “group”. One man-woman couple selected a pair of not your usual tit clips. The ends were round, flat pieces that pressed my nipples in a vise and adjusted to an even worse tension. Hayden set them on me, then allowed the couple to tighten one each, squeezing my nipples so hard I thought they would bleed. Through my tear-filled eyes I could see the man’s and woman’s growing sadism. When my first tear spilled out the man’s malicious hunger was sated, but the woman’s was nowhere near satisfied.

“All right, that’s good,” Hayden said.

“But I was just getting started,” protested the woman. She appeared in her late thirties, with chestnut brown hair that fell straight down and tended to sway over a pair of breasts with deep cleavage. She started to tighten the nipple clips again. “The little slut can take some more.”

“You want to prolong her torture? Then stop right there,” Hayden said. “Tighten those clips any further and she’ll suffer more, but not as long as you’d want.”

“Really? I hadn’t thought about that. And I really love crying.” The woman smiled and dabbed at one of my tears.

Her companion, a tall man, maybe a little bit younger than the woman, drew her back. “C’mon, Anna,” he said. “You can watch from over here, through your own tears.” His hand suddenly stabbed up her crotch, squeezed it tight, and led Anna away without letting go.

“Robert!” Anna gasped. Their mutual fantasies now revealed, Anna and Robert got an approving nod from Hayden. They were in.

The rest all paraded by, like a cruel court come to pay homage to their masochistic queen, with Hayden as lord high chamberlain. One husband and wife team employed a short, short single-tail and turned the inside of my thighs black and blue. Another woman crawled underneath the chair and sucked my wet, wet pussy while, under Hayden’s strict supervision, the man removed my gag to test breath control techniques, a hand pressed on either side of my neck. Air rattled through my throat while the woman below smacked her lips and swallowed my abundant juices. Yet another set of charter members.

On and on it went. A woman slapped my face until my cheeks turned numb. A man untied me from the chair, stood me in a strappado position, then hoisted me up until only my toes touched the floor. A butch women couple added weights to the nipple clips, then switched a thin bamboo cane across my ass cheeks. The red hot stripes formed and rose like the sexual tension in the cabin, ready to explode.

Finally, finally, everyone had taken their shot. My body numb, my throat raw from screaming, eyes all cried out and burning, I thought at last I would be allowed to just crawl off to a corner, left alone in my pain and humiliation. And it seemed things were headed in that direction. Jill removed the latest bonds placed on me, a full on body harness and blindfold, and Hayden’s hand grabbed my collar to lead me away, but he was stopped.

“Just a second,” Robert said. “Are either of you going to be a member of this group?”

Jill blinked. “Of course.”

A few of the “students” (ha, students no longer!) glanced at each other, as if to gather courage.

Robert and Anna stepped forward. Anna hung at Robert’s side for support, as if she couldn’t stand on her own after the way he’d punished her pussy, but she was awake and aware. “Then you have to do what we did. Show us your fantasies.”

Jill and Hayden looked once at each other. Hayden nodded. “It’s only fair,” he said.

A sudden jerk of his arm and Hayden threw me to the floor. The sudden violence caught more than a few by surprise, me not the least. Jill was all over me, roughly tying my hands in back, like I was a newly caught victim. Hayden stuck a penis gag in my mouth while another dildo stuck out the other side to quiver in space.

They switched places. Jill lay down in front, her legs spread, her shiny pussy open, the lips pink and puffy. Hayden grabbed my hips, yanked my butt up in the air and pushed wide my sore, marked up, legs.

They fucking raped me.

Hayden’s cock drove up my pussy, then my butthole while I was forced to plunge the penis gag deeper and deeper into Jill’s twat. No one spoke, the only sound my gagged squeals, Hayden’s hoarse grunts, Jill’s breathy pants as I was made to satisfy like some cold object, a tool for their dark ecstasy. Jill’s hands gripped my head, her fingers wrapped in my hair, while I got intimately acquainted with her pussy and distinctive scent. Hayden’s unflagging cock tore into my own cunt, reamed my asshole, then switched easily between the two while he ground his hips against mine.

And I couldn’t do anything to stop it.

And I didn’t want to.

Oh, fuck! What the hell was happening to me? Just days ago I had a “normal” job, lived a “normal” life. I thought all those wild nights at the Leather Heel were long gone. But the seed was still there, inside me, just waiting for the right kind of water to sprinkle and flower again. And as I was raped, used by these two virtual strangers, I knew then that I would never be rid of it, nor did I ever want to suppress it again. This is who I am. This is me. Yes, yes, I admitted to myself again, I was a masochistic slave.

My body tensed. Oh, shit! Not now. Too soon!

The fastest, hardest orgasm I ever experienced tore through me. Wave after wave of undulating pain/pleasure threatened to rip me apart, burst out from deep inside and spew all over these so-called new experts of SM. You want pain? You want pleasure? You want SEX? Then get a load of this you fucking posers!

“Oh…my…god…” Anna said. Her muted statement filled the room.

Hayden came, magnificent and manly, pouring all his hot, hot seed into my ass. And I moaned, closed my eyes. Oh, ah, yes. Oh, god, yes. I hadn’t felt cum like that since…but then Jill exploded, her own orgasm seemingly an outpouring of all the built up tension from everyone in the room. “Take me! Fuck me!” she screeched. “Oh, god! You’re beautiful! Beautiful!” Jill’s arms and legs pounded the floor. She screamed again, full of rapture, pure rapture, then lay splayed out.

Pin drop silence.

Hayden shoved me aside, and I lay on the floor, his cum leaking out down my ass, Jill’s pussy juices dribbling from the dildo. Everyone just stared at us. Hayden got up, didn’t bother tucking his shiny cock back into pants. No one could take their eyes off of him, especially the women. A few stole furtive glances down to his cock while the men ogled Jill. Hayden helped her up, supported Jill on unsteady feet and together they stood before them. All he said was, “Well?”

It was Anna who answered for them all, her voice raspy with awe. “Welcome…ahem…Welcome to the group.”

***

At last, I got to rest.

Oh, not for long, of course. Hayden laid me down on the cot and I curled up in a shiver of cold afterglow, but soon after that, after the next meeting date was agreed to at someone’s rambling mansion, Hayden sat down next to me.

“I didn’t think you had it in you,” he said, softly stroking my head. “I thought you were all just show and no go.”

“Wha…What’re y-you t-t-talking…about?” I curled up even tighter, eager for, yet afraid of those hands and what they had done to me, of what they would make me do. “I…I don’t…”

“Don’t play dumb with me!” Hayden hissed, and grabbed my hair. “You really don’t want to be here? Fine. Just let me hear your safeword.”

So there it was. It all came back to that. The safeword. Not mine, but someone else’s. Someone who I thought I knew, but turned out to be just as much a stranger to me as I was to myself.

Hayden leaned down, fire in his eyes that bordered on hatred. What? What had I done to him?

“Yeah, I thought so,” he said. “Just another little cock tease. You make out like this is what you want, but when someone offers you the real deal, you run away. Fucking little cunt.” Hayden roughly let me go and my head bounced on the thin mattress. He sprang off the cot, and gave me a short, disgusted wave of his hand, as if to say “I’m done with you”.

What the hell was this? I had just helped him and Jill get a group started that was supposed to rival the so-called “circuit”, and this is all the thanks I get? “You son of a bitch!” I yelled.

There weren’t many people left. Anna and Robert, Cathryn and Franklin. They froze. Jill’s eyes got very wide.

Hayden turned casually back around to me. “What did you say?”

“You heard me!” I shouted. “No one calls me a cock tease cunt!”

Like a wildcat, I jumped at Hayden, teeth bared, nails extended. And I would have gotten him too, raked his face, gone after his balls, only as I flew through the air Hayden managed to duck aside at the last moment and I sailed past. As it was I got a hold of his shirt and tore a couple of buttons away, even scratched a line or two across his shoulder, but then everyone else, who had been rooted in place, suddenly got into action. Multiple hands brought me down, pinned me to the floor while I struggled to get free.

“I’ll fucking kill you!” I screamed. “I hate you! I hate you!”

“Shit. Is she always like this?” asked Franklin.

“That’s none of your business,” Hayden answered. “Just hold her down.”

Leather cuffs encircled my wrists and ankles, then were connected by cold steel locks supplied by Jill. I kicked, twisted for all I was worth, but there were too many of them. There were always too many!

A sea of faces loomed overhead, filled with everything from dark desire to selfish empathy. They held me in their vise-like grips, the men’s hands confident and secure that there wasn’t anything I could do to break their grip, while the women’s nails dug into my skin, fingers tight, afraid that my struggles might enflame some masochistic virus, infect them, and make them demand just as much rough treatment as I now endured.

“Let me go! Let me go!” I screamed.

“Fuck. I don’t think she’s kidding,” Robert said. His grip started to loosen.

“Don’t let her up!” Hayden fairly shouted. “She just needs to calm down. And I’ve got what she needs right here.”

An inflatable dildo gag hung from his hands. Someone pinched my nose, but I refused to open my mouth. No, I could hold out! I’d show them. But they had all night, while I had to breathe. All they had to was wait, and when I opened my mouth they had me, shoving the limp, rubber balloon past my lips. I tried to shake it out, tried to fight, but the advantage lay all with them. And all they had to do was just wait. God damn doms.

But it wasn’t all their way (his way). Somehow, my tongue pushed out the balloon, and then, after the way Hayden insulted me, how I so fucking-hated-him-with-all-my-guts, there wasn’t any way I was just going to wait while they shoved it back inside.

I spit at him. And boy, did I ever hit the target! A nice, white gob smacked him just below the right eye. He jerked back, amazed at what just happened.

“Whoa,” Robert said.

“God damn it, hold her still!” Hayden yelled.

I spit again, only this time it got him in the middle of his palm as his large, meaty hand clamped over my mouth.

“Maybe you’re not so much a teaser, after all,” he said.

“Oock Uuccker!” I tried to say.

“Nope. I was wrong. You are.”

The gag invaded my mouth, Hayden’s fingers pushing it all the way in, then his wet hand over my lips this time made sure it stayed there. Then the pumping started and the balloon grew and grew, shoved my jaw wide open, pushed deep down onto the back of my tongue and against the inside of my cheeks. My eyes bulged but Hayden pumped it a few more times, just like the fucker he was. He tapped the outside of my cheeks, nodded at their firmness, then drew a pillow case hood over my head.

They all picked me up, carried me outside, threw me into Hayden’s trunk. I kicked at anything, everything. The empty air, the hard metal walls, the roughly carpeted trunk floor. Not until Hayden’s strong hands put me into a stringent hogtie did I stop. And even then I still rolled around and screamed inside the hood.

They talked about me and it only made me angrier. Dumb bitch! I imagined them saying. If she doesn’t want to be here, then just say so! She needs to make up her mind. Stop giving off mixed signals.

Goddamn it! I didn’t want to be here. Not…Not with him! And he knew it too. Only Hayden acted like he didn’t know. And did everything he could to make me suffer even more. Why? Why did he hate me so much? What had I done to him?

The trunk slammed shut and again I was left alone with my thoughts in darkness. On the drive, (much longer this time) I went over every little thing, each time we had spoken, each time we casually crossed each other’s path at the Palm Spring’s house, at the Eagle’s Nest in the Hollywood Hills, even when I was made Eleanor’s familiar before the van transport to try to find out what, what I had done to make him act like this to me. Nothing. I had nothing.

But I soon found out something about myself.

Eventually, the car stopped. Hayden popped the trunk, tore off the pillowcase hood and stared down at me. Behind his vaguely outlined head the fingertips of dawn just barely reached across a clear sky. He untied me and deflated the pump gag. I sighed in relief, grateful that all my muscles had a chance to relax, if only for a little while.

“Here.” Hayden threw a scrunched up dress down on me. “Put it on. Hurry. I’m hungry and you probably are too.”

I glanced around, making sure no one else was nearby. We were in a parking lot, broken and potholed tarmac everywhere, a motel that obviously had seen better days surrounding us on three sides. Toward the open part that led back to the highway was the manager’s office, a neon “No vacancy” sign flickering like it was on its last legs, and just opposite that in the driveway through to the motel units was a small diner. Occupied by rough looking men, two harried waitresses did what they could to fill orders.

“Hurry up!” Hayden urged. “I can hear your stomach growling from here.”

“Just give me a minute, all right, you fucker? Fuck, you’d think—”

A hand belted me across the face. I landed on my back in the trunk.

“Don’t ever use language like that again,” Hayden calmly said. “It may be fine with other doms, but my slave doesn’t curse.”

My vision swam, but I refused to rub my face. “It’s…It’sss not like I havvven’t called you that…befffore,” I slurred.

“And that’s the last time you ever will. Now move.”

I got out. The sorry excuse for a dress hung from thin straps, just barely came to the bottom of my crotch, and gave no support at all for my tits. In fact, it didn’t take much of a stretch at all to see that the dress did little to hide my hardening nipples. Hayden threw down a pair of slip-on sandals which I automatically stepped into, and I shuffled alongside him, his hand on my arm. A small booth in a back corner next to the restrooms was the only space open, and Hayden took the side with his back to the restroom wall while I sat opposite, my own back to the other customers. After a few minutes one of the harried waitresses scurried over and dropped on the table some cheap cutlery in thin, rolled up paper napkins.

“What’ll ya have,” she said, pen already out and writing.

“Couple of scrambled eggs, hash browns, sausage and coffee,” Hayden said.

“And you?” the waitress said to me, not even looking up.

“The same,” Hayden quickly said.

Now she did look up. Her pen stopped writing. “Honey, are you all right?”

“She’s fine,” Hayden said. “Just get us our food.”

“Now just a minute, shithead, she’s got a bruise—”

“She’s fine.” Hayden turned to me. “Go ahead. Tell her.”

I couldn’t look at the waitress. Couldn’t face that accusing stare of “How could you let this happen to you?”

“I’m fine,” I said. “Really.”

The waitress retreated, came back soon with our food which she gently placed in front of me and just about threw down at Hayden. The food was laced in grease, but the smell set my mouth watering. I picked up my fork.

“Don’t,” Hayden said.

My hand dropped back to the table.

He ate, and not until he had his second cup of coffee was I allowed to touch any food. He went to the bathroom and I munched the cold meal in silence, but not for long. When Hayden came back out he didn’t sit down.

“Took them long enough,” he muttered, looking outside.

A sheriff’s car rolled up. Unlike with the motorcycle cop, I didn’t fool myself this time. This was no SM game now. Hayden strode out, was stopped by a pair of deputies. One stayed with him while the other came back to the table.

“Ma’am,” he said, touching the brim of his straw cowboy hat. “Is there something you want to tell me?”

This was it. Everything was in place. My best chance.

“No,” I said.

A pause. “What about that bruise on your cheek? How’d you get that?”

“Just clumsy, I guess.”

The deputy leaned down. “Y’know, now’s your chance to really get that bastard. Get him where he lives.”

I still didn’t say anything. The deputy hovered, then placed a business card on the table. “You call if you change your mind.”

I finished eating. After the deputies left and Hayden returned I still didn’t say anything. And I still didn’t talk when Hayden sat me shotgun in the car.

Get him where he lives. That sounded like a good plan.

***

Choke. That’s what some people might have said about me. You had your chance to get away. Hayden had left you alone, the cops were there. It was perfect. And you choked.

Only…Hayden left me alone. Deliberately. And if I had squealed he would have been arrested, and then probably post bail and be on his merry way, while I…would go back to my old life. Probably with round after round of useless court-ordered therapy. But none of that would have gotten me what I wanted. Yes, one part of me wanted out of the circuit, but for now, I wanted revenge. And I couldn’t get that from the outside looking in.

Hayden drove like a maniac. Wherever we were going, he wanted to get there, fast. At first I was nervous, but as he demonstrated exceptional driving skills I slumped down in the seat. At one point I fell asleep and my dreams were dark and troubled. In one a hand extended an eternity collar, wrapped it around my neck and I began to choke. My hands tore at it but there was no give. I couldn’t breathe! And then Hayden stepped out of a darkened corner, his face filled with rage and hatred. Again I tried to figure out why this man felt this way. Desperately I searched my past, anything to give me a clue. If I found the answer then maybe, maybe I might breathe easy again. Frantic, my hands pulled at the collar and my thoughts raced. What? What was the connection? Nothing. I had nothing. Breathe. Can’t breathe!

I wakened to sniff a definite salt tang. I gasped and air filled my lungs. But still my thoughts centered on Hayden. There he was, behind the wheel. In charge and taking us – where? You’ll find out soon enough. And stay calm. Bring air in through the nose. Nice and easy. See, that isn’t so hard. No matter what he throws at you, you’ve proven you can handle it. You’ll still win, no matter where he takes you. But where the fuck were we?

Expensive homes again. Some dotted on hillsides, others nestled in deep groves. It was near sunset and that salt tang got even stronger.

The car stopped. Right in the middle of a narrow road. Without a word Hayden got out, pulled me from the front seat, ripped off the slutty dress and threw me back into the trunk. Cuffed, hogtied, and blindfolded with the pillowcase. Again.

“It’s not far,” he said. “But since you’re awake it’s not a good idea to let you know exactly where we are.” He slapped my ass once. The hood slammed shut.

Left alone with my thoughts again. God, what a sadist! I haven’t had torment like this since the Leather Heel. Since… Since…

And then the thought was pushed right out. Not through my fault, but because the car stopped. The trunk popped open. Hands sat me up; the pillowcase hood was ripped away.

“Where have you two been?” Eleanor. And not sounding too pleased. Not at all.

Hayden came around back to the trunk, but instead of the mean hardass dom, he acted like a kid with his hand caught in the cookie jar.

Eleanor crossed her arms. “You both know you’re in a lot of trouble.”

I don’t know what they did to Hayden, but I sure found out what they planned for me.

***

Stana took control. She leashed me up, led me through a cutting in a tall hedge, then down a sharply manicured grass path. Off in the distance waves crashed on shore. Palm trees all around shone in the moon’s soft glow. To the right, about twenty yards away, party noises and music blasted from a large, stucco house with Spanish-Moorish arches and a red tile roof. Some people spilled out on to a veranda, laughing, whooping it up, obviously drunk or high. Stana pulled me down to my knees in the deep shadows of a palm frond.

“Think you’re so smart, just taking off with Hayden like that,” Stana hissed. “You missed the move entirely! And I had to be Eleanor’s familiar. Don’t think I’m ever going to forget that.”

“It wasn’t my fault!” I said. “He just took me away, told Apollo that it was all right.”

“If you didn’t want to go, then why didn’t you use your safeword?” Stana snapped back. “Huh? You act like you don’t want any of this, but you always seem to not mention that one little thing.”

“That’s because I don’t know what it is!”

“Yeah, I’ve heard that story before, Randi. Or is it Taren?”

“Fu—” I almost cursed, but stopped myself. (Not because I was afraid of Stana acting like a familiar and snitching back on me, but because he had forbidden it.) Instead I jerked back on the leash. “I wasn’t kidding then, and I’m not now. Eleanor got the wrong slave!”

Stana backed off a little, then pulled me forward by the leash, until we were almost nose to nose. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

Get him where he lives. “I mean it. I’m not who you think I am.” Quickly I outlined my trip to the Leather Heel, meeting Eleanor, and how everything just snowballed from there. “And the one chance I thought I had of someone believing me, you, just basically told me that it didn’t matter.”

Stana looked deep into my eyes. “Yeah? And why should I believe you now? Give me something.”

What could I tell her? If I just kept on insisting that I wasn’t Randi that sure wouldn’t break any new ground. What did I have? What could I tell Stana? I opened my mouth but nothing came out.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” Stana said. “Fucking liar. Just wait ‘til I get that bit in your mouth.”

She stepped out in to the moonlight and I stumbled along. We rounded a large boulder and there stood a two passenger pony cart. Little Naomi was already hooked up to it, complete with horse tack and head plume. Little bells dangled from a pair of nipple clips while horse blinds were folded over her eyes and both ears filled with earbuds, connected to an audio player clipped to a waist belt. As Stana stood me next her and began to hitch me up to the pony cart I heard several things coming from Naomi. One was from the earbuds of Apollo’s voice whispering over and over again “You are a ponygirl, you are a ponygirl”. Another was a faint buzz from the crotch area. The last was a constant stream of whimpers.

“I don’t have time to get you into character, like Naomi,” Stana said. “But that shouldn’t be too much of a problem for you, right, Taren?” Then she laughed.

Stana was an expert with the ponygirl tack. In like two seconds it draped my body, encircled my breasts and waist, buckled everywhere. Nipple clamps bit into my flesh, bells for each one just like Naomi’s. Then knee high, spiked-heeled boots zipped up both legs.

“I can’t run in these!” I said. “Why can’t I have boots like Naomi?” Hers were flat ankle tops.

“Because you piss me off!” Stana said. “You say that you don’t want to be here, but you act like you do. That’s why.” She squatted down and started to grease up the butt and vagina plugs for their particular holes.

The party up on the veranda got louder. Eleanor now strolled amongst them, dressed in the same dom outfit that I met her in at the Leather Heel. She said something which was followed by agreeing shouts from the partiers of “Pony! Pony!”

“Y’know, you might be telling the truth, or you might be lying just to get back in good with Eleanor,” Stana said.

“I’m not lying. I’m no – uhhh!” The butt plug found its home. I needed something, some kind of proof that Stana could check out and know I wasn’t Randi.

My roommate, Randi. No make that roommates. Neither of whom cared that I…

And then, round a corner came Malina.

Byron had her at the end of his leash, her arms bound, legs encased in a leather hobble skirt so Malina was forced to half walk, half hop in a struggle to keep up with Byron’s arrogant stride. They disappeared round a potted plant corner. A bright light that spilled just back around the corner illuminated a tiny patch of green which hinted at a rich, vibrant lawn that awaited the cavorting of ponygirls. Apollo’s voice floated back announcing to all that Byron’s slave, Malina, alone was worth the price of admission to join the circuit.

Twang. My ticket out off the circuit, right under my nose all the time. Malina.

“You know,” Stana said, still busy adjusting all my pony tack, “I should take you out of all this get up, because if you were speaking the truth before about who you really are, then it’s hands off and a ticket straight home.” She pushed the butt plug up deeper.

“Oh, oh, god!”

“And if all this doesn’t turn you on, then what’s with this?” She held up a hand, smeared in my free-flowing pussy juices.

“Please. Ahh!” I gasped for breath. “Ask Malina.”

The party crowd started to descend from the veranda and formed a conga-like line on the stairs. Unlike in Palm Springs or before that in Hollywood, this group didn’t wear robes and were much more active. Again that same mix of power and naiveté exuded from them as also at the cabin in the woods. Several of the revelers swung their hips and shouted out a beat: “Da, da-da-da, ponygirls. Da, da-da-da, ponygirls” as they reached and spread out on the wide green lawn with plenty of room for a ponygirl show.

Stana grabbed the front of my collar. “What’s this about Malina? Talk!”

As fast as I could I explained that we were roommates, sorority sisters. Malina would vouch that I wasn’t Randi and, therefore, not a willing participant in all these bondage games.

Stana’s hand on my collar shoved me backwards. She shook her head. “Now you’re just making up shit.”

“And what if I’m not?” I gasped. “You want to take that chance? All you have to do is ask Malina.”

“Easier said than done,” Stana snorted. “Byron doesn’t let anyone near that piece of ass. And as for your disappearance with Hayden, we all thought he just wanted a little private pussy. Not like a dom hasn’t done that before.” Stana’s gaze fixed on Eleanor who was now laying the ground rules for interactions with the ponygirls. “But if it’s really true, then…” She trailed off and her expression turned dark. “But it’s too late to stop all this now.”

“No! Please, I don’t want…ahh, ahh, ahhhhh!” The vagina plug entered me. A quick flick of a switch on the other side of the crotch strap and I received a constant vibration to match Naomi’s.

I bit my lip. Oh, shit, already I was on the way to orgasm.

“Just play your part, and we’ll talk later.” Naomi pushed a thick, rubber bit past my lips, buried it deep so that the sides of my mouth were pushed so far back as to show almost all my teeth. I began to salivate immediately.

“There now, see? That’s what I’m talking about,” Stana said. “You say ‘No, no, no’, but you so easily accepted the bit. You’re a fucking mess.”

Eleanor called for us.

Stana didn’t move, head bowed, like she had to come to a fast decision. “All right, I’ll do what I can,” she said. “But if I find out your lying—” Her hands squeezed my breasts, nails dug in deep.

“Aaarggg!” was all I could say in reaction. My legs buckled, but not from the new pain, but how my first orgasm of the night hit me like a freight train. All I wanted to do was curl forward on my knees, stay there while waves of hard pained pleasure took me away from all this. But soon a long whip laced my back and didn’t stop until I struggled back to my feet. Through a red-filled haze I glanced at Naomi, horse-blinds off now, earbuds out, but her legs quivered just like mine as Stana drove us mercilessly to the green sward and the amazed, shocked and more than eager party crowd.




Chapter 11

Little Sister

Stana drove us a couple of times across the wide lawn. Turn and about. Back and forth. Naomi set the pace, much more rested than me and those flat boots much easier on her feet than the spike-heeled torture set on mine.

“Yah, yah!” Stana called. A long dressage whip, soft and feathery at its end which made the growing number of welts all that much worse, cracked against our collective backs and asses. Naomi squealed through the bit. I just grunted. That’s all I could manage, due to how wiped out I felt after what happened with Hayden.

Hayden. The very thought of that man seared my gut. Fucking bastard! I’d get him! Suddenly, I found the energy to not only keep up with Naomi, but also set the pace. The greatest motivator in the world fueled my new get-up-and-go: Revenge. Once Stana confirmed I had told her the truth about how that fucker and Jill were going to form a group in competition of the circuit he wouldn’t know what him. He would get bounced for sure, at the very least. Yeah, I’d get him, all right. I just hoped they would let me watch.

“Taren,” Stana called out. “Taren! Get your head in the game, girl. Pay attention!” The reins on my bit pulled back on the right and I belatedly realized I needed to turn to the left. Naomi had taken the order readily enough, but she couldn’t turn the cart on her own, not with me in the way and ignoring orders.

“Taren! Yah, yah!” Swish, crack! Crack, crack!

“IIIOOOHHH!” I yelled through the bit. The whip lit new fires across my butt cheeks. Fuck, those stung! Wrenched back to reality I got with the program and, now working together, Naomi and I completed the turn. A few more strides and Stana halted us with a soft “Whoa” in front of the shocked and amazed party crowd.

Eleanor stepped out in front of them, long riding crop in hand. “These are ponygirls. Don’t try talking to them, they won’t talk back. Not if they know what’s good for them.” Eleanor threw a look our way, especially at me, and flexed her crop. “But they will respond to certain commands which we’ll get into later. Right now, I invite you to give them a closer inspection. You may touch them. A good, soft pat or gentle rub usually gets a positive reaction.”

The crowd hung back, apparently intimidated by our ponygirl gear. Eleanor coaxed a likely candidate from the group, a well-dressed woman with more than her share of bling who held a long-stemmed cocktail glass. “Go ahead,” Eleanor said. “You’re our hostess. They’ve both got bits in their mouths, so it’s not like they can bite you. Go on, check out their flanks.”

A trembling hand reached out. Fingers tentatively stroked across the bare skin of my thigh. I snorted at the touch, but otherwise held still.

“There, see?” Eleanor said. “Nothing quite like it, is there?”

“No,” said the woman, getting bolder with each passing moment. “Nothing at all.”

She stroked my legs, waist, stomach, neck and face. Lastly she touched my breasts. She bounced each a little and the bells jingled in the still, warm air. “Oh, this is wonderful,” she breathed. “Just wonderful.”

Others now approached. Naomi got a good pat down while my own strokes also continued from the strangers. And they all were fascinated by the ponygirl tack, how tight it fit us, how it was connected to the cart, the little bells that hung from our tits, but most of all, the crotch straps and what they held inside us.

“What’s that sound?” the elegant, yet also tipsy woman said. She leaned down and swayed a little, the alcohol doing its job. Her hand pressed against the flat of my stomach steadied her from falling. “Oh my god. You’ve got them vibed up?” She straightened and stood back, looking directly at me. “Honey, how do you stand there and take it?”

“They won’t answer you, Helen,” Eleanor said to the tipsy woman, now with a trace of annoyance. “They are highly motivated, well disciplined ponygirls. They can take a lot.” Eleanor smacked a crop across Naomi’s ass. “In place!”

Naomi high-stepped and her knees reached almost up to the hanging bells, the vibrator’s buzz now easily heard. From the corner of my eye I could see Naomi’s shoulders shake as the vibrator kept at its relentless job. Thank god I didn’t have to strut too.

Oh oh. Spoke too soon.

Eleanor smacked the crop against my ass. “Taren, in place.”

My knees matched Naomi’s. I hadn’t trained as a ponygirl, but I had seen it done often enough to know what Eleanor demanded. Aw, fuck. The static movement of high-stepping just made it that much harder to endure the vibrator. I had nearly forgotten it during our little prance across the lawn, filled with my thoughts of vengeance, but now I couldn’t ignore it. Soon, not only my shoulders quaked, but a lot of other parts too.

Then Naomi went down, and I went with her. Eyes closed, the bit allowing only the simplest of noises, she had no choice but to just allow the orgasm to roll through her, take her to embarrassing depths and heights of pleasure. I knelt beside her, again glad for a brief moment that I had already climaxed, but then another orgasm hit me, with all the suddenness and force of an unseen tornado. I almost doubled over, shaking, shaking uncontrollably, unable to stop the overwhelming natural cycle. God damn! Why would I ever want to go back to my empty drab apartment and leave behind these outrageous orgasms?

Side by side we gasped for breath. Slowly, slowly our hearts stilled. Eleanor ordered us back up and we complied on shaking legs, another orgasm already building in both of us. But Eleanor reached down and switched off the vibrators. Thank god, one part of me said, while another shouted Don’t stop!

“Do they do anything else?” Helen said. I knew that tone. She was hoping to get one of us alone.

Eleanor caught it too, but ignored the inference. “Why, yes, they do.” She turned to the crowd in general. “Who wants to go for a pony ride?”

They were like a bunch of little kids. A few even said “Me! Me!”

“All right,” Eleanor said. I could swear she almost laughed. “But just one at time. Line up over there.” She pointed with her crop to the edge of the grass near the stairs. Everyone rushed over, eager for their chance to drive (I mean, whip) the ponygirls. Everyone got in line, that is, except for Helen.

“Helen, get in line,” Eleanor said. “There’s plenty of time for you to sample the ponygirls.”

“I’m first,” Helen said. “Or have you forgotten who’s hostess here?”

“How can I when you keep reminding everyone?” Eleanor said. “Look, we’re grateful you allowed us into your home, but there’s such a thing as taking advantage. Or maybe you need someone to remind you of something?” The crop swung out and smacked Helen’s butt.

Helen jumped. Her face turned scarlet. “You’re going to get a lot of new members tonight,” she hissed. “I’ve done my part. And if you ever want to be invited back I expect a little more respect.”

“All right, fine,” Eleanor said. “But I don’t think that’s what you want.” Helen’s eyes flashed but Eleanor turned away to face the eager line of faces. “Your gracious hostess has volunteered to go first. Now watch, learn from her…abilities…and you’ll enjoy your turn in the driver’s seat even more.”

I’m not sure anyone caught the veiled insult, they were all too eager to get behind the two ponygirls and have at them. Including Helen.

Helen just about bounced into the pony cart seat, drink still in hand. She grabbed the whip from Stana and swished it past my ears and ass. I almost flinched but commanded myself to hold still. No way would I give that bitch satisfaction.

“Giddyup! C’mon, let’s go!” Helen shouted. She grabbed the reins and shook them. “Yah, yah!”

Nothing. Naomi and I held our ground.

“Why aren’t they going?” Helen said, petulant.

“You’re doing it wrong,” Eleanor said. She dismissed Stana who ran off into the night, hopefully to check out my story. Meanwhile, Eleanor kept her manner neutral, but already her patience had almost run out. She snatched the reins and whip. “This is how it’s done.”

Swish! Crack! Then again. Swish! Crack!

Naomi and I jumped.

“Move!” Eleanor shouted and shook the reins.

We bolted away, at last able to respond to a language we understood. Our feet pounded the turf, bells rang from our tits and we took Helen on the ride of her life.

“I love it! Love it!” she called out. “Wuu huuu! Ponygirls. Where can I get one?”

“Are you sure you want one? Or maybe take the bit yourself?” Eleanor taunted.

Helen didn’t answer. Through a gentle guide on the reins Eleanor made us traverse the green sward in a big oval, then a figure eight before stopping us at the original starting point. Without a word Helen jumped off. And while Eleanor methodically took the others for their rides and cracked the whip against Naomi’s and mine collective asses, I couldn’t help but notice how Helen stood apart from the rest. Her gaze drilled us. And when at last everyone had their turn and Eleanor tied our reins off to a thin tree at the edge of the grass and left us alone, Helen snuck over and ran her hands over our sweaty bodies.

She didn’t say anything, but those hands trembled again, this time with suppressed excitement.

“Oh, just look at you,” she said to me. “What’s it like? It must be great, running around naked all the time, the wind in your hair. Just so simple and free.”

A hand roamed across my back, over all the straps that held my arms tight behind me, down to the crotch strap that cut between my ass cheeks. She found the lump of the butt plug, pressed it higher into my hole. I grunted.

“Ummm, that must feel nice,” Helen said. “So big, so long. And then there’s this too.”

She reached forward, switched on the vibrator.

I closed my eyes and moaned.

“You know, when I was girl I always wanted a pony, and now I’ve got not only one but two,” Helen said. She cupped our breasts and the bells softly tinkled.

Out of the corners of our eyes Naomi and I exchanged looks. Right then we both knew Eleanor’s guess was close to the mark; Helen didn’t so much as want to hold the whip, but to feel it across her own ass. Instead of adjusting the bit on a ponygirl, she longed for its taste. The way her fingers ran lightly over my bit and the head harness only confirmed that. Then someone wondered where Helen had gone too and she took that as her cue to disappear back into the shadows, sneak back to the party with no one the wiser.

And my vibrator still hummed.

I tried to turn it off, but my wrists were crossed and pressed tight against the small of my back, no way for me to reach down there. I tried to ask Naomi to kind of twist around and grope near my pussy, to find the switch and turn it off, but she would have to work blind since her hands were tied off in back too, and besides all that, my grunts were not what anyone would call literate. Naomi just stared at me as I quaked, then was forced to follow me as I sank to one knee, then the other. The vibrator’s mono-tune of ecstasy sang inside me, and there was nothing I could do to stop the approaching chorus.

First orgasm. Check. I bent forward, brow scrunched in a combination of rapture/relief.

Just mere minutes later, another. This time not only doubled forward, eyes closed shut in bliss and pain, but a guttural cry that matched well with my animalistic get-up.

And then more, more, more. The dreadful, primitive chorus hit high notes I rarely achieved, only this song was ultimately empty as there was no one here to share. Naomi hardly counted as she had done nothing to help me reach these heights. What I wanted was a master, someone who would hold me in his arms, soothe my shudders while at the same time insisting, demanding I do more, I could do better.

“You haven’t even started yet.”

Hayden. He was here?

Through narrow eye slits I spied a dim figure in the weak light. His silhouette against the yard lamps reminded me of another time as I lay bound and gagged in a car trunk, the smell of pine and resin mixed with leather in my nostrils. Yet, now all I could smell was sex.

He stood over me, hands in his pants pockets with a huge bulge between them I knew well. “When you’re ready for your real life, let me know, Little Sister.”

Now other voices. Eleanor arguing with Helen and what did he call me???

Orgasm. Oh, no. No! I needed to ask Hayden about and then I was Cumming, I’m cumming, oh god, I can’t, no more!

Hayden stood in the dark, his shape, his voice, little more than a waking dream while the vibrator just goes on and on and on…

It stopped. At last, blessed relief. I collapsed on the ground, as much as the pony gear would allow. A large, rough male hand caressed my contorted cheeks, wiped away my tears, then was gone.

Slowly my breaths evened out. Little Sister. He said it. Sweat on my skin evaporated, steam rose up to the night. The argument between Eleanor and Helen grew in intensity but I couldn’t make any sense of it, just another background noise that intruded on my brief moment of serenity and internal turmoil.

I struggled to my knees and remained there, Naomi beside me while one final word cut off the debate between Eleanor and Helen: “Cunt!” Who said it I don’t know, but soon Eleanor was in front of us, her face livid.

“All right, Taren!” she said, full of hatred. “Let’s just see how much real punishment you can take.”

***

Inside the house Eleanor forced me down on a firm, wooden frame. A thick piece of plywood supported my back and shoulders, while my ass hung off a wooden ledge and my legs dangled. I stared at the ceiling, bit still in my mouth, butt plug and the now dormant vibrator deep inside me while Eleanor cuffed my wrists and ankles apart but didn’t overdo it. I lifted my head above my outstretched arms and found a system of ropes and pulleys that ran along the bottom edge of the sturdy wood frame to a hand crank beyond my loosely suspended feet.

“You can all guess the purpose of this device,” Eleanor said. Once again she was controlled, calm, but I knew that dominant rage broiled just under the surface, needing only the slightest excuse, the least irritation to set it loose once more. I also knew Eleanor wasn’t angry so much at me, but since I was the closest thing to a family dog, I was the one who would get kicked.

“It looks like a rape rack,” Helen said.

Eleanor shot her a nasty look. “Yes, but that’s not its only use. After a while on this even the most timid slave begs to confess.” She turned her venomous gaze on me.

Confess? What the hell was she up to? Did Stana tell her about the Malina? Was this her way of making sure I spoke the truth?

“This hot little thing is all primed,” Eleanor said to the crowd. “She may act prudish on the outside, but inside…she’s just a slut.” She unbuckled the crotch strap and slowly pulled out the butt plug and vibrator with a couple of soft plops. From my vantage point the vibrator glistened and fairly dripped in my juices. I couldn’t see the butt plug but the sudden, cold air up my anus left no doubt I was wide open down there too. Everyone crowded around my feet to get a look, most of them with expressions from astonishment to outright lust and everything in between. A few of the women and most of the men backed away, not out of any sense of decency, but due to their own wanton needs. Confronted with a situation that they had only fantasized about, they were more than a little intimidated and needed to take a step back. But a select few of them were fascinated, staring up my wet cunt and asshole, at the butt plug and shiny vibrator, and my helplessness.

“Oh, she’s hot, all right,” Eleanor said. “But we can still have a little more foreplay fun with her.”

She let fall the crotch strap and it dangled in space, hung off the edge of the wooden board. Eleanor stepped outside the frame and turned the crank.

Click. Click click.

My legs started to lift and spread.

Click click click click.

Already the strain ran up from my ankles, through the calves, thighs and hips. My ankles spread out wide, wider, widest, and still they got further and further apart.

Click click click.

“Errggg!” I tossed my head, pulled uselessly at the cuffs that enclosed my wrists. No. No more!

Click…Click…CLICK.

I couldn’t move my legs at all, not even to thrash. My toes pointed like a ballerina’s, fingers waved around like a bug’s legs turned on its back, everything strung tight like piano wire. Eleanor stepped to the side of the rack, ran her gloved hand over my taut leg muscles, glided through pubic hairs, teased my cunt then drew a lazy circle on my flat stomach in pussy juice. The hand and the rest of her continued up, over my left breast, squeezed and pinched a soft nipple, then rested on my chin. She turned my head to face her.

“You’re going to cum for me,” Eleanor said. “Cum and cum and cum. Only that’s the last thing you’re going to want to do. Because when you do, and you will, you’re going to get this.”

She lifted up from the floor a small box with attached wires.

My eyes bugged out.

“Oh, now don’t think you can’t handle it,” Eleanor said, all syrupy. “After that little private jaunt you had with Hayden, you more than ready for this.” Then she leaned in to me and whispered. “And besides, if I can’t use it on that bitch Helen, then at least I’m going to use it on you.”

Yeah. Family dog.

Eleanor didn’t take long hooking me up. Small, white sticky pads were slapped on the inside of my thighs, on either side just outside my cunt, the soles of my feet. Eleanor considered putting two more on each nipple, and I screamed bloody murder through the gag, begging her in mushed words not to, and she relented. But then she attached a couple of clover leaf nipple clamps. I screamed again as she squeezed them tight on the tits.

“You didn’t think you’d get away without them, did you?” she said, genuinely amused. “You know better than that.”

No, I didn’t. I didn’t! I thought maybe, maybe she just might show a little mercy. But who the fuck was I kidding? Eleanor was a sadist, through and through, and I…was a masochist. Eleanor probably felt if she didn’t do everything she could to make me suffer, then she wasn’t doing her job, and thereby disappoint me.

Right now I was anything but dissatisfied. In fact, I wished Eleanor would disappoint me because all I wanted was to rest. The long drive, pulling the pony cart, and now this rape rack bit?! Yeah, I was a little spent. But the strain on my legs and arms, the wide-eyed novices that couldn’t look away from me like you couldn’t look away from a car wreck, kept me more than awake. Almost blatantly high.

The Submissive’s High.

I had seen it in others, maybe experienced it once in the Leather Heel’s basement, but now there was no doubt. As Eleanor adjusted the nipple clamps, tugged at the light chain that connected them, I soared. A slave’s nirvana overwhelmed my senses, everything from touch, smell, sight, sound, taste and even emotion. The cuffs that squeezed my wrists and ankles, the leather odor invasion of my nostrils, Eleanor’s struts and dirty trash talk, the bit in my foaming mouth, all added up to a blessed right-on-the-edge overload.

I didn’t know exactly what Eleanor said to the crowd. I think she offered me up for a gang rape because a couple of men undressed, their cocks painfully erect. A few women did too, and fumbled with obscene strap-ons. Next thing I knew someone pounded away at my pussy. Man, woman, cock or strap-on I didn’t know. And right next to my ear Eleanor whispered.

“Ewww, look at that,” she said. “Nice, long, and hard. Ah, ah, here it comes, here it comes. Feel it? So good, right? Oh, yes, pumping way, way up inside you. Yes. Yesssssss. You love it, don’t you? That big, strong rod just pushing, pushing, and then another after that. And another, and another. Ohhh, you wonderful slut, you just can’t wait to cum.” She held up the shock box’s remote control, her thumb ready to depress at a moment’s notice.

“Come on, girl,” Eleanor coaxed. “Just give me sign.”

I grunted something in reply. Yes or no, positive or negative it didn’t matter. Suddenly the strap pulled out and my slobbering cunt was empty.

Zzzzz.

My cunt lips flamed.

“Eiii!”

Eleanor stroked my head. “Now, don’t complain. That was hardly anything. Just wait until we really get rocking.”

A cock this time, its heat a dead giveaway. My head lolled to the side, closer to Eleanor who took it as an encouraging sign and not for what it really was – that I had already climaxed so often there was nothing left. The cock rammed up inside me, not very deep but the thrusts were powerful and fast, yet I just lay there, bouncing along for the ride like a rag doll. At last hot cum spewed into my cunt, then over my stomach and up to my tits. Milky, viscous fluid spread out everywhere. Wet, eager tongues descended from all sides to lap it all up.

Eleanor didn’t press the remote. Instead she looked close and knew she would get nothing from me except for a thousand yard stare that instantly told her things weren’t going the way she wanted. She slapped me a couple of times and bells pealed, but my head just flopped from side to side.

“What’s the matter with you?” Eleanor hissed. “You suddenly don’t like cock?” She waved away the next person ready to rape me, a young blonde, little more than a teenager, who gave a spoiled, pouty look. Eleanor’s hand shot down to my crotch, her expression grim.

“What the hell is this?” she said. Eleanor came around and squatted in between my tightly spread legs, all business now. Her fingers probed my cunt, pinched my lips, and I just lay there. Inert. I didn’t even move when Eleanor stood up and leaned over my body lengthwise. Our tits pressed against each other and Eleanor spread my eyelids wide. “You slut,” she said, volcanic anger rising. “You’re all cummed out! How the fuck did this happen? Naomi! Where is that little cunt? Naomi, get your fucking ass in here right now!”

Naomi shuffled in, ankles in steel cuffs, connected by a short chain between them, then by another longer chain to handcuffs in front attached to wide, leather belt. Her nudity aside, she resembled a criminal on her way to serve a long prison sentence. Her lower lip trembled. “Yes, mistress?” she breathed.

“Did you satisfy this slave?” Eleanor said, holding up my limp head.

“No, mistress, no!”

My head thumped back down. Eleanor rushed Naomi and jerked the front ring of her collar. “Don’t you lie to me!”

“Aaaahhh! I’m not, mistress, I’m not.”

“You pinch her tits? You didn’t turn on the vibrator?” Eleanor’s weapons of fingernails pressed against Naomi’s cheek.

“Ohhh, mistress, mistress! No! No, I swear!”

“Then tell me what happened. How is slave Taren all cummed out?”

“I don’t know.”

“Liar!”

Eleanor’s hands shot down to Naomi’s crotch. I well knew what that felt like, and now Naomi did too. She gasped and paled under Eleanor’s relentless onslaught.

“Eiiihhh! All right, all right! It was Helen! Helen!”

Things got quiet, the only sound Naomi’s pain-filled gasps. Eleanor advanced on Helen who suddenly lost whatever alcohol inspired confidence she had earlier possessed. Helen held up placating hands. “Now, wait…”

“I ought to shove a spiked rod up your ass!” Eleanor shouted. “You don’t go messing with someone else’s slave!” A pause and Eleanor composed herself. “All right, sister of mine. Why?”

Sisters? That might explain a lot. But Helen seemed at a real loss. “I…I don’t know,” she said. “Because you weren’t there. Because I wanted to at last see what it was like, you keep going on about SM all the time. Because I’m sick of your taunts that I don’t have the nerve to try it. Because…just because I could.”

Eleanor backed away, but the anger still remained. “I ought to shut this whole thing down right now. But no one else has done anything wrong, so why should they be punished?”

Helen blanched.

“Oh, no, Helen, I’m not going to lay a hand on you. You can forget tasting any leather tonight, you SM virgin, but soon. Apollo needs some target practice. Don’t deny it! I saw you lusting after him last time we were here, and a virgin whipping is just what he needs. But for now you go stand in that corner. Go on! Just like I made you do when we were kids. Go!”

Helen gulped. She backed up to the wall and slid alongside it until she reached the designated spot.

“Turn around,” Eleanor said. “I said turn around, face that wall!”

Helen’s face turned three shades of red, but she did as told.

“Good. Now, someone give me hand. We need to rearrange a few things.”

***

There was no shortage of helping hands. I was dragged off the rape rack, retied in a loose hog and thrown against the wall near an embarrassed Helen. Naomi wound up taking my place on the rape rack, legs spread to their limit. Like me, her hands worked futilely at the air while her wide, wide eyes took in everything as the next line up of rapists readied themselves.

“Mistress Eleanor!” she begged. “Mistress! Why me? I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Have you now? Seems to me I had to drag a confession out of you.” Eleanor shook out a nasty looking all steel ring gag, made part of an elaborate leather head harness. “Maybe this’ll teach you to be a little more forthcoming when you see something go wrong. And, after all, I’m in the market for a new familiar.” She gave me a pointed look.

“But, but no…I arrghh ullp!”

Eleanor had no trouble placing the ring gag just so, then securing the head harness around Naomi’s petite head. “All right, you horny fuckers,” Eleanor said matter-of-factly to everyone, “we haven’t got all night.”

They got to it. Everyone lined up this time, the reluctant ones from before now also stripped bare with their own strap-ons or engorged cocks. Naomi pulled against the bonds, arms straining, veins on her neck standing out, but she was down to stay with spread legs and a forced open mouth. Even her asshole was made available for prying fingers. And they did pry.

Eleanor supervised the first couple of rapists and then sidled over to me. She slid down with a sigh. For just a brief moment, I experienced Eleanor. Not the shitty dom who always had to be on top of things, but the woman who might have been a friend, had things been different. “Well, that’s taken care of. I was wondering how I might work that twat into things. But that still leaves you.” The sadistic gleam returned to her eye. The moment vanished. She slapped my ass and held up the electrical remote.

Holy shit. I was still hooked up to the shock box.

“Let’s see,” Eleanor mused. “Since you can’t cum, or won’t, how about each time Naomi cums you get a little tweak?”

Zzzz.

“Iiieegg!”

“And you’ll keep on getting it, until you finally cum again. How’s that? Sound like fun?”

“Arrgg!”

Zzzzz.

“Eeehhh!”

“I thought so.”

I turned my head. From the corner of my eye I could see Naomi. Already she was on the edge of a huge orgasm. A man pounded away at her, then suddenly withdrew. He shot cum into a glass and then dripped it past the ring gag into her open mouth. Naomi tried to turn away, but a woman caught her by the hair, twisted her head back around and made sure every milky drop found its way onto her pink, wet tongue. Naomi gagged a little, but that only brought her closer to orgasm.

“Oh, this is gonna be a good one,” Eleanor said.

Naomi shuddered, then went into a convulsive fit, her legs and arms again straining with all their might. Another man shoved inside at the height of her climax, riding it out and quickly emptying his load into her. Naomi tossed her head, emitted cries of protest, but everyone could see she was already climbing that mountain to her next pinnacle of a climax.

Zzzzzz.

“Eeeeeiiiiiooo!”

“Thought I had forgotten, didn’t you?” Eleanor said. She leaned down and kissed my cheek. “Don’t worry. No matter what happens, I’ll never forget you.”

Naomi screamed.

Zzzzzz.

“Ahhh Ahhh Ahhh Ahhhiiiiieeee!”

So it went. Endless. Naomi came and came again, making up for lost ground after being forced to watch my own endless orgasms. Bolts of lightning seared my pussy lips, tears mixed with saliva trickled around my bit gag and dribbled to the floor. Through it all Eleanor’s sharp nails poked and prodded, diddled with my pussy, flicked at my clit. She dragged me back up the mountain, until once again, in exhaustion, I stood tippee toe on the sharp peak.

“Well, well, there is something left in the tank, isn’t there?” Eleanor said in delight. She held up the remote. “How about a jolt? An extra long one. Just something to get you used to your new real life?”

My real life. Hayden’s dim words, nearly lost in the incessant roars of orgasms, now rang in my head. Real life!

I knew the safeword. Of course. Randi, I’m gonna fuckin’ kill you!

“Lil Isser,” I mouthed around the bit.

Eleanor’s thumb started to descend. The shock of my life.

“Lil Iser!”

Stana rushed into the room. “Mistress, stop!”

Eleanor’s eyes flashed at me. “What did you say to me?”

Stana ran over, grabbed the box from Eleanor. “It’s her,” Stana said. She started to tear the bit gag away. “It’s really her.”

Eleanor’s jaw dropped. “Oh…my…god. Little Sister???”




Chapter 12

The Eternity Collar

They got me out of there. Fast. Eleanor ripped off the wires’ sticky pads, Stana untied me in record time and, held up between them, my feet hardly touched the ground as they hustled me out.

“Little Sister, Little Sister, Little Sister,” I kept mumbling, worried that they didn’t hear me the first time, deathly afraid that somehow the key to my escape would change, or that this was just another twisted game Eleanor and the others played on me. “Little Sister. Little Sister.”

“All right! We heard you!” Eleanor hissed. We wound up in a study/office, books on the wall, large, polished desk before a floor to ceiling paned window that showed deep black night outside. Eleanor led the way and I wound up in a plush, French-style chair in front of the desk. Head in my hands I heard Stana relate to Eleanor how she in a quick moment when Byron had left Malina alone had browbeat the truth from the reluctant slave.

“Get all the doms in here,” Eleanor told Stana. “We need to figure this out. Well, go on!” She brought the crop down on the desk like a gunshot.

Stana bolted. Eleanor composed herself, folded her arms, turned her back on me and stared out the large window. I remained in the chair, pretty sure what was going on, and dreading that I was the center of it all.

“Well, Taren, you’ve really fucked us over, haven’t you? You told me you weren’t Randi, and I didn’t believe you. Would it help to say that it’s sometimes hard to know when someone is playing and when they’re not?”

“I tried to tell you,” I said, and wearily lifted my head confront her. “You maybe could’ve checked a photograph.”

“We’re a little shy of photos, as I’m sure you can understand,” Eleanor said. She turned away from the window and sat behind the desk. “Still, that doesn’t excuse our negligence.”

Apollo ran in at full speed, followed by a slower moving Byron. I hadn’t seen either of them since Palm Springs, just a day or two ago, but it seemed so much longer. Apollo possessed a look like a man headed to the gas chamber, he was that afraid, while Byron’s casual saunter reflected his almost bored expression. Behind him followed Malina tied, gagged and shuffling at the end of Byron’s leash. Other doms showed up too, men and women, and they lined the wall around us. Last of all Stana arrived with Hayden.

“Taren has spoken her safeword,” Eleanor began. “She is no longer on the circuit.”

“Who’s going to do the rendition?” Byron sneered. “You?”

“That’s not why we’re here, dear brother.”

Brother? And Helen their sister? Talk about a family affair. But mine wasn’t the only confused look. The doms looked lost too. Even Byron’s smug look disappeared. Only Hayden showed any inkling as to understanding what was going on, but he also turned pale.

“I know we’ve had our differences, Byron,” Eleanor said to Byron. “But this! I know you set this up! A non-consensual play! The cops are gonna have a field day with this, not to mention the press.”

“This may come as a shock, sis, but I don’t know what’s going on,” Byron said. “But I’m sure as hell going to find out.” He pulled on Malina’s leash. She stumbled next to him and stood still while Byron removed a leather belt that held white stuffing in her mouth. “Speak, slave. I want the truth. Who is this woman?” He grabbed her by the chin to face me.

“That’s Taren,” Malina said.

Byron let go of Malina. His open hand met her face. Whack!

“The truth!”

“It’s Randi,” Malina said, emotionless.

Whack!

“Taren…”

Whack!

“Randi…”

Whack! Whack!

Malina’s legs went out from under her. She stayed up only because Byron had a death grip on her collar while he still continued to slap her.

Whackwhackwhack!

“Stop it! Goddammit it stop!” I yelled. “Leave my sister alone!”

Silence. Byron allowed Malina to collapse on the carpet. “Safeword or no safeword,” he said, “don’t make me come over there and slap you too.”

“She’s my sorority sister. Just like Randi is too. And I should have listened to both of them, long ago.”

Byron looked even more confused. “Now I am going to come over and slap you.”

Eleanor shot out from around the desk, stood in front of me. “You lay one hand on her, and I’ll fuckin’ kill ya. She told us to stop. What part of that don’t you understand?”

Byron grumbled but backed off.

Eleanor placed her hands on her hips. “Hayden, I just know you’re involved up to your leathers in this. I told you earlier that we’d talk about your little disappearance during the move. Now’s the time. Is there something you need to tell me?”

“Now you’re asking?” Hayden said, full of sarcastic defiance.

“Oh, are your feelings hurt?” Eleanor said. She advanced on him and people parted like the Red Sea. “Guess what? I don’t care. I just want the truth.”

Hayden gave a half-smile and shook his head. “True or not, you’ve already made up your mind.”

“Fine. Then I’ll get the truth from someone I know who’ll tell it.”

All eyes in the room lasered onto me. The only things missing were the little red dots.

“Go ahead, Taren,” Eleanor said. She didn’t turn around, but no way I missed her flex the crop. Eleanor was calm but ready to lose that vile temper. “Sing us a little song.”

Oh, yeah, did I ever. I spilled my guts about everything: How Hayden “kidnapped” me, how they used me at the cabin, and how Jill and Hayden told everyone that they were ready to form their own much more hardcore group than the “pussy circuit”. I got him. I got that bastard good. Right where he lived.

I trailed off into intimidating silence. But instead of everyone giving Hayden accusing stares, they all stayed on me. Into this carefully constructed fantasy, this little travelling island of leather and dominance, I had brought the real world, one filled with real consequences. If they could have killed me, and gotten away with it, they would.

“Hayden, is this true?” Byron asked.

No answer.

“Well, that’s that, isn’t it?” Byron said at last. “Hayden, you’re off the circuit. Permanently. And if our groups ever cross paths, don’t be surprised just who really is a group of pussies.”

Now everyone did swing their gazes on Hayden. He just stood there, endured their withering hatred. “Fine. And I’ll see you all in hell.” Hayden turned and, back straight, left the room, but not before he cast one more glance at me. Not one of hatred, but more like one of…hurt.

“All right, we’ve got our pound of flesh,” Eleanor said. Then the volcano erupted. “Everyone out. Get out. Now!”

People ran, more than a few gave me one last look, as if I was some kind of ticking time bomb. Like, what was I going to do once I got out of here? Keep my mouth shut about my non-consensual experience on the circuit? Or would I call the cops? Either way it was a lot of sleepless nights for them. Honestly, I didn’t know what I would do. It all swirled round in my head as I got up and trailed after the last dom headed out of the room.

But it wasn’t that easy. At a sign from Eleanor, Stana got in front of me and shut the door, the only other person allowed to remain. Then a hand on my shoulder spun me around and a crop in the middle of my bare chest pushed me back into the chair. “Oh, no, not you!” Eleanor said. “This is partly your fault too. Don’t give me that fucking innocent look. You protested, but not nearly enough. We’ve got a lot to talk about, especially about a certain night in question when all this started. A certain night at the Leather Heel. And you’re going to tell me all about it. And when you’re done, you’re going to make this right!”

***

Eleanor wasn’t kidding when she said there was a lot of ground to cover. But she mainly listened while I knelt in front of her and did most of the talking.

I told her everything, from my first night at the Leather Heel to my constant return visits and finally my blindfolded night in the basement. I didn’t give her everything in chronological order, but the more I told her the more I wanted to tell her. Not that she tortured it out of me, I had already given the safeword, but the sight of a leather-clad dominatrix standing over you is enough to get any slave to confess. Yet, aside from her talking tough at the start of my confession, Eleanor didn’t pull any outright dominant approach. She listened neutrally, asked questions here and there. When I got to the part about the eternity collar and my extreme reaction Eleanor nodded (it seemed to me in understanding) but she flexed her riding crop. And her manner lost some of its detachment. I should have realized that was the first clue, even though her voice remained neutral.

“And after you ran you never thought about the Leather Heel again, or who offered the collar?” she asked.

“Well…No, I didn’t.”

“Hmm.” She thought for a moment, a finger idly flicking the leather loop at the end of the crop. “Yes, everything you’ve said is very interesting, Taren. But you’re also full of shit.”

Clue number two.

“What?” I said. “What’re you talking about? I haven’t lied.”

“Oh, no, you haven’t lied, but you still haven’t faced the truth.”

Clue number three. And this time a cold feeling invaded the pit of my stomach. Still, I decided to tough it out. “Look, I’m the one who’s been wronged here—”

Snap. Full of hell’s fury Eleanor pushed my head down to the floor. My butt rose in the air. Swish whack! Swish whack! “Liar! You pissy little liar! What brought you back? Why did you come back to the Leather Heel?” Swish whack!

The sudden violence made me gasp. “I…I told you. It was for Randi. I didn’t think she was up for—”

Eleanor grabbed my hair and wrenched my head up. “That’s nothing more than a convenient excuse.”

“No! No, it’s the truth!”

“Wrong answer.”

Like lightning a hand met my face. White lights exploded under closed eyelids. Nails grabbed a tit and pressed against the sides of my throat.

“Tell me,” Eleanor said, the center of calm.

“All right! Because I couldn’t stay away from the scene. I need the whip, the ropes!”

“Hmm. Closer, but not quite there.”

Nails dug into flesh. Oh, crap, my tit! And I couldn’t breathe! Air. I need air!

“Ellie, what’re you doing?” Stana said. The fact that she spoke Eleanor’s probable private name used only between them just highlighted her shock. “She’s given the safeword. You can’t do this!”

“Shut up!” Eleanor snapped back over her shoulder. She turned her attention back on me, not rushed at all, oblivious to the different shifting colors that probably danced on my face. “If I have to I’m going to squeeze the truth, the whole truth, out of you! And you’re going to tell us, aren’t you?” she said. More pressure on my windpipe. “Aren’t you?”

“Uuuhhhh,” was all I could manage.

Eleanor let go, but soon I was draped across her lap. She remained eerily calm, like the eye of a raging hurricane. “Don’t fucking lie. I know the real truth. I heard about that night. I heard first hand from a certain man that a blindfolded, hot to trot slave screamed for a certain person to rape her. And later while you drowned yourself in booze he offered you an eternity collar. And how from the top of the stairs he watched you run away because you couldn’t face the truth. I saw the devastation you created, and I had to tell him, for his own good, that it would be better never to think of you again. So, all this talk of Randi, Randi, Randi, and whips and ropes, is just pure crap.” She paused, and again those sharp nails dug into my tits and throat. “Why did you come back?”

“Ran…Randi…I needed to help—”

Whack. Flesh on flesh. Throat released, back over a pair of knees, Eleanor’s bare hand lit a fire on my ass. Whack whack whack.

“The truth!”

“No! No!”

Whack whack!

“I can’t!”

WHACK!

“Confess!”

WHACK!

“Little Sister!”

“For him!” I shouted. “I need my master!”

Silence. Eleanor set me back on my knees. The death grip returned to my neck and Eleanor leaned right down in my face.

“So, at last. About fat fucking time you admitted it. And the truth is you also could have walked off the circuit at any time, couldn’t you? If you had really wanted, you could have made any of us stop. But you just kept up with your fucking damsel-in-distress act. ‘Oh, woe is me, I’m so helpless’,” Eleanor mocked. “You’re the least helpless here.”

The fingers let up just the barest amount.

“Ye-Yesss,” I said.

“So, now, talk to me, Taren. Or is it Little Sister? Whoever the fuck you are. What do you want?” The fingers let up a little more and I gasped for air as Eleanor’s voice turned intimate. “Just tell me. I promise I won’t tell anyone. Just our little secret. Whisper to me. You can do that. I’m right here.” She brought an ear next to my mouth.

“Please…” I said.

Eleanor’s hands suddenly turned soft. They stroked my cheeks, my tits, ran lightly over my nipples.

“Please, I…”

“Yes, baby. Tell me.”

“Please, I want…to stay.”

A hand plunged between my legs. Before I knew it she had my clit and a sudden, violent racking orgasm took me. My arms surrounded Eleanor in desperate bliss and I bawled like a baby. I never wanted to let go, not because of any deep feelings for Eleanor, but that I was afraid. Afraid that if I did, then all this would be taken away, that I would go back to a personal hell of a dull, dreary existence that I had created for myself. I couldn’t do that! No! Please, let me stay. I’ll be the best slave, just don’t send me back there. But then, my tears cried out, Eleanor extracted herself from my clinging arms, placed them kindly back on my lap. Her lips met mine in a long, long, kiss. Eleanor pulled back. Our eyes met and I knew her answer. The only one she could give.

“No.”

***

The neon light still wasn’t fixed. It blinked a few times in a futile attempt to correct its name, but it was like shoveling sand against the tide. Everyone already knew the place and, even if it was repaired, the name was too firmly entrenched. And maybe that was the way it should stay. Leather Heel.

We sat in a plush limo up the slightly climbing street. Lucky to get a parking spot on Saturday night, through smoked glass we watched as several leather bedecked people walked by then disappeared through the narrow door. Traffic flowed by, some cars filled with voyeurs that wouldn’t dream about stepping outside their safe little world while others searched for a safe harbor to park, then trod back the block or two and removed their vanilla masks for a brief time to reveal their true selves.

In the back of the limo Eleanor watched it all, a small half-smile on her lips. Catty corner from her Stana sat, dressed just barely legal. A wrong move in her skimpy leather bikini and her tits or pussy would be exposed for all the world to see. For all her nudity during circuit events, Stana was decidedly uncomfortable. She picked at her cuticles like a nervous cat.

“Stop that,” Eleanor said. “I didn’t spend three hundred dollars on you at the salon just to watch you mess yourself up.”

Stana stuck her hands between her bare thighs. “Yes, ma’am.”

Eleanor turned to me. “As for you, you don’t have to act like you’re going to the gallows.”

I swallowed. “No. No, of course not.” No, I just hadn’t been allowed to cum for a week. Even though I couldn’t stay on the circuit, I had been tied up and whipped almost without pause. Eleanor had wanted to let me go immediately, but I had begged for rendition. In the end, after a lot of tears on my part, Eleanor relented. But I endured a week of hell while she made the arrangements. Now this was the night, but I still didn’t know what was planned. Maybe now was the time to find out. I cleared my throat. “(ahem) Ma’am (ahem), Ma’am, I think you should let me know—”

“Don’t think.”

I lowered my eyes. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.” Eleanor stroked my cheek, gently tugged at my ponytail. “I love the job the salon did on you too. You’re just the perfect little sister.”

I sure was. Hair pulled back in a long, lazily curled ponytail that fell well down my backside. Rouged cheeks highlighted just enough. Subtle lip gloss and eye-shadow. Nails trimmed and clear lacquered. A short, pleated green plaid skirt with a white blouse and thin, dark clip-on tie. Yes, all very proper. But add to that a fiery red, lacy bra that just about seared through the thin, white button down shirt, a bikini wax job, a garter belt to hold up black hosed stockings and no panties that left my pussy exposed along with a pair of black, locked on come-fuck-me pumps, and I really did look the part of slavey Little Sister.

“Go on now,” she said. “All the arrangements are made.”

Glad that at least someone knew what those arrangements were, I waited while Eleanor swung open the limo door and Stana and I set foot on the streets of Hollywood. Only this time, I had a leash in hand. After all, Stana was the collared slave, not me. And just like Eleanor had previously ordered, I wrapped Stana’s wrists in thin, leather cuffs behind her back and led her down to the Leather Heel.

Even surrounded by the urbane leather crowd in this part of Hollywood, we still cut a swath. Several heads turned as we made our way past knots of people, all of them taking in the sight of a prim, well-dressed schoolgirl leading a rough and tumble, spike-haired, tattooed punk on a leash. And, like Eleanor had commanded, we took our time. Not that I wanted to stop and just gaze at generic store front windows, my shaking knees could barely handle that, but I didn’t want to suffer the alternative of what Eleanor said she would do if I didn’t follow her orders to the letter. So we strutted, and posed, and our reputation eventually preceded us. And when we did arrive at the Leather Heel it was like the absorbed crowd parted to allow us entrance like a couple of royals. Once inside, even the most jaded players put down their drinks, halted their scene negotiations, and got an eyeful of the prim schoolgirl and the rough punk and tried to reconcile that it should have been Stana leading me on the leash. Yet there was one person who didn’t feel threatened, but no less amazed.

“Little Sister? Wow! Look at you.” John Q’s hands waved a little in front of him, palms up, as if that helped to take in the unexpected sight. “Finally dressing the part.”

I had suspected I might see John Q here tonight, but that still didn’t keep me from blushing. I remembered the last time we met in Palm Springs, and my begging him to help me. During my week of waiting for tonight, I realized that he did, only not in the way I wanted, but the way I needed.

“Never thought I’d see you again, not after that last scene,” he said.

“I was surprised to see you there at all,” I replied.

John Q shrugged. “I got a call from Eleanor. You don’t say no to her. Said she needed help with a couple of conversions. Sharon and Nora. I thought one of them might have been you. I was wrong.”

“Wrong?”

“You were supposed to be the example. Anyway my boys and I had just finished with those two before you came bouncing in. I guess Eleanor just didn’t want to give you up. But she had to; after all you belonged to Byron, even if temporarily.”

“Yeah, he tried to convert me, all right.”

John gave me a steady look. “Little Sister, long before you even heard of the Leather Heel, you converted.”

My stomach wrenched. What was John Q saying? I tried to ask but he cut me off as from my limp hand his fingers deftly plucked Stana’s leash. “Eleanor owes me. And tonight I’m going to collect.”

John Q got to business and apparently forgot about me, so I just stood there. Stood there and watched him lead Stana to a whipping post, stretched her arms overhead until she stood on her toes, took off her skimpy leather bikini and shook out a long, two-tailed whip. People cleared a space and sipped their drinks in quiet admiration while a real dom went to work. Soon, Stana’s screams filled the bar, pierced through the loud techno music. Spiked hair turned wet and sweat ran down the valley of her spine. And with each new crack and lash of the whip little droplets scattered from Stana’s wet back and shaking head. She pleaded, begged for John Q to stop but he didn’t. He turned her to face front, put on a pair of small leather gloves, thrust a finger up her pussy, then shoved the glistening thing down her throat. Stana’s eyes widened in growing fear the further it went in, choking noises climbing in intensity with every centimeter the finger descended. At last John Q stopped, right on the edge of going too far. Stana held completely still, and John Q looked back at me. In that instant I knew I had subtly betrayed him. Here was a player that would be extremely at home in the basement, whose limits were only imposed by his softer play partners. Like me. He had wanted to take me to the basement, had known my full potential even before I did and, when that day came that I finally did go down there, expected me to choose him, instead of sneaking in on a different night when he wasn’t there. But after seeing that look, that deep player stare, I thanked whatever bondage gods existed that I never went down there with him.

Suddenly, John Q gave me that same look as on that fateful night, when I had fooled myself I was coming to my friend’s “rescue”. Then, in one motion, he yanked his finger out of Stana’s throat and grabbed my ponytail. My head bent back as he forced me to the floor. “Time for you to shit or get off the pot,” he snarled.

I tried to balance myself on folded up legs, but John Q’s hand in my hair kept pulling me back, back, back. My tits fairly busted out through the shirt, the front of my neck strained and I struggled to talk. “I know. My…rendition.”

“Is that what you still think? You know the real reason why you’re here.”

“No…No, I really don’t—”

John Q made a disgusted noise, yanked back on my hair and I sprawled on the floor. He walked away, back to a quaking, scared Stana and backhanded her across a tit. Stana screamed, closed her eyes, but John Q continued with the torture, applying clothespin zippers from the side of her tits right down to her crotch. I struggled back to my feet and watched Stana’s tears stream down; she knew what was in store for her and unable to do anything to prevent it. John Q ignored the tears, intent on his work, and placed each pin just so to achieve the maximum pinch on the skin, which would lead to the maximum pain when they were ripped away. The Leather Heel players also knew what was coming and crowded ever closer, a ravenous mob, ripe for sexual slaughter. Stana’s cries for pity reverberated throughout the club, but I soon lost sight of her as I was pushed further and further back.

“Come down, Little Sister. We’ve been waiting for you.”

I jumped and spun around. I stood near the end of the bar, just a couple of feet from the top of the basement stairs. I shuffled over and found complete darkness, not even the barest hint of the next step down.

Light, carefree laughter floated up. “Little Sister. Little Sister, come down, down,” the voice coaxed. “We’re here, waiting for you.”

“Who…Who are you?” I called back. I tried defiance, but it sounded more like fright.

“You know. You know who we are. Come down.”

I took a single step, my other foot on the top stair. I stopped. Even though I had begged for this I now stood frozen in fear.

“You’re just like us.”

“No! I’m nothing like you!”

“Don’t you want to stay?”

Dizzy. Hand rails squeezed in a death grip. I whispered, “Yes.”

“Come down. Come home.”

One more step. Then another. Dark, darker, darkest.

The basement door swung open. Bright light streamed out. My hand rose to shield my eyes.

“Little Sister, Little Sister,” the voices whispered in a chant to hypnotize.

A gentle hand took hold of my upheld wrist, brought it down and led me along to an open spot in the middle of the basement. Through the light I barely caught vague shapes, different colors; red, white, black. The robes, but different now, they weren’t shapeless; a robe did fall across their shoulders and end just above the floor, but shiny satin also clung to their bodies, emphasizing almost perfect physiques. Expressionless masks hid their faces, but there was no doubt as to their sex, the crotches were bare, well endowed penis’s either hung or were well on their way to erection. Vagina pubic hairs glistened while nipple erections also strained against shiny satin.

“Little Sister, Little Sister” the chanting continued, slow and soft. Then, the gentle leading hand, itself encased in a purple sleeve which led to like colored robe, surrounded my wrist in a leather cuff, the other one too, and lifted them behind me to a strappado position. My ankles were leather cuffed and locked to a shiny steel spreader bar. Forced to lean forward, a cold draft wafted up my short skirt to my bare pussy.

“Little Sister, Little Sister, Little Sister.” The pace of the chants rose, grew in power. “Little Sister, Little Sister, Little Sister, Little Sister, Lit-tle …Sis…TER!”

Purple Robe held up her hands. Like a suddenly thrown switch, the chanting stopped. Purple Robe stood beside me, a satin gloved hand rested on my head. Then, as if I didn’t already know who she was, even through the glove those sharp nails gently, almost idly, raked through my hair. With the other hand Eleanor gestured to the gathered group and half spoke, half chanted.

“You are dominant witnesses, who shall witness for the submissives?”

From the back door that led out to the alley, the same door that I was carried kicking and screaming through it seemed so long ago, came another pair of black robes, one leading with a leash, another bringing up the rear of four hooded and coffled naked women. Wrists tied in back, each with a tight crotch rope, sobs floated out from underneath the white, silky hoods. The black robes in charge of them, Byron and Apollo, pushed them against a wall and made them kneel. Arms were drawn up, stretched tight overhead. Useless fingers spread out, waved in the air. Then ankles were tied and roped to the tops of their thighs. Even before the hoods were torn away I knew the “submissive witnesses”.

Sharon. Nora. Naomi. Malina.

They were all gagged, mouths filled with white packing that overflowed from their strained lips, held in place by thin leather straps wound about several times. Their eyes were wide, in Naomi’s case bloodshot from crying, and they frantically took in the scene. Sharon and Nora shook their heads in denial while only Malina remained still. Alone of all them, she was the only one who seemed to accept the situation and, while her eyes roamed about as much as, or even more than the others, it was like she was trying to take it all in, not miss one detail.

Byron snapped a whip. “Eyes front! All of you!” He pointed at me. “This is the only reason you’re here.”

At that they settled down, but the fear never left any of them. Probably because of the nasty whip that Eleanor coiled in front of them. “You’re all going to be good, aren’t you? There’s only one person here who’s supposed to be whipped, but I can make exceptions.” She drew the leather across one of Sharon’s ample breasts.

The girls shook their heads.

Satisfied, Eleanor backed away and resumed her place next to me. “Who claims the rite of rendition?”

A black robe separated itself from the pack, its penis fully erect. “I claim the right of rendition.”

Hayden? What the fuck?!

The familiar voice brought everyone to a standstill. Eleanor was the first to recover. She sounded surprised, yet not as much as you’d expect.

“How did you get in here? You’ve been banned.”

“And yet, here I am.”

“It is not right—”

“That is not for you to decide. It is not your rendition.”

The masks all turned to me, last of all Eleanor. “Is this your free decision? That the one you betrayed conduct your rendition?”

Emotions from that night flooded through me. I felt exulted, after all the shit Hayden had put me through I finally got back at him. It was my confession that exposed a double-crosser, drove him away from the circuit. Then, later, I had felt miserable. Why? I had done nothing wrong. And now, here we were, and I had one last chance to tell him, no, show him, just how little I cared for him. Yet, again, those same feelings battled within me. But outside, outside I put on my best “fuck you” act.

“I don’t care,” I said. “One cock is just like another.”

Hayden’s eyes narrowed. His cock started to deflate and he slowly strode up until we were inches apart. “Is that the way you feel? Fine.” He pointed at the now fully limp dick. “Not until you beg.”

“That’ll be the day.”

“From what I’ve seen and heard, you’ve already been there. And I’m going to take you back.”

People gave Hayden plenty of room, backs up against the walls. He flipped up my short skirt in back and –

Whack!

“Aaiihhh!” Bare handed right on my pussy! No fucking around!

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“Oh, no, oh no, ohno, ohnoohnoohno—”

Tugs on pussy lips. Squeeze. Pinch. Squeeze.

“Shiiit! Shit shit shit!”

“Shut up!”

“Fuck you!”

Whack! “Fuck me?” he said, volume climbing. “Fuck me? What did I tell you about cursing? Fuck you!” Whack!

“Eeeeeiiiii!”

I gulped for air. Already I was at the edge, and Hayden had just begun! What the hell was I thinking when I dared him to do his worst? He was like a man possessed. A quick retying took my arms from strappado position to either side of my head, stretched way up to their maximum length. Forced to stand on tiptoes, I tried to turn around, find out what Hayden was up to behind me, but the spreader bar hobbled any efforts. Soon, though, I didn’t have to struggle to find out what was next.

Eleanor’s whip uncoiled across the bar, between my legs. Nasty fucker, I had experienced its bite more than once since the night Hayden went into exile. It had become Eleanor’s preferred weapon of punishment which she used every night whether I deserved it or not. God, I fucking hated it, and now I hated it even more, because it was Hayden who readied to use it. But I also licked my dry lips, as if preparing to receive a sweet morsel.

Swish! Crack!

“Aaaaiiiieeee! Noooooo! No!”

Swish! Crack! Swish! Crack! Swish crack! Swishcrack swishcrackswishcrack!

“Aiiiee! Oh god! Oh godgodgod! Eeeii! Help me! Someone aeeee please help me!”

My screams, my pleas filled the chamber. No one came to my rescue. Only Apollo moved to stand guard at the stairway door against anyone interrupting the rendition. And the whip went on like a leather machine, set my back aflame while my vocal chords turned raw. Whatever coherent words came out of my mouth turned to mush, then descended primitive grunts punctuated by a new scream when the whip found virgin territory or an already too sore area. A breeze wafted across my skin and I realized that in back my thin shirt now hung in tatters. Hayden ripped the rest of it away, along with my bra and skirt. He lowered my arms, but it wasn’t a mercy. Laid onto my back the welts sent painful shockwaves to my brain. I grit my teeth, determined not to scream, to give Hayden not one ounce of satisfaction. My eyes squeezed shut while Hayden did something up around my hands, and I opened them to find Malina bent over me, the rope tied off to her front collar ring. Byron’s hand grasped the back of her collar.

“Now don’t let up, not even for one second. Got that, bitch?” Byron said to Malina.

Malina nodded frantically and kept the rope taut. I tried to pull back, but Malina’s eyes widened, not in fear, but determination to follow her master’s order. Whatever Byron had done to this girl, she was now a convert. A full slave. The one who I had tried to “save” didn’t want saving, nor apparently did the other three.

Naomi, Sharon and Nora were outfitted with new gags, leather plugs shoved into their mouths while on the other side of the black panels stood out long, red dildos. None of them showed any fear either, more like a raring to go attitude. They wanted a piece of me too.

They got it. Fuck, did they ever. Like dogs suddenly let go of their leashes they scrambled for my open cunt. They knocked together, shoulders pushing each other aside. And surprise, surprise, tiny Naomi got the better of big Sharon and Nora. Behind both of them, she wedged herself between them and dove right in, her dildo spearing me just like any impatient man. She pumped away; low and sweet, until Nora managed to shunt her aside and got in some thrusts of her own. Finally, Sharon asserted herself. She went after me the longest with her neck pumping, the dildo diving deeper than the other two. Eventually they fell into a rotation of sorts, but not the kind where one willingly gave up her time at my pussy. More like a ravening pack, they all wanted the choicest part of the meat. At last though, Naomi couldn’t maintain her position in the rotation, her lithe frame constantly shoved aside by the other two women. But then, Hayden intervened.

Hayden flipped me over. Not a mean trick considering my legs were still tied to the spreader bar, but he did it. All right, I got it, he wanted not only my pussy fucked, but my ass too. Fine, I could take that. And I felt Sharon and Nora jockeying for position over the new hole, but he placed Naomi right underneath me. Or, more like, her dildo at my mouth.

“Take it,” Hayden said, his hand on the back of my head. “I want all those pussy juices licked clean.”

“Ulllggg,” was all I could say. Hayden pushed my head down so far I almost choked, like Stana upstairs. But unlike her, I had a bit of control, as long as Hayden was happy with my deep throat.

“Get down there!” he said. Another shove, and I took in almost the whole shaft. Salty pussy juice mixed with leather assaulted my taste buds and I swallowed as much as I could. Behind me Sharon and Nora had finally come to a truce; somehow one crawled underneath, her back on the floor, head below my stomach and thrust upwards in my pussy while the other remained above and slowly spread wide my asshole. Triple fucked. And, just like a three holed whore, I fucked them right back.

Take that, you bitches! We’ll just see who lasts lon…long…longeeeeerr!

Like a cat my back arched and I nearly bit off the dildo in my mouth. Cumming, cumming, cumming again. Ah, yes! Just what I needed. Yes yes! C’mon, gimme more. Yessss! After so long, unable to touch myself under Eleanor’s and Stana’s watchful eyes all week, finally, finally, I got what I needed. A last tremor, and I collapsed on my side. Ah, good. Good. That’ll show that bastard. Who needs cock when slave sisters can do the trick?

A draft of cold air blasted through the basement. I managed to lift my stone weight of head to find something was wheeled in through the alley door. What the hell? A metal pole with a dildo at the end, while at the other was attached a small box that plugged into the wall. Add to that four more poles that formed a square. Under Hayden’s direction they set it up fast.

A fuck machine.

“Hey, what is this?” I said, voice rising. “I’ve already cum. We’re finished. Little Sister, Little Sister.” I almost shouted the safeword.

Hayden wrapped his hand in my ponytail, yanked back on my head. “Is that begging for a fuck? Doesn’t sound like it to me.”

I stared up in to that cold, immovable mask. Fuck, he wasn’t kidding. I scanned the rest of the basement. No one lifted a hand to help me, no one cared about a safeword. It was just like before, when Eleanor whisked me away.

“I have to guess a new safeword again?” I said in disbelief.

Hayden wrapped his other hand around my throat. “Who said anything about a safeword? Did she?” He pointed at Eleanor. “Did anyone else ask what it was before you walked down here? No. What does that tell you?”

“But, but there’s always…”

“Look around you, you idiot. This isn’t some pussy party where assholes in shapeless robes follow rules set by the subs. This is your rendition, slut. You don’t decide when it’s over. We do.”

“What? What! You have to let me go! You have to!”

“Shut up!” A backhand flew across my face. The room spun again, this time with a roaring in my ears. I struggled to stay conscious, vaguely aware of being spread-eagled between the poles as Hayden inspected my pussy. Somehow his probing down there brought me back around; it was something I had grown accustomed to now that so much of my recent existence centered there. Wet, slick, I readied myself for the inevitable fuck, or whatever else he wanted to shove up there. God damn him.

Instead he brought out the wires.

Shock box! No. Wasn’t it supposed to be the fuck machine? That’s what they had brought out first. But then I realized it was just a distraction to keep me calm while Hayden snuck in the real torture device.

Really conscious now, bordering on hyper reality. “No. No no no.” Frantic. Back off. Get away. I tried to do the crab crawl, spreader bar be damned.

From behind purple gloved hands cupped my breasts, squeezed my nipples. I couldn’t help but moan in painful delight.

“Forget it, honey,” Eleanor said. “You started this, now finish.”

I leaned against her breasts and Eleanor’s arms wrapped me in an unforgiving hug, stopped any desperate thrashings while Hayden teased, stroked, and licked my pussy lips. And they responded, ripe and wet. All business now Hayden adjusted the tension of the pussy clips, straightened out the wires, set the level of the shock box as I couldn’t do anything else but watch. My spread legs quaked amidst short breaths. I tried to speak, to plead with him to stop.

Eleanor’s hand covered my mouth.

“Now, now,” she whispered. “Show that fucker who’s really in charge.”

She tilted my head down. Even from this angle I saw my engorged pussy lips, how far they stood out. The first clip…

“Uuuurrnnnn!” I screamed into Eleanor’s hand.

Another one. Same result. “Ooogghhh!”

Breathe. Breathe. Oh, god, no no no. They’re going to fucking electrocute me. Breathebreathebreathe. The room swam, solid black robed figures against the wall turned watery.

“Don’t even think about passing out!” Eleanor hissed. “Cowardly bitch! You’re not getting out of it that easily.” She slapped me lightly on the cheeks a few times and the room steadied. Yes, there were the four girls, back on their knees and tied up, the sub witnesses; petite Naomi, fully converted Malina, and thrill seekers Sharon and Nora. None of whom wanted to be in my place; over them stood Byron, his own eyes intense on my situation, by the door Apollo, whose erection was enough to make any girl think twice. And behind me stood Eleanor, Mistress Cunt herself, who now left me alone to face my tormentor.

Hayden gathered up the shock box, the wires hung down across the gulf, like a crazy rope bridge. One hand rested lightly on top of the box’s knobs.

“You have anything to say?” he asked.

My lips quivered, like I stood on a dangerous, thin sheet of ice. “F-Fuck you.”

“Yes. You will.” A knob turned.

Zzzz.

“Aaaaaaahhhhh! Ah ah ah!”

I shook my body, tried to dislodge the clips, but Hayden had done his job too well. The wires lightly slapped the insides of my thighs, but the clips remained, like a couple of baby sharks that, once they got of piece of meat in their jaws, never let go.

“What do you want, Little Sister?”

“Huh, huh, huh,” I gasped. “Not…you.”

Hayden nodded, like he expected this.

Zzzz.

“Ohhhhhh nooooo! Nooooo noooo nooo!”

I could handle this. I could! I had to! Okay, just a few more zaps and they really would let me go. That’s all. Cause that’s all I could fuckin’ take. And they would know that too, right? You couldn’t just keep sending shock after shock like this for…

Eternity.

Snap. Everything turned clear. There was a way out. The only way out. And I had fought it since that day I ran back to my sorority, since I started to live in a state of denial. And it had taken a storm of a man to make me face facts.

“What do you want?” Hayden said again, but softer now, and his hand with the shock box hung at his side, forgotten. “Tell me, Little Sister.”

Hyper real. The cracks in the basement walls, the pent up breath of everyone in the room, Hayden’s shimmering robes, his hand that dropped the shock box and reached up to the mask, the mask that at last fell away to reveal the hurt he had felt when I didn’t return to him in the basement, an eternity collar around my neck.

Hayden stepped toward me. “Little Sister, tell me,” he almost begged.

Hyper, but also calm. That night I ran away and everyone else since then had been a pale shadow. I was his from that night onward. And it only took how many years of self-imposed torture to finally admit it? Too many. “I want you to let me down. And I want you to fuck my brains out.”

***

Hayden did release me, and I attacked his cock like a ravenous she-wolf. Oh, he smelled so good, tasted wonderful, and when he came he filled my mouth to the point I nearly choked. That was all right. I took him, laid claim to him, made clear to everyone else in the room that no one better get between us. Not even the four sluts who were supposed to witness my rendition. I swallowed Hayden’s cum, cleared my mouth. “What’re you looking at, you bitches?” I snapped. “This cock is mine.”

They cowered against the wall, the dildo gags still in their mouths, shocked at my intensity. Even Byron took a step back.

I ignored them, turned my attention back to the only person that mattered. I had told Hayden to fuck my brains out. Turned out the opposite was true. Before the cum dried off of my chin I pulled him down by the robe and spread my legs like a wanton hussy. I didn’t care that he had gone flat and needed time to recharge; his cock belonged to me and I wanted to make sure that everyone there in the basement, especially those four sub sluts, knew it. My hands tore at the black satin of his robe, I wanted his bare skin on mine. Like a couple of sex-starved teenagers, we managed to get it off, then thrown aside like so much useless trash. While waiting for him to recharge I kissed him, my still cum tasty tongue dancing with his. Hayden tried to pull back at that, but I got his head in a vise between my hands, held him there, and took him to town. Then those magnificent, sculpted arms wrapped around my back, drew me up to him, crushed me tight against his chest. My own arms barely got around him, fingertips just touching in his back’s center. But my black hosed, stocking clad legs had plenty of room to spare as I wrapped them around that tapered waist. I rubbed them along his ribs, my toes danced up and down his spine, and Hayden moaned in absolute pleasure. Then, when his cock woke up, I stroked it, felt its renewed heat, gripped the shaft in both hands and guided it down between my legs to that one, incredible sweet spot.

Oh, how I missed him. I hadn’t had him inside me since the cabin in the woods! And that time he was rough and hurried. Now Hayden took his time. The cock helmet parted my tender pussy lips, plunged and took charge of my wet shaft, then went even deeper. A gentle, rhythmic pumping and my own hips responded. Neither of us wanted to race through this thing, it had been a long time coming nor did I give a shit how impatient anyone else in the basement was to see one of us cum. This was our time. I closed my eyes, wallowed in the sensation of him inside me and moaned in ecstasy.

At last, after a pleasure filled almost-time-without-end, Hayden let loose. Oh, god, he came and came and came, one hot jet after another. And while he shot his masterful essence up my pussy I shuddered in his arms, endured my own explosions of sheer rapturous bliss, until we collapsed side by side.

And then, something shiny and metal fell from above. Bounced on the carpet next to my head.

An eternity collar.

I gazed up. There was Eleanor, her mask still in place, but in her eyes I saw happiness rimmed in tears.

I knelt before my master.

Picked up the collar. Kissed it.

Locked it around my neck. Permanently.

***

The alternating, tortured cries of ecstasy from Sharon, Nora and Naomi floated out to the alley. The midnight air chilled my bare skin and the eternity collar just about froze my neck but, like a lot of new things, it was something I was just going to have to get happily used to. Hobbled by a rope that connected my ankles, Eleanor watched over me as I shuffled out to the car and the yawning trunk while Hayden remained inside, mending fences with Byron. I had entered the Leather Heel through the front door, dressed like Little Sister, now, tied up in a restrictive rope harness, through the back door out of the basement, I left, well, like a slave, but also something more. Complete. Every slave needs a master. Or mistress.

Eleanor followed, a lit cigar in one hand, a reclaimed Stana under a protective arm. Stana leaned on her mistress as if her legs were about to give way and carefully dabbed at her clothespin zipper marks. John Q’s skills only improved with time. Eleanor took a long drag on the cigar and a familiar, acrid tang wafted through the air. I remembered smelling it that night I had come back to the Leather Heel, a distinctive odor that…

I had smelled long before.

“You were there,” I said, “that night, when I first went down to the basement.”

“Are you sure, Little Sister? Other people smoke cigars.”

My mouth turned dry. Was it Eleanor who really offered -

“The heart wants what the heart wants,” Eleanor said. “You want him, right?”

I gazed at the basement door, at Hayden outlined in the light. “Yes. More than anything.”

“And I have what I want.” Eleanor gave Stana a long, deep kiss.

Hayden emerged from the basement. He carried a head harness, complete with a long penis gag.

“A parting gift from Byron,” he said. “My slave has good oral ability, but she can improve. Let the training begin.”

The head harness surrounded my head and the penis gag filled my mouth and throat.

My master led me along to the car, not in hurry, but not allowing to me amble either. At the car Hayden kissed my cheek through the leather straps, spanked my ass a couple of times, then lifted me into the trunk. Some part of me wondered if we would always travel like this, but did a groom carry his bride every night over the threshold?

Stana slid down to the pavement, exhausted, which left just Eleanor and Hayden outlined in my sights against a harsh alley light. They regarded each other, neither of them sure what to say. At last Hayden broke the ice.

“Are you going to call the cops?” he asked, referring to my supposed non-consensual play.

“No. But it’s really not up to me, or to you. It’s your new slave who’ll decide, much like my Stana does with her slavery every day. And each morning when I wake up next to her I know I’m one fucking lucky dom. And don’t you forget it either.”

“I won’t.”

Eleanor’s boots clicked a little closer to the car. Once more, those long, sharp nails ran over my tits and they squeezed my nipples to erect little points. “Good-bye, Little Sister. Enjoy your power, revel in it.” She kissed me on the forehead, a kiss of blessing. “And if you ever abuse it,” Eleanor whispered, “you’ll answer to me.”

Nails dug in to my breast. I squealed through the gag as the trunk slammed shut. Fuck, they were sharp!
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