
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Samantha’s life is in ruins when a mysterious woman who calls herself Lady Morgana unexpectedly delivers her from the streets. Seduced by the wealthy and enigmatic executive, Samantha finds herself spiralling helplessly into a world of debauched passion and sensual excess. Her submissive nature is nurtured and tested through numerous exquisite ordeals and Samantha swiftly becomes lost to the ownership of others.

	At this time, the ruthless and devious Master Talon enters their lives along with his harem of slaves, each named after the deadly sin that they personify. During a weekend of pony play, strict domination, and relentless bondage at a remote ranch and mansion, Samantha and Lady Morgana start to surrender themselves to his dominion. A final depraved ordeal is prepared and it will determine the fate of both slave and Mistress.
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Prologue

	 

	 

	Pounding music filled the interior of the car like a physical force. The swell of power in the song bolstered Karen’s confidence while she continued to casually cruise down the streets. She was concentrating solely on her quest and remained oblivious to the avid horn blares that stemmed from impatient drivers who had lost all tolerance for the idleness of her passage.

	The dense business hub of the city was sombre and locked in a tentative quiet. It was an expectant hush where the district waited for the sudden chaotic eruption that would come with morning.

	Just as the nurturing rays of the sun rolled across a migrant earth, life in the city moved from the dense array of sky-spearing towers made of glass and steel to an altogether new location. With clockwork precision, it would flow back again the next day and the process would repeat without ever changing.

	Karen threaded a route out of the gloomy lifeless zone into an area where the buildings leant against each other for support. This more rundown portion of the city was filled with light and life. Restaurants were choked with diners who had smiles on their faces as they joked and talked about the most amusing or shocking of their recent events. Garish neon signs thrust back the night, beckoning the passers-by with slogans and pulsating silhouettes. Ragged mounds of tattered cloth extended withered and grimy paws at the joyous hordes, their mewling solicitations seeking worthless change that might extend their own meagre existence a little longer.

	The further Karen travelled, the seedier the environment became. The elite establishments that pandered to the opulent profession of the moment began to thin or shed their dignity. They were replaced by strip clubs, fortified massage parlours, and adult stores that were replete with sex toys and assorted viewing material catering to every taste and vice. The insides of the bars grew darker, but these dingy interiors proved to be no less rowdy than their luxuriant cousins.

	Iniquity hung in the air like a stubborn fog. It fondly welcomed the curious or hungry, and Karen was ravenous. Her eyes flowed across the pedestrians, locking to those prurient forms that could be seen loitering at the curb and in the doorways. She sought that which she required and ached for with a predatory intensity.

	It was a warm evening and the wind had all but vanished. It made her assessing of candidates easier due to their resulting libertine and scanty attire.

	Easing her foot off the pedal, Karen’s eyes sifted through the ranks then fixated on one particular youth. The woman was clinging to the last dregs of being a teenager but her eyes told of years beyond her own. They were intense, furtive of nature, and well aware of the traps and pitfalls her profession presented.

	The girl stood near a ramshackle building that was undoubtedly the base of operations for all the whores along this stretch of the block. Women could be seen leading anxious men past the grinning sated clients that were swaggering out.

	She was slender and her lithe frame was clad in vinyl. The midnight polished sheets caught the variety of colours from the flashing signs of nearby stores and made it seem somehow alive. A gloss Basque was laced down her front, and its low cups gathered up her alluring breasts. The lower portion of the garment was hidden under the hem of her short skirt. This sheath of vinyl was perched just over the tips of her seamed stockings and revealed the wink of the suspenders that stretched down from the Basque to hold the fine denier hose. Stilt-heeled ankle boots of black patent leather were laced onto her feet and the ease with which she moved on them revealed her familiarity with the awkward footwear. Lycra opera gloves scrolled up her arms and the missing fingers unveiled her vibrantly red nails. One hand gripped her hip and the other clasped a plain handbag that was slung over one shoulder.

	A meticulously tended bob of short claret hair wreathed her impassive features and a set of overtly crass earrings emerged from her half-revealed ears. The girl’s face was touched with only the subtlest traces of makeup and the thin-framed glasses she wore gave her such an innocent quality that Karen questioned whether they were truly prescription or just a sly marketing ploy.

	Karen looked away from the girl and considered the next course of action. A wide grin of relish started to spread across her face as she forged her plot.

	Flicking on the turn light, she merged closer to the next corner and readied to hurry around the block and put her plan into effect.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	With a half-hearted sigh, Samantha turned and walked along the sidewalk. The sauntering stride was an automatic consideration for her profession and it had quickly become second nature.

	This night was one of the more trying ones where there was little to distract her from brooding on her life and what had become of it. As always, it put her in a most saturnine temperament.

	She wished someone would just hurry and pick her up. Just to take her mind off it. To force her into enacting the insipid rota of advances and responses required in the sating of the average libidinous male.

	Samantha had been on the streets for a couple of months now. Although this was a short duration in any other job, in her profession it was a lifetime. Even this short period had managed to harden and sour her with the rigours it demanded. It had carved her from stone and alienated her from other humans.

	She sought to ease her temper and drew her contemptuous glower away from the flocks of young professionals that were strolling through the area and she tried to regard the sky. Nevertheless, she could still hear the people as they chatted and laughed about trivial things, and such sounds reminded her of just how distanced she was from ever attaining a comfortable lifestyle such as theirs. She looked back down and sought visual solace in the road. The streams of cars that glutted the lanes did little to soothe the resentment of her lot in life.

	The road was replete with ego-inflating trucks, SUVs, burnished sleek sports cars, and whatever trendy new version had jumped into the wake of the already revamped classic cars. In addition to these fashionable treats, there were steady fleets of the ever-popular stretch limousines. Their mirrored windows hid away the rich, influential, powerful, and the famous from the eyes of the common people. Even the merest glimpse of such personages was not for the average citizen.

	From within the artery of self-indulgent excess she spotted a snow white Cadillac with chrome fittings that shone like mirrors. It could not have looked more out of place and showed through the starkest contrast just how acutely style had changed since the Fifties. The expansive vehicle seemed to float upon the road, steered by its raised fins. It was built to glide with a regal majesty and its pristine condition made it look as though it had only left the production line an hour ago.

	The occupant of the gleaming car was an anonymous shadow that steered the vehicle out of the traffic and toward her. To Samantha’s surprise, it pulled up beside her with a soft squeak of brakes and a final growl of its hefty engine. It negated the possibility that the owner was just seeking parking and offered her a prospective client, one wealthy enough that she might be able to get away with charging a little extra.

	The automatic window hummed down and proved that while the occupant had a taste for the classics they were not willing to part with modern comforts and conveniences.

	Samantha stepped forward and placed a hand on the roof. With a quick inhale, she broke out the best smile she could muster and leant down. Looking within, she readied to extend her offer and size up how much she could ask for if they accepted.

	The fact that a woman sat behind the wheel startled Samantha and momentarily threw her from her scripted words. She had never actually encountered a female client before.

	The woman was maybe in her mid-twenties, but her blatant wealth made it likely that she had the means to look after herself and cheat the effects of time. She had short jet-black hair and attractive features with only the most frugal application of cosmetics. Her dark eyes gleamed in the twilight of the interior and she wore a stern suit of dark blue. The designer outfit was formed from a jacket that had been paired with a long skirt. The slit at the side revealed fishnet on her shapely legs, and stiletto-heeled court shoes that rested on the pedals. She did not wear a tie and her white satin shirt lay open at the neck as she clutched the wheel with manicured white nails.

	The woman turned her gaze from the road and fixed it to Samantha, bringing her out of her shock and back to the matter of business.

	“Hi, I’m Samantha. Looking for a party?” she asked. The words lacked her usual sultry tone. The rarity of this occurrence had caused the proposition to emerge much as her first-ever delivery had on her initial night as a professional.

	“How much are you after?” the woman calmly replied. Her eyes lowered from Samantha’s to regard the presented breasts, her stoop serving to grant a deliberate teasing peek into her cleavage.

	“I ta—”

	“I’ll give you five hundred for the entire night,” interrupted the woman without any inflection. She had declared the sum with an almost blasé attitude.

	“Dollars?” exclaimed Samantha, her eyes widening with surprise. “You must be...”

	Samantha’s words trailed down into a mumble and faded out as the woman reached into her jacket and laid a one hundred-dollar bill on the passenger seat with complete indifference. Drawing her fingers aside, she fanned out the notes to reveal four more crisp green bills beneath it.

	Samantha stood up and took hold of the handle. Her stomach was fluttering with trepidation. Something had to be wrong because this was not likely, or even possible. She just did not have that much good fortune. Nevertheless, she was low on money. Trade had been slow this week and Eddy was getting impatient. If she did not placate him soon she would no doubt find herself enduring another of his lessons. The recollection alone spurred her into forsaking caution and so she opened the door and made to climb in. Samantha paused as she saw the woman take up the bills, but then she continued when the client laid them on the dash for her.

	The amount of money being offered was ridiculous. The fact that it was just lying there in front of her where she could simply grab it and run only made Samantha even more nervous. It felt as though she was being tested, or trapped.

	Easing herself into the giving softness of the seat, she closed the door behind her. Fastening her seat belt she looked to the woman, who returned her eyes to the road, put the car in gear, and merged into the traffic without even a word to her freshly acquired passenger.

	Samantha looked at the money with the eyes of a starving man staring at a feast. However, this was a meal that could be sitting atop a metaphorical land mine.

	“Take it. It’s all yours,” absently commented the woman.

	“Why so much?” replied Samantha, and turned to give a dubious look to her client. She was afraid of what was going on and that rising fear was overcoming her business sense, that voice who firmly called for her to just keep quiet and do whatever it was the woman wanted. The instinct for survival spoke in two distinct ways. It told her that she was in jeopardy, but also that without the money she was in just as much danger. The contradictory influences gave her no real clear and definitive course of action.

	“Caution. That’s a strange consideration since you’ve already jumped into my car. That means you’re either intelligent, paranoid, or desperate,” answered the woman with a wry smile. She signalled again and moved deeper into the flow of traffic.

	“Maybe I’m just curious,” uttered Samantha as she looked back to the money.

	“I do hope so,” said the woman with a sedate chuckle.

	Reaching aside, she turned the CD player back up and let the volume rise to sufficient heights to make further speech impossible. It deprived Samantha of any more information and seemed to be a deliberate action.

	Deciding to go along with the situation, Samantha took the money and placed it in her bag. While she had her hand within, she made sure that the handle of her flick knife was easily accessible.

	As she closed the bag and set it close to her side, she saw the woman grin to herself and give an almost imperceptibly subtle shake of her head. Embarrassed at how crude her attempts at hiding her worries were proving, Samantha put the bag on the floor and leaned back. She fought to distract herself with the view of the city and the tempo of the music. She could not dwell on what might be required of her because she had never been with a woman before. Could she satisfy her? What would she do? Could she even bring herself to do it? Would some stubborn flicker of morality ruin everything?

	Driven up onto the steep slopes that looked out over the city, Samantha watched a visual representation of the social scale pass by. The mundane abodes at the lowest regions gave way to the more upscale dwellings and then through increasing size and extravagance to the miniature mansions of the elite.

	“The richer you are, the better your view,” she muttered quietly to herself as she looked out across the twinkling sea of city lights down below. It was an ordered pattern of stars that sought to mimic and outdo the more subdued and chaotic vault above. The notion added massively to her resentment. Her own cramped room looked into a foetid alleyway and the brick wall of the condemned and squatter-filled neighbouring apartment complex.

	The Caddy slipped into a brief driveway. A garage door yawned open at their approach and swallowed the vehicle. The interior was utterly devoid of any other item and left the garage a simple plain box with two doors.

	The woman stepped out as the shutter closed behind them. She walked over to the interior portal and fished in her jacket for a key. Samantha glanced to the wheel and found that she had left the car keys in the ignition. Samantha wondered if this was another test of some sort, and it made her even more intrigued.

	Samantha picked up her bag and emerged from the car to follow in the wake of the woman as she opened the door and entered the house. The interior was strangely barren. It was as though someone had lacked the will to decorate and had only introduced the barest essentials by which to give the expected image of what a home was supposed to contain.

	The woman removed her jacket and placed it on an empty hat stand before turning to Samantha. The client worked her scrutinising stare up and down Samantha’s physique, relishing the image of the flesh she had rented.

	“You look nervous,” commented the woman as she moved a little closer.

	“I’m fine,” sternly reported Samantha. The insinuation that she did not know what she was doing or could not go through with the deal hurt some twisted sense of professional pride. Eager to remove this stigma she stepped forward into the woman’s open arms.

	The foreign hands slid up the Basque and cupped Samantha’s breasts. The woman began to gently caress the tight fabric and the soft flesh that dwelt beneath it. The exploration continued as one hand rolled down her shoulder and the other slithered down her front to the skirt. The gentle nudge of the woman’s hand against the gloss started to focus with more intent. Samantha gave the barest of nervous trembles as she felt the woman stimulating her pussy, kneading her sex with an educated and extremely effective touch.

	“You’ve never been with a woman before, have you?” she stated as Samantha’s physical response betrayed the truth.

	“Of course I have,” she retorted bitterly as the accusation snapped her from a growing hedonistic stupor.

	The woman broke into a soft laugh.

	“What’s so funny?” hissed Samantha.

	“I don’t think I’ve ever met such a terrible liar,” explained the woman.

	“Did you want my tongue for talking or licking?” growled Samantha with subdued fury. She used the crass words in the hope of causing offence in the preened executive standing before her.

	“Neither,” the woman said without any change in her amused expression. She then drifted forward to place her lips to Samantha’s. The client’s hands swung around Samantha’s hips to take hold of each buttock. Holding the pert cheeks, she used them as the means to haul Samantha against her.

	Closing her eyes, Samantha responded with diligent enthusiasm. She let her tongue glide against her partner’s deft organ. She flitted upon her tip and circled the client’s mouth as her own arms reached out to fondle and continue to try to stimulate the woman.

	The client snatched her wrists and broke away from the kiss as though it had somehow caused offence.

	“What’s the matter?” quizzed Samantha. She was worried that she was proving a lousy and bumbling partner.

	“Not here. This way,” she replied.

	Moving aside, the woman opened a door to expose a guest bedroom. It seemed small for this abode but it was massive in comparison to Samantha’s own home and usual surroundings.

	Samantha stepped in and looked around. She surveyed the double bed to the right and the wall-spanning wardrobe opposite it. The mirrored doors reflected the contents of the chamber and gave it the illusion of being even bigger. A trunk lay at the foot of the bed, and the polished oak box was fitted with several unfastened latches.

	The varnished boards of the floor were polished to a degree that made them look like sepia ice and an oval rug occupied much of the open area. When the overhead light was flicked on, Samantha caught a clearer sight of something that had been hanging above the bed. In the gloom and at first glance she had thought it was a shadow. Now she could see that a large eyelet had been screwed into the ceiling and it draped a coil of rope that left a set of leather shackles dangling in the air.

	“I don’t do bondage,” she replied swiftly as she turned around to look at the woman.

	The client merely smiled and wandered around behind Samantha. The woman’s eyes bore into her with rigid potency, freezing her like a rabbit in headlights.

	The client closed in and brought her hands around Samantha’s petrified form. The fingertips stroked up and down her front and the soft sensuous touch melted Samantha with its tenderness. The hands rose together and encompassed her breasts. They etched swirls on her smothered nipples before one hand clasped a stiffened teat and the other started to meander down once more. It reached the hem of her skirt and pulled it up. Lifting the gloss curtain, she exposed Samantha’s thong. Fingers then laid themselves to the front of the fabric and began to paw at it, stroking her belly. Samantha released a soft drawn out moan as she felt the exquisite effects of such teasing play.

	Lips brushed her neck and rose up to take in her earlobe. Suckling delicately on this nugget of flesh, the woman’s left hand continued to alternate between Samantha’s breasts while the other operated her pussy with sterling ability. The thong began to grow humid with her escalating arousal.

	The steady warm brush of the client’s breaths in her ear was a seducing siren’s song, and Samantha’s eyes fluttered half shut with wanton acceptance.

	“I don’t do bondage,” she uttered again on a tremulous exhale.

	“Correction: you didn’t used to. You will for me,” whispered the woman. The sibilant statement preceded motion as the woman continued her stimulation and began to shift Samantha toward the bed. Samantha was powerless to resist. The unsurpassed expertise of the woman in pleasuring her was leaving her trapped in a delectable torpor. All she could do was follow.

	Samantha had never done anything even remotely perverse and had certainly never allowed anyone to restrain her. She was in utterly alien territory now. She was with a woman, she was about to be tied up, and she had no clue as to what else was in store for her. Hidden beneath the fear, she could feel a chilling eagerness to experience the unknown. At least if she were bound then it would be the client who would determine her part in the affair. This would help to conceal her lack of previous experience in such matters.

	Samantha was brought to the bed and forced onto it. The two of them knelt on the soft covers and the woman moved Samantha beneath the cuffs. She let her hands ride up and down Samantha’s Lycra-sheathed arms and with these guiding strokes, she brought them slowly up over her head while continually adoring her neck with kisses and brief laps of a dextrous tongue.

	The buckles were quickly fastened. Twin straps closed the suede-lined trammels to each of her wrists and kept her stretched up and on her knees.

	“Wh... what are you going to do with me?” murmured Samantha. She was unsure if she actually wanted a truthful answer.

	Pulling at the cuffs, she found that they were unnervingly secure. They were not the usual inferior items for vanilla “play bondage”. These were quality cuffs created to restrain even the most determined struggles. Similarly, the eyelet in the ceiling was set deep and there was clearly no chance of her breaking it out. Samantha would be here until the woman decided to let her go.

	“Ssssh. Right now you should just keep silent and trust me. After all, there’s nothing you can do now. You’re completely helpless, surrendered to anything I might want to do to you,” she purred and let her hands travel more freely now that Samantha was unable to defy her in any way.

	The client’s fingers wandered upon Samantha’s curves and assessed her body in full before reaching to her ankles. Samantha was startled when she felt rope being applied to her boots. The woven strands were tightened into a stirrup harness about the heel, instep, and ankle. After capturing her extremities, the client began hauling them up.

	“No, please, stop, I...” she began. Her apprehension was taking over as she lost even more control over her body. The client was steadily eating away at her freedom with small bites.

	“Oh such a bad girl. Struggling like that. I’m afraid I’m going to have to teach you a lesson,” crooned the woman.

	Samantha winced as the excess rope was yanked tight about her upper thigh and folded each shin up. With her booted ankles pressing into each buttock, she was kept precariously balanced on her knees.

	Samantha whimpered and tugged at the cuffs. Her gloves prevented the edges from chewing on her skin and her fingers started to stretch down, fighting to access the buckles that were an infinity of millimetres beyond her reach.

	“I’m scared. Please stop, please,” she sobbed.

	A cold sweat started to rise upon her skin as she struggled. Each movement assured her that she was completely vulnerable. Her gloss skin creaked and rustled with her motions. However, this only enticed the woman and made her eyes gleam with charged concupiscence.

	The woman moved from the bed and opened the trunk. The soft groan of its hinges caused Samantha to try to look over her shoulder, to peer around and find out what was being readied for her. Before she could see anything conclusive, the woman was moving back onto the bed behind her.

	“I was wearing these while I was thinking up all the things I’m going to do to you,” uttered the woman.

	Samantha was alarmed to see a set of shocking pink panties appear. Her glasses were removed and the garment was quickly drawn down over her head. The loss of her glasses did not affect her sight because they were merely an accessory, one that she used to portray a sweet and alluring façade.

	The underwear was straightened so that the crotch hung over her nose. Before she could speak, the client was stuffing a set of tights into her mouth after forcing them through her lips. Samantha huffed and broke into fits to try to get away. Her tongue tried to spit them out and her head shook from side-to-side as she tried to get free of the woman’s hold.

	Following Samantha’s head as she wriggled, the client followed up with a ball gag. The solid orb was ruthlessly inserted in the wake of the hose and spread Samantha’s jaws. The leather strap was tightened with a yank that had it grip around her skull and chafe the corners of her mouth.

	Murmuring and spluttering random pleas for clemency, Samantha jerked as a leather hood was dropped down over her head. The laced back allowed it to be placed without disturbing the panties, and with a stringent haul, the slender strings were drawn out. The jaws of the sheath closed and made the thick material squeeze her head tighter and tighter while also pressing the underwear onto her nostrils.

	The hood had twin eyeholes and two more for her nose. The lack of any mouth slit forced her to sniff deeply of the underwear with each breath. The overwhelming scent of the woman’s sex haunted the fabric and revealed how much pleasure she was planning on taking from her predetermined deeds. The aroma of leather loitered in the background and together the two scents swarmed through Samantha’s senses.

	With the hood fastened in place, a gas mask was taken up and the black respirator was forced to her face with a harness of rubber straps. The two round eyepieces restricted her view and made her wheeze through its filters.

	“There, that should keep you quiet,” commented the woman as she moved off the bed. “I’m going to get changed. Wait here for me, will you?”

	The client strolled out of the room and left Samantha suspended and fighting her strict confinement. Samantha busied herself trying to get free, trying to find some lapse in her bondage that she might exploit and use to escape. There was nothing. She could not get up off her knees and her hands were secure. All she could do was hang and drink of the feminine scent that crawled through her nostrils. The tights were quickly becoming sodden with her saliva and this forced her to keep her head up lest she start to drool into the interior of the masks.

	The door opened and she looked around and through the translucent lenses of the mask to see the client. The woman was now clad in blatantly fetishist garb.

	Latex shorts had been set over a pair of tights and the nylon slipped into knee-high patent boots that bore a slight platform and a wicked heel. A longline bra clutched about her upper body. The moulded cups offered up her cleavage for admiration and every inch of the rubber material had been polished to a scintillating sheen.

	Sashaying forward and bloated with her sense of power over Samantha, the client slid onto the bed and sprawled out before the imprisoned gaze of her captive.

	“Mmm, such a delightful young thing,” she stated. Letting one hand trail about her body, the other reached out to stroll upon Samantha’s stockinged thighs.

	Sitting up, the woman reached under one of the pillows and produced a battery powered massage wand. The white handle sported a thin stalk upon which resided the smooth fist-sized barrel of the vibrating head. A flick of the switch set it buzzing with tight waves of shivering life.

	The white bulbous tip oscillated frantically and the toy wafted before Samantha on a teasing wave. It then began to bob up and down while she stared at it with wide and mesmerised eyes.

	Again, the woman reached under a pillow, and this time brought out a short riding crop. The purple woven stem emerged from a leather grip and ended in a thin hoop of dark hide.

	“Spread your legs,” ordered the female with a stern tone.

	When Samantha refused to acquiesce, the crop flashed around, stung her flank, and sent a jolt of hot distress into her skin. The skirt had done surprisingly little to absorb the ferocious effects of the weapon.

	“I told you to do something,” said the woman, and held the crop back in readiness to repeat the lesson unless Samantha did as she was told.

	The hot throbbing presence in her side speedily overcame her paltry resistance and Samantha gave in. No sooner had she shuffled her knees outward than the wand swung in and nuzzled up under her skirt to lay its thrumming head against her pussy. Samantha jerked to attention and almost lifted herself from the blankets when intense waves of rhapsody consumed her sex.

	The woman pressed the massaging machine against her clit. The sensitive morsel was shuddered with diligent vibrations and Samantha moaned onto her gag. Snorting into the mask, she squirmed and quaked, overcome by the remarkable intensity of the bliss.

	“You like that don’t you?” said the woman with a smirk as she succeeded in controlling the violently nodding Samantha with the implement.

	The woman began to draw it away, moving it slowly back to coerce Samantha into arching her hips forward. Such was its allure that Samantha had no option but to strive to keep in contact with the toy. She thrust herself increasingly forward until she could no longer maintain the agonising pose. With her spine smarting, she wriggled against her bonds, her abdomen stretched forth as the wand left her moist thong and remained infuriatingly out of reach.

	The woman placed the wand to her own body and reclined into the cushions. Samantha paused for a moment then shuffled back to ease the strain in her vertebrae.

	With the wand clamped to her latex-smothered crotch, the client clawed at the sheets and gasped with delight. Her eyes locked on Samantha’s bound body and used it as visual stimulus for her masturbation.

	Watching the woman writhe in ecstasy was strangely arousing for Samantha. The image of this delectable form and its libidinous serpentine dance had captured a previously unrecognised fascination with her gender.

	“You want more of this?” said the woman with a long sigh.

	The client’s left leg reached out and moved between Samantha’s thighs. The rounded patent toe rose up and rubbed against the damp underwear of her captive.

	“Of course you do,” she said with a smile.

	The woman proceeded to switch off the toy and set it aside. She ferreted beneath the cushions once more and accessed the secret stash of toys and implements that she had set there in sly readiness.

	“But not until later. First, there are other treats in store for you.”

	Samantha gurgled upon her gag and battled against her bonds as a string of anal beads, a tube of lubricant, and a set of surgical gloves emerged into view. Each of the five red orbs was about an inch and a half in diameter and they were strung together on a slim leather cord.

	Samantha knew what they were but had never had them used on her. Even if she had contemplated them so as to entertain a favoured client, she would not have envisioned ones of such a size.

	“I take it from that look that you’ve never been filled up with toys of this variety before?” asked the woman. Grabbing the crop, she crawled around behind Samantha.

	Clamping her thighs together, Samantha clenched her rear. She was anxious to prevent the orbs being forced into her. She was not sure that her anus could handle such acute violation.

	The woman took hold of the hem of her skirt and lifted it up. Gathering it at Samantha’s hips, the client’s hands slid up to the top of her Basque and unfastened the laces. Opening the garment down the front, she swiftly exposed Samantha’s naked breasts.

	The suspenders were unclipped, the Basque was pulled out from under the skirt, then it was flung aside.

	“Spread your legs... wide,” ordered the woman.

	Taking up the crop, she wiggled it in the air so that the lissom weapon hummed threateningly. Afraid of being stuffed with these sizeable devices, Samantha continued to refuse. She hoped that if she held out long enough the woman would become bored and just give up.

	The crop whistled against the air and exploited the area that her bound feet did not cover. The length of the weapon sounded with a dull thwack across both her bared cheeks. Samantha’s legs kicked against the rope bonds and she arched up as the lucid streak of anguish stormed through the soft flesh of her buttocks. Wailing against her gag she gave wild spasms and fought to endure the slow decline in intensity. She could not believe how painful it was. She wondered how she could hope to endure more.

	Again, the crop flung itself to her skin, painting a burning welt on her tender hide. Filled with stress, she squealed and fought to hold onto her defiance. Another stroke was applied, and then another. The sheer havoc that the crop could impart shattered her rebellious mode after only one more withering hack.

	Samantha jerked her legs apart before her dignity reasserted itself and made her refuse the woman’s intentions. The client patted the seared rump.

	“Good girl. Very good. Now, we can continue.”

	Sitting herself by Samantha’s rear, the woman slotted her legs between Samantha’s splayed thighs. The nylon-smoothed limbs ensured that she could not close them and prevent the planned deed.

	The shrill snap of the rubber gloves being set into position made Samantha go cold with worry. She had never felt so hopelessly lost under another’s control. Even with clients, she was still in charge, able to manipulate them through their pleasure. Here she was out of her depth, unsure of what motivations steered this woman.

	The sense of utter abandonment and dependency on the generosity of another woman was startling powerful. It was a heady mix of terror and lust. The strength of it scared her far more than the fright of what the woman was intending to unleash on her.

	“First, let’s get you all nice and slick,” she announced.

	Popping up the lid of the tube, the client squeezed a generous measure of the viscous gel onto her protected fingertips. A latex-clad hand grabbed Samantha’s right buttock and revived the residual pound of the weals with a thumb that dug into the cleft and drew the flesh aside. The other hand moved in and the client’s little finger hooked the thong and towed it aside. The waiting thumb snagged the slender string and the orifice was exposed as required.

	With her legs splayed there was little Samantha could do to effectively resist. Versed in the art of succumbing to anal penetration, she relaxed to ease the initial pangs of havoc.

	The woman’s fingers rolled into her body with ease. The lubricant was copiously applied to her tracts and the digits gave her sphincter a valuable precursor lesson in acceptance before the balls were deployed. The sensation made Samantha sway and moan onto her gag because the feel of the cool ooze being worked into her was a delightful one.

	“Here come the beads,” announced the client.

	Withdrawing her hand, she applied more lubricant to the first orb. A moment later, it pressed to the puckered bud of her anus and started to increase in impetus.

	“Take it, girl! Let it in!” she said forcefully.

	Feeling her rear being opened more than it had ever been before, Samantha’s respiration quickened. Her pulse accelerated with concern as pangs of pain started to enter the stretched opening. It was too big. She could not take it. Nevertheless, there was no way to inform the woman or to stop the process.

	“Almost there, that’s it,” said the woman while jiggling the sphere a little, as though she were trying to loosen the stubborn flesh.

	Unable to keep her body under control, Samantha tried to clench, to spit it out before it gained entry. A sudden shove hauled her open and her sphincter cleared the widest part of the bead. The feel of the sphere gliding into her and her rear closing to chew on the slender string made her jerk upright and scream onto her gag. The insane sensation of ecstasy and distress was crippling. The involuntary clench sucked the orb deeper, pulling at the string and quickly towing the second toward her opening.

	“There we are. That’s number one. Now for the next,” smirked the woman. Patting Samantha’s shivering rear, she then randomly pinched one of her more vibrant welts.

	Samantha gave a drastic twitch as she felt another bead being applied. The sphere was laid to her rear then slowly worked in. This one was easier to endure because her muscular ring was a little more accustomed to the toys.

	“Come on, girl. There’s plenty more after this so you’d best hurry up and swallow it,” ordered the woman.

	The orb vanished into her, slithering in, distinct in her tracts as it nuzzled up against the previous intruder. The rest of the string was lethargically applied and Samantha quaked and convulsed with every entry. Each one was gently forced in to relentlessly increase the overall feeling of being swollen from within. The gathered convoy hung in her rear and was then pressed more tightly together by the addition of the final bead.

	“There, all done. Now you keep those in or I’ll give you a real taste of the crop,” warned the woman.

	Samantha moaned in private despair. The need to regurgitate the trespassers was a pressing one that she could barely resist. The feel of them in her body was severely disturbing.

	She could not cope with all these alien sensations. She had to try and get rid of at least some of them, yet to do so would earn her the crop. Even after the few strokes she had endured, she had no wish to purchase more with something as futile as disobedience.

	The woman left the rest of the string dangling between Samantha’s legs and migrated back around to her front. Samantha took the opportunity and closed her legs by shuffling her knees together. Every clench of her rear distinctly revealed the emerging string and the spheres that were lined up in her anus.

	“I think you deserve a treat for that,” offered the client.

	Taking up the wand, she again stirred its summit into raging life. Samantha instantly set her thighs apart. She was eager to feel the delightful power of the implement and have it soothe her troubles away on exquisite sensual tremors.

	The woman grinned and gently applied it to Samantha’s crotch. The humming implement caused Samantha’s head to loll back and her eyes drifted shut as she devoured the scent of her oppressor. A wanton howl resonated in her throat, emerging around the gag and into the mask as she felt lips brush her nipples and start to suckle on them. A flicking tongue made the teats swell and stand up to proffer themselves for the oral attention. The client moved from breast-to-breast, continuing the use of the wand as Samantha’s rectum gripped to the orbs with convulsive fits.

	A hand took up the hanging strand and began to tow at it. The last of the inserted orbs moved toward her sphincter then started to open it.

	“Don’t you dare let this out,” muttered the woman as Samantha groaned and shuddered.

	The emerging sphere stretched her freshly recovered opening and promised to pop free at any moment. The woman then let go and caused it to slide back in and re-join its brethren. To ensure that Samantha did this, as she let go she nipped at a nipple. Her chewing attack caused an involuntary flex and the orb was gulped in. Every bead moved deeper than before and magnified the effects of the retreat. Samantha arched upward with a squeaking cry of excitement.

	“Mmmm, such a tender little thing,” certified the woman. The wand dropped aside to deprive Samantha of the pleasure and to greatly frustrate her.

	Samantha’s disappointment evaporated as she felt the woman kissing a path down her bared torso. The client’s hand pulled down the thong and left it stretched across her thighs where it stayed caught on the rope bonds responsible for keeping Samantha on her knees.

	A warm breath wafted through her pubic hair and then a tongue poured into her pussy. Samantha jolted from the shock of how delightful the deed had proven.

	The woman began to throw the full length of her organ into Samantha and then alternately laid the flat of her tongue to her clit whereupon she started to rub the appendage upon it in the most exquisite manner. Samantha felt herself melting in her bonds. The tempest of pleasure was stronger than anything she had ever previously felt. She feasted on the intimate perfume of the client and dreamed of reciprocating this glorious oral attention so that she might taste directly of the source.

	The string of the beads was grabbed and again the woman teased her by drawing an orb almost to the point of popping free. The client then let go just as she suckled more ferociously on Samantha’s clitoris. The clenching response forced Samantha to gobble up the ball with alacrity. The feel of it rushing back into her was exhilarating and the additional attention to her clit churned her thoughts with rapture.

	Several times, Samantha leant her muscles to the orb as it hung on the verge of exit and successfully spat it out with a strain. Each time that she managed this feat, the woman merely gave a mild tut then thrust it back into her. The shocking entry was a succulent delight that was always followed with a few licks of the crop. The shocks of pain were just as severe but now Samantha had unearthed a dark hunger for them. She wanted to feel herself being punished, disciplined for her lack of obedience to the will of this sultry woman.

	The session was incredibly vexing because the lapping kisses of the woman were a delight that could bring her to climax if only she would continue and cease chastising her. However, that was the nature of the game. Each time she was punished and the teasing was paused, it made her lust withdraw. It kept her at a fervid peak of prurient obsession that the woman took great delight in simultaneously denying and fanning.

	“I think we need to apply some other little toys to this soft skin.” She grinned while trailing her hand down Samantha’s naked and captive body.

	Moving away, her tormentor again applied the wand. The shivering head made Samantha shudder as the spare hand of the client rummaged beneath the pillows and brought out a small tackle box. Flipping open the lid, she produced a metal clothespin. The heavy jaws clicked in her grasp as she brought them toward Samantha’s breasts. The cold maw snapped shut on her roused nipple, crushing it in a sternly sprung hold that wrung savage sensations from the morsel. Samantha gurgled and shook her assets, trying to throw it off as the pulsating gnaw grew in potency.

	“Soooo sensitive,” said the woman with a torrid tone. Flicking the peg, she began to turn it left and right to increase its effects on Samantha’s poor captive nipple.

	“I think you need another one, don’t you?” she mused.

	Trying to plead for mercy, Samantha continued her dance as another peg started to home in on her other breast. The woman followed the swinging flesh for a few moments then dropped the wand and grabbed the evasive mound. With a nipple peeking through her splayed fingers, the target was swallowed up by the peg and compressed.

	The soft anguish was eased as the wand was retrieved and pressed to Samantha’s wet loins. Another steel mouth gathered up a pinch of her inner thigh and crushed it. Samantha wailed and shook. The peg danced and tugged rhythmically with her motions so that her own responses served to make it even more noticeable.

	Another one was set to the opposite thigh and effectively prevented her from closing her legs. If she tried, the act would make the pegs pivot and yank excruciatingly at her trapped skin.

	The client still seemed unsatisfied with the current number of implements and started to add more. She slowly applied additional pegs and designed a queue of baleful metal jaws that hung from Samantha’s thighs. The acts were made all the worse because the wand was soon set aside, leaving her without its soothing rapture.

	The woman was swiftly pulling at the cord again and bringing the orbs to the point of flight. She then applied a peg to the surface of Samantha’s breast and exploited the instinctive clench to have them gallop back into her warm and inviting rear.

	Samantha quivered from the travail and fought to get them off. Her legs were helpless to assist and her hands could only impotently claw at the shackles as the gag destroyed her words of begging.

	Seven pegs were lined down each inner surface of thigh and a circle of eight more was arranged around each breast with one peg squeezing the summits. The woman paused and assessed the patterns before halting. Another peg was poised in one hand and Samantha stared at it and tried to predict where it might be destined to go.

	“I think that will do for the moment,” she commented and brushed the back of her hand along the metal devices. They chimed against each other and the motion magnified the anguish they were pitilessly imparting.

	“Does that feel good?” asked the client then repeated the act to watch Samantha shiver with duress. “Do you want the wand? Would that make you feel better?”

	Lifting the massaging tool, the client switched it on so that Samantha could see it hum with pleasing activity. Bobbing her head drastically up and down, she found that tears were in her eyes. Samantha desperately required its companionship to ease her situation.

	“You can have it if you endure a few more pegs,” she promised then traced the cool point of the peg along Samantha’s pussy. “And only if you take them here,” she warned.

	Samantha choked and wept with despair because she needed the wand so much. The pleasure it gave her had seduced her completely and made her a hopeless addict of its ministrations. Nevertheless, she would have to endure even more discomfort than she was currently experiencing in order to gain it. There was nothing she could do. She had to have it and her head danced up and down with morose pleading.

	“You’re sure?” asked the woman and successfully coaxed Samantha into affirming her request even as the peg continued to slide up and down her lips. “As my little one wishes...”

	Samantha jerked violently as a peg captured her pussy and pinched her shut. The infernal toy squeezed the sensitive flesh and made her loins course with heat and resentment.

	“A few more and you can have your reward,” confirmed the client. She then added another of the devilish implements and then another. The single line of clothespins along her pudenda squeezed her shut and added immeasurably to her harrowing ordeal.

	“There, I think that’s enough... for now at least,” she pronounced.

	Again, the client brushed her hand down the freshly established queue to visit more suffering on the sealed orifice.

	“Ready for your treat?” she inquired, and swung the wand like a pendulum before Samantha’s tortured pussy.

	Frantic nodding had the toy apply its succulent head to Samantha’s sex and pour the generous vibrations through her flesh. The pegs jiggled, but the pleasure it imparted more than made up for the token increase of suffering.

	“There. Oh, you like that, don’t you?” crooned the woman.

	She started to rock the toy against her with small pushes, bolstering the effects and rapidly bringing Samantha toward climax. She drew closer and closer, and her breathing formed into chaotic pants. The blend of pain and pleasure was a terribly addictive force that overwhelmed and devoured with alacrity.

	“No, not yet. You have to earn your relief,” announced the client with a diabolic smirk.

	Taking the wand away from her subject, she watched with glee as Samantha loitered on the verge of orgasm. Breaking into paroxysms, Samantha shook her pegs and cried out onto her gag. She was frantic for the last touches of the device that would bring her the fulfilment she so desperately craved. Waving her hindquarters, she tried to access the wand as it hung just out of her reach.

	“Oh no you don’t. Not quite yet. I haven’t finished with you yet, girl,” teased the woman.

	She held the wand up before Samantha’s beseeching eyes and with an exaggerated flick, she switched it off. The woman gave a malignant laugh as Samantha moaned with disappointment. Setting it aside, she took hold of the string and one of the thigh pegs.

	The metal toys had banished everything from within their stringent holds save a deep reverberating throb. The arctic chill and the cramping influence of their presence haunted the acquired pinches of skin and promised far worse when they were finally removed.

	The string drew an orb to the point of escape and as the woman let go she dually set a peg loose. Feeling rushed back into the afflicted spot like a flash flood. Samantha gave a high-pitched screech when sensation re-inhabited the brutalised tissues. The spasm of reply made the orb shoot back into her like a tiny cannonball and Samantha lurched against her bonds.

	Each of the pegs on her thighs was treated in an identical fashion and the anal bead was used to corrupt the event. The strange, almost sensual feeling of it lancing back into her anus confused her as to how she should regard this treatment. It was so harsh, but it also felt eerily good.

	With the flock of thigh pegs removed, those encompassing her breasts were employed to drag her through the same bizarre experience. Those on her nipples were ignored and Samantha felt those at her sex being touched. She quivered with worry.

	When these pegs began to depart, she found new levels of enthusiasm to cavort for the woman’s amusement. The far more tender regions of flesh erupted with a degree of mayhem that made those on her thighs and breasts pale by comparison.

	Samantha was dizzy and delirious when the last one was removed. Her senses recovered slightly as the wand was applied to ease her resentment. Instantly the severity of the ordeal vanished and she sank onto the toy. The straits of mayhem the client inflicted became a sudden warm thrill of a memory as she was teased.

	Once more, she was gradually escorted toward orgasm and the woman continued to alternate her pleasures. Sometimes she left the wand in place to thrum and fill Samantha with puissant ecstasy, and at other times, she removed it and applied her mouth to use the steady precise kisses of her tongue to craft Samantha’s joy. At all times, she continued to abuse Samantha’s anus with the beads.

	Her nipples throbbed, her back ached from the position she had been forcedly set in, lines of sweat ran down her trapped anatomy, and her gratification continued to grow.

	Snorting through the panties, her face flushed and dripping with sweat, tears, and dribble, Samantha could not process the level of arousal she was experiencing. It was almost too much to sustain without passing out, yet she yearned to acquire the final chapter that was climax.

	Samantha’s lust was eating through her insides like fire and the licentious craving was emphasised by the view she was permitted. The restricted glance had the woman’s elegant rear wiggling in the air, the smooth black latex stretched across her inviting curves as her face nuzzled between Samantha’s thighs. Then when she sat up, the image of her rubber-bound breasts and inviting lips cursed Samantha as her bound hands itched to wander upon the alluring physique and were in turn tortured by denial.

	“I can see that you’re close. A few more seconds and you’ll come for sure. Would you like that? Do you want me to let you achieve orgasm?” offered the woman with a seductive titter. She then licked her lips to reveal her agile tongue.

	Samantha sobbed her pleas as best she could. She was praying to experience the most meteoric release she could have ever dreamed of while also fearing its effect on her. She was at the limits of her sanity from the torrent of ecstasy. An orgasm in this tenuous state might well shred it.

	“But no, not yet. We have so much time left. It’d be a waste to just let you rashly end. You have to be patient,” she stated firmly.

	Samantha howled in despair as the wand came away and starved her heated loins. She was losing her mind from the ferocity of her frustration. Orgasm was a rare enough treat in her trade as it was. The males who entered her life and body often succumbed to their own release long before she could hope to mirror it. The emotional built up to the night’s trawling for a female physique brought their libido to the boil and they would usually finish after mere moments. Now she was being brought dangerously close time and time again and was being deprived. The woman’s actions were making her insane with sexual famine. Each denial made her thirst for it all the more. It was becoming more maddening than she could stand.

	“Let’s see... I think some creative rope work might be in order here,” she pondered.

	Leaning over and under the bed, the client grabbed a length of slender rope and straightened Samantha’s thong back into place. Looping the slender coils over her hips, the woman rapidly started to forge a strange plexus of rope. Weaving it about Samantha’s loins, she constantly tightened it and a harness of rope began to appear. The feel of the weave as it slithered on her skin and started to gradually increase in ferocity was a wonderfully erotic experience.

	Samantha then realised that the woman was tying the wand to her by means of this intricate crotch rope. Her skill at working in this medium was clearly unsurpassed and the smooth plastic head was soon securely pulled to her raging clit.

	“There, now it’s my turn for a little more fun,” she purred, then flicked the toy back on.

	Samantha shivered as the slothful build toward orgasm began again with undeniable earnest. Her loins were now dripping with need and her mind could fixate on nothing else.

	The woman arose and latex curves and silken skin loomed over Samantha, presenting an opaque belly to her starved eyes. Samantha had never before had such a powerful desire to worship another woman but now, faced with the rubber shorts right before her eyes she could not help but curse the gag, the hood, and the mask. Her eyes were fixed to the material. Her mind screamed out to taste the flesh whose subtle and titillating aroma ruled her senses with each breath.

	Straining forward she nuzzled against the woman’s cocooned sex. Rubbing her mask against it, she longed to bore through and be permitted the chance to kiss and lick the client who had opened whole new avenues of sexual experience to her.

	“Oh, can’t we get through? Poor little thing. This must be quite annoying,” teased the woman.

	One hand held onto the ropes for support while the other stroked across Samantha’s leather and latex-entombed skull.

	“Come on, you can do it,” she added.

	The exquisite bliss in Samantha’s loins made her frenzied with licentious hunger and her masked face pushed against her bonds. The sight of the woman’s belly against her eyepieces was inspiring her to desperately try to break through by force of will alone.

	“Don’t you just want to lick me? Get that tongue of yours between my thighs so it can taste me? Do you want to feel me smother you? Do you want me to ride your face? Make you service me?” she uttered. She was goading Samantha on, adding fuel to the raging inferno of her libidinous craving.

	Grabbing the ropes, she lifted a leg and slotted it between Samantha’s arms so that the thigh rested on her shoulder and forced the limbs apart a little. Samantha gasped in awe as the woman continued to rock herself gently against the faceplate of the mask. The image scorched itself into her mind with indelible viciousness as the scent of latex crept through the filters and reached her nose.

	“Look at you. All tied up and helpless. Full of my beads. Gagged and sniffing my underwear as I rub myself against your face and you can’t do a thing about it. I might let you climax, but then again, I might not. I might just send you home unfulfilled. Would that be fun? Would that be your preferred way to end our tryst?”

	Samantha was screaming in protest. The concept was monstrously diabolic. The affections of the wand and the attention of the woman were beyond anything she had imagined. The tedious banality of all her sexual encounters before coming to the city had made them seem more worthless and thus easier to sell without regret, shame, or guilt. Even when she was selling her favours, the incidents were little different and just as vapid. This session had eclipsed them all.

	“I hear you wailing in there. However, I might do it... I might just leave you denied. Starve you of your relief. Of course, I might just tease you awhile longer, because I don’t think you deserve relief just yet, do you?” she purred and began lifting her other leg.

	Hauling herself up she slotted herself onto Samantha’s shoulders. Sitting on them, her weight kindled terrible mayhem in Samantha’s joints, but all she could see were the latex shorts before her and all she could feel were the dedicated vibrations of the wand. Her hindquarters rolled back and forth, flexing against the crotch rope, making the buzzing head move in small swirls against her.

	“There we go,” she commented, and with a little shuffle, she settled into a more comfortable position. “So, what next? First, I think you need to calm down for a moment or two,” stated the client.

	Leaning back, she arched down and pawed for the switch on the wand. Samantha jerked her loins about, trying to keep it away from the client and stop the machine being switched off before she gained the orgasm she so frantically required. The mechanism fell dormant and she was left snorting within her comprehensive bonds.

	“Let’s have these off as well,” she decreed, then took hold of a peg.

	The woman turned the implement and Samantha burbled and yowled. The rending influence on her tender teats caused her to bounce beneath the woman who was atop her shoulders. She pressed the client’s impermeable crotch against her sealed vision, seeking refuge from the strife in her nipple.

	The clothespin was pinched and the jaws opened. The device let go and caused an avalanche of terrible sensation to thunder back into the compressed tip. As Samantha broke into convulsive fits, the woman hugged her head deeper into the shorts. The client gasped with joy as she revelled in Samantha’s adversity.

	“Now for the other one,” she purred once Samantha had recovered a little.

	Extending her arm, the client manipulated the peg to increase its effects before finally removing it. Again, the same harrowing ordeal had to be endured. The only compensation for Samantha came from being forced deeper into the inviting view of the woman’s rubber entombed loins.

	“Good girl. Now you stay still while I take care of myself for a moment,” she stated.

	Removing herself from Samantha’s shoulders, the client sprawled onto the sheets before her with legs spread wide.

	“You just sit there and watch,” she said with a nefarious smile.

	The client began to run her hands over her body and acted precisely in the way that she knew Samantha was aching to do. Samantha shifted her hindquarters and rocked her hips to feel the crotch rope pull at her. The meagre caress did more to frustrate her than relieve, but she had no choice because her libido was currently so powerful that it had possessed her in full.

	With eyes mesmerised by the image before her she could only hopelessly watch as the woman massaged the front of her shorts, gasping softly, her chest heaving as she squirmed and moaned. The rubber issued soft squeaks and her boots slithered against the sheets. Her tights rustled as her legs sometimes entwined like eels.

	“Ooh, this feels so good. Wouldn’t you like to feel this, too? I bet you would. You must be so insane with need by now. But not yet. First you have to watch me have what you can’t,” uttered the client on a series of racing breaths.

	The woman continued to flaunt herself before Samantha, exploiting her ravenous desires, making her livid with the keen ache to touch and indulge what rope, rubber, and leather were denying.

	“Oh yes, that’s it. I’m almost there,” she croaked. Breaking into jerks of response, her fingers played more energetically against her shorts. Crying out with delight, the woman’s sublime body flashed with tensioned fits. The explosion of rapture coursed through her and caused Samantha’s head to swim with crazed levels of sexual desire.

	Relaxing for a moment, the woman idly flicked a hand out and switched on the wand. Samantha quivered as the glorious warmth started to gather within her loins. The afterimage of the woman’s climax was impressed on her sight and made her giddy with the prospect of following it.

	Samantha was half expecting to be denied again and it was not a wasted prediction. The wand was deactivated and the client began to unfasten the ropes with an annoying sloth. The wand came free and was tossed aside then her ankles were set loose from her thighs and allowed to drop back to the mattress. The gas mask and hood were removed but the ball gag and the panties were left in place.

	The client stood up on the covers and released Samantha’s hands. The moment they came free she toppled aside and collapsed onto her side. Cradling her body, she surged as she ran the recent events through her mind. Each memory of punishment and denial spiced her libido. A hand involuntarily began to drift down her front and home in on her pussy. Samantha let out a yelp as the crop swung overhead and laid a speeding hoop of leather to her hip.

	“Watch it with those fingers!” warned the client.

	Samantha brought her arms up and kept them busy with the cradling of her abused breasts.

	“Now, get up on all fours. Get that cute ass of yours in the air,” demanded the woman.

	Samantha’s body obeyed before her mind had even fully registered the words. She rolled onto her front and with a strain she managed to hoist her fatigued form up from the covers. Small lines of sweat ran down her body in lazy streams, and several drips tickled her breasts as they hung from the dangling assets.

	“Now stay still!” said the client with an assertive tone.

	The humming tune of the wand reached Samantha’s ears. She closed her eyes and let loose a quavering throaty moan of response as it nestled against her sex.

	“That’s it, just let yourself savour the pleasure,” said the client as she rubbed the shivering head back and forth in soft tantalising motions.

	The crop flung around and stung Samantha’s rear then her thigh. Samantha gave pips of squeaking shock but did not move. The wand was keeping her petrified in place, because if she tried to evade the crop, she would lose connection with the wand.

	The woman commenced a random and unpredictable lambasting of Samantha’s hindquarters. Laying down her impacts on whimsical fancies, she left Samantha unprepared for each stroke, and all the while she continued to build her toward an apocalyptic climax.

	Another swat caught Samantha’s inner thigh and made her bark aloud with distress. Her limbs tensed and she felt her breath grow spasmodic as a zenith of bliss began to embrace her. Her head drooped down to leave moist strands of hair swinging before her eyes. Several tears dropped from her cheeks and joined the wet spatters of sweat on the sheet before her.

	Samantha’s head began to curl back up and her mouth began to open on a series of gasping pants. Climax was blooming within her, and the sting of the crop was bringing it forth with a sudden haste.

	The moment that orgasm tore through Samantha’s harried frame the client grabbed the string, and with a steady but rapid haul, pulled the beads from her in quick succession. The orbs bounced her sphincter upon their distinct ridges and fled from her amidst a hurricane of exquisitely excruciating sensation.

	Samantha’s jaws stretched as wide as they could and she howled with the utmost shock and bliss. The sudden pounding flight of the balls used their stern effects of pain and startling pleasure like a magnifying glass that grabbed her orgasm, fed it through and almost brought her to a faint from the hellish savagery of their final result.

	Every muscle and tendon leapt to attention as the wand and the beads gouged into her soul with their fabulous effects. Her neck stretched forward and her face went red from the yowl of response that spilled from her throat as she announced her relief from frustration and from accommodating the beads.

	The last orb popped free and Samantha flung herself from the wand because she could not withstand anymore. The sensual overload had almost snapped her psyche and she swore that if she had remained on that vibrating head any longer she would have been rendered a drooling imbecile for the rest of her life.

	Collapsing onto her front, she sobbed and gave sudden wild fits as the residual power of the climax continued to reverberate through her physique and randomly tightened muscles and ligaments. Samantha muttered prayers for strength to herself. She was unable to fathom how so much pain and pleasure could be sustained by her anatomy without some sort of terrible destructive consequence.

	The client moved up along the bed and embraced Samantha’s head. Soft fingers brushed the sweat-sodden hair from her face. She then removed the gag, thong, and then the wet hosiery. The gentle treatment lulled Samantha into a somnolent state and she found herself sobbing with a glorious sense of achievement and purging. It had been so long since she had felt pleasure and even then it had not even vaguely rivalled what had been channelled through her bound body this night. Incoherent mumbles of gratitude slipped from her parched lips and over her slack jaws.

	“Ssssh, it’s okay. Just rest a moment. Get your breath back,” said the woman with a reassuring sense of care.

	For a moment, Samantha forgot all about her worries, misery, and regrets, and she found a wondrous nirvana in the woman’s arms. She wished she never had to leave, that the client would spirit her away, keep her from harm and teach her more about what her body was truly capable of if properly motivated and stimulated. Samantha kept her eyes closed so she could enforce the dream and fend off reality for just a little while longer. Peace and pleasure had been acquired in one evening. She had never even encountered them before. They were unknown commodities in her life and now that she had experienced them, she wanted more, much more.

	“Oh my, that was something,” she finally gasped, and followed the words with a long murmuring purr of contentment.

	“So I take it you enjoyed that?” asked the woman as she continued to stroke Samantha’s slick cheek.

	“I’ve never let anyone do that sort of thing to me,” she answered.

	Curling into a foetal ball, Samantha held to the nylon-covered thighs of the client. Her fingertips ran upon them in small spirals and sometimes strayed onto the tight patent leather of her boots.

	“So you liked it, huh?” replied the woman.

	“I... I don’t know,” said Samantha.

	The statement was confused but true. Such intense pain should have been reviled and hated. She should loathe the woman for the deranged things she had done to control and violate her body. Nevertheless, through such actions, she had also conjured the headiest bliss and Samantha was more than thankful for it.

	“Yes. Yes, you did. Well, you’re going to get more, Samantha. You’ll be mine again, this Wednesday. No sex with anyone else until that time. I want you pure and untouched. I’ll pick you up at exactly eleven-twenty,” she said without any hint of accepting dissent from her paid property. It made Samantha wonder just which one of them was really the client.

	“Of course. I’ll be waiting,” she replied and settled deeper into the woman’s strong, slender arms.

	Samantha pushed all thoughts about her profession from her mind. There were obstacles and consequences from arranging such a rendezvous, but she did not want to let anything intrude into her haze of delightful heaven.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Samantha jerked from sleep and glanced aside to look for a clock or any indication as to what time it might be. Through the door she could see the hints of daylight and knew that if she wanted to avoid trouble with Eddy she would have to get going, and soon.

	With a soft moan and clenched teeth she forced herself upright. Her muscles seemed to be getting stiffer by the minute.

	Sliding from the bed, she looked around to the sleeping form of her client then headed out in search of a shower. At the door, she paused and turned around to regard the slumbering body one last time.

	The naked physique was tangled amidst the covers, her smooth perfect skin making her appear like a mannequin rather than a real person. She was one of the most gorgeous people Samantha had ever seen. She may not have been completely perfect, but then again, who was? In addition, her personality significantly elevated Samantha’s opinion, making the client a sublime image without equal.

	Wondering what the woman’s name was, Samantha began to check some of the other doors. The building was either a place maintained for such illicit events or the owner was in the process of moving in or out of the residence. Samantha continued to ponder the client’s real name and from this consideration, she began to theorise further about other aspects of the woman.

	She was obviously wealthy and powerful, well educated, and highly experienced in getting whatever it was she wanted from life. Basically, she was the exact opposite of Samantha and there could not have been a more radical and complete opposite. Nevertheless, it would be nice to have a name to put with the face, just for the sake of her memory.

	Sliding a door aside, she found the object of her search. The white tiled chamber was large and bore plenty of room for the ample bathtub. A spacious shower was set in the corner and there was a dressing table with lights placed around the perimeter of the adjustable mirrors. It had a token selection of cosmetics upon it and a sink to one side.

	Samantha looked longingly at the bath but she knew that if she chose to soak herself she would only be left even more fatigued. She needed something a little more invigorating.

	With a sigh, she walked over to the shower and started it running. It was strange to have hot water come instantly out rather than her usual wait of a few minutes to gain some vaguely tepid, tainted flow.

	Stepping into the cascade, she took advantage of the perfumed soaps and lotions to attend her body. Samantha luxuriated in the things she could never hope to afford, taking time to appreciate the smells and the soft smooth textures.

	“Mind if I join you?” asked the client as she opened the steam obscured door.

	Samantha gave a startled jerk of surprise then another gasp of shock as she saw what the client had brought with her. The woman was completely naked save for a brief plexus of straps about her hindquarters. The leather sported a ring, from which emerged an impressive phallus that was crafted from pliant blue jelly.

	“I... I...” she stammered.

	The client entered casually and approached Samantha’s retreating form. Her back reached the warm wet tiles and the woman pressed herself up against her. Fingers trailed up her spine and took hold of her hair.

	A pull drew Samantha’s head back and made her look at the ceiling. Keeping her in this enforced pose the woman gave soft pecking kisses along Samantha’s neck and licked the water that was running down onto her chest. Samantha’s hands lifted up and took hold of the client’s shoulders as she felt the smooth head of the phallus nestling between her legs. After a couple of probing touches to locate a point of entry, the toy began to move forward. The pounding drizzle eased its entrance and Samantha gave a shuddering groan as it slid deep into her.

	The woman drew slowly back then thrust into Samantha again. With a sob of delight, she jiggled on her toes. Her hands tightened in brief spasms, grasping to the shoulders of the woman responsible for ravishing her.

	The hand that had steered the toy arose and took advantage of the platter of offered female flesh that was Samantha’s chest. Her arched front rose and fell with deep breaths as fingers teased her nipples and trekked all over her torso. The warm spray of the shower tickled her skin, increasing her joy as the dildo began to drift back and forth on stoical plunges.

	Samantha’s hands dropped down and held to the tiles as she lost herself to the rapture of being so methodically used and pleasured. The woman suddenly fled her body and before Samantha could react or ask what was wrong, she found herself turned around so that she faced the wall.

	The client grabbed her wrists and put them up by her head so that her palms were pressed to the wet wall. The woman then turned Samantha’s head forward and put her brow to the tiles as well. This left her with a view of trickling water across the white stone sheet.

	A firm grip established itself on her hips and began to pull them away from the wall. Samantha’s face and hands slid down a little as her rear was arranged for use. Samantha gave a croak of response and her face slid aside to press her cheek to the wall as the phallus shot up into her once more. The position allowed even deeper access and she gave small twitches of joy as the soft malleable length nudged her deepest recesses. Her legs felt like reeds beneath her. The stern grip on her hips and the powerful thrust of the artificial manhood seemed to be the only thing keeping her upright.

	The woman again grabbed her hair from behind and pulled her head up. The act of dominance fanned Samantha’s libido and she gave a cry of delight as the client deployed her other hand to drag her nails down the length of Samantha’s stretched spine. A moment later, she cried out with pleasure when the act was repeated. The spread fingers of the client left long rosy streaks that swelled with prickly heat and all the while the woman’s hips continually slapped to Samantha’s rump.

	The phallus jolted back almost to the point of departure. Her pussy closed to the summit of the toy and almost expelled it before the woman expertly fired it back into her. Samantha was filled completely in an instant and then the woman continued with the acute and sumptuous penetration.

	The assailing hand ceased its playful attacks and reached back. Samantha grinned privately to herself and closed her eyes as she guessed what was going to come next.

	The phallus retreated like a coiled spring then a palm flashed in and clapped to her bottom. The layer of water made the spanking considerably louder than usual and the shower echoed with the bright applause of the client’s hand upon Samantha’s quaking rear.

	After each slap, the woman jammed the entire length back into Samantha. Her clenching response to a hearty spanking of her buttocks accentuated the results of each plunge. With her pussy tightened in a brief fit, the effects of the returning dildo as it opened her and stormed in brought her to tip toe and conjured a howling cry of libidinous fury.

	The client released Samantha’s hair and reached under to tweak the nipples of her dangling breasts. Alternating her hands, she spanked each cheek and teased each teat with dedicated enthusiasm while the strap on continued to plunder Samantha’s sex. The soft pinches and pulls added to the lascivious ordeal and Samantha felt herself rising again toward monstrous climax. She started to shudder with trepidation because she was not entirely convinced that she could endure another such apocalyptic sexual event.

	The client spied her escalating rapture and removed the showerhead from its hook. Bringing the spraying nozzle under Samantha’s body, she aimed the concentrated cluster of jets between her shivering legs.

	Samantha lifted herself onto tiptoe and gave a squeaking series of gasps and shouts as the tickling waters bounced watery fingers upon her sex. Samantha pulled at the grip in her hair to increase its effects and savour her helplessness. It was taking all her resolve and willpower to stay where she was. The potency of the pleasure was again more than she could ordinarily bear. Only the control of the client was giving her the fortitude to stay put. Without it, she was sure she would hurl herself out of the shower to avoid the overwhelming sensations that lurked within her, and which were consuming her with every increasing might.

	Samantha’s hands furled into fists as she grimaced and continued to try to endure. The client pulled back on her hair and lifted her from the wall. The woman took the vacated spot, dropped back to the tiles, and held Samantha to her.

	Continuing to thrust up into Samantha, she held her chin and pulled her head back so that she was draped against her body. Samantha’s spine smarted a little from the contortion but the discomfort was barely even a consideration against the sheer pleasure of her ruthless penetration.

	The woman’s other hand still held the showerhead and the water continued to assail her pudenda. Samantha’s hands dropped aside and busied themselves with the sultry physique of the client. Her hands voyaged up and down the woman’s curvaceous sides and she started to whimper with ecstasy as again she was ferried up into the arms of thunderous relief.

	Samantha’s yowl of release raged within the confines of the shower and she became a vibrating maenad of response to every subsequent drive. The woman milked her of every joule of delight and only then did she begin to slow her rate. Samantha eased her response with this deceleration until she was slack against the client.

	The shower was put back on the holder so that it continued to spray the two of them with warm water that took away the sweat of their exertions. The client brought Samantha’s face around and demanded an over-the-shoulder kiss. With eyes still shut, Samantha complied and their tongues curled and rolled against each other in the sparkling waterfall.

	The woman took a firmer grip and clamped her mouth to Samantha’s. The dildo jumped back out of her body and Samantha’s cry was smothered by a deep and lavish kiss. The flight etched a bright detonation of loitering feeling, conjuring up a brief hint of her orgasm that in turn gave way to a subtle and debauched ghost sensation that steadfastly refused to fade.

	Once Samantha had calmed from the removal, the woman continued the kiss and gently caressed Samantha’s naked, wet, and warm physique.

	“Get on your knees and wash me,” she said with soft gravity.

	Samantha slipped from the woman’s arms and sank down onto her knees. Taking a sponge and bottle of elite brand name shower gel, she began to work it over the body of the client. The woman stood stiff and erect, staring down at Samantha with her hands on her hips and the blue rod of the phallus jutting from her body.

	With her thoughts riding in a cushioning wanton haze, Samantha took great satisfaction in her humble task. Easing the soapy sponge over the silken flesh of the client, she took the opportunity to explore and revere the woman that had so entranced her.

	“Suck my strap on,” demanded the woman with a wicked glint in her eyes.

	Samantha lifted up and took hold of the woman’s magnificent thighs. She looked up at the client then to the phallus that had so methodically invaded her. Tightening her thighs together with fresh waves of arousal, she opened her mouth and extended her tongue. She let the tip dance upon the head of the pliant creation then swallowed up the length until it nudged the back of her throat. Well-versed in such deeds, she pushed down a little further and suppressed her gag reflex as she did so.

	“Mmmm, I can see you’ve done that more than once,” commented the woman.

	The client brushed a few strands of hair from her own face and continued to watch the show.

	“Keep sucking,” she said. “And don’t stop cleaning me, either. I like you down there, where you belong.”

	Samantha moved her head with piston plunges, sucking at the dildo as her hands eased the sponge over the client’s body. The woman’s face was a mask of amused delight while she watched Samantha work the dildo. The shower made it wet and slippery, and the passage of her lips and the dance of her tongue made distinct slurping notes.

	“Now, remove the strap on. It’s time to put that well-used mouth to another use,” she commanded.

	Samantha drew back from the toy and set the sponge aside. She unbuckled the harness and with besotted eyes, she unveiled the naked sex of the client. Without conscious decision, she moved forward so she could delve her tongue into the presented slit but a hand clapped to her forehead and prevented her.

	“Not yet. First, lick your way up from my feet,” she said firmly. “I want that tongue good and limbered up before it gets its treat.”

	Samantha’s look of disappointment melted into a nefarious smile and she gradually wilted down into a lowly ball. With a rekindled libido she looked across the bare wet feet of the woman and began to kiss and lick at them. She pushed her tongue between her toes and lapped at her ankles with dissolute contentment. She found her hips swaying from side-to-side with serpentine motions as the enjoyment of her actions beguiled her. The feel of water spattering her buttocks made her contusions more distinct and the trickle of liquid down the valley of her rear culminated in the steady pour of it from her loins.

	“That’s it. Show me how much you enjoy being mine, Samantha. I want that tongue to illustrate your satisfaction in being my plaything, in being my toy, in being a possession to do with as I please,” purred the woman.

	It was true. Samantha felt so wonderfully owned and controlled. It may have only been a counterfeit dominion but losing herself to this role was exceptionally rewarding.

	Samantha did have freedom in her life, and she hated it. Once free of high school she had been left to make of her time whatever she wished. The cards had been dealt and she had done the best she could with a useless hand but in the end, she had been left with nothing. Being taken and ruled by this woman was a delightful notion of salvation, one that would have her endure penance in the form of discipline for all the things she had been forced to do in order to survive. Being a kept possession removed her from decision and responsibility. Everything revolved around what this woman wanted, and so long as she succeeded in that basic task, her life would be an unbridled victory against the odds. Cruel fate and disaster had brought her low. Dignity and pride had harried her psyche. Now, in perversity she had found a hint of deliverance.

	Writhing with lasciviousness, she worked around the shins and knees of the woman. Samantha’s tongue and lips fawned on the heavenly physique with utmost adoration.

	“I bought you. Paid for you. I can do anything I want to you. I can have you do anything I want. You have no choice in the matter, because you’re mine, Samantha,” she continued, adding to the lickerish nature of their play.

	Samantha moved up onto her thighs and lingered there. She wanted to enjoy every moment of her willing subjugation to the vaulted goddess that had selected her.

	“Almost there. You are such a lucky thing to be granted this treat. I don’t let just anyone try and pleasure me. This is an exception. So you had best be sure you can do it, otherwise there will be some severe ramifications. I do not tolerate failure lightly, Samantha.”

	Kisses and laps at the woman’s inner thighs preceded a soft inhale for courage and Samantha rose into the waiting pubic nest. Samantha’s tongue delicately entered the warm folds and began to tickle the woman’s clit with its eager point. She danced small circles upon the morsel and she felt it engorge against her organ. The response was reassuring, for it showed that her efforts were at least not totally inept.

	“Not bad. Nice enough tongue work for a novice. Let’s see what else it can do,” she crooned.

	Encouraged, she allowed herself to extend her organ deep into the client. She performed the erotic manoeuvres as much for her own satisfaction as that of the woman. Tasting deeply of the client, she returned to pouring herself against the woman’s roused clit in the manner that she had done to Samantha.

	“Mmmm, nice and long, too. Just the way I like them. I’ll definitely have to ensure lots of use for this spry tongue of yours. I’ll get it nice and buff so it’ll be ready for anything I want it to do.”

	Recalling the tactics that had melted her mind with pleasure, Samantha tried to imitate them as best she could. It was difficult and only her lust and her adoration kept her focused because her tongue was already aching from overuse.

	“No slacking off, Samantha,” said the woman as her carnal devotee slowed her rate for a moment to try to recover. A light slap to her cheek chastised her laziness. Fixating on her quest, Samantha ignored the rending distress in the root of her tongue and did her best to continue. In one way, she wanted to perform like this for hours, but in a more practical way she prayed that the woman would hurry up and climax because the discomfort was becoming more than she could handle. Fighting onward against the oral fatigue, Samantha’s efforts gained a new lease on life when she heard the woman begin to moan softly and her body start to stiffen.

	“That’s it, Samantha. Oh, yes. Oh I’m so close. Keep going. Just like that. Right there. There, there we go, that’s perfect,” she growled licentiously.

	Hands sank into her hair and used it as a rein by which to steer her head around and work her face into the hungry sex of the client. The woman’s digits clenched into a hold that brought flickering fields of stress to Samantha’s scalp. Samantha’s tongue flashed with effort as each swirl and drive brought new rapture to the client. Once the woman had taken everything she wanted from Samantha’s tongue, the grips into her hair pulled back and made her look up to regard the woman.

	“Not bad. Not bad at all. You did well, Samantha. You should be proud of your performance,” she said with a smile. “Now go and get a towel so you can dry me.”

	Samantha exited the shower and as the woman started to wash her hair she took a large soft towel and remained naked and on her knees while waiting for the client to emerge. When she did, Samantha revisited her efforts with the sponge, taking great pleasure in delicately soaking up the water and drying every inch of the woman.

	When Samantha was finished, the woman took a robe and after slipping into it, she extended a hand. Samantha accepted the extremity and repeatedly kissed the knuckles with pious reverence.

	“You may get ready and meet me at my car,” she said, and then walked majestically from the room.

	Samantha dried and donned her clothes in a daze of tranquillity. She wandered down to the garage and slid into the car and next to the client without word. The exterior door opened and she shielded her eyes from the bright rays of the sun. It had been a long time since she had been active during the day and she was not used to its glare. Hers was a predominately nocturnal existence in an area where the sun was blocked by tall buildings. She had forgotten just how glorious and enlivening sunshine could be.

	The client started the engine and they headed out onto the streets. No words were exchanged between them while she was delivered back toward her home territory. Samantha had no idea what was on the client’s mind, but she hoped she was not regretting her choice or thinking of cancelling the future appointment.

	Samantha was mulling over everything that had happened and was trying to process the events. She had to constantly try to convince herself that they had been real and were not imagined. Such good fortune just did not occur to her, and her mind was having trouble retaining the memories as something other than a fanciful dream or cruel plot to further enhance her misery.

	The client’s white Cadillac pulled up on the street corner and as Samantha released her seatbelt, the woman leaned over and grabbed her by the bicep before she could exit.

	“Come here first,” she said firmly.

	Samantha leaned back. Her muscles were raw. Her body was stiff and reluctant to obey her. The client reached up, lifted Samantha’s chin with a finger, and presented her mouth for a kiss. Samantha closed her eyes and felt the gentle full lips of the client brush hers and grant her a delicate loving peck before she retreated behind the wheel.

	“Of you go then, and don’t forget our appointment. Same place as last night. You know the time, so don’t be late,” she said.

	“Of course not, I’d never dream of it,” acknowledged Samantha with a smile and then awkwardly eased herself out of the car. Flares of discomfort accompanied every motion and she winced as she finally gained her feet.

	Samantha had thought herself in good shape. She had thought her body was athletic and supple. The client had just proven that she was not as fit as she had previously thought. Their sexual escapades had tested muscles that everyday life or intercourse rarely tapped.

	She closed the door and with a deep growl of the powerful engine, the car drifted out into traffic and quickly vanished from her sight. Samantha stood and watched it disappear. She was intent on devouring every moment until the woman was either gone from view or she woke up from this fabulous dream.

	Stepping back from the kerb, Samantha slipped into the teeming hordes of pedestrians. Tuesday had just begun and the commuters were thundering along in choking droves. Numerous eyes flicked to her salacious appearance and either expressed scorn or covert lust. Her garb was more attuned to the night and not the harsh golden glare of the day.

	Samantha sidled weakly into a side road and began to head down toward her home. The piles of mouldering boxes, damaged rubbish cans, and foetid dumpsters gave off odours that helped remind her that her escapades with the woman were truly over and that everything was back to rancid normality again.

	The grimy building appeared around the corner. The fractured windows, rusted scaffolds, and crumbling brick had never looked more offensive to Samantha. A couple of the day girls were perched on the steps, trying to solicit trade from the sporadic passers-by. Samantha greeted them and brushed off their questions about her night. They were the most vague of acquaintances and she could not be bothered with inane pleasantries right now.

	As usual, the lifts had broken down and their repair was not even being considered. Samantha had barely started up the stairs when Eddy appeared.

	The large Russian was dressed as usual in his imitation pimp attire with plenty of garish gold bling draped on his person. If he were not such a dangerous and violent overlord, she would have found his outfit laughable.

	Eddy had moved from his native soil to seek his fortune in distant capitalist lands. That was what he said anyway. Samantha was fairly sure that he had fled the consequences of some savage felony.

	Without a word, the man extended a large ring-encrusted hand in demand of her earnings. Samantha was tempted to only hand over some of it, but the other girls had to have informed him that she had entered a car of significant wealth. Equipped with that information, should the money be anything less than spectacular then he would roughly search her to find if she were holding out on him. Her body ached too much to endure his manhandling so she decided to maintain the façade of honesty and was committed to simply placing the whole collection of bills into his grubby fist.

	Reaching into her bag, Samantha gave a soft gasp of astonishment as she felt delicate nylon brush her fingers. Stifling her smile, she brushed the tights aside and extracted the total sum of the night’s takings. The bills of her final client had vastly bloated the sum. For a moment, she tried to recall the two other men that had commissioned her earlier, but she could barely even recall their faces or what they had wanted. The female client had driven them from her mind with her depraved sexual theatre.

	Eddy counted the money slowly with a frown of intense concentration and while softly mumbling the tally in Russian. His unfamiliarity with the uniform green notes caused him to check and then recheck the count.

	“Not bad. Not bad at all,” he said with his thick accent and a grin. “But it looks like you earned it all right, bitch.”

	Samantha refused to feel any animosity toward him and limped upstairs to seek her bed and rapid recourse in slumber. The night had been long and although she had slept more soundly than at any other time in her life in the client’s sumptuous bed, tiredness still ruled her.

	After opening her door, she pushed the ill-fitting and flimsy board back into place and threw the small latch behind her. Eddy did not permit locks on their rooms. He did not want anything significant preventing him from just strolling in on his property at any time that pleased him.

	Samantha eased herself out of her vinyl attire and into her bed. She reached down, pulled the parting gift of the tights from her bag, then opened out the dark material. She felt tears of gratitude gather in her eyes as she looked at them. It seemed so alien to have been given something so wonderful and yet trivial as a memento of the night. The intimate hose seemed more precious and valuable than the hundreds of dollars she had been given for her services.

	Filled with gladness and a sense of loss that it could not be permanent, she placed the crotch to her nose and drank of the female perfume and the soft hesitant aroma of the latex shorts. Arousal curled up through her body like a serpent and Samantha filled her mind’s eye with images of what had occurred last night. With her legs spread, she dreamed of being restrained and of having the amazing tongue of the client delving into her again.

	Samantha reached down and as she took deep drafts of air through the garment, she began to stroke her roused sex. Shudders of ecstasy tightened her battered frame and the mild discomfort only served to heighten her response. Samantha so rarely masturbated. It was difficult to find anything in fiction, fantasy, or reality to fixate on and assist her to climax. Now she had a true treasure to cuddle and ferry herself into sumptuous orgasm, especially when she projected the fantasy and indulged herself with the fancy of a perpetual relationship with the still-anonymous client.

	When she came, her body arched upward and she diligently enjoyed the meteoric eruption of rhapsody. It was nothing compared to what had been forced into her that night, but it was a delightful treat none the less.

	Panting softly, Samantha slowed her rhythm then lay still. With eyes closed, she dreamed of the latex-covered rear of the client, her breasts, tongue, dextrous fingers, and stern silken voice.

	Putting the tights in her bedside drawer, Samantha let her mind float into a relaxed snooze.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Karen laid back into the soft arms of the chair and let her mind rest and drift on soft memories of sessions and slaves. Her hectic and demanding profession offered little chance for relaxation. Even when she could grab an opportunity, it was hard to banish the static of the day. Nevertheless, when she was the entity known as Lady Morgana, all of that went away.

	Her dominant aspect was better at easing her spirit than any meditation, any spa, any affair, any drug, and the more she dedicated herself to it, the more pleasure she extracted. With a sigh of contentment, she slid down a little and crossed her legs.

	Karen had chosen to go with vinyl today. A set of tight shimmering leggings embraced her legs and wandered beneath a set of knee-high boots. The dagger-heeled footwear had a slight platform to ease the rise and they were zipped at the side to make it seem at first glance as though they were part of the leggings. A patent corset drew in her waist and rose up to the PVC bra that held her breasts and which cast slender arms over her shoulders. On a whim, she had worn one of her patent military-style caps. The only decoration on the hat was a thin silver chain at the base of the stern bill.

	Her male possession stood at her side. His name was Tobin, but she could not even recall the last time she had used it. He was always simply referred to as slave. Her other two servants had identities and so could be referred to without causing confusion in the ranks of her property.

	Tobin stood obediently still and was dressed to fulfil his role as her maid. He served numerous castes as her whim demanded but today she wanted him as a transvestite servant.

	The slender male was clad in an imitation maid’s outfit that had been crafted from thick latex. It also had the requisite white rubber frills and a plain white apron. The high neckline and moulded cups of the dress accepted fake silicone breast enhancers that gave him a set of minor assets. The sleeves reached to mid-bicep and the short skirt barely covered the tops of his thighs. Suspenders emerged from under the tight black sheath and grabbed fishnet stockings. Tobin’s familiarity with being a transvestite servile meant that he moved easily on the stiletto-heeled ankle boots that he was always committed to wearing. A band around the top of the laces allowed two tiny padlocks to be applied to prevent him sneakily removing them while he was doing his chores.

	However, at present there was nothing he could do. She had pulled a blindfold hood over his head and his mouth was full of a bright pink ball gag. A set of leather cuffs was also fastened at his wrists and a lock currently held them behind his back. A small tray with a moulded indent was fixed to his waist. A buckled belt ran around the back to keep it from moving and two chains from each corner of the front reached up to connect to his tall leather collar. The high suede-lined affair was armed with many D rings and ran over the subtler steel version that all of Morgana’s slaves wore as a perpetual mark of her rule. The edges of the tray were riveted with a raised perimeter of padded leather to stop items sliding or rolling off. At present, two fluted glasses and a bottle of wine were set upon the tray that he bore with continuous stable patience.

	Karen reached over, poured a little into a glass, and took it down for a sip. Transferring the glass to her other hand she had an iniquitous notion and reached under the skirt. Her hand found him still within the latex underwear and she began to massage the rapidly stiffening bulge. Soft whimpers emerged over the gag as he tried to stay perfectly still. However, it was clearly no easy feat.

	“Don’t spill anything, slave,” she warned with a broad smirk then started to apply more skill to her manipulation. Tobin’s body started to shiver and the second glass swayed a little.

	“I have a prospective candidate who might perhaps turn into another addition for our little family, slave. One that you’ll really enjoy,” she said softly and continued her dextrous exploitation.

	Karen knew Tobin well. She doubted that he was convinced of his Mistress’s benign intentions. Her other two slaves were either hideously cruel to him or ignored him completely. It made him more devoted and appreciative when Lady Morgana was with him. The others had a finicky appetite, one that was dedicated solely to the attentions of another woman. Karen often used that trait to frustrate Tobin beyond measure. Despite her affection for making his submissive existence a trying one, she still loved him and wanted to please him. Samantha would definitely please him. Karen and Tobin had exchanged their wedding rings for a collar and a key and had never been happier. He had the life he yearned for, and so did she.

	“She’s a sweet young thing who is submerged in trouble and strife. I’m going to try and rescue her, make her ours. You’ll have the chance to reawaken her affection for males, slave. It’ll be like having a virgin, only it’ll require more work, patience and commitment from you. You think you have that in you, slave?” she asked.

	“Lady Morgana?” asked a female voice.

	“Just a minute,” she said and continued with her previous line of questioning. “Well? What do you say? Or maybe I should just hand her to the Thumper over there? I’m sure she’ll happily make her part of their little dynamic. Another abusive female slave in your life. A trio of unavailable women all eager to starve this thing,” she said and through the rubber she squeezed his length in her hand.

	Tobin had been nodding his willingness to assist since she had first mentioned it, but she liked to taunt him with dreadful possibilities. It gave him masturbation material for later. Such things made fine fantasies but he would prefer that they stayed firmly in the realm of fiction.

	“Lady Morgana, it’s quite important,” said Thumper.

	“You were lucky there, slave,” commented Karen and settled back to stop hassling her property. A soft sigh of relief escaped his gagged lips because although he clearly relished the attention, to spill or knock something over would bring harsh reprimands. All of Lady Morgana’s slaves were well aware that errors often meant prolonged chastity and some exceedingly stringent bondage.

	Karen turned to see one of her two other slaves standing in the doorway. The lesbian couple had been seduced and enslaved to her rule as one unit. Tom and Thumper had been their adopted butch names and these names had been transferred and remoulded to become their submissive ones as well.

	“What is it, slave?”

	“Master Talon is here as you requested, Lady Morgana,” politely reported Thumper.

	“Show him in, slave,” she said and lifted herself out of the chair. Wandering out into the middle of the floor, she turned to welcome the new arrival.

	Master Talon strolled confidently through the doorway with a leash in hand and a slave girl in tow.

	Talon was a tall imposing individual with an air about him that typified that of refined country gentlemen. He was handsome and had long auburn hair that was tied back into a loose ponytail. His eyes alternated between a chill blue and a subtle green depending on light, mood, or the interpretation of the viewer. Talon wore gloss trousers that were laced up the sides and held about the waist with a studded belt. He wore a plain black vest that had a stylised dragon silhouette on the front. The beast was depicted in dark red and was plunging from the skies with claws outstretched and with its fanged maw stretched wide.

	The girl that he had brought with him was unfamiliar to Karen. She was very petite and deceptively youthful looking with a neck length wreath of black hair that had several streaks of purple dyed into it. She had several spiralling tattoos on her upper shoulders and her pert breasts bore purple horseshoe rings, as did a central nose piercing. A slender leather collar was fastened about her neck with matching cuffs on her wrists and ankles.

	“Well, well, well, Talon, and who is this delightful little toy you’ve dragged over here with you?” Karen asked.

	The girl looked briefly up then dropped her gaze again. It was clear that she was fixing her peripheral vision on Karen’s body but did not wish to risk irking the Mistress with direct eye contact.

	“This is Envy,” reported Talon and he stepped aside to present her in full.

	Karen wandered over and saw the girl visibly shiver with anticipation as the PVC-clad form of Lady Morgana walked around behind her and trailed a hand upon her bare flesh. Morgana was highly regarded by the circle of dominants and submissives in which she moved, and that reputation extended to those people such individuals knew and owned.

	Master Talon liked to name his slaves after deadly sins. So far, Karen had encountered and played with the radiantly beautiful Vanity, the exceedingly sassy and rebellious Anger, and the near insatiable, ultra-masochistic Gluttony.

	“She’s a fine specimen, Master Talon,” she said and accepted the leash from him.

	Karen wound the chain around her palm then tugged downward to deliver Envy onto her knees.

	“Have you brought anything else with you, Master Talon?” asked Karen as the girl stared longingly into the tight plastic skin of the dominatrix’s legs.

	“Of course. It’s in the trunk.”

	“Thumper!” broadcast Karen with a stern tone.

	Envy flinched from the volume of the barked order and Karen sighed with desire. It was such a delightful sight to see another person cringe as they knelt down humbly before her. It was such a glittering sensation of pleasure, power, and devotion.

	A moment after the command had been given the woman appeared. Thumper was tall and strong of build. Her physique was a little more developed than that of an athlete, but nowhere near as bloated as the form of a body builder. She wore a short cropped head of bleached white hair and nothing else save for her collar.

	“Yes, Lady Morgana?”

	“Get Master Talon’s things from his car, and get Tom to bring me some polish,” she ordered.

	Thumper’s bare feet carried her out and Tom entered a moment after. The enslaved couple was similar of build and features, with identical hair. In fact, one could have assumed that they were twins because of this high degree of similarity.

	Karen indicated, and the near-identical slave handed the bottle of PVC polish and a rag to the humble form of Envy. Tom glared down at the lithe girl with a libidinous thirst. There were few things the butch pair loved more than snagging a fresh slave and ravishing her in every way with their own brand of rough sapphic lust.

	Karen spied Tom’s eyes light up, her jaw tremble, and her lips part to reveal a tight, cruel smile. She decided then that Samantha would definitely have to undergo a round or two with the pair. Perhaps if she kept them chaste for a few days and deliberately titillated them it would make for an even more frenzied show. The barbarity of their lovemaking would be a useful tool in ensuring that Samantha got over any alienation toward the male gender. After all, Samantha and Tobin were destined to become very close as they languished under the divine and unwavering thraldom of Lady Morgana.

	“Off you go, Tom,” said Karen and hid her amusement as she saw the woman trudge away. Obviously, Tom had hoped for a part in this session and would no doubt be waiting with open arms and lips for her lover after she left the room.

	“Shine me, slave.”

	Envy visibly swallowed as she held the bottle and poured some of the blue liquid onto the cloth. With a reverent hand, she started to buff Karen’s boots and leggings. Karen felt renewed gratification at the delicious feeling of the power she held. The power to have another human being on their knees and performing such a task was entrancing and addictive.

	Thumper entered the room with a large duffel bag that she gently set down on the floor. Envy moved onto Karen’s rear and corset and conducted this part of the cleaning ritual with extra devotion. She repeated her work several times to savour the feel of the dominatrix.

	Master Talon removed a leg spreader and some lengths of chain. Two small cases were taken out along with one long version. Leaving the cases for a moment, Talon walked out and reached up onto tiptoe. With a little strain, the tall man managed to clip the chain to the thick ring that hung in the centre of the ceiling from a riveted plate.

	“I’m about ready,” he said.

	Stepping back, he put the cases on one of the tables by the wall then leant against them to watch his slave work.

	“She’s almost done,” replied Karen.

	Envy worked her way up to the bra and took great delight in polishing the smooth cups. When she had finished and lingered enough, Karen shuffled off the attention and cupped the girls chin. Lifting it up she regarded the libido-charged stare then drifted her gaze across the nubile body.

	Sticking out a leg and turning her boot, she checked every part of her vinyl attire. The soft creak of the plastic on her body sent a shudder through the girl that was distinct enough for Karen to feel it in her own hand. It was clear that Envy had a strong fetish streak that might well cover more materials but it was very fixated on every aspect of PVC.

	“There we go. All done. And not a bad job, either.”

	“Over here, Envy,” commanded Talon.

	Karen gave the girl’s cheek a congratulatory pat. Envy set the cleaning items aside and sauntered out until she was beneath the shadow of the chain. Master Talon lifted her arms up over her head and used clips to fasten the D rings of her cuffs to the chain. His hands trailed down the sides of her body to make her shiver then he drew her ankles apart so that the long iron bar of the leg spreader could be set between them. The hefty strut was clipped into place and Envy gave a subtle jiggle to test her bonds and enhance her feeling of vulnerability.

	Lady Morgana walked over to the cases and opened them up to reveal two small boxes of S&M toys and gadgets. The longer case contained a decent arsenal of quality weapons for corporal punishment.

	Master Talon removed the leash from the girl and put it on the table. He then ran his hands over the various items on offer to see what one would catch his fancy.

	“What do you think?” he asked.

	This was Talon’s scene and Karen decided to leave the decisions to him. With a shrug, she turned around and regarded the naked girl in the middle of her living room. Envy gave some more soft pulls to her bonds, reassuring herself that she was indeed helpless and about to be disciplined in a stranger’s house for sheer entertainment value.

	Master Talon began with a set of clamps. The two padded pincers each had a small cluster of bells hanging from an inch of silvery chain. Taking them to Envy, he started to teasingly flick her nipples. Envy gave small jolts and whimpers as he abused the tender teats. Her arousal and her enjoyment of such treatment made the peaks swiftly rise to facilitate his intentions.

	Talon closed the clamps onto the stiff nuggets and released them. Envy gave another series of soft mews. Her slight wriggles made the bells chime softly upon one another.

	“There, now you can make music for us while you are punished,” he said.

	Master Talon brushed the clamps from side-to-side to increase their rigour. Envy’s head lolled back a little and she gasped. She arched her chest up, offering her breasts to his hands as they continued to toy with the silver implements of chastisement.

	“Punished? What did she do?” asked Karen.

	“This naughty slave went and tried to hide my new dressage whip. She doesn’t like it one little bit and thought she’d remove it from my collection and thereby protect herself from it,” he reported while grabbing her chin and bringing it down so that he could meet her gaze.

	The impassive expression on the girl’s face suggested that although such reasoning might have been partly true, she also wanted to commit the crime with full knowledge that it would be discovered and that she would earn her much sought after discipline. Now she was most likely concerned that her masochistic urges might have eclipsed her physical tolerances. The uncertainty was accelerating her descent into the mind-set she would require to endure this session.

	Talon released her chin and strolled back to the cases where he armed himself with a whip. The steel shaft of the scourge had plastic caps at either end. One had a D ring through it, and the other released a bushel of long leather ribbons. The tips and edges were a little frayed and worn, testifying that Talon had not spared the use of this flogger in the command of his slaves.

	“First, a warm up,” he decreed.

	Heading back to Envy, he combed his fingers through the strands to separate them then swung it from side-to-side as though warming the weapon up for its exercise. Envy listened to the deep hum of its passage and her eyes drifted shut with serenity.

	The long tentacles of hide flashed out and slapped across Envy’s rear. She gave a soft jerk and sagged against her bonds. With her legs spread wide she pushed her rear out a little to eagerly to offer it for attack.

	Master Talon continued with steady sweeps of the whip. Lashing from side-to-side, he laid down the strips to her hindquarters with oscillating swipes. The bright clap of the leather to her body echoed through the room along with her subdued grunts, her whimpers, and the jingling chimes of the bells that were attached to her nipples.

	After her rear had been brought to a rosy shade by the steady application of the flogger, Talon deserted Envy and returned to the equipment boxes. From one of them, he removed what looked like a small tennis racket. It was made of yellow plastic with horizontal lines of slim metal wire stretched in tight lines within the frame.

	Karen smiled and nodded at the sight of the bug zapper. For such an innocent seeming and readily available tool, its effects were literally shocking.

	Envy looked over her shoulder when she heard a sharp snap sound then Lady Morgana’s soft chuckle. Talon had pressed the two buttons on the device and touched the wires to ensure it was working. With a sudden gasp and grimace, he waved the shocked fingers as though to cool them then he began to approach Envy.

	“Oh no! Master! Please! Not that! Not again!” she whimpered.

	“Now then, Envy. If you try to hide what you don’t want to have used on you, then you’ve got to expect me to use all the things you revile just to teach you a lesson. Is that not so?” he said equably.

	“Y... yes, Master,” she said with a nervous tremble in her voice.

	“Now then, are you ready for a few touches of the zapper, slave?” he asked.

	Holding out the harmless looking device, he pressed the buttons so that she could see the small red lights come on and reveal that it had just charged the web of wires.

	“Yes, Master,” she said softly. The adoration of her Master and her own submission had taken full hold. She was being helplessly served up to a weapon she despised, and because of that, she was even more ready to embrace it.

	“Excellent,” he commented.

	Taking hold of her hair, he pulled gently back to draw her face up toward the ceiling. Talon then brought the zapper around to her shivering rear. With his fingers on the buttons he held her tight and gave a small swing that briefly touched the device to a buttock then had it jump away again. There was a brief bright spark of cyan force between the wires and her skin and another sharp crack of discharge. Envy let out a startled cry of anguish and her hindquarters jolted forward and away from the implement.

	Master Talon let her settle for a moment then applied the wires again. He only had to touch the electrified paddle to her cheeks to have the girl give shrieks of dismay and jump from foot-to-foot while she endured the sharp stinging bites of rampant voltage.

	After only a few more applications, she was wriggling and twisting against her bonds. Master Talon kept a firm hold of her hair and maintained the brief brushes of the wire mesh. Each one sent momentary and excruciating blasts of discomfort into the slave girl’s rear.

	Master Talon paused in the assault and released her hair. Envy immediately dropped her head forward and licked her parched lips. Trembling with recovery she pulled at her trammels then jerked to awareness as the zapper touched a squeezed teat. Envy released a holler of shocked anguish and her feet leapt up from the floor. Trying to close her legs she bunched herself up into a suspended ball as best as she could while enduring the sudden stern influx into her clamped nipple.

	When she settled down, Master Talon stepped onto the leg spreader to keep it on the ground. With the zapper in one hand, he removed the other clamp. Envy flung her head back and hissed loudly through gritted teeth as sensation flowed back into her nipple. Talon cast the clamp aside and removed the other one to repeat the ordeal. The cumulative effects had Envy gasping for breath and shaking with strain.

	Envy tried to shy away as the bug zapper was lifted up and waved in front of her assets. Muttered pleas half-escaped her lips as she fought to try to get away.

	Master Talon closed a hand around the base of a breast and used it as a means to control her movements. Squeezing the flesh, he brought the zapper up with deliberate sloth. He watched with amusement while her breathing quickened and she visibly grew more worried the closer it got. Panting with angst, her breath leapt out as a shrill squeal of distress when the zapper quickly bestowed the briefest of touches to her raised nipple. The cry was driven higher and her struggles grew all the more fervid as he quickly skimmed the thin wires upon the nugget three more times in rapid succession. Each touch was announced with a snap of electrical charge.

	“Please! Master! No more! No more!” she cried.

	“Oh Envy, you know you did something wrong. You have to accept the consequences,” he stated.

	“Anything but this, Master! It hurts too much!”

	“Really? This?” he said with a mocking tone.

	Talon grabbed her other breast and applied the weapon to her nipple. Envy’s look of alarm became a tight scowl as the zapper started to quickly bounce up and down on her raised nipple. She hollered and wailed freely as Master Talon applied his castigation.

	“No more! Pleeeease! No more!” she whimpered when he paused. Talon let her wilt against her bondage and recover her breath and senses a little.

	“So this is too much for my slave?” he asked.

	“Yes, Master. Yes!”

	“Then something else would be preferable?”

	“Anything, Master.”

	In her tormented and stunned state, Envy had wandered straight into the trap that he had set for her. It was a snare that would permit him to teach her the lesson he had in mind.

	“So it’s time for the dressage whip that you tried to hide from me,” he pronounced.

	Envy wilted in her bonds and gave soft murmurs of despair. Despite her loathing for the dressage whip, it was clear that the application of the zapper had changed her mind as to which was the more intolerable form of chastisement.

	Talon strolled back to the case and removed the fierce weapon from its container. It was a beautifully crafted custom device, made to Talon’s exacting specifications, and with his own form of heraldry incorporated into it. The pommel of the whip had his clutching claw design and from within the solid grasp poured a brief cascade of slender tassels.

	Envy was slack against her restraints but when she heard a cruel hiss against the air, she tensed and stirred. Talon flexed the long weapon and swiped twice more at the air to cultivate Envy’s apprehension.

	“Oh she’s really not going to like this, is she?” posed Morgana. She then left her post and walked out in front of the timid girl. Morgana took up the clamps and reapplied them. The girl tensed and gave a deep murmur of disapproval as they once more gripped her nipples. The bells that hung from the clamps chimed as Morgana started to give them small pulls to revive the strain in the punished teats of the girl.

	“Indeed. But she has to learn,” answered Talon.

	“That she does. Slaves need to know their place and endure whatever we wish of them. After all, we know what they need, and how to look after them. Isn’t that so?”

	“Y... yes... Mistress,” Envy uttered through bared teeth as Morgana drew more distinctly on the clamps.

	“This should be a most entertaining show,” said Morgana with a wise smile. After a short sharp pull that made Envy release a squeak of shock, she let go of the bells and cupped the chin of the hapless slave. “And I want to see every detail of it.”

	Talon applied the whip without further delay. The lengthy woven strut hummed softly against the air and crossed both of Envy’s trembling cheeks. She jerked up onto tiptoe and wailed into the air as the surging potency of the stroke poured into her rear. Morgana studied every portion of her distress and watched as she gasped and cavorted, whimpered, and sobbed. The bells sung a swift clattering song with her energetic answer to the scourge and added another small portion of displeasure to her compressed teats. The girl began to calm down as the stern power of the weal slowly started to dwindle.

	The moment she had caught her breath, Talon chose to add to her ordeal. Envy was immediately cursed with another swipe and a torrent of imploring words poured out on hissed breaths as she fought to endure the travail. The whip had not been delivered on a particularly wide swing but the slender construction and significant length of the weapon made it fierce even on a minor swipe.

	Talon continued to slowly lay the venomous dressage whip to the shaking and shivering rear of the bound girl while Morgana scrutinised the minutiae of her dismay. She observed every flicker of motion through her facial expressions, the sparkling rivers of tears, the rippling lips, and clenching teeth. All of it was a delight to witness.

	“Now, Envy, you will count off the last five strokes. Is that understood?” asked Talon with a stern tone.

	“Y... yes... Master,” she panted and her whole body seemed to tense as she readied to weather the final storm of discipline.

	The whip came to her with its usual tiny signal and Envy flashed to tiptoe and wailed freely. The howl degenerated into murmurs and sobs, and Envy wilted in her stern constraints.

	“Envy?” asked Talon with reproach.

	“F... five, Master,” she managed to whimper.

	“Good, slave. If you don’t count the strokes I may forget the tally and we’ll have to start all over again,” warned Talon.

	Morgana smiled as she witnessed the renewed anxiety and chagrin on the girl’s face. With a shake of her head, Envy cleared her thoughts and applied her full attention to the scene.

	The whip returned and threw its ghastly punishment into her rear. Envy squealed and jiggled in her bonds. She fought to release the count but her pains were too great at present. The effects of the scourge began to subside and her lips started to form the word. Then Morgana began to cruelly play with her clamps. With the possibility of having to start the punishment afresh looming over her, Envy doubled her efforts and blurted out her words.

	“F... f... four... Master!”

	Barely had the last syllable left her lips when the whip made them jerk wide and announce her acquisition of another stroke. Envy thrashed against her bonds, testing their limits in full.

	It seemed to Morgana that she tossed more to remind herself of her defenceless condition rather than to truly find escape. Envy was a natural submissive with strong masochistic urges. It may have appeared that she hated this mistreatment and resented being owned, but all in the room knew that this was not the case. Envy loved to dance under the lash and strive to break free with every particle of her being. It made her submission all the stronger to know just how vulnerable she was. Any dominant in the room could do whatever they wished with her, and this uncertainty piqued her passion for more. She had willingly given herself to Talon in body and soul and trusted that although he might tempt her limits and even expand them, he would never take her further than she wished to go.

	“Threeeeee... three... three, M... Master,” she burbled.

	The weapon crossed her vibrant cheeks and Envy jolted to attention. Her breath paused and she remained frozen in a glorious statue of tormented feminine beauty. Morgana could not help but gasp as she saw her body at full tension with the shackles fighting to hold her distraught struggles. It was like a freeze frame pose of the most splendid erotica. Every tendon and muscle was strained, her respiration was paused, her eyes were screwed shut, and her mouth was craned wide into a spectacular O.

	Petrified by pain, the levels ebbed a little and Envy dropped into a shuddering fit where she panted and hissed for new breath.

	“T... two... Master,” she managed to declare.

	“Last one, Envy. Are you ready?” asked Talon.

	“Y... yes... M... Master,” she whimpered, her head hanging to one side, her senses in chaos.

	“Will you trifle with my belongings again, slave?”

	“No, Master. I promise.”

	“You accepted my ownership, and I know what’s best for you, slave. Is that not so?”

	“Yes, Master.”

	“So say it for me, slave. Let me hear your confession from your own lips.”

	“Master. Master Talon owns me and knows what’s good for his slave. I mustn’t try and affect his decisions by interfering with his property,” she said with almost practised ease. It was as though this had not been the first time she had inspired visitation for trying to influence her ownership through theft or subterfuge. Morgana was now fairly certain that she had committed her crime with full knowledge that it would be discovered and that she would personally call down a level of chastisement that she ached for and yet feared intently.

	“Excellent, and now for your last stroke, slave,” announced Talon.

	The male dominant flexed the weapon and glared intently at the spread-eagled luscious shape before him. With the whip in one hand, he moved forward and let his fingers trail down her spine for a moment. Envy arched into the touch and feasted on the attention of her owner with new fervour.

	Talon stepped back and applied the final stroke with a little more swing than he had previously deployed. Envy’s answer was correspondingly much more vigorous.

	Envy exploded into a violent throe then danced and jerked against her bonds as she felt the awful stroke raging across the base of her thighs. Morgana reached out and simultaneously removed the clamps. There was virtually no change in Envy. The girl was already so beset by the physical horror of the whip that the extraction of the clamps could barely compete with such mordant mayhem.

	Talon dropped the whip and stepped forward. Grabbing her chin, he smothered her screams with a passionate kiss. An almost magical transformation occurred and Envy’s grim loathing and pain suddenly turned into the most heady bliss and lofty euphoria. She quivered with sublime passion and returned the kiss with full vigour. It looked as though she had just climaxed so lustful were her motions against the body of her owner. Talon pressed himself close to her and embraced the girl as she pulled at her restraints. The bane of the bondage now came from the fact that she could not return the caresses that Talon openly applied across her body. His gentle motions soothed her assets and he traced her curves with singular desire.

	Morgana moved away and watched while his hands explored her nubile form. Then they rose to unfasten her restraints from the rings.

	Her hands dropped to her sides and he laid her back. Holding her around her chest, he placed her on the floor. Her arms were free but her legs were still stretched apart by the bar, preventing her from denying him untroubled access.

	Envy gave a startled mew as her savaged rear was used to support her, but this havoc soon became pleasure as Talon again leaned in to kiss her. With careful and secretive motions, she held to his legs as he cupped the back of her neck and brought her up into their exchange.

	Talon lounged by her head and his other hand chose to play upon the fields of smooth skin that was her offered chest. He tickled her nipples and the delightful dalliance gave her the courage to widen her own motions. Envy’s hands strolled across the form of her Master, savouring his strength and his control as she lay beneath him as a willing and fanatic subject to his rule.

	Morgana watched them enjoy each other for a moment then reached into one of the boxes. Removing the magic wand, she activated the battery powered device and laid its thrumming head to her loins. She gave a sedate sigh of contentment and continued her observations as she pleasured herself with the massager.

	Talon broke free of Envy’s embrace and swiftly unfastened his trousers. Dragging free a raging shaft, he positioned himself between her legs and threaded himself into her body. Envy squealed with sheer delight as she felt him slide into her inviting and aching tracts. Talon took hold of her hands and held them up by her head, exercising his control to further inspire Envy’s boiling concupiscence.

	With slow deep thrusts he pulled back almost to the point of extraction then relentlessly dove back into her. Envy was like flowing fluid beneath him. Her body was beset by a hurricane of emotion and sensation. She squirmed and slithered, gasped, sobbed, writhed, and stiffened in a swift and random rota. It looked as though the intense pleasure of her ravishing was harder to bear than the pernicious kisses of the dressage whip.

	With such obfuscating responses, it was impossible to tell how many times she achieved climax before Talon joined her. He lifted himself up, arched his back, and bellowed into the air with a bestial bray. He stretched his legs out to push into the bar and drive her legs outward to effectively rack her beneath him.

	Dropping down, he committed himself to a few more savouring thrusts while his body quaked and he kept his legs out. When he pulled himself free, Envy squealed in rhapsody. Her body jumped from the floor then fell back. Her legs fought Talon’s hold on the bar as she strove to close her thighs but she could not defeat his strength. Her thighs shook and her stomach and chest rose and fell with a series of gasping cries and howls of lascivious delight.

	Morgana grabbed the edge of the table and clenched her hand into a fierce fist as the sight brought her to orgasm. She held the wand to her body, her knuckles went white with strain, and she devoured the rapture for a greedy duration.

	Talon moved aside and left Envy on the floor. Her body flashed with the odd twitch, switching her alluring physique from complete enervation to a startled jerk. Her eyes stayed closed and she continued to try to regulate her uneven breath.

	Talon moved up beside Morgana and laid back with her, his manhood still standing to attention. She switched off the wand and set it aside.

	“Allow me,” she said with a grin.

	Morgana turned on her heels and sank down before him. Licking her lips, she then parted her jaws and lowered her mouth onto the tumescent penis. Swallowing him up she rolled her tongue around his ultra-sensitive cock. Talon threw his gaze to the ceiling and growled with pleasure as Morgana devoured his shaft.

	Morgana could taste the hot juice of Envy and Talon’s semen and she continued her fellatio with lewd abandon. Talon snatched hold of the table edge and his knuckles rose against his skin with the exertion of withstanding Morgana’s attention. No doubt he was picturing Morgana at his mercy, bound and subservient to his rule. She would be a dominatrix that he would have to fight long and hard to seduce and tame. It was a pleasing fantasy that she took great pleasure in fanning and denying. Perhaps one day she might accidentally allow such captivity to occur on a short-term basis, if for no other reason than to mortify her pets. They would suffer the most unspeakable mental anguish at the sight of their beloved Mistress subjugated and owned. Such a torment would definitely be worth enduring Talon’s less than tender care.

	With steady and relentless skill, she coaxed forth another orgasm from Talon. Morgana pushed herself as far down as she could, and felt his head brush the back of her throat. Sucking with verve, she caressed his balls and his inner thighs, escalating the bliss as she gulped down his issue and kept the dominant male in rapture for a prolonged period.

	Morgana stood up and moved to his side. Their arms encircled each other and they looked down at the supine slave.

	“So what shall we do with her now?” asked Morgana.

	“Still hungry for more are we?” replied Talon.

	“Always.”

	Talon adopted an impish smirk and wandered over to Envy. He folded his withering shaft back into his trousers and drew his zipper back up. Taking one ankle he lifted it and turned her over. The spreader kept her legs well distanced and he laid her mid-section across his lap.

	“I think that Envy isn’t the only one who is hungry. Perhaps she could do with feeding,” he said.

	Morgana took the hint and strode on her heels over to the girl’s head. Pulling at the leggings, she drew their hem out from beneath the corset then lowered them further. Sitting down before Envy, she slowly drew down the zip of her boots and removed them with a sultry sloth. The performance had the girl’s eyes glittering with new excitement. Morgana drew off the leggings and settling down before the slave. She grabbed her hair and used it to lift Envy’s face so she could slot herself into position. Envy immediately tried to stretch down and bury her eager tongue in the inviting folds of the dominant female sex. Morgana gave her a moment of slack then flexed her arm. Envy’s mouth was stopped mere millimetres from contact and Morgana held her there. She could feel the girl straining against her hold, making her scalp ache but Morgana refused her the access she craved.

	“Not yet, my sweet thing. Not yet,” she said with a wicked smirk.

	The aghast expression of the girl dropped into an open mouth gasp as Talon’s hand swung down and applied its full breadth to her weal-striped rear. The raised trenches were still curdled with residual distress and the spanking hand revived them in full. Envy gave a whimpering sob and strained harder to smother her response in Morgana’s pussy.

	Talon continued to apply swift slaps to her raised cheeks. He smoothed his palm upon the summits, circling the bared and rosy skin for a few seconds before dropping another swat. The air rang with the bright tone of applause upon the submissive’s anus. Envy burbled soft words that were barely audible as she stared into Morgana’s pudenda and dreamed of being able to service the object of her desire. The scent of Morgana’s wanton arousal rose and tickled her nostrils. The aroma spiced her need and fanned the burning hunger for cunnilingus.

	“Oh please, Mistress, please let me lick you!” she begged.

	“Not yet, slave. You have to wait a little while longer first.”

	“But, Mistress I—”

	“There are no buts, Envy. You will wait. Perhaps you haven’t learned your lesson, after all?”

	“Perhaps she needs another dose of the dressage whip to remind her?” offered Talon.

	“Or we could keep her like this and you could give her a little reunion with that bug zapper which she loves so much?”

	“No! Please! Master! Mistress! I’ll be good. I’ll be good, I swear. I’ve learned my lesson,” she blurted. Envy was terrified of receiving the devices she loathed so acutely, especially with her rear already so well-versed in their effects. A renewed session of them would be more than she could ever hope to bear.

	The spanking was making Envy livid with desire. Her jaw trembled, her mouth was clearly salivating, and her body was undulating with anxious need. Morgana could feel the speedy breaths against her sex and on her inner thighs.

	“Will you do a good job, slave?” asked Morgana, then let the girl get a little closer.

	“Oh yes! Yes! Mistress!” she blurted.

	“You have to do a good job, for your Master’s sake. It will make him look bad if you fail to please me.”

	“I swear I’ll do my best, Mistress.”

	“And if that isn’t good enough? What then, Envy?”

	“I... I...”

	“Will you willingly accept the whip again if I am not completely satisfied?” said Morgana.

	“Oh Mistress, please, don’t I—”

	“I asked you a question, Envy,” interrupted Morgana.

	“Sorry, Mistress,” she humbly replied.

	“As well you should be. Now let me hear you tell your Master what will happen to you if you prove inadequate.”

	“Master Talon?” asked the slave.

	“Yes, Envy?” innocently replied Talon, as though he had not heard a single word.

	“If I fail to please the Mistress will you... will you...”

	“Yes, Envy, what is it?” he demanded, and slapped her rear to loosen the words.

	“Will you take the dressage whip to me again?”

	“Manners, Envy,” he warned and added another clap.

	“Please, Master. Please will you take the dressage whip to me if I fail to please the Mistress?” she quickly said.

	“Hmmmm. Well, okay, if that’s what you really want,” answered Talon with a blasé attitude.

	“Okay then, Envy, let’s see what you can do,” finally decreed Morgana.

	When Morgana finally released her hold, the girl became a tornado of fanatic oral service. Her tongue was as skilled as it was eager to please and it took all of Morgana’s resolve to subdue her reactions to it. She wanted to tease the girl, to make her fear that she was not pleasing her as greatly as she wished. The girl’s devotion became even more sterling when she saw Morgana’s lacklustre answer to the cunnilingus. Morgana clenched her jaw and battled to stay still. The girl’s tongue was constructing exquisite sensations and her body desperately wanted to drop back and writhe. She wanted to scream aloud to release some of the pressure the ecstasy was creating within her. Morgana’s face became red with strain and her throat tightened to keep back her howls of bliss.

	Morgana looked to Talon and he smiled at seeing her burning expression of stoical endurance.

	“She doesn’t look very impressed, Envy,” he craftily professed.

	Talon suppressed his laugh of response as Envy again redoubled her efforts and made Morgana shiver with strain. To add to Envy’s ordeal he recommenced the spanking of her rump with new strength.

	Morgana could feel the girl’s snorting breaths against her belly. The slithering tongue and suckling lips started to bring her toward a potent climax. Bracing herself to try to maintain a stalwart front, she closed her eyes and readied her willpower to enact the charade.

	Talon’s hand pounded Envy’s rear and Morgana clenched her thighs to the sides of the girl’s head. The two actions helped to hide Morgana’s moaning croaks and gasps of ecstasy. She threw her head back and her mouth remained wide as tears ran from her eyes. The jubilant sensations were incredible, but her need to dominate was stronger than her need for sexual release and so she managed to keep an almost inert state. It could not have been more contrary to the responses she so innately needed to conduct.

	“That’s enough, Envy,” stammered Morgana and shifted back. Another lick or two from the girl and Morgana swore that she would faint.

	Morgana turned around to hide her face and took a few moments to try to calm herself.

	“How did she fare then, Morgana?” asked Talon.

	Morgana could almost feel the anxious stare of the slave on her back. Envy was probably praying for a favourable response. Her every thought would be hoping that she had managed to please the woman who was to be her judge. Morgana could decree another sentence under Talon’s discipline or grant a temporary reprieve.

	Morgana took the time to steady her breath and recover her senses. It was a useful duration as well in that it prolonged Envy’s mental anguish. Morgana gave the odd fake hum of contemplation and finally chose to continue with their little deceptive drama.

	Turning back around she lounged next to the girl’s head and with a blank mask for her face, she stroked the girl’s features.

	“I don’t know. I could go either way,” she said and almost laughed aloud when she saw the sheer terror wash across Envy’s features. “But it was a good try.”

	“Are you sure? I’m sure another dose of the whip would do wonders for her skill level.”

	“No, she did okay... I suppose. She should be forgiven... this time.”

	Envy sagged with relief and yawned to exercise her aching jaw. Her tongue had to be raw and strained from such frenetic use. Morgana decided that she should continue with the feigned ineptitude.

	“But I want to make sure that her tongue learns its lesson.”

	The two dominants arose and left Envy on the floor. Talon proceeded to the luggage and armed himself with coils of rope. Morgana slipped back into her leggings and slid her feet back into her boots.

	Envy was released from the spreader bar and stood up between them. With well-practised motions, they started to weave the rope upon her body. The criss-crossing forms embraced her beautiful form and began to inexorably tighten as they swallowed up her limbs. Her breasts were squeezed through woven jaws and her arms were folded up and around her back. Envy took the construction of the rope dress with fluttering eyelids. It was obviously a highly enjoyable event and one that she took a great deal of personal relish in. It was a significant reward for her previous efforts and pains.

	Ropes snared her legs and she was pulled down into a closely formed ball. The ropes anchored themselves then flung one last set of hoops up to grab her hair and pull her head up and back.

	Morgana retrieved three pegs from the boxes and returned to the contained bundle on the floor.

	“Tongue. Out. Now,” she ordered.

	Envy’s quaking organ hesitantly emerged and was instantly caught with a peg. Envy’s eyes closed and she gave a soft mew of discontent. Morgana responded by adding the other two pegs to the sides.

	“Time for a little rest?” asked Talon.

	“Of course,” she replied.

	The two of them drew up chairs on either side of the trapped Envy then Morgana fetched the blindfolded form of her male slave. Positioning him beside the rope cocooned bundle she poured wine into each glass and handed one to Talon.

	“To desires sated,” she offered.

	“Desires sated,” repeated Talon.

	With a sharp chime the glasses met and together they laid back into the soft seats and put their feet up onto the humbled form between them.

	For an hour or two, they enjoyed the wine and talked about the circle of mutual friends in which they moved. What new additions had been made, who was in favour, who was in disgrace. Obsessions, faux pas, subterfuge, innuendo, rumour, and backstabbing were presented, discussed, concocted, and passed on. On occasion, Morgana reached down and pulled at one of the pegs and after a time she removed one and restored it later as she took another away. Continually tormenting the organ that had so skilfully pleasured her, Morgana ensured that Envy’s servitude as a piece of organic furniture was both prolonged and fraught with bursts of severe oral distress. Envy made no complaint, in fact, it seemed that she welcomed the random affliction of pegs on her tongue because it helped to add sensual input to her pose. Even though the three pegs were a baleful companion, they did give her something to fixate on.

	“I think we should round off the evening,” finally suggested Master Talon.

	“Shall we let our toys have the last pleasures?”

	“Why not, they’ve served us well.”

	Talon went to the cases and took another length of rope that he paid out then threaded through the ring in the ceiling. Morgana busied herself by removing Tobin’s serving tray and its contents.

	The rope was attached to several key points on Envy’s harness and with a huff of effort, he started to draw her up into the air. The rope-imprisoned form swayed from side-to-side and turned slowly around as it was brought to waist height.

	Morgana brought Tobin over and worked around his uniform to drag out a swollen penis. He was guided into Envy’s dripping pussy and paused for a moment.

	Talon had three extra lengths reach out from Envy’s imprisoned form then tighten around Tobin’s upper thighs and about his curtailed waist. A quick adjustment meant that Tobin could not fully extract himself from the dangling slave girl and thus could not accidentally thwart their intercourse.

	“Off you go then, slave. She’s all yours for the moment,” said Morgana.

	Tobin needed no further encouragement. With sudden thrusts, he plunged into the succulent hovering female and jolted back against the effects of the rope. The swinging girl bounced upon his length. She gasped and groaned, her dangling tongue shaking while she was ravished.

	“Oops, but we don’t want him bringing a premature end to our fun, do we?” said Talon.

	“Of course not,” replied Morgana and together they placed bamboo canes in their fists. The stern weapons would be necessary to get through the absorbing layer of rubber and to ensure that the pain they applied would be adequate for their cause.

	Standing on either side of Tobin’s rear, they watched him increase his rate to try to snatch orgasm before they started to counter his bliss with effulgent mayhem.

	The two dominants started a slow but severe thrashing of Tobin’s exposed rump. The canes sounded an unrelenting tune of dull thwacks against the latex that made Tobin jerk and gurgle. Fighting the effects of the gag, he swayed and staggered under the deluge but his need for relief kept him devoted to diving into the gorgeous female he was attached to.

	Every time he started to rise toward relief, the withering swipes of the canes stole his bliss, broke his rhythm, and made orgasm slide relentlessly and maddeningly through his fingers. Envy was equally in torment, because the effects of the cane made his hard cock churn within her, beating her insides with spasmodic motions. Again and again she achieved orgasm. The intensity of each one grew continuously until she was flexing and straining desperately against her woven prison.

	“Shall we let them finish?” asked Talon after an eternity of deprivation and cruel denial.

	“We could untie them and leave my slave unfulfilled?” she asked then laughed as she saw the movements of Tobin’s face against the mask. Even through the smothering material, his terror was distinct.

	“We could do that. It might be fun,” said Talon, playing along and adding another brutal swipe to the base of Tobin’s rear that made him fire forward into Envy and make her holler with agonising delight.

	“But let’s let him have his moment. I can punish him later as full payment for it,” said Morgana.

	Stepping back, they watched the display with their arms folded before their chests and with their canes jutting from their tight fists. Tobin accelerated to a blur of motion then jerked upward onto tiptoe. His motions operated him in uneven spasms and his holler of glee seeped over the gag and emerged as a long murmuring drone. Tobin slowed and finally came to a halt. He stood hunched over the girl, his breath snorting out as his body shook from strain.

	Master Talon untied the ropes and let him go. Morgana spitefully folded his rigid length back into his underwear, bending it into the confines to make him skip on the spot and strain against his uniform.

	Drawing him to the wall, she used a clip to attach his collar to a ring and keep him out of mischief while they handled Envy. The pegs were removed and the fainéant form was lowered back to the floor. Together they slowly took the ropes from her body and exposed the rosy lines that the tight coils and her battle against them had left behind.

	“Show your gratitude, Envy,” stated Talon.

	The girl remained in a lowly pose and scuttled over to kiss the toes of his boots then proceed to do the same for Morgana. She stayed in a ball and huddled herself as she mulled over the session and sought to recuperate from its straits.

	“Did you have a good time here, Envy?” asked Talon.

	“Yes, Master. Thank you so much for choosing to bring me,” she replied with clear elation and honesty.

	“And to Lady Morgana,” he added.

	“Thank you, Lady Morgana.”

	“That’s quite alright, Envy. I hope to see you again for another night of fun,” she said.

	After packing away the various instruments of correction and containment, Talon kissed Morgana goodbye and the couple returned to the night.

	“Well, that was an interesting evening, wouldn’t you say, Tobin?” asked Morgana as she stood by the window and watched their car heading away.

	“Of course, now you have to pay the penalty for being given the chance to bounce that luscious slave girl on your cock. Although, once we have snared Samantha, perhaps then you can enjoy such treats more often.”

	Tobin’s eager barks and whimpers were distinct even against the gag and hood.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	 

	Samantha stood against a doorway and continued to scan for the distinct image of the client’s car. Apprehension was gnawing at her as she contemplated the possibility that the woman had deceived her. Perhaps she had offered this second night as a cruel trick, or maybe she had changed her mind and decided on some other rented body to entertain her this evening. After all, what was so special about Samantha? There were a thousand other women on the street this night that could take and deliver far more than she could and do so with far more expertise.

	Samantha had chosen her attire this night very specifically and had run through dozens of combinations before finally settling on one. She had decided to go for a subtler look. A satin bra and thong, suspender belt, and seamed stockings were joined with some heeled ankle boots and a thin patent choker. Samantha felt safe with the client and so she had left her bag and weaponry behind. Because the pick-up was supposedly guaranteed, she had covered the whole ensemble with a long black coat for warmth considerations and to ensure that everything was not ruined by a chance arrival of the police and an untimely arrest.

	Samantha was so busy looking down the street for the distinctive visage of the Cadillac that she failed to notice a long white limousine pull up. A single horn blare drew her attention with its proximity and she turned to see a smartly uniformed female chauffeur emerge and open the rear door. The alluring physique of the client could be seen in the dull lights of the plush interior. She was dressed in a loose shirt with a tight black skirt that clung to her upper thighs and exposed her lace stocking tops. As usual, she had perfectly applied her makeup and expertly sculpted her sable hair.

	The woman beckoned to her and with a sigh of utter relief Samantha moved through the sporadic crowds and to the vehicle. The chauffeur held the door and let Samantha take the open area of seat before she closed it and returned to her post behind the wheel.

	The client continued to lounge in the abject splendour of the limo. Her head was laid back into the leather and she idly panned her gaze up and down her acquisition.

	Samantha was far less comfortable in this environment. She sat rigid and worried, unused and intimidated by such surroundings. It seemed absurd to be uncomfortable in such deliberate and excessive comfort.

	“What did you wear, Samantha?” asked the woman.

	She took the hint, opened her coat, and drew it from her body to reveal the lingerie. She tried to lean back and look provocative but she was too nervous to pull it off with any real success.

	“Nice,” she commented, then met Samantha’s eyes. “Come here.”

	Samantha shuffled across the long back seat and entered the woman’s open arms. The slight cuddle brought a sudden flash of pain and Samantha gave a stifled yelp and stiffened sharply.

	“What is it?” asked the client.

	“I... I fell,” softly muttered Samantha as she looked down and away with a sudden degree of shame.

	A soft slap caught her furthest cheek then the woman grabbed Samantha’s chin. With a stern pull, she steered the cowering face back around and up. The client glared ferociously into Samantha’s angst-riddled eyes.

	“You’re a bad liar. Try again,” she ordered.

	“Eddy,” said Samantha with flat tones.

	“Is that supposed to be an explanation?”

	“My... employer.”

	The woman laughed and let go of Samantha. She reclined again and opened the nearby bar. Her delicate fingers ran along the presented miniatures and removed a small bottle. She tossed it into the air so that it tumbled over several times. With absent ease she caught it, cracked the seal, dropped the lid on the floor, then took a sip from the contents.

	“Such a quaint euphemism from a whore. Face facts, he’s your pimp,” she said with amused derision before taking another draft that nearly emptied the frugal contents.

	Samantha moved away a little. The words smarted like another slap to her face. All her dreams of what might be were brushed aside in the face of just how ruined she was. The woman knew what she was, knew exactly. Why then would she want her? The client was just slumming it. She was playing with flesh that she could acquire for a pittance.

	“Here,” offered the woman, her tone having become more accommodating.

	Samantha took the new miniature, broke the seal, and opened it. She drained the whole thing in one gulp as she sought courage and strength in the bottom.

	“What did he do?” asked the client.

	“I tried to tell him that the money I’d get from you would more than pay for me not working Tuesday night. He didn’t listen,” she replied.

	“You worked? After everything I did to you and told you?” said the woman.

	The words were not stern but they were dangerously irritated. Samantha’s fear that she would be expelled and rejected flared. After everything that she had been through to get here, to lose the client now would make Eddy’s last fit of temper seem like a feeble childish tantrum.

	“I tried not to. Really I did, but... he...”

	It was useless. The client had asked for one thing and she had failed to deliver it. It was over. She had blown it. Tears of regret, anger, and shame rapidly began to fill her eyes. Samantha had enjoyed such an amazing time with the client and she so desperately wanted more. Now that chance was gone for good.

	She was already in an emotionally charged state and this final weight on her psyche had broken her composure. Samantha looked away and tried to conceal her sorrow. The woman moved over and gently took hold of her from behind.

	“It’s okay,” she said softly. “I’ll forgive you... this time.”

	Samantha slowly turned around and entered the woman’s comforting embrace. She nuzzled into the client’s neck as the woman leaned back and brought Samantha with her.

	“I’m so sorry. Thank you for not kicking me out,” muttered Samantha.

	“That’s okay. You’re far too valuable a find to waste,” said the woman while stroking her hair.

	“I don’t even know your name,” said Samantha, after finally finding the resolve to try to gain an identity. Even if it was a false one, she just needed a name.

	“Call me Morgana,” she answered with a soft purr in her voice.

	Samantha stretched upward and met the lips of the client. Tongues spilled forth and carefully curled against each other with sensual slithers. Samantha delicately traced the perimeter of Morgana’s mouth, tickling the flesh of her lips before reaching in to search the cavern of her agape mouth.

	They took turns closing their mouths to the extended tongue of the other and suckling upon it. With soft pulls, playful nips, and rocking motions of assiduous attention they each enjoyed the sly sensations.

	Hands entered the exchange and calmly moved upon the body of the other person. Samantha slid around between Morgana’s legs and dropped onto her knees before the woman. Morgana leaned over and continued the kiss as Samantha stroked the client’s legs and brushed her fingers to the gorgeous inner thighs of the woman. Samantha nudged herself closer so that she was pressing against the woman’s crotch. As the skirt was defeated, Samantha discovered that the woman had no underwear on and it was exciting to think that only the thin layer of her own underwear separated their intimate regions from direct contact.

	The passion swiftly became more fervid and Samantha started to try and blindly open the buttons on the woman’s shirt. Her fingers were trembling with excitement and anticipation. Consequently, it took several fumbling attempts to unfasten each button.

	“Careful, bitch. That costs more than you make in a month,” said Morgana, and turned the chastisement into a more physical variety with another light slap across Samantha’s cheek. The playful dominance made Samantha pliant with desire, and her submission to the controlling executive grew undeniable.

	Samantha moved back a little and with her yearning loins still pressed between the splayed legs of Morgana, she began to remove the shirt with more care. She eased it off the woman’s shoulders to expose her strapless bra then leaned in to kiss her cleavage.

	The woman straightened up and deserted the shirt on the seat. Taking hold of Samantha, she forced her down onto the carpeted floor of the limousine and pinned her down by her wrists. The stockinged legs of the client reached up, straddled Samantha then Morgana settled herself into place.

	The woman loitered above Samantha’s squirming form for a moment and savoured her libidinous writhing. With a grin on her face she leaned down, ran her tongue up Samantha’s neck, then continued the kiss for a moment longer.

	Morgana backed slowly away and made Samantha crane her neck up to try to keep in contact with her. Eventually though, she moved out of range and left the dissolute form trapped and just out of reach.

	“So who did you screw? How many men have you fucked since last we met?” she asked, and thrust her hindquarters against Samantha’s supine form in mockery of intercourse.

	“Please, no,” whimpered Samantha. She did not want to have to remember such things. She wanted to fill her mind with the body of Morgana and fixate solely on this wonderful perfect moment in time. She could never have even pieced together a fantasy half as exquisite as this. Against all the odds and the conspiracy of fate, she had been picked up by a gorgeous, rich, controlling woman who remorselessly pleasured her amidst ostentatious luxury.

	“Tell me, girl, or I’ll dump you on the street right now. You think you’re any different to a thousand other sluts I could pick up right this second?” snapped Morgana.

	Samantha was ashamed to make her confession but there was an iniquity to it that soothed her anxiety. Morgana was interrogating her, dragging out her secrets and making her admit things she had no wish to reveal. Again, Morgana was emphasising the level of power and control she held over her. Samantha looked up across the breasts that were presented above her and stared into the uncompromising countenance of Morgana. The overpowering image of the woman dispelled all resistance.

	“Eddy saw the marks you made. He said that since I’m doing kink on the side, I might as well do it for him as well.”

	“You let someone else tie you up?” she said.

	When Samantha was slow to reply, Morgana dragged her wrists together and crossed them above her head. With one hand, she pinned them both down. Samantha gave a struggle but found the iron hold considerably stronger than she had thought. She had not realised just how deceptively powerful Morgana’s trim physique was.

	Morgana lifted herself up and placed a knee between Samantha’s thighs. Leaning forward, she placed a thigh to her thong and gave a slight rock to indicate that Samantha had permission to continue. Unable to deny herself such an opportunity, Samantha forsook her embarrassment at such actions and began to rub herself against the firm flesh. The satin and the nylon whispered softly upon each other and the swell of pleasure instantly melted the rest of Samantha’s reluctance. The truth spilled out recklessly, unfastened from her concerns as she masturbated against the leg of the celestial woman.

	“No. Eddy handcuffed me to my bed then, he... he...”

	“What did he do?” she asked forcefully, deliberately clearing the limits of what Samantha could easily confess.

	“Please, can’t we just forget it? I’m sorry. I couldn’t do anything to stop it. You’ve got to believe me,” mewled Samantha and paused in her onanistic actions.

	“Right!” snarled Morgana.

	The hand released her wrists and grabbed her hair in the manner the woman was so fond of doing to exercise her mastery. Moving back, she used it as the means to tow Samantha and keep her face close to the ground.

	Morgana dropped back into the seat and delivered Samantha up between her widely spaced thighs. The hold stopped and kept Samantha a couple of inches away from the fragrant bared sex of the woman.

	“Smell,” she ordered, and slowly started to release the hold.

	Samantha moved closer and her tongue emerged to service the woman that she was so enamoured with. If she could just pleasure her, maybe she would desert this line of questioning.

	A stinging slap caught her cheek and fended her off. Samantha moved back, put her tongue away, and looked up at the woman.

	“Well?” she asked with a sudden irritated note in her voice.

	Samantha obeyed and drew in the scent that had occupied the tights and ruled her senses the previous night. The woman knew that it had been the initial medium through which Samantha had been enslaved to her and was again using it to establish full command.

	“Don’t lick. Don’t touch. Don’t even think of touching. Just smell,” she ordered, and to ensure obedience she established another single fisted hold into Samantha’s hair. Samantha did as she was told and continued to absorb the exquisite female scent. Her arousal rose through her on each breath, making her ache even more desperately to lap and kiss the woman.

	“Now touch yourself,” she said.

	Samantha paused momentarily. She was unsure of whether she could so openly masturbate before Morgana. As part of a coupling, it was easier. This would be a lot more blatant. The grip tightened and made her roots murmur softly with riots of discomfort.

	“Do it!”

	Samantha lifted a hand between her legs and slipped it into her underwear. A digit reached through the already damp folds of her pussy and began to swirl upon her clitoris. The masturbation was delightful, especially with the added spice of a superlative view, a luscious smell, and the commanding hold to her hair. Morgana then waited a few moments to let the pleasure erode the final barricades to Samantha’s honesty.

	“Now, let me be the judge of what I will and will not believe and tell me what he did,” said Morgana.

	“He took his belt to me then made me blow him,” she muttered. She was only half-aware of what she was saying because her mind was distracted with the far more pleasing spectacle and sensations before and below her.

	“Made you?” enquired Morgana with a raised and doubting eyebrow.

	“I really didn’t want to,” rebuked Samantha.

	“You didn’t want to? That’s a strange phrase to come from a whore’s mouth. Especially one that was just so recently full of a pimp’s cock. Are you sure there wasn’t more to it?”

	“I don’t know. I... I just couldn’t. I’ve done it hundreds of times, perhaps thousands. Only this time, I just couldn’t bear the thought of it,” whimpered Samantha.

	The forced recall was corrupting her masturbation. It was hard to stay aroused and dedicated to this scenario when Morgana kept forcing images through her mind’s eye of Eddy thrusting himself into her mouth.

	“Such a confused little girl. However, do I really want that semen-stained tongue in me?” she said with a broad smirk.

	Morgana’s diabolic laugh echoed through the back of the vehicle as she feasted on Samantha’s look of utter appalled dolour.

	“You may worship me now,” she announced with a chuckle.

	“Thank you,” said Samantha with extreme gladness.

	Samantha crawled forward to delve into the woman. Her tongue flashed into her and eagerly reprised its exploration of her pussy before again focusing its efforts more devotedly to her clit.

	“Don’t you dare come without my permission, though!” she said harshly.

	“I won’t! I promise,” she testified then returned to her self-gratification and the pleasuring of the woman.

	“Mmmm, that’s nice. So you’ll do what I say?” asked Morgana as she lounged back and started to stroke her own breasts.

	Samantha nodded and gained another skipping slap to the side of her face for her lack of volume. She briefly lifted up to affirm her acceptance of Morgana’s rule then returned to her cunnilingus.

	“I’ve got a meeting soon. Perhaps I’ll install you under my desk. Tie that face of yours between my legs and make you service me all the way through it. That’d help me stay calm through all those boring fucking presentations and reports,” she said amidst a series of licentious pants and moans.

	“I’d like that,” answered Samantha as she licked her lips and returned to her devotions.

	Morgana’s words titillated her libido. Her acute arousal was making each motion of her finger and lap of her tongue carry her to new plateau’s of satisfaction.

	“I’m sure you would. But you’d have to remain very, very quiet,” said Morgana.

	“Of course,” absently replied Samantha.

	The heady delight of the scenario was ruling her mind. The crafted image of a random boardroom was so vivid in her thoughts that she could almost smell the shampooed carpet and the wood of the desk. She imagined rows of seats filled with powerful executives, all listening intently to a dull speech. She imagined Morgana at the head of the table, her arms crossed before her while her glare washed across the room to maintain her tyrannical rule. Yet beneath her parted thighs was Samantha’s bound form, hidden away from view, and gently licking Morgana’s pussy. With attentions fixed forward, no one would suspect the truth. Some of those nearer to her would vaguely detect a soft, almost inaudible lapping sound. They might look round to try to see what it was, but they would only meet Morgana’s corrective stare. With a reprimanding frown, she would force them to look back to the speaker and keep their attention focused on business.

	“If one word came from that mouth I’d hand you over to the others. Let that gang of pompous men fuck you on the boardroom table,” she said with a grin, her eyes half closed as she no doubt pictured the resulting orgy of rabid concupiscence.

	“No, God! Please, don’t,” whimpered Samantha and granted new zeal to her tongue work to try and show Morgana that she was better employed as her private oral servant.

	“Why not? You’re a whore. I’ve paid for you. I can hand you over to whoever I want. If I want to let six men thrust down this throat and fill your belly with hot semen, then I will,” she said, deliberately trying to provoke or upset Samantha. Maybe she was trying to see how far she could be pushed before her devotion snapped and she rebelled. Samantha felt intense aversion at the mere notion of the proposed sub-renting of her body. Angering Morgana seemed to be a far worse crime and so she kept her silence.

	“Maybe I’d just pin you down on the table and fuck you with my strap on. That’d be a fun presentation. Strap on dildos, hookers, and how they can be incorporated into corporate management techniques, I reckon that’d wake the board up more than a keg of triple caffeinated latté,” she said, returning her dialogue to warmer and more enticing fantasy scenarios.

	“May I please come!” said Samantha with sudden urgency. The titillating words had steered her masturbation straight to the brink of climax.

	“No!” came the flat reply. “Now get back to worshipping the person whose pleasure actually matters here.”

	Samantha was frozen. She had never before come across this dilemma. No one had ever stopped her during masturbation before she acquired orgasm. No one had deprived her of it.

	Fighting the urge to perform the last few strokes that would give her release she sank back into Morgana’s loins while her own pussy burned with hunger.

	“When you’ve calmed down sufficiently, then you may continue,” offered Morgana as she relaxed back and closed her eyes.

	Samantha reached up to attend herself but had to stop immediately. Her sex was hypersensitive and still primed for imminent climax. Putting her hand back to the floor for support, she continued to steadily lick and suckle at her beloved client. With a dilatory lethargy that made Samantha quiver with the strain of denial, her climax began to retreat. When she was sure her roused pussy had cooled sufficiently, Samantha warily chose to continue.

	Samantha had just started to touch herself again when the woman’s thighs clamped to the sides of her head and her chest rose and fell with heady gasps of rapture. Morgana devoured the long peaks of ecstasy with obvious relish.

	Her hands launched out and sank fingers into the leather as she cried out with bliss. The digits jumped in and squeezed into Samantha’s hair, then jolted back to caress her own breasts, tease her nipples, then grabbed the material of the seat again. Her howls quickened and rose in pitch until she could withstand no more then she pushed Samantha back.

	Samantha sat on her haunches, her hands by her sides. Her eyes wandered up and down the salacious body of the woman as she started to straighten her clothing.

	A soft jolt affected the limousine as it moved onto a steep descending incline. A moment later, it evened out and the vehicle cruised to a halt. The sound of the driver’s side door being opened reached Samantha’s ears and then the soft tread of the chauffeur.

	Morgana reached across to the bar and from one of the compartments she drew a leather collar with a dog leash already attached.

	“Let’s make sure you don’t run away,” she said, and opened the buckled strap.

	Samantha allowed it to close about her neck and watched with entranced eyes as Morgana eased the silver links through her hand until she had a firm grasp of the leather hoop at the end.

	“There. All mine,” she purred.

	The door was opened and Morgana slid from the opulent interior and into the parking lot. Samantha reached for her coat but a stern pull at the leash demanded that she exit immediately and forsake it. She was a little nervous to be publicly exposed but then realised that she had done things that were far more lurid in full view of many people. By comparison, being seen in lingerie on a leash was nothing to fret about.

	Samantha emerged from the vehicle and found that there was no one else present in the spacious underground lot. Some sports cars and other recreational toys for the wealthy were parked here and there, and a line of lifts lay immediately before them. Samantha looked briefly to the chauffeur whose eyes were kept down in Morgana’s presence. The woman risked a quick glance up and she met Samantha’s eyes before darting them back down again. There was a flush of warmth to the woman’s face and the odd trace of sweat upon her brow.

	The lead tugged at her neck and Samantha stumbled after Morgana as she made for the lifts. Samantha gave one momentary look back to the driver then returned her stare to the luscious frame of Morgana.

	Samantha wondered if the chauffeur had been listening in and attending herself at the wheel. Samantha dwelt on the image of the woman surging against her seat as she savoured the sounds of licking and kissing, of Morgana’s dialogue, and then their sounds of intimate exchange. It was exciting to think that her actions had so aroused another person.

	Morgana touched a button and a small lift opened its doors. Samantha was towed inside and as the doors slid shut, a downward yank to the leash at her throat brought her back onto her knees. Morgana slipped a key into a slot and pressed the only available button. After pocketing the key as the lift doors closed, she stood still and Samantha remained at her side like a faithful pet.

	A swift and prolonged journey upward ended with a merry ping and the doors glided apart to reveal the lounge of the penthouse suite.

	Samantha was drawn swiftly through the lavish interior. It was considerably more furnished than the previous location, and so Samantha guessed that Morgana might actually live here.

	Opening the door to a dimly lit room, Morgana then brought Samantha inside. In the centre of the room was a large king-size bed. The mattress was covered with pale satin sheets and at each corner there was a dark metal bedpost. The windows that formed one entire wall offered an unparalleled view of the city. The dark slabs of the office blocks bore only a few lights and stood boldly against the ambient yellow glare from far below.

	Morgana reached under the bed and placed rope and restraints on the sheets. She then drew Samantha onto the soft covers by use of the leash.

	Without word, she began to take one of Samantha’s extremities and apply the cuffs. The items were dense and had soft padded leather on the inside. The level of cushioning made Samantha concerned as to what bondage antics were going to be experienced by her this night. Nevertheless, despite her reservations and the lingering aches in her body, she was eager to continue her studies under Morgana’s expert tutelage. Soon, a thick anchor was set on each wrist and ankle.

	“Kneel here. Legs apart,” ordered Morgana and patted an area up by the head of the bed.

	Samantha complied and as she faced the pillows, her shins were set near parallel to each other and aimed slightly at the bottom corners. Rope was quickly knotted to the heavy D rings in the fetters and stretched out to the corner posts at the bottom. Morgana created a swift weave to anchor them then returned to bring Samantha’s hands together behind her. Rope was threaded through the rings until the centre of the coil was responsible for holding the two manacles together. Morgana flung the coil between Samantha’s legs and to the head of the bed. She then took hold of her shoulders and laid her gently back onto the covers. Samantha could see what was coming and tried to ready herself to accept it without dissent.

	Morgana pulled the rope and drew Samantha’s bound arms toward the top of the bed. Her chest arched upward into a spectacular bow and she gave a soft whimper of discomfort from the pose. The rope was tied off and she clawed at the bonds and tried to shift her restrained and folded legs. Lifting her upper body by digging her head into the mattress, Samantha eased the position a little and looked around.

	“Time to get changed,” said Morgana.

	The woman removed the leash and set it aside. She let one of her hands ride across the arch of Samantha’s torso then she deserted her to her bondage.

	Morgana vanished into the rest of the suite to shed one set of garments for something that would no doubt be more alluring. Samantha pulled and wriggled against her bonds as soon as the door closed. She had an urgent need to touch herself but there was no way she could manage the feat.

	Samantha remained where she was and dwelt on what had already happened between them. She fantasised about what might yet occur to help ease her lot.

	It felt good to be tied up. The loss of control, of motion, and the utter dependence and trust in someone else brought an intoxicating rush of excitement and arousal. The silence was unsettling and made the room seem even more unearthly and strange. Samantha had grown used to a steady din of background noise, and to be deprived of it was incredibly disconcerting. There were no horn blares or alarms, no sirens, no screaming or curses, no shattering glass, yells, or sporadic gunfire.

	The door opened and Morgana flounced enticingly into the bedroom. She was now dressed to rule Samantha.

	Morgana wore a halter neck leotard of shimmering vinyl. A set of suspenders emerged from the high cut thighs to connect to seamed stockings. She walked on zip fronted knee-high boots and the patent footwear was armed with Morgana’s usual rapier heel. A set of PVC opera gloves flowed up her arms and in one hand, she carried a small metal toolbox.

	Morgana set the box beside Samantha and moved onto the bed. Samantha gave a soft groan as she felt the plastic smoothed fingers of the woman drift over the raised curve of her chest. The box was opened, some items were removed, and Morgana sprawled out beside Samantha’s head.

	“Time for you to be quiet,” she said and applied a pinch to Samantha’s lips. With the flesh of Samantha’s mouth pursed together, she then lifted a peg into view. Samantha tried to escape the approaching implement but Morgana kept a resolute hold on her captive mouth. The wooden jaws opened and the device snapped shut. Before she could escape, a neighbouring pinch was taken and another peg was applied. The squeezing grips made Samantha snort and struggle but nothing prevented the installation of two more. Four lucid grasps held her mouth shut and effectively silenced any words she might try to form.

	“There, that’s much better. Now I can play without any interruptions,” she said and brushed her palm along the raised pegs. Samantha mewled as the movement made the pegs turn and pull at their captive morsels.

	“Now, what to begin with?” Morgana pondered aloud.

	After a short pause, where she simply studied Samantha’s distressed features, she lifted herself up and again ferreted in the box of mysterious devices. Samantha felt her thong being pulled aside and suddenly a cool wet shaft poured into her sex.

	The ridged dildo bounced her eager tracts upon its distinct peaks and troughs and made her arch even higher as she hollered against the entombing pegs. Fighting to breathe through her nostrils, she felt the toy being withdrawn. Suddenly it thundered back into her and Samantha jiggled with rhapsody.

	Morgana continued the ravishment with a few more drives then pushed the dildo to the limits of what Samantha could accept. She then straightened the thong over the toy to keep it stored within the confines of Samantha’s pussy.

	Morgana drew up a small whip-like weapon. The long slender handle released a plume of four-inch slender rubber strands. Holding the weapon, Morgana pulled down the cups of Samantha’s bra and lifted the mounds into more obvious view.

	The bushel of tiny tentacles was then repeatedly flicked to her breasts. The stinging swats were more annoying than truly painful, and yet Samantha found herself gurgling and struggling to evade the attack. Morgana followed her token movements and continued to apply startling swipes with the seemingly minor weapon. The most grievous were those that accurately landed on her nipples, but even those that struck areas covered by her folded bra had little of their distress absorbed by the fabric.

	Morgana turned her attention downward and started to flick the numerous strands to Samantha’s inner thighs. Samantha strained against her bondage and fought to part her lips so she could beg the woman to stop. However, the pegs held firm and Samantha was left with only incoherent murmurs and grunts as her primary language.

	The whip was finally set aside and Samantha sagged a little with relief. Morgana summarily took a peg and removed it. The sudden flash of feeling back into the sensitive tissues made Samantha splutter and mewl against the remaining pegs.

	Another was removed, then another, each loss making Samantha burble from the corners of her mouth and screw her eyes shut from the discomfort.

	Morgana took hold of the last peg. Fortunately, Samantha had started to accustom to the effects and was able to withstand its removal with only a few sedate whimpers.

	“Good girl,” commented Morgana and leaned in to kiss the abused lips. Samantha accepted the exchange with jubilation and as their tongues intertwined, she felt Morgana reaching up along her torso. A soothing plastic covered hand started to tease and toy with her nipples, then began to apply soft pinches.

	“Time for something new,” stated Morgana.

	The woman slid from the bed and walked quickly into one of the other rooms. Samantha was appalled to see her emerge with a gun case of hardened plastic. Questions leapt to mind but she did not want the pegs put back onto her mouth to keep her quiet, so she trusted in the dominatrix and remained silent.

	Setting the case next to Samantha, Morgana knelt back onto the bed, slid the locks open, and raised the lid. From the sculpted foam interior, she removed a black device that had an electrical cable emerging from one end. She proceeded to plug it into a socket located beneath the bed.

	The other end had an open and round aperture into which she slid what appeared to be an overlarge light bulb. Morgana flicked the switch on the side and turned the knob at the base of the device. A cranking rusty grinding noise came from within the machine and arcs of blue and violet energy spilled from the interior filament to lick the glass. It looked like any ordinary plasma sphere.

	The bulb was wafted close to Samantha’s skin and tiny cyan arcs leapt from the surface and attacked her. The sharp sensation made her release a soft yelp of shock.

	“Never had a violet wand used on you?” asked Morgana.

	“No. Never,” replied Samantha as she gritted her teeth and felt the bulb being steered over her chest. The tiny fangs of static voltage scratched at her skin and made her gasp and shudder. It was not that it was very painful, but rather it was just such a strange and fresh sensation. The use of electricity always conjured nightmare scenes of torture and interrogation, and that residual image still lingered in her mind as the wand plagued her with its crackling incandescent kisses.

	“Let’s try a different one,” offered Morgana, then switched off the machine.

	Removing the large bulb, she slipped it back into its slot in the foam and let her fingers drift over the other options available. A tube-like bulb was entered into the device and was immediately filled with a purple glowing haze of internal power.

	When the bulb was drawn over her stomach the energy was more concentrated and Samantha moaned with stress as she endured the effects of its passage. Morgana trailed it over her thighs and up to the peaks of her breasts. The sparks of influence readily drilled through the material at the base of her assets, and after a quick ascent, startling nips were applied to her teats. Samantha gasped and shook from the mayhem being so capriciously flicked into her.

	Again, Morgana switched off the toy and selected a new bulb. This one had the appearance of a glass rake, with rounded tubular prongs emerging like blunt claws.

	“Time for another one,” she said as she pressed the activation button.

	The five slender fingers each flowed with blue and purple light and as the head drifted over her, each cast wriggling arcs of charge into her skin. Morgana let the crackling rake voyage over Samantha’s breasts and down her torso to harry her hips before spending some devoted time chewing at her thighs. The session ended with some distressing circles on her inner thighs and one final trip across her sex that made her cry out from the effects.

	“Now for the really fun part,” stated Morgana with a malevolent smirk. Samantha’s fingers pawed nervously at the sheets.

	Morgana took out the rake, pushed it back into its foam home, then removed another implement. The end was slotted into the wand and she could see a length of beaded chain emerging from it. The chain connected to a flat metal pad that Morgana slotted into the hip of her leotard. Setting the wand aside, she touched the activation button and looked over Samantha as the machine commenced its private growling song.

	Samantha watched with bemusement as Morgana removed a glove then stretched her fingers out as though they were weapons. The tips of her fingers descended toward her breasts and Samantha screwed her eyes shut and gave a groaning purl of dismay as tiny jolts of power visibly leapt from Morgana’s very skin and attacked her. The charge was pouring through Morgana without effect but when it jumped to Samantha, it was far less benign.

	Samantha stiffened in fits as Morgana continued to trouble her with the bizarre power. It was almost supernatural to see painful snaps of static charge leaping from the woman to chastise her bound and contorted form.

	Samantha yelled aloud as Morgana’s fingers decided to dally around her thighs and loins. The intense snaps of power had her jerking and whimpering with anguish. Morgana merely chuckled to herself and continued to thrill to the sight of Samantha being tormented.

	“Stick your tongue out,” ordered Morgana.

	Samantha reluctantly complied and watched as Morgana closed in with her own pink organ extended. As they neared, a spark of power connected the tips and made Samantha recoil with a yelp of pain.

	Morgana laughed aloud and traced a scathing finger around Samantha’s lips. She assailed the tender membranes with vicious influence that had Samantha fighting to try to stay still. It seemed absurd that she should be trying to escape the touch of a mere naked finger as vigorously as she would the application of a whip.

	“You’ve got to stay quiet. Remember that, Samantha,” she mused upon seeing her subject’s confusion and travail.

	Samantha’s face was screwed up into a tight grimace as she tried to throw her head from side-to-side and avoid Morgana’s attacks. She tried pursing her lips and pulling them in but the vindictive spark from Morgana’s digit was not so easily denied. Nevertheless, she managed to keep her words of imploring subdued.

	“Good girl,” she stated as Samantha refused to petition an end to the maltreatment. “Now let’s see just how “good” you can be.”

	Morgana moved around and settled between Samantha’s parted legs. She grabbed the sides of Samantha’s thong and with a wrench, she broke the fabrics so that she could remove the garment. Taking hold of the base of the dildo, Morgana dragged it out in one quick motion that had Samantha jerk with startled pleasure.

	The ruined thong was used to soak up the excess lubricant then Samantha hollered as Morgana’s tongue started to lavish its tip to her skin. The soothing delightful licks and kisses were corrupted by the baleful charge that leapt from Morgana’s anatomy. Samantha ground her teeth to try to keep her words in check. She yearned to beg Morgana to stop, but despite the pain, there was also the savage rhapsody and the need to stay obedient.

	Morgana continued to playfully use her tongue as both a tease and a torment. During a moment of delirious response to the sparks that were attacking her clit, the dildo made its return. Samantha’s holler filled the room a moment later as the rounded soft toy exploited a heavy layer of lubricant and stole entry into her anus. It slid into her before she even had a chance to clench and try to keep it out.

	The ridged length retreated then thundered back into her rectum as the woman poured her tongue against Samantha’s belly. The amount of flesh being rolled against her clitoris diluted the static charge, and Samantha’s throat rumbled with heady moans of joy.

	The dildo slithered back and danced her sphincter upon its structure. It paused for a few seconds to let her muscles flash and convulse before it lethargically ploughed back into her.

	Morgana’s tongue flashed deep into Samantha and churned her pussy with its full stiff length before it again frolicked upon her clitoris. Even the sparks of havoc from the violet wand could not delay Samantha’s rise toward sexual release. Her pants grew quicker and her brief cries rose in pitch, cadence, and volume until suddenly, Samantha paused with eyes wide and mouth agape. Then climax enveloped her.

	Every muscle flashed to attention and her torso arched upward into a quivering distorted arc as Morgana steered her into orgasm. The sensation was so intense that Samantha frantically wanted to scream for Morgana to stop. Fortunately, she could not form the words. All she could do was howl with total and soul-consuming ecstasy.

	The dildo was yanked free as a long final lick rolled against her sex. Morgana flicked the wand off and removed the conductive pad. As Samantha swayed dizzily and tried to recover her scrambled senses, the dominatrix began to unbuckle the restraints.

	Samantha collapsed onto her side then hunched over. A few moist pops emerged from her back as she straightened her spine and set some wayward pockets of fluid back into place.

	Morgana arose from the bed and took a position over by the windows.

	“Did you enjoy that?” she asked.

	“Oh yes!” uttered Samantha.

	“Then come over here and lick my boots. Show me your appreciation for what I did to you,” she stated firmly.

	Samantha pushed her aching form onward and slithered from the bed. On hands and knees, she slinked over to the woman and lowered onto the soft carpet. Samantha stared at the midnight panes of Morgana’s boots then started to run her tongue upon them.

	“Do you have any plans this weekend?” asked Morgana.

	“Well, I s-,” began Samantha.

	She had nothing to do but work. The ample slice of their income that Eddy demanded left little enough to survive on, let alone indulge something as irrelevant as recreation. It was foolish to try to say otherwise.

	“They’re cancelled,” interrupted Morgana. “You’re coming with me to my cabin for the weekend. You’ll be picked up at precisely nine o’clock on Friday evening from your hovel.”

	“But... b... the... I mean Eddy, he’ll...” began Samantha.

	She was concerned that he would be incensed at yet another deviation from what he considered normal routine. His paranoia might run rampant and assume that Samantha was attempting to flee him. Such an assumption might end up with her hospitalised or possibly dead as an example to the others in his stable.

	“I’ll send one of my representatives to negotiate a suitable fee for your time,” she confirmed.

	“What if he won’t agree?” she whispered.

	“Whatever I want, I get. You’ll learn that soon enough, Samantha.”

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	 

	Later, Karen watched Samantha walk down the back road toward the ramshackle pit that served as her home and her prison. Karen’s affinity for observing the minutiae of a person’s face, body, and mannerisms readily detected Samantha’s trauma. There was a slight drag to Samantha’s walk and her movements were a little lop-sided. The session between them would not have caused it, so it had to have been the work of the vile Eddy.

	Karen could guess that he would have visited trauma on her stomach and by twisting her limbs during his supposed enjoyment of her body. That way he could avoid leaving marks that might impede the sale of his property.

	Karen’s hands tightened on the wheel as she watched Samantha leaving the area of streetlights and merging back into the darkness. Samantha was not his property, not anymore. Samantha was hers and Eddy would soon become aware of that fact.

	Reaching into the glove box, she removed a cell phone and began to tap out a number. The line opened without any offer of identification.

	“Farrall. This is Morgana. I’ve a problem with my network. There’s a virus and its damaging files that are important to me. I want it deleted as soon as possible. I’ll send all the data on the problem later tonight, encoded channel nine six three. The fee will be transferred to your account by morning. It’s kind of urgent to get this sorted, so I’ll double your usual commission for a swift resolution.”

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	 

	Samantha wandered through the doors and found Yuri and Gregor blocking the bottom of the stairs. The two men looked a little like they were brothers. They had uncertain parentage so there was always that possibility, but as far as she knew, their similarity stemmed solely from identical heritage, build, and shaven heads.

	They were of average height but were wide in the shoulder and dense of limb. Their legs looked a little too short for their body. It was a trait that always made Samantha and some of the other girls mock them in private about their resemblance to Spike, the bulldog from Tom and Jerry.

	Speaking in Slavic, Yuri called back toward the rear rooms where the men all dwelt. A moment later, the grinning callous face of Eddy greeted her. Avoiding his stare, she continued to walk toward the stairs as he leaned against the chipped banisters and scratched his chin.

	“You sure made an impression on that yuppie dyke,” he commented.

	Samantha tried to ignore him and suppressed a scowl of infuriated rage. How dare such a foul degenerate scumbag speak of her beloved Morgana in such a way. She entertained the notion of striking him but knew that he would deliver back ten times what she could do. Instead, she glared at Yuri and Gregor and when they failed to move, she tried to slip between them.

	As her boot touched the first step, Eddy stomped forward grabbed her by the arm and flung her around. With a snarl, he pinned her to the wall and drew close to her face. Samantha wilted passively in his grip, afraid that he was going to beat her again.

	“I wonder what she sees in you? Is this mouth holding out on me? Is it a gold mine I just ain’t used properly yet? Maybe I should test it again myself! Just to make sure,” he stated with callous fury.

	Samantha struggled against his immobile hold. She was nauseated by the very concept. Eddy saw the disgusted look on her face and gave a chuckling laugh of amusement.

	“What do you say, Yuri? Gregor? Shall we take her back and have us a little taste test?” he added.

	The thugs gave snorting guffaws and nodded their bald heads. Samantha gave a whimper of panic and fought harder. It was useless.

	Eddy unexpectedly released her arms and stepped back. Taking her shoulder, he pushed her back toward the stairs as the two thugs stepped aside.

	“Go on. Get the fuck upstairs. You ain’t leaving your room until she gets here,” he said.

	It took a moment for the words to sink in through her fatigue but Samantha paused as soon as she realised what he had said. Holding to the banister for support, she turned back to the loitering villain.

	“What was that?”

	“Some pinstripe geek came round. Paid me plenty to ensure you don’t get a finger laid on you till you’re picked up for this weekend trip. Enjoy it while it lasts, baby, and don’t get too used to pussy ‘cause Monday you’re back on the sidewalk where you belong,” he said with venom.

	Ignoring Samantha, he joined his comrades and walked back toward their shared living quarters. Samantha turned and continued up toward her room to seek solace in sleep and embrace the succulent memories of Morgana.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	 

	Without knocking, Eddy shoved her door and broke the feeble latch that held it closed. Samantha lifted her head from the pillow and regarded the man with poorly hidden loathing.

	“You’ve got visitors,” he said as he stepped aside and allowed the new arrivals access.

	The two women were tall and strong of limb. Each wore close-fitting leather trousers that disappeared beneath high and heavy boots. A tight black vest was stretched over their chests to further unveil their impressive physique. Short spiky hair that had been bleached until it was almost white added further to their ferocious image. The only thing that hinted that they were owned servants was the locked band of polished steel around their necks. Between them, they held the handles of a rectangular wooden trunk.

	“We have come to prepare you for your journey to Lady Morgana,” said the leading woman. Her voice was soft and delicate and it was a complete contrast to the persona her physique projected.

	Samantha instantly found herself staring lustfully at the women. The leather which was pulled over their alluring curves made them appear even more overpowering and Samantha entertained notions of being at their mercy. Against such physically superior women she could kick and struggle, whine and whimper and there would be nothing she could do to stop them doing whatever they wanted with her. It was an enticing scenario.

	She questioned whether they were other possessions of Morgana or merely just dedicated servants. Did Morgana maintain a harem of loyal and adoring lesbian submissives and if so, would Samantha find herself performing with them?

	The women moved in and set down the trunk. One of them started flipping open the dense latches as the other turned to Eddy.

	“You have been handsomely compensated. Is there something else that you require?” she asked staidly.

	Eddy just grinned and with a dismissing wave, he walked away. When he was gone, the woman closed the door and reached into the trunk as her partner opened it for her. Samantha swung her legs off the bed and sat up. Stretching her neck, she tried to peek into the interior and gain some insight into what was going to be expected of her.

	“What have I got to do?” asked Samantha.

	“Nothing, miss. We’re here to get you ready then deliver you in this,” said one of them as she indicated the trunk.

	Samantha stared at the box with a sudden sense of merged worry and anticipation. She had never been so thoroughly restrained before. She was going to be locked tight within the trunk and the two amazons were going to hand deliver her to Morgana like a parcel. Such a mode of shipment would certainly get her in the mood to be Morgana’s possession again.

	“If you would put this on first,” said the other woman and proceeded to remove a neatly folded pile of shiny black Lycra.

	Samantha got off the bed and took the item. Opening it out she found that it was a full body cat-suit. The garment incorporated socks and a set of featureless mitts that would leave her fingers a compressed bundle. Removing her underwear, she unzipped the back of the cat-suit and began to slip into it as the women removed some other items from the trunk and placed them to one side.

	One of the women moved forward and helped Samantha lift the zip, and while she was there, she took hold of her arms and brought them behind her. The woman’s partner took up a pile of leather and brought it over. The metal fastenings, buckles, and rivets jingled against each other as the women opened the item for use.

	The conical sheath of hide was pulled up onto her arms. Samantha’s hands entered the tight apex of the binder and the women went to work hauling in the laces and tightening the item to a stern fit. Samantha could not keep back some soft gasps of pleasure as the sublime agents of Morgana’s rule restrained her.

	Once her chest was arched forward a little by the pose, the women used a cross section of straps over her torso to anchor the sheath into place. A square of leather in the centre of her cleavage allowed the straps to cross each other. They were held in place by a couple of buckles that stopped the straps from slipping about.

	Samantha felt her legs go weak beneath her as one of the women stepped behind her and took a ferocious hold of her upper arms. The powerful grip drew her back against the firm body of the woman and the other amazon grabbed the gag that Samantha was preordained to wear.

	Offering a hint of resistance, Samantha refused to accept the latex lined plate of thick leather. A deflated balloon of dense black rubber emerged from the inside and a series of leather straps were riveted to the perimeter of the plate.

	A smile tickled the corner of the woman’s lips and she reached up to squeeze fingers into Samantha’s cheeks. While forcing Samantha’s mouth open, the female behind her increased the strength of her grip and the woman slipped the plate into place.

	Two straps ran along the edge of her nose to connect at her brow and ride overhead to reach the strap that traversed the base of her skull. Another set ran from the corners of the plate at her cheeks and stretched up to the apex of her skull and the D ring that was fastened there. As the belts were vehemently tightened, they forced her chin into the moulded cup at the bottom of the plate. The actions also made her bite firmly to the loose sac and she let her tongue drift over the balloon and spread the spicy tang of rubber over her palate.

	With Samantha’s mouth now under complete control, the woman screwed an inflator bulb to the emerging nozzle and began to crush it in her fist. Samantha struggled against the woman that was grappling her as she felt the device swell within her mouth. The gag grew swiftly and pressed her tongue into the base of her mouth. It levied its might against her jaws, seeking to part them as the plexus of straps prevented it.

	Samantha gave a panicked mew as the woman continued her inflation. Her cheeks began to ache and she was made to wheeze through her nostrils as her mouth was placed under the full command of the device.

	Pulling the bulb off, the woman quickly screwed a dust cap into place and looked down at the trunk. Samantha followed her gaze and gave new struggles against her captors. Her sense of unease about being confined was beginning to overcome her feelings of submission. Now that she had been swallowed up by a few items of restraint, she was apprehensive about surrendering to something so intense as solitary confinement in the trunk for however long it took to bring her to Morgana. If the cabin was deep in the forest, she could be in the trunk for a day or two. Samantha’s depraved wants sought such extremes, but her experience was token at best and she was not sure her body could live up to the demands that her inflamed libido craved.

	Her panic was momentarily frozen when the woman reached forward and began to circle her open palms against the submerged points of Samantha’s nipples. The delicate influx of pleasure gained her attention and the woman moved closer so that Samantha was pressed between the two tall powerful forms.

	“Don’t worry. We’ve all been shipped like this a few times. It’s bad, but you’ll survive it,” offered the woman, and suddenly both sets of hands were appraising her physique. She was trapped between their bodies, their breasts against her, their fingers stroking and tickling her Lycra-clad skin. It was a divine way in which to acclimatise her to the approaching entrapment.

	The woman that stood in front of her took hold of Samantha’s lower face in both hands and presented it for a kiss. She took the nozzle in her lips and sucked on it as Samantha stared with wide-eyed and lecherous intensity at the titillating image. The woman gave another few kisses to Samantha’s entombed mouth then moved back. There was an almost imperceptible nod and the other female began to drag Samantha into the trunk.

	When she resisted, the two women ganged up on her and began to expertly work together. Samantha was forced onto her knees and her feet were set in each corner of a short end of the trunk. Two buckled straps of dense leather were fastened at her ankle and below her knees to trap her shins to the base of the box. Wriggling against the arm sheath and murmuring against the gag, Samantha tried to stop them from continuing her restraint but it was far too late.

	One of the women forced her Lycra-clad form down so that Samantha’s hindquarters settled between her captive feet. It was then that she saw what appeared to be half of a pillory in front of her. The semi-circle groove in the polished wood was lined with soft padded leather and was of the perfect size to accept her neck if she stretched out toward it.

	A hand pushed the arm sheath against her back then two long belts were drawn up passed her knees then over her hips and arms. They were wrenched into place across her limbs and hugged her forcefully into the floor of the trunk.

	Samantha wiggled her toes and threw her head from side-to-side because after all, there was nothing else she could do.

	Stern hands grabbed her head and began to demand that she accept the internal pillory. Samantha opposed their efforts but barely even influenced the process. Her head was strained forward and her neck was slipped into the awaiting groove. The sound of wood sliding against a set of runners reached her ears and the second half of the stocks was slotted into place. The box was now divided neatly into two sections by an interior wall of wood. The cushioned hole had her head within one end and her helplessly bound body resided in the other.

	Samantha hollered against the gag as she felt fright and claustrophobia take over. She could not move in the slightest, and every flex and struggle only seemed to make the whole ensemble seem more oppressive. It was terrifying just how alien it felt not to have the power to shift any part of her body. On a daily basis, it was simply taken for granted that movement was possible. A little bit of restraint and a hint of bondage could be fun and intoxicatingly refreshing, but this level of absurd captivity had cleared Samantha’s tolerances. She was just not up to this sort of intense play, at least not yet.

	There was a faint buzzing tone and Samantha jolted against her bondage with surprise as a vibrator was laid to her pussy. The small rigid finger of plastic poured soothing delight into her sex and Samantha relaxed a little into her predicament.

	The woman started to move the toy around with lecherous proficiency. Samantha began to pant through her nostrils as she began to find actual satisfaction in her imprisonment. Since she had met Morgana, she had travelled in majestic old cars, luxurious limousines and now she was travelling in a most far removed manner to such comfortable methods of transport.

	A small reading light was slotted into a waiting fixture on the inside of the trunk and a photo was tacked to the floor with four drawing pins. The picture was of Morgana and it instantly bolstered her enjoyment of the situation that had devoured her body and curtailed her every sense.

	The elegant woman had been photographed from a lower position so that she seemed to loom over the viewer. She wore a purple latex dress with a black rubber corset set over its polished contours. Fingerless midnight opera gloves let her purple painted nails free and black stiletto thigh boots spilled up her legs, gripping eagerly to her curves and reaching up to the hem of the short skirt. The barest wink of naked skin was visible between the two.

	Samantha focused her stare to the image and soaked up every detail of the dominatrix as the vibrator continued to enhance her prurient mood. As her eyes readjusted to the change in light, she noticed that the area around the picture was peppered with numerous tiny stab holes. Clearly the amazon had not been lying. Numerous other women had travelled in this heinous cell and had fixated their lewd desires on the very same picture.

	The realisation that this was one of Morgana’s favoured modes of transporting her females and also the thought of the other women that had been trapped in this very spot was highly elating. As the thrumming tip of the toy continued to pleasure her she pictured each of the amazons being bound and strapped down in the trunk, their muscles rippling with strain as they tried to stop their incarceration and failed. She imagined their impassive features warped with fright and running with tears as the stocks were slotted into place. Had they been given a dose of the vibrator too? How had they stared at the image of Morgana? Was it with lust, or had they glared at it with dismay?

	The vibrator came away and the weighty lid dropped down into place. Charged with sexual need, Samantha found the bonds even more infuriating now because they had made her wanton for more stimulation and yet she was stopped from doing anything that might ease her sexual frustration. The latches were fastened and the locks were set. The box entered the air and Samantha felt herself being carried out and toward the rule of the celestial Lady Morgana.

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	 

	Eddy watched the surprisingly small trunk being loaded up into the back of the waiting van. The butch women set it down in the centre of the spacious interior and began diligently strapping it down so that it would not move. It was strange to think that in that tiny space was a female form. Samantha was trussed and compressed into total submission.

	It did not matter to him whether Samantha was enjoying it or if she was in hellish purgatory, just so long as the money was paid. If the yuppie pushed her too far or hurt her too badly, Samantha would probably be begging and moaning to have him send someone else in her stead. Thinking ahead on such an eventuality, he wondered how he could rededicate her to obeying the will of the client. He would have to hurt and intimidate her to an extent that would prove worse and more unbearable than what the depraved acts of the woman could impart, but not so severe as to damage the property and break the deal. From his days in the Ukrainian gulag, he knew how well a cattle prod in the right place could alter an attitude and still leave a body undamaged and work worthy.

	Eddy hoped that the rich dyke would stay interested in Samantha and keep coming back for more. The money she was handing over was impressive and he wanted it to become a regular part of his income.

	The van doors were closed and the women drove off into traffic with their subdued cargo safely secured in the back. Eddy shoved his hands into his pockets and strolled into the building. Walking down the hall, he leisurely entered the area he and his aids lived in.

	“They take her, then?” asked Yuri.

	His two aids were sat at a table with a pack of cards, a pile of various small denomination bills, a half-drained bottle of whisky, and a 9mm each.

	“Fucking weirdoes,” mumbled Gregor as he took up his freshly dealt hand and scrutinised the cards. The sneer that touched his features openly betrayed a poor hand.

	The two men were not too smart, but Eddy kept them around for the muscles amply spread on their bodies and not the one between their ears. Eddy had run into them at the gulag and when he had bribed his way out, he also added enough to ensure that they could accompany him. The pair had been with him ever since.

	After the Petrov kidnapping had gone wrong, he ferried them out of Russia with him. It was a prudent consideration for the future. He was going to be in alien lands and he could do with backup he trusted and could rely upon in any tricky situation.

	“The fucking weirdoes paid top dollar,” he said and dumped his coat on the battered couch before heading into his bedroom.

	Eddy had run a stable of hookers in St Petersburg. It was a good basic income to help provide living costs and also to fund the more risky ventures such as robbery, extortion, smuggling and kidnapping. When he had relocated to the States, it had been ridiculously easy to wrest a territory from the previous pimps of the area. They were unorganised strutting peacocks who could ineptly rough up a woman but who had little stomach for anything more harsh or permanent. Eddy had noticed that fact about the gangs and other criminal elements in the city and indeed the whole country. People feared them, the media harped on about how dangerous they were, but if they had found themselves on Soviet soil, they would last mere seconds, and only then if they were really lucky.

	The Soviet Union, Mother Russia, the USSR—Eddy refused to drop the old titles for his homeland. Throughout his whole life, the party had ingrained it into him and he was not about to bother changing just because the country wanted to alter its image to the world and illicit sympathy and assistance from its former mortal enemies. Why not just replace the hammer and sickle with a dollar sign, or Mickey Mouse. Stalin would be spinning in his grave. Not that Eddy cared; it was no more than habit.

	Fleeing Russia had been one of the best things to happen to Eddy. The money he regularly scraped up in St Petersburg was a mere pittance compared to what could be earned here. In Russia, he also had to contend with much more danger and competition, as well. Here the money was good and the future was bright. Paperwork, the ever-vigilant eye of public opinion, over-cautious politicians, and paranoid superiors all served to hamstring the police. They could not act with murderous impunity as they could at home. Due process could well have been the greatest criminal invention of all time.

	“Excuse me. Would you be Eddy?” asked a soft male voice.

	Eddy span around and saw that the bedroom door had swung shut and someone was standing behind it. The man was small and reedy looking and so he failed to put Eddy on his guard. Eddy had a pistol tucked into the back of his trousers and his two sentries were within earshot should the intruder become a threat.

	“How the fuck did you—?” he began.

	“Are you Eddy, the employer of a certain young lady called Samantha?” sedately interrupted the stranger.

	“Too late, man. That piece of meat’s been picked up for the weekend,” he said.

	The notion that maybe he should be charging more for Samantha because of her popularity assisted in pushing concern further from Eddy’s thoughts.

	The man stepped forward and without warning hurled a punch into Eddy’s face. It was impossibly ferocious for someone so diminutive of stature, and the impact span Eddy on his heel and robbed him of balance. He crumpled and dropped to the floor with a heavy smack.

	The door flew open at the sound of trouble and Gregor and Yuri charged in with pistols in hand. With his back to them, the stranger stepped away and swung the side of his hand around in a broad and accurate arc. The chopping sweep caught Yuri straight in the front of the throat. The ferocity of the strike countered his momentum. His feet flew up into the air, and he collapsed onto his shoulders. Yuri struck the floor with a heavy tone and went slack. A steady rasping wheeze emerged from his fractured throat and he gave several meek gurgles.

	Before Gregor could even bring his pistol to bear, the stranger had whirled around and slammed a knee into his groin. As Gregor doubled up with a choked gasp, the man caught his head in both hands. With unnerving ease he span his skull and snapped the vertebrae. Gregor collapsed next to his friend and gave a few twitches before going limp.

	The figure stepped forward while pulling a silenced pistol from within his coat. Eddy went for his own gun and gave a roar of pain as a spluttering cough preceded a spear of anguish into each of his shoulders.

	Eddy dropped back to the floorboards. Blood was freely running from the small holes that filled each limb with crippling agony. Looking up, he found himself staring into the dark eye at the end of the barrel.

	“I asked you a question. I will not ask it again,” said the man with an insipid tone.

	At that moment, Eddy realised that this was a veteran professional. The bland look in his eyes testified to countless lives snuffed out at close quarters, and a conscience that had been isolated and meticulously removed.

	“Yes! Yes! Fuck you! I’m Eddy! What the fuck do you want, man?”

	“Miss Samantha is being given a choice this weekend and to permit her an unbiased mind in the decision making process you are to be removed from the equation.”

	“What?”

	“Let me explain...”

	 

	 

	Three hot cartridges bounced upon the floor and rolled to a stop. Farrall turned and put two more rounds into each of the guards then dropped the gun. Straightening his gloves, he avoided the growing pools of crimson and nimbly scuttled out of the window. The small opening would be an impossible means of escape for even an average person, but not for him. Small and agile, his body could wriggle through gaps that would make a contortionist weep with envy. After dropping to the street, he donned sunglasses and wandered out toward the world. At the final corner before reaching a main street, he removed the gloves and dropped them into an open trash bin.

	He did not like having to explain things to the client or otherwise converse with them before their deletion. It was not smart and opened countless possibilities for things to get complicated. Farrall hated complication. Smooth, precise, and efficient was his mantra.

	Besides, his employer could have easily arranged for those cretins to be arrested and sent to jail for an indefinite period. Instead, she had opted for the more drastic step of deletion.

	The picking of his singular services rather than her sanguinary team of lawyers suggested that he had caused great offence. He surmised that he had abused the girl or otherwise stood in the way of Morgana getting what she wanted. The woman was almost as implacable and relentless as he was. He guessed that was why he liked doing jobs for her, because they were never based on spite or pettiness, just a cold, calculated intent.

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	 

	Samantha was soon yowling against her gag as her journey continued. Her arms had gone numb and the feeling had been replaced with steady waves of excruciating havoc. She flexed and strained with all her might in a bid to break out of the box, to straighten out and escape the brutal confinement but there was nothing she could do. When she had exhausted herself with such efforts she sagged and sobbed privately within the trunk, cursing her fate and the woman that had put her in it.

	All she wanted to do was please Morgana. Why then had she deemed it necessary to have her brought to her in such terrible containment?

	After what seemed like days of terrible straits, the van came to a halt and did not move again. The sound of the doors opening permeated the box and Samantha’s heart leapt with joy that she was finally going to be let loose. The prospect of having her pains ended made her wriggle and strain with new effort. Suddenly the ordeal did not seem that bad and as the trunk was lifted up she found herself staring at Morgana’s image with new devotion.

	The latches and locks were set free and Samantha screwed her eyes shut as the lid lifted up and let light pour in. The tiny light inside the box and her long sentence of imprisonment had left her totally unprepared for the full potency of day.

	The slat holding her neck down was drawn out and the straps that dragged her into the hideous pose were unfastened. The women grabbed her as though she were made of feathers and hoisted her out.

	Samantha was laid onto the floor and the two amazons backed up as she jerked and convulsed. Samantha hollered onto her gag as her body stretched out and flared with residual pain at having been cooped up for so long. It took a few minutes for her to recover, and through tear-filled eyes she saw that she was in a small and plain box room.

	The wooden walls were varnished so that they were almost black in appearance. The slender windows on one wall looked out over treetops and an open vault of blue sky. There were a couple of cupboards on the wall and a series of dark eyelets set in the ceiling. Several sconces that looked like they were made from riveted dark iron each held squat red candles. The medieval lights were spaced regularly along each wall and were currently unlit.

	Samantha was in two minds about the arm sheath. She wanted it off, but she also now knew that its flight was going to be even worse than her removal from the box. It was an irrelevant consideration because when the two burly women descended on her they ignored the device.

	One of them screwed a thick metal pole into a fitting that had been bolted into the carpeted floor. The pole had a metal ring set in the top and reached to about waist height.

	“Okay, let’s get on with it,” said one of them and the other woman moved behind Samantha and brought her onto her knees. She enveloped her in a firm hold just as the other produced a small straight razor.

	“Let’s set those tits free. We can’t have them all cooped up now can we?” commented the woman who was behind Samantha.

	Samantha felt the woman begin to suckle and nibble on her ear as she watched her partner work. Samantha stiffened and held as still as she could while the fabric over her breasts was lifted up then cut. The steady slices were applied and the woman put the blade away before using her hands to lengthen the slit. With enough of an opening, she drew Samantha’s assets through the breaches.

	“Now for some more fun,” said her captor, and the woman tightened her hold as twin coils of thin rope were produced.

	The lengths were crafted into hoops and Samantha was leaned forward a little so that her breasts dangled and were easier targets. The hoops were threaded onto Samantha’s breasts and tightened forcefully to the base.

	“There we go. I bet that feels great, doesn’t it?” whispered the woman, then her tongue tip started to tickle Samantha’s earlobe.

	Samantha gurgled and struggled against the grappling hold. Her breasts seemed to swell with internal distress because of the garrotting cinch, but there was nothing she could do to shed the hoops.

	“But we’re not done yet. Oh no. We’ve got to make sure you stay put, and we have just the means to do it.”

	Samantha’s struggles became even more diligent when she saw a set of clover clamps in the amazon’s hands. A short length of chain served to link the silver devices, and holding one in each hand, the woman began snapping the padded jaws of the baleful instruments with malicious intent.

	“Which one first though, that’s the question, isn’t it? Can you guess, or do you want it to be a surprise?” said the woman behind her.

	“This one?” asked her partner as she drew a clamp toward a nipple. Samantha fought to move the targeted nugget of flesh away from the implement.

	“Or this one?” she added, and began heading to the other as Samantha continued her attempt to evade them.

	“Well if you don’t want them there, maybe here would be better?” she said with a broad grin and started to lower the clamps toward Samantha’s pussy. Samantha gave wails of mortified panic as she contemplated such a terrible attachment.

	“No?” continued the woman, and brought the toys back up toward her original targets. “So, I guess we continue as planned. But these aren’t ready to fully appreciate a set of nice tight clamps.”

	“Yes. Just what are we going to do about that?” asked the woman that was still containing Samantha within a sinewy grip.

	The clamps were waved to and fro before her, teasing Samantha for a short time. The woman then leaned in and took one of Samantha’s nipples in her mouth. Samantha suddenly fought against the woman holding her prisoner as soft nips and stern sucks afflicted the teat.

	“There’s no point struggling. You’re not going anywhere. Just relax and let her do as she wants,” suggested the female.

	The other nipple was treated to the same attention then the woman held the clamps up again. She licked her lips then ran her extended tongue down her front teeth as she glared licentiously at Samantha.

	“First, let’s make sure you can’t scamper away,” she said.

	The woman proceeded to the pole and threaded one of the clamps through the hoop that was set atop it. Samantha was forced closer to the metal stake, and her squeezed breasts aimed toward it.

	The two metal mouths gobbled up her engorged nipples. As they were closed, the sprung maws held fiercely to them and Samantha wailed into her muting gag. She jiggled on the spot as the women laughed at her responses and held her in place until she had grown accustomed to their effects. A moment later, the women backed away and left her on her knees.

	“There. All done,” commented one of them as they lovingly held hands and watched Samantha’s panicked examination of her containment.

	“She’s not going anywhere. That’s for certain.”

	Samantha tried to move away but as the chains snapped taut, she gave another smothered howl of anguish as the clamps tightened their hold. She could not lie down, she could not stand up, and she could not get away from the pole. It was a dreadfully effective means to retain her.

	“Learned the lesson yet?” asked one of the women as Samantha discovered the limits that had been imposed upon her.

	“I think she has. So what now?”

	“I want to watch you come,” flatly stated the other.

	“Then you know exactly what I want to see.”

	With a sudden flash of a smile, the woman stepped over and grabbed the other woman about the back of the neck. With aggressive motions, she forced the compliant woman onto the floor then straddled her chest. Facing the supine woman’s legs, she sat back and laughed as a delighted “Mmmmmdff,” announced the smothering of the woman’s face.

	“Come on, then! Get going!” she growled with libidinous wrath.

	Wriggling her tightly leather-clad rear against the face of her partner, she grabbed one of the flailing hands and put it to the front of the woman’s trousers. Samantha could see the delighted eyes of the subdued woman as she stared up at the sight rising above her. Her snorting breaths against the leather were deep and passionate and her fingers fumbled maniacally with the button and zip of her trousers. The moment they were open her hand dove in and began to stroke herself with fervid prurience.

	“There we go. You like that view down there, don’t you? Of course you do. It’s where you belong, after all. Under my butt. Worshipping it. Being my cushion.”

	A garbled reply murmured up from between her legs and affirmed that everything was perfect.

	While riding the woman’s face, the dominant started to massage and play with her subdued partner’s breasts. She stroked, teased, pinched, and sometimes twisted to make her yelp against the smothering hindquarters.

	Samantha watched with frustrated intensity. She yearned to join in or have some attention paid to her, but trapped against the pole all she could do was watch the erotic show and be doomed to denial.

	The supine female started to rasp in uneven fits then her own abdomen started to lift from the ground as though the approaching orgasm was somehow erasing gravity. When climax struck, she bucked and jolted beneath the imprisoning woman.

	The trapped slave struggled to endure the intense rapture as the other woman leant back and cut off all access to air. The deprivation magnified the sense of submission and heightened her reactions even more. The woman’s boots skipped and scuffed on the carpet and her body quaked as she etched swift swirls on her sex. She started to calm and then quickly became lax.

	The riding woman shifted forward enough so that her partner could recover her breath. She kept her under control for a little while longer before swinging over a firm thigh to release the woman. The features of the exhausted female were laced with dots of sweat and she remained slack in the cosy afterglow of her release.

	The other woman knelt beside her and stroked the side of her face.

	“Was that what you wanted?” asked her partner.

	“Mmmmm,” she affirmed. She was clearly far too fatigued to form anything more complicated by way of an answer. The other woman leaned down and kissed her lips while fondly groping a breast.

	“Well, no time for a nap. The Lady will be here soon, so we’d best get cracking.”

	“Oh, okay then,” she stated with irritation. With a petulant hiss of exertion, she forced herself upright and accepted the hand of her partner to help pull her onto her feet. They permitted themselves one final kiss and with hands intertwined, they walked from the room.

	“Have fun, Samantha,” one of them offered as the door swung shut.

	Samantha pulled a little at the chains and tried to figure out some way to get free. The only possibility would be to drag back and try and pull the clamps off, but that would really hurt, and besides, the sprung construction of the clover clamps ensured that any pull to the back of them would only serve to tighten their overall pinch. Her breasts were throbbing from the long presence of the clamps and she began to fear their removal a great deal more than their companionship. The numbness in her arms and the prospect of riots of heinous pins and needles from the extraction of the sheath now seemed trivial in comparison.

	The sun started to travel down toward the horizon and painted a dazzling palette of red and purple as a farewell gesture to the day. The shadows lengthened through the room and the first stars started to emerge against the rapidly darkening vault of blue. Samantha just watched and continued to remain in her painful bondage as she waited patiently for something to happen.

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	 

	The door opened and Morgana walked out from the shadows, revealing her outfit in one dazzling and instant display. She had slicked her hair back and added saturnine shades to her eyes and lips to favour a more fierce and funereal attitude.

	She walked casually on perfectly fitted leather thigh boots. The wicked heel sank a little into the carpeted floor with each step and the leather gave the softest of murmuring creaks. A set of shorts embraced her hindquarters and emphasised the pert mounds of her rear. A zip ran from the front of them all the way around to the back. The brief area of exposed thigh was naked and available for Samantha to fawn on.

	A strapless bra of the same black polished skin cupped her breasts and created a distinct and open cleavage. A band of leather circled her wrists and neck, and each had a ring of curved steel talons decorating them.

	Morgana wandered passed Samantha and let her hand trail along the trunk and then over the bound female before her.

	“Looks like my eager servants decided to improvise a little extra introductory bondage for you,” she said. “Let’s get these off you first. They don’t look like they’re much fun.”

	The woman’s hands took hold of the clamps and gave them a few minor tugs to revive their lucid rage before she simply released them simultaneously. Samantha sucked a sudden gasp through her nostrils and collapsed onto her side. Her legs kicked and she swung her chest from side-to-side while she hollered against the gag. Each nipple seemed to swell with agony that coursed through the rest of her strangled breasts and drifted into her shoulders. She twitched and jolted and the pain started to fade back to an injured throb. Gradually she settled down.

	Morgana dropped the silvery implements and left them dangling from the pole. Leaning down, she focused her attention to the ropes that were still plaguing Samantha’s purple-tinted breasts.

	“Now for these nasty pieces of rope work.”

	The flight of the garrotting strands brought back a vague shade of the ordeal, but this time Samantha merely mewled softly and writhed a little on the floor. Her legs entwined and knotted as a second wave of sensation rolled back into her assets.

	She felt a boot nudge her and roll her enervated form onto her front. The pressure of her torso onto her abused breasts made them announce their existence with an angry pounding ache and her nipples proved even more sensitive to being laid upon. However, the discomfort was not as intense as the removal of the clamps, and was nothing as bad as the long sentence in the box. Holding to her courage, Samantha remained where she was.

	The buckles and laces of the arm sheath were removed and the cone of leather was drawn from her arms. The limbs dropped lifelessly to her sides and a moment later began to fill with excruciating prickly storms of sensation. Samantha rolled over. Moaning and grunting against the gag, she flapped the limbs around on the carpet, making them move like landed fish in a bid to pound some life back into them.

	Morgana towered over her and set one of her thigh booted legs onto Samantha’s chest. Applying weight to the gorgeous limb she kept Samantha pinned in place while she endured the process of recovery from her bondage.

	The sight of the woman exercising her dominance over her was a glorious compensation. Samantha let her body revive, and in the meantime, she chose to regenerate her libido with detailed dreams of tongue cleaning every inch of the client’s salacious leather attire.

	“Are we feeling better now?” asked Morgana.

	Samantha nodded and the woman removed the heel from her skin.

	“Up onto your knees then,” she ordered.

	Samantha forced herself upright and formed herself into the required pose. Morgana stepped behind her and unfastened the gag. She drew the implement from Samantha’s jaws and the swollen bulb stretched her jaws wider and made her mewl before it finally popped free.

	The woman set the device aside and stepped back.

	“Get undressed. Everything,” she said firmly.

	As Samantha started to shed the cat-suit, she licked her lips and stretched her mouth to banish the lingering effects of the stern gag. While she stripped, she kept a covert eye on the alluring form of the client for her own sense of erotic infatuation.

	When Samantha stared at her, she filled her thoughts with the knowledge that at the woman’s command she had been forced into a trunk and shipped out to her like an object. Samantha felt so astoundingly under her control and power. No matter what Morgana wanted, she could have it from Samantha or have burly amazon servants take it from her. Samantha was no longer an employee, she was a hopelessly addicted servant.

	Morgana took a long lighter from one of the dark wood cupboards and systematically lit the candles of the room. The warm haloes of light forced back the gathering gloom and created a sombre, iniquitous ambience in the small chamber.

	Morgana put the lighter away and opened one of the taller sections of cupboard. From within she took four sections of steel pipe that appeared much like the one that currently jabbed up from the floor of the room. She also took out a small electric screwdriver.

	Samantha watched with interest as Morgana removed a small section of carpet that had been fastened down with tabs of Velcro about a yard from the established upright pole. An identical fixture with the pole already inserted was put to the floorboards and the screwdriver quickly thrust four deep screws into place.

	Morgana turned her attention to the pipe that Samantha had been kept locked to. She removed the cap that sported the ring and exposed the screw thread at the summit. This accepted a new section of vertical pipe. A similar section was added to the other recently installed pole to effectively double both their heights.

	At the top of each newly applied strut was a T shaped cross section that allowed the last part of pole to slot horizontally through and join the two sections. The two turn bolts on them were tightened so that the overhead pipe could not move and Morgana travelled once more back to the cupboards to acquire several bundles of crimson rope.

	“I want you to kneel in there. Take hold of the upper corners and put your knees to the bases,” ordered Morgana.

	She strolled back and dropped all the ropes save one. Ignoring Samantha, she started unravelling the first bundle.

	Samantha shuffled over and did as she was told. With her knees next to the bases of the poles, she reached up and just about managed to grab the overhead trapeze of metal where it met the upright struts. Morgana moved in quickly and started to weave her ropes upon Samantha’s body.

	Coils worked around her left wrist and engulfed the corner of the stern frame. A significant amount was left unused and another bundle was used to perpetrate a similar confinement for her right wrist.

	Morgana then drew Samantha’s left ankle up to her rear and used a fresh bundle to wrap around and weave about the limb. She created several figure eight sections that swiftly sealed her ankle to her thigh. Diamond patterns of restraint were created down her leg then connected to the base of the frame. Her other leg was similarly treated and contained before a fresh collection of rope was taken up.

	Morgana began to create an intricate full body harness upon Samantha’s naked physique. The diamonds of rope that stretched themselves on her body squeezed her with sensuous strictness. The slither of rope upon her naked skin had her eyes half closed with arousal. She could not help but find repose in the steady build-up of constriction and the slow devouring of her ability to move and struggle. The consummate skill of Morgana in her rope work was leaving Samantha light headed and all too willing to submit to anything that the woman wanted of her.

	A firm crotch rope left a knot pressed against her clitoris and more patterns of rope squeezed her hindquarters. The tightening of it made Samantha gasp and shiver in her bonds. The delectable cinch and pressure against her pudenda made her surge and wriggle to exaggerate the feel of the rope encompassing her with its detailed web of influence.

	The excess lengths were then brought into play. They hung by her wrists and danced around the vertical poles then were lanced inward to hook portions of her rope dress. Each and every tightening of these crosspieces escalated the overall rigour of the dress and deprived her of even more movement. The anchors continued to reach in and secure her, and Samantha found herself giving reign to a libidinous purr as she surrendered to the implacable work of the client.

	Morgana walked around her captive and scrutinised her work. Straightening a rope here, moving a knot a little there, only once she was completely satisfied did she kneel down behind Samantha.

	“Does that feel good?” she asked.

	Morgana’s hands reached around to gently cup Samantha’s breasts.

	“Oh yes!” she hissed.

	Fingers toyed with her nipples and Samantha’s head draped back against the woman. She pulled at her bonds, offering a hint of resistance that they easily contained. Samantha gave another long sigh of pleasure as she illustrated to herself the extent of her susceptibility.

	Morgana pressed herself against Samantha’s back. The feel of her tightly leather-clad form was another aphrodisiac that had Samantha burning with prurient need. Her face turned to meet the lips of Morgana and they began a slow sensual kiss.

	Samantha offered soft whimpers as Morgana took hold of the collection of knots that controlled the crotch rope and gave the plexus some soft tugs to make it shift against her.

	After long and heavenly minutes of this manipulation, Morgana moved away a little and swung a hand backward. The open palm travelled in an underhand swat that clapped to Samantha’s buttock. The stinging impact was a heady delight, a further slice of giddy sensation that charmed Samantha and delivered her deeper into the arms of a masochistic trance.

	“Oh more! Please! More!” she whimpered, and Morgana happily obliged.

	Morgana mixed sensuous kisses with swift spanks. She added stimulating gropes of Samantha’s breasts and playful dalliances with various portions of her rope cocoon.

	“Now we’re going to discuss your future... and its rules,” whispered Morgana.

	“Anything,” said Samantha. She was scarcely aware of what the client was saying. A pinch to a nipple and a more harsh pull to the crotch rope brought her a little more out of the haze of crapulent indulgence so that she could process what Morgana was saying.

	“While you are here, you will call me Lady Morgana. Is that understood?” she said with unwavering severity.

	“Yes... Lady Morgana,” replied Samantha with an abashed whisper.

	“While you are here, you are my slave. You are my property. I can do whatever I wish with you and you will accept it and enjoy it. If I wish to punish you for my own amusement, then you shall welcome that punishment,” she said.

	Morgana started to continue with the more pleasant methods of stimulating Samantha. Morgana was deliberately making her utterly amiable to whatever she wanted.

	“As you wish, Lady Morgana,” uttered Samantha.

	Her nipples were being stroked with swirls of an open palm and gentle kisses touched her neck. Even if she disagreed with what Morgana was saying, she was not sure she could voice any dissent.

	“I own you, slave,” she said softly, then began to run her tongue upon her possession.

	“Yes, Lady Morgana,” murmured Samantha.

	Each word was as much a source of stimulation as the physical play. The woman was saying everything that Samantha longed to hear.

	“You like being owned don’t you, slave?”

	“Only by you, Lady Morgana,” she said.

	The exquisite ecstasy loosened Samantha’s tongue to a degree where her truthful words fell free without any consideration or distortion. Her mind just did not have time to warp them or process them before they escaped.

	“Maybe I should steal you away. Keep you all for myself,” she said with a seductive coyness.

	Samantha surged and mewled as the crotch rope was taken and steered with minute pulls. The soft woven length ploughed between her lips and the knot dragged against her clit.

	“But you’d probably miss all those hot throbbing cocks in you,” Morgana uttered with soft accusation.

	“I wouldn’t, Lady Morgana!” snapped Samantha.

	Her wish to prove to her prospective owner just how much she reviled her life and profession was paramount. The intoxication of the session was making it hard to properly articulate it, but she had to convince Lady Morgana without a shadow of a doubt that she would give up everything in her life, and do so without hesitation for a chance to truly be hers.

	“Since when did you change sides?” she whispered.

	The steady use of the crotch rope continued and Morgana’s spare hand rose up. She dragged gentle nails across the fields of skin and rope before cupping Samantha’s chin.

	“Since I met you, Lady Morgana,” she answered.

	Morgana’s fingers touched her lips and petitioned entry with a slight push. Samantha opened her mouth and devoured the digits. Locking her lips to them, she curled her tongue upon them and sucked with licentious glee.

	“So now you’re a little gay whore, huh? Ready to eat any bitch who stuffs some dollars into your hand,” she said then drew the fingers out. Moistened by Samantha’s saliva they reached down and began to join the rope in the teasing of Samantha’s loins.

	“No, Lady Morgana!” exclaimed Samantha. The words jumped in volume as she felt a fingertip glide against her roused and engorged clit.

	“Well, you’ve got to be something? You aren’t into men. You’re unwilling to take women. So what’s it to be, slave? Chastity? A life of abstinence like some fucking nun? Hurry up and let me know because I’ll have this hot pussy contained in steel before the day is out. Maybe seal you up in a dense rubber habit. Keep these hands bound. Hobble you. Keep you gagged for life so you can’t speak or even cry out as you endure a penance of bondage, suspension, and the lash. Is that what you want? Or is there something else you want from me?”

	“I... it...” she stammered.

	Samantha was finding it hard to concentrate or form cognitive sentences with so much pleasure and excitement raging through her system. Samantha believed that she was designed for misery and tears, not this sort of loving ownership. Her psyche was unable to handle it. She felt like she was drowning in a sea of bliss, and if it were to occur, she would have welcomed an escape into such easy oblivion with open arms. Morgana was just simply asking too much of her.

	“I only want you. If I can’t, then I don’t want anything.”

	The hand operating the crotch rope jumped back and generated swift applause on Samantha’s rear. For a moment, Samantha was scared that she had offended Morgana with such a declaration of absolute devotion.

	“Lady Morgana,” corrected the woman.

	“Lady Morgana,” uttered Samantha as the dull heat in her rear added further fuel to her burning libido.

	“If you became mine you’d be my slave, my property, you’d have no rights, you’d do as you were told all the time,” said the woman.

	Her tone was now deadly serious. Morgana was no longer seductively playing, no longer offering material for imagination and onanism. Samantha knew then that Morgana was speaking the truth. This was about to become something other than mere fantasy play between a prostitute and a client. Morgana was offering her true ownership. It would not be for a few hours, a weekend, even a week, month, or year. It would last forever. Morgana would enslave her and keep her, do anything that she wished with her. Samantha felt an orgasm gather through her body at the mere prospect.

	“Yes, Lady Morgana,” she said, trying to put as much honesty and commitment into the words as possible.

	“I’d keep you tied up. I’d punish you a lot to ensure you learn your place,” she said.

	Morgana was making certain that Samantha knew what she was in for should she accept the offer.

	“Oh yes, Lady Morgana,” blurted Samantha. Such things would be a pleasure to endure, and she would have asked for them as part of their bizarre deal if they had not already been explained and offered.

	“I’d have my other slaves do the same,” she added.

	“No, Lady Morgana, please, no one else,” stuttered Samantha.

	She was appalled that she might have to share Morgana with others. The main reason for her outrage was that with other slaves, other people, there was the prospect of persons who would woo her owner away from her. Samantha found the idea of having the superlative good fortune at being delivered by this woman and then losing her to another slave who was more entertaining or beautiful even more nightmarish than never having had the experience in the first place.

	“Quiet slave! If you were mine, you’d have to accept the rule of those I appoint over you. You wouldn’t be able to say no. Because I’d own you completely and you will do anything I command of you, or you’ll suffer discipline for your disobedience,” said Lady Morgana with stringent authority.

	Morgana was making sure that Samantha was apprised of everything her new life as a slave would hold. She wanted Samantha to be aware of everything before she stormed into rash acceptance only to bitterly regret it later. Samantha knew all too well about the consequences of bad decisions and was not about to make another.

	“But—”

	“There are no buts. If you want to be mine, you’ll have to accept it or leave, because once you surrender to me there’s no going back. Your pimp and his associates are dead. I had then removed from your life so you can make this choice free of intimidation or consequence. You can take the ten thousand dollars I offered for your services this weekend and start a new life free from your past. However, if you consent to be mine and should you retract your willingness later, I’ll just keep you bound and gagged and torture you until you change that opinion,” she said with frank conviction.

	Samantha’s mind was being burdened with too much input. Eddy, her hated ogre and captor was gone forever. There was no hint of a lie in Morgana’s words. He and his cohorts really were dead. It made the woman seem even more angelic and equally demonic at the same time. She was Samantha’s saviour and deliverer, but also she had orchestrated premeditated murder without any pity or remorse. She had done it simply to ensure Samantha’s thoughts would not be deviated from staying focused on the one true decision she had to make. Morgana had offered her freedom and a new life, or Samantha could give it all up and surrender that newfound freedom in order to accept true slavery to the woman’s whims, perversions, and sultry desires.

	Samantha pulled at her restraints and gave soft sobs of perplexed angst. She wanted this so much, but she would have to accept the risks, problems, and dangers that came with it. Nevertheless, she wanted perfection, as compensation for everything that had happened to her. Samantha felt that she had earned it. How much sour karma had she been handed in her life? Surely, she had paid her dues. However, she knew that there was no such thing as perfection. The sessions and events that had brought her here had been a dream, and if she moved the dream to reality, she would have to accept the limitations.

	“Oh shit. What’ve I gotten into?” whimpered Samantha as her mind battled with the weight of her dilemma.

	“Yes, you’re in real danger now, slave. You know you want it, but you’ll have to take it all or nothing, I’m afraid. I don’t compromise as you will learn if you become mine, and as Eddy learned for standing in my way,” said Lady Morgana.

	“This is so unfair. You know I can’t say no, Lady Morgana,” said Samantha.

	A tear trickled down her cheek from the rigour of the decision making process. It was boiling her sanity and her psyche.

	“And why’s that, my little slut?” asked Morgana with a soft knowing edge to her tone.

	“You know, Lady Morgana,” replied Samantha through clenched teeth as another whimsical spank caught her rear.

	“Do I?” she answered with fake innocence.

	“Please, don’t make me say it, Lady Morgana,” begged Samantha. She knew that if she said it aloud, the decision would be irrevocably made. If she admitted it, there would be no denying and no going back, she would have to accept everything.

	“Say what?” she said with force and applied both hands to crush Samantha’s nipples in stern grasps.

	“Lady Morgana, pleeeease,” sobbed Samantha.

	“Out with it,” snapped Morgana.

	She started to turn the sensitive teats and make Samantha jiggle and whimper with dismay. However, no answer escaped her lips.

	“Right!” Morgana barked with a mixture of irritation and joy.

	Lady Morgana jumped up, threw open a cupboard, and grabbed a riding crop.

	“Tell me!” she ordered and flung the wiry weapon around and delivered it onto the backs of Samantha’s upper thighs. Samantha released a keening yowl of response and jerked against the ropes. Still she could not betray the secret. There was a strange need to have it forced from her reluctant lips. If Lady Morgana truly wanted to know, truly wanted it confessed so she could own and keep Samantha as her private possession for the rest of their lives, then she would have to earn it. She wanted the woman to prove through dedication in making Samantha suffer that she really wanted this information. If she had the stomach to brutalise it from her, then maybe Samantha would be reassured that Morgana would not vanish from her life the moment another pretty submissive turned her head or caught her eye.

	“I’m waiting, slave!” she spat, and the leather tongues at the end of the crop clapped to her rear. Samantha cried out as the hot anguish filled the afflicted spot. Despite the distress, she was still far from ready to talk.

	Lady Morgana showed no mercy as she landed her heavy-handed strokes against Samantha’s rear and thighs. When Samantha wailed her loudest, she would suddenly add a particularly mordant smack to her exposed inner thighs. Such attacks almost eclipsed Samantha’s tolerance. Several times the words rolled up her throat and gathered in her larynx, readying to emerge, but each time she stubbornly swallowed them again.

	Samantha’s howls of sorrow reverberated through the room like a living entity. Her body jerked and bucked. Rivulets of fevered sweat mustered on her skin and began to run down her form in steady rivulets. The fire in her rear and thighs was mimicked in her mind as her thoughts raged and coiled in volcanic spirals, seeking a means to end this ordeal without creating a worse one in the future should the unthinkable happen and Morgana suddenly desert her.

	Every few strokes Morgana would demand the answer and when Samantha gave either silence or sobbing pleas for her to stop, the woman continued. Tears flowed freely and lines of spittle hung from her agape and gasping mouth.

	An upward swipe caught her inner thigh again and laid into a spot that had already been thrice struck. Her confession leapt up her throat and found a few syllables on her tongue.

	“I... I...”

	“Say it, slave!” barked Morgana and set the crop to the exact same spot, and by doing so, she infinitely magnified the trauma and agony. Samantha shrieked and threw her head from side-to-side in denial.

	“No! I can’t! I won’t!” she yelled.

	Lady Morgana marched around in front of her and altered her targets. The crop now fell onto her inner thighs and bestowed withering flicks to Samantha’s breasts. Samantha’s shrieks of protest and sobs for clemency were now considerably more energetic and poured from her throat in a garbled tangled tide of gibberish. Morgana maintained the attack and began to apply each stroke with new alacrity.

	Samantha had no hope of speaking. The pain of the scourging was demanding that everything she had be spent on answering it with shrieks. The woman forced her into a tumultuous storm of pain that broke her resistance and had her wanting to confess with every molecule of her being. The rhythmic shocks of lambasting pain to her breasts and thighs were now far too horrific to bear, but Morgana was not relenting, not giving her a chance to speak. For a heinous period of time, Lady Morgana showed Samantha just how fierce and cruel she could be when the situation merited it. Morgana had to know that Samantha was ready to speak, but she was making sure that there would be no change of heart when she stopped. Lady Morgana was showing Samantha, once and for all, who was in charge.

	The final chapter in her interrogation was a brief volley of spiteful swings into Samantha’s sex. The rope did little to shield her most tender regions and each strike of the leather tip brought physical woe the likes of which she had never felt before.

	The crop stopped and Lady Morgana flexed it between her fists. With her sight wavering from shock and distorted from tears, Samantha looked up at the seraphic image before her.

	Morgana looked divine in the soft hesitant glow of the candles. Her body was clad in leather armour and the weapon of her stern justice was still poised in her fists. The glower of dominance that ruled her features washed away the last dregs of Samantha’s reluctance. She now had the confidence to plunge headlong into whatever fate life with Lady Morgana might present.

	The crop stretched out and lifted her slack chin with its tip so that their eyes might meet more clearly.

	“Come on, slave. Tell me. Why is it that no matter what I say to discourage you from becoming mine you still have to accept it and comply?”

	“Be... because... I... I love you, Lady Morgana,” she said.

	The crop came away and Samantha’s head flopped down while she broke into a mournful sobbing fit. It was not just misery, it was a sense of exultation. The words had been driven from her with loving intolerance. Morgana had made her say it, had made Samantha her property.

	The dizzying after effects of the whipping took her to the same flying sense of purging and cleansing that she had experienced before, and the savagery of the trip made the effects even more potent. Samantha felt wiped free of the stains of her past. The crop and the skilful designs of her owner had set her free of the shackles of guilt, regret, and misery. She was reborn. Samantha the wreck, the slug, the piece of human garbage in the sewers of civilisation was gone and something new and wonderful and innocent had sloughed free and emerged from that vacated husk. Eddy had basically owned her and she had hated him with all her soul. Now that she had been set free, all she wanted was to be a genuine slave, to Lady Morgana and her own recently unearthed and consuming carnal appetites.

	“There, that wasn’t so hard was it, slave?” said Lady Morgana with absolute affection.

	Setting the crop aside, she knelt down with the creak of leather upon her body and embraced her slave. Samantha now wept freely with joy and elation and lost herself in the strong arms of her one true owner.

	“So, do you want to be my slave? Do you want to join my household forever?”

	“Yes, yes, of course, Lady Morgana.”

	Without another word between them, Lady Morgana started to untie the ropes. When one section was removed, she paused to wind it back into a neatly formed bundle before continuing. Lady Morgana left the ropes that held Samantha’s hands until last. When these came away, she dropped onto all fours and sagged slowly to the carpet.

	“Kiss, slave,” said her owner.

	Samantha looked up and saw the pointed leather toe of a thigh boot before her. Without hesitation, she craned her head forward and placed a loving peck upon the material.

	Lady Morgana moved back and finished putting the rope away. Opening another cupboard, she produced a new item and returned to Samantha with it. Morgana presented the slender steel collar as though it were a regal crown.

	“As the final commitment to me, seal yourself within this collar. It is the mark of ownership I demand of my slaves and once locked into place, it cannot be removed,” Morgana formally declared.

	Samantha raised herself up onto her knees and extended her hands to accept the thin metal band. She took it and looked over the simple design. The hoop opened to expose a small arrow of steel that mated perfectly with an aperture on the other side. It was clear that once the lock was closed the collar would have to be broken to get it off. It was a fitting metaphor. Should she somehow find a way to destroy the collar—it would certainly require a skilled artisan and a detailed workshop to even attempt it—then she would destroy their relationship and it could not be repaired. There was only one collar, one chance. It was more than Samantha required.

	With a sense of reverence and decorum Samantha slowly opened the hoop and placed her neck within its interior. Turning it around she closed the circle of her ownership, and with a soft sigh of rhapsody snapped it shut. There was a precisely engineered click as the lock engaged for the first and last time.

	“There, now you are all mine, slave,” purred the woman.

	“Thank you, Lady Morgana,” she uttered piously.

	“Come with me, slave,” she ordered, and marched toward the door.

	Samantha followed her owner out of the room and onto a brief corridor. Her compliance was assumed and Morgana did not even check to see if she were obeying.

	Samantha was shown into another room and brought over to a king-size bed. The bed was set upon a raised stage that was accessed on all sides by a trio of steps. The bed itself was sunk into the dais that also sported several slim drawers on both exterior and interior, as well as numerous solid steel rings. The ceiling above it was mirrored and a number of red spotlights cast their ruddy hue across the sumptuous sheets.

	Morgana wandered up the steps and sat down on the solid perimeter of the bed. Extending her hand, she beckoned Samantha forth with a crooked finger and an iniquitous smirk.

	“Now lay across my lap. Let me see your rear and give it some attention,” she ordered.

	Samantha scuttled swiftly around and draped herself over the woman’s legs. She caught a vague image of something or someone beneath the covers of the bed but her eyes had not accustomed to the gloom to discern details.

	The leather hide slid against her belly and she shuffled so that the peaks of her buttocks were jutting provocatively up for Morgana’s desire. All notions that there might be someone else present in the room suddenly vanished.

	“Mmmm, very nice,” commented Morgana.

	Samantha gave a soft purr of pleasure as she felt Morgana’s fingers migrating across the fields of welt-streaked skin. A finger travelled down the crease of her anus then the hand fled into the air before returning as a stinging slap. Samantha gave a brief bark of response and a twitch before she melted upon the woman’s lap. Morgana offered some more gentle caresses before adding another slap. A sudden flurry of spanking swipes dropped onto her rear, alternating from cheek-to-cheek and creating an itchy struggling discomfort.

	Samantha’s masochistic urges snatched the mild distress and turned it into a heady stimulant. Morgana continued her steady spanking, and soon, Samantha was growling with pleasure. Her fingers clawed at the carpet. Her head hung loose and her mouth remained open to conduct ragged pants and sighs of debauched relish.

	“Do you want something more significant in here, slave?” asked Morgana.

	“Oh yes, please, Lady Morgana,” hissed Samantha through clenched teeth as the spanking hand sped up to a blur of searing activity.

	“Well, I have a surprise for you, then. Especially if you have given up all your emotional baggage and are willing to embrace your new existence,” warned Morgana.

	Samantha was taken aback. Her mind coursed with thoughts of what horrible act was being prepared to test her resolve.

	Morgana eased Samantha off her lap and stood her up. Reaching over, she took the corner of the blanket and yanked it aside to expose the occupant.

	A lithe and athletic male form was tied securely to the bed. His upper body was contained within the form-fitting contours of a leather straitjacket. The fetishist apparel had numerous extra straps and the silver rivets that held them in place shone like rubies in the crimson lights. His face was lost within an incorporated hood that was held by a dense posture collar. A single brief stalk jutted from his mouth and it was through this meagre hole that he drew breath.

	Heavy D rings at the sides of the jacket allowed lengths of slender chain to jut out to the perimeter of the bed. Another ring on his crown had a third length to keep his head down by stretching straight up to another perimeter ring.

	His legs were splayed wide and the two crotch straps of the straitjacket ran down and into his inner thighs to keep his genitals free. Dense cuffs grabbed his ankles and chain links lanced out to the bottom corners of the bed to keep the male subdued and immobile.

	Morgana knelt up onto the perimeter then prowled onto the covers beside the captive.

	“This is my male slave. His name is Tobin. Not that it matters because I rarely let him speak. I like to keep him trussed up most of the time, and as you can see, he doesn’t mind that at all,” she said and grabbed his rigid erection to illustrate his pleasure.

	With slow motions, she let her fist ride up and down his shaft. The slave stiffened and jiggled as he writhed against his bonds in enforced blackness and immobility.

	“Would my new slave like to take advantage of his vulnerability?” asked Morgana.

	When Samantha failed to respond, Morgana turned to her and fixed her with a moody glower. Samantha’s distaste for male flesh had encountered an unexpected hurdle. In her previous life, she had been paid to be used for their pleasure. This had alienated her from heterosexual leanings, and yet this could not have been more different. She could use Tobin in any way she wished, and he could do nothing to stop her, delay her, or even retaliate against her. Control was hers, but it was not a true mastery, because Lady Morgana was present as their ultimate force of authority. Tobin and she were slaves to the woman’s erotic desires and Samantha realised that she should eagerly embrace everything that such thraldom offered.

	Samantha stole a quick breath for courage then climbed up onto the bed. Moving over to the contained form, she looked to Morgana then straddled the male.

	Taking hold of his raging member, Samantha tickled her pussy with his head. Rubbing him through her lips, she watched with delight as he quaked even more distinctly within his leather tomb.

	Samantha gradually lowered herself onto him. The warm hard flesh rode into her body and she arched back and released a long sibilant huff.

	“Oh yeeees,” she crooned as she settled down onto him. He was possessed of a size that had him pressing distinctly to her deepest regions, nudging them with his head to make her wiggle upon him. She churned his shaft within her and savoured the acute self-orchestrated penetration.

	“I guess I don’t need to ask if you are enjoying that, do I, slave?” said Morgana with a chuckle.

	“Oh thank you, Lady Morgana,” she murmured.

	Using the thighs that were spread across his body, Samantha lifted herself up a little before she settled back down. The feel of him gliding inside her was more delightful than she would ever have thought possible.

	Morgana’s hand reached over and started to play across the tight layers of hide entombing her pet male while her eyes gathered up the full glory of Samantha’s show.

	Samantha was seduced by the sensations and began to increase her rhythm. She hoisted herself up then like a piston she dropped back onto him before repeating the actions with steady, diligent devotion.

	“Play with yourself, slave,” said Morgana.

	Whether it was an order or a request, Samantha was just as open to it. Her hands rode up her sides, trailing her nails along her shivering skin. She dragged then lightly up her flanks and across her chest until they reached her breasts. Her seduction into depravity had attained such significance that the first thing she did was to apply pinches to her stiff teats. Samantha rolled the nuggets in her fingers and pulled at them to bring internal heat.

	“Such a pain slut,” commented Morgana, and leaned in closer to Tobin’s hidden ear. “If only you could see her, Tobin. She is such a vision. Her naked body—elegant and sculpted to perfection, slowly pounding your cock. She’s pinching her breasts as well. My they’re lovely. Just imagine what they look like, sweet slave.”

	During Morgana’s speech, Samantha could distinctly feel Tobin getting harder. His length swelled within her and added greatly to her ecstasy.

	“Pause for a moment, Samantha. We don’t want to end this little scene just yet,” said Morgana as she smoothed a finger around Tobin’s leather countenance.

	Samantha settled back down and waited. She could feel his pulse within her. His cock twitched and throbbed with ferocious levels of lust as he loitered within easy reach of ejaculation. To accentuate his erotic torture Samantha started to clench her own tracts. She rolled her muscles in skilled waves to further keep him on the very verge of release. The anguish of the male slave was taken even further as Morgana shifted over and briefly blocked his breathing tube with her full lips. The male jerked beneath her and his abdomen sought to bounce Samantha on him to finish the task. Her weight and his constraints prevented the required motion and made him even more livid.

	Morgana moved back with a laugh and listened as he gasped in a quick flurry of new and frenzied breaths.

	“Give him one pump, slave,” ordered Morgana.

	Samantha raised herself with a broad smile. She kept the movement lethargic and paused just as he was about to depart her wet pussy. She hovered for a moment and gave another swirl of her loins upon his head before she descended onto the tumescent sceptre. Tobin jolted against his bonds and she could feel him struggling beneath her.

	Samantha reached back and let her hands slither up and down his flexing thighs. Arching her chest toward the ceiling, she laid back further so that his anxious penis shifted within her.

	“And another, slave,” said Morgana.

	Samantha pulled herself back to increase her contortion and drag him against her sex. The new position made the bliss even more magnificent and Samantha started to join him in frustration. The rapture was growing to such levels that she severely felt the temptation to jump back up and throw herself upon him, to rapidly ride him to tumultuous climax.

	“Keep still, slave,” ordered Lady Morgana then moved along the bed toward Samantha. She remained frozen on her arms, her belly full of starved and heat-filled slave cock.

	Morgana moved behind Samantha and let her hands reach around the arched torso of her property. Expert fingers began to attend her breasts and sneak down her front. Once there, they swiftly ferreted out her clit. Morgana’s digits etched swift and delicious patterns upon the morsel as it rested heavily against Tobin’s bent manhood. Samantha gave a whimper and sagged a little.

	“Lady Mo—” she began. Samantha was seeking to petition mercy. She needed to climax. She had to. She felt ready to burst into flames if she did not release some of this pent up orgasmic fury. The words were smothered by a kiss.

	Samantha was in a raging perverse hell. She could not resist the curling tongue of her owner, even though the passionate kiss cast ample extra stress onto her fiery libido. New strain came when the woman again began to pinch her nipples then to apply soft slaps across them. Morgana’s hands reached down and drew nails up her body, leaving rosy tracks of prickly sensation.

	Samantha moaned into the woman’s lips. Her tongue was snatched by suction and drawn out. Morgana sucked at the extended organ then drew back until it fell free of her pursed exquisite lips. A hand grabbed Samantha’s jawline and held her head in a stern hold.

	“Does my slave want to come?” asked Morgana.

	“Oh yes, Lady Morgana. Oh yeees,” she croaked.

	“Are you having fun on Tobin?” said Lady Morgana as her other hand again stretched down and started to harass Samantha’s excited clitoris.

	“Yes, Lady Morgana,” she panted.

	“The two of you are going to become well acquainted with each other under my rule. Would that please you? The two of you? Comrades in slavery?”

	“Yes. Yes, Lady Morgana,” stammered Samantha.

	It was indeed a pleasing thought, to have them together, innocent, and lost in Morgana’s dominion. Tobin was a person she could feel a bond with and with whom she could establish and nurture new desires. Morgana had again expertly woven and manipulated Samantha to have her not only do as the Lady wished but to actually crave it with zeal.

	“Then you may finish, my sweet slave,” said Morgana.

	The dominatrix removed herself from behind Samantha and dropped out along the bed to watch the finale.

	Samantha drew herself up and looked across the figure before her. She yearned to see his face, to see the visage of her fellow slave. She pictured a role reversal and imagined herself bound and sealed within the stringent arms of the leather garment. She imagined staring into blackness, her arms hugging her own body as she was stretched upon the bed, her legs dragged wide. She could kick and struggle, fight and writhe, and nothing could be done to affect her position. She would be there for as long as Morgana wished it, whether that duration was comprised of minutes, hours, or days. She imagined Morgana stretched out beside her, running her sublime hands upon her leather prison as Tobin thrust himself into her. She grabbed the recent events and filled her thoughts with the projected feel of him being made to stop and pause as she loitered on the edge of release, her climax about to gouge through her, only to be stalled by the erotic cruelty of their joint owner.

	With glorious sensation and thought coursing through her, Samantha lifted herself up then with a series of jouncing drives she rode the slave with maniac gusto. Rhapsody curled within her loins and grew in potency with every plunging shove onto his shaft.

	Samantha’s arms jerked out and her hands were tight rendered claws as she screamed. The monstrous intensity of her climax was suddenly focused into new savagery as she felt Tobin swelling to new levels. His body became like stone beneath her as every muscle flexed and lifted her up. A shot of succulent hot semen fired into her belly and the touch of molten warmth in her body caused her arms to flash back in and embrace her own body with a vicious squeeze. It was as though she was about to explode from an overload of sensation and only with this containment could she prevent herself from bursting.

	With her mind in a delirious haze, and his enraged cock twitching drastically within her, she managed to ride herself upon him for a few more drives then it became too much to bear. Samantha cast herself away and collapsed onto the sheets. Possessed by a level of lust like no other she rolled aside. Her hands grabbed her loins and held the furious flesh as her mouth moved to Tobin and replaced her pussy. Unable to stop herself she locked her lips to his shaft and began to suck with lewd venom.

	Tobin sorely tested the ability of the chains in keeping him subdued as she carried his orgasm on and on to impossible levels. He could do nothing to stop her. She had reached the point where she could not continue, but she could still carry him further and he was left with little choice. His howls against the helmet were distinct as she felt his pulse against the walls of her mouth and her tongue. The taste of his seed and her own pussy was a glorious flavour and the raging heat of his shaft made her maw hot.

	Samantha slowed her rate and let him gradually settle down. Beads of sweat across his exposed legs formed together and sent winding trails down to the covers. Spasms ran through his frame and she curled up beside her imprisoned lover. His body was now being operated by chaotic eddies of lingering bliss. She could hear his frenzied breath slowing and becoming long drawn wheezes of exhaustion.

	“That was something to see, Samantha. I never would have thought you capable of such a feat. I think you may have actually cooked Tobin’s sanity with that dastardly conclusion,” said Morgana.

	Her eyes were glittering with a new and powerful lust. Sitting up, she clapped her hands together in summoning.

	“Tom! Thumper!” she yelled.

	Seconds later, the two women jogged into the room and bowed before the bed. Samantha was too fatigued to rise. Any motion of her legs felt dangerous to undertake. If the lips of her pussy even shifted a fraction in their scorched and ultra-excited state, she swore they would ignite.

	“You wanted us, Lady Morgana,” they asked in unison, their voices slightly tremulous. Samantha pictured their faces. The sight of such a display on the bed and of such fatigue had to have them striving to figure out what had happened.

	“Take Tobin here to his mediation box and install him. Then you may retire for the night.”

	“And the new slave, Lady Morgana?” asked Thumper.

	Maybe she was envious that Samantha was going to be the recipient of all the lust that her carnal display had generated in their owner. Perhaps the pair wanted to drag Samantha from this room and torment both her and Tobin together, to take revenge for having kept their beloved lady away from them. Such a fate was not that frightening for Samantha and she actually found herself craving it. Tom and Thumper must have been dreadful afflictions for Tobin. It was guaranteed that they would never offer him anything save torment. They would frustrate him with their lustful displays and take great pleasure in denying him. Now the two of them could suffer together as the lesbian couple took out their own dark designs on the supplicants. It was akin to internal warfare between the subjects on the court of some dark tyrannical Queen. They all vied for her attention and were greatly envious when others of their number received it instead of them. Such jealousy prompted vengeance, retaliation, or further spiteful plotting.

	“Oh she’ll be staying here. With me. Now get going or you’ll be joining him in a night of containment,” pronounced Morgana.

	Tom and Thumper knew there was little doubt that she would have such a fate meted out and this ensured a rapid response. The two women released the clips that held the rings on both bonds and bed. The freed chains were curled up and placed in one of the drawers then Tobin’s inert form was lifted up and escorted out of the room.

	“And now for some more fun, slave,” uttered Morgana.

	Samantha pushed her arms into the covers and drew herself upright. She turned to meet the licentious stare of her owner and suddenly discovered new energy to continue with the night of passion.

	“Undress me, slave,” she ordered.

	Lying back, she lifted a long leather-clad leg and offered it to Samantha. Samantha crawled over and accepted the foot with fetishist devotion. She looked along the wicked heel and instep, up along the dark hide and to the reclining sultry form of Lady Morgana. Her libido was regenerating at an incredible rate from such august visual stimulus.

	Her hand ran along the smooth polished panes and grabbed the zip. Samantha clenched her thighs together as she listened to the clattering tune of the zipper lowering. The flaps of hide fell apart to expose silken skin, and Samantha had to swallow for strength as she reverently took the toe and heel.

	“Careful, slave,” warned Morgana from her majestic pose.

	Samantha gently eased the boot off and caught the aroma of sweat within the boot.

	“Kiss,” ordered Morgana, and wiggled the toes of her raised foot.

	Samantha set the boot aside and took hold of the pedicured extremity. She placed several soft pecks to the exposed toes and took in the scent.

	“Now lick them. But if you tickle me, I’ll tickle you, a lot, with a cane,” she said with a firm but playful tone.

	Samantha lowered her lips to the toes and embraced each one with her mouth. She applied her tongue with steady sweeps and let it plunge between the toes before risking long laps of the sole. Morgana’s head draped back and she groaned with pleasure.

	“Mmmm, that’s nice. Now the other one, slave,” she stated.

	Samantha carefully lowered the naked leg to the bed then moved over to accept the other boot. She took the zip down with equal obeisance then peeled the limb of its leather exterior before kissing and licking Morgana’s foot.

	“Now for the rest, slave,” said Lady Morgana.

	She arose to stand up on the covers with her hands clasping her hips in a most dominant display of her figure.

	Samantha slid over and reached up to the zip. She dragged it around then took the material at Morgana’s hips. Samantha carefully brought the sheath down. It rustled against the skin and fell down Morgana’s legs and to her ankles. Her owner stepped from the wreath then used her foot to flick the garment aside before spiralling around to sit with her back to Samantha.

	Samantha unfastened the bra and eased it off her owner. Morgana turned and placed her hands to Samantha’s shoulders. With a push she made Samantha flop back, then she leaned down to kiss her.

	Samantha surged beneath Lady Morgana as she felt a tongue wind up her neck and circle around the edge of her mouth. Her own organ slipped forth and writhed against the offered tongue of her owner.

	They kissed for a short time and savoured the detailed oral indulgence. Morgana then broke away and pivoted around. Her hindquarters appeared over Samantha’s face and she felt Morgana take hold of her thighs. Samantha copied the move and reached her hands around the firm legs of the dominatrix.

	Without word, her owner settled down into position and smothered Samantha within her loins. When she felt Morgana’s tongue slip into her pussy, Samantha sighed and thrust herself into activity.

	Morgana’s hands clenched and dug nails into Samantha’s inner thighs to continue her abiding love of causing distress, no matter what the situation. Samantha relished the added flickers of travail and made her tongue even livelier in its attempts to pleasure the woman. Samantha had to strain to stay in position and to continue working because her sensitised body was responding with increasing ferocity to Morgana’s expert manipulation.

	Fortunately for Samantha, Morgana had been aroused to fervid levels by the action between her and Tobin and climax was imminent. Samantha felt Lady Morgana shuddering on top of her, her naked breasts riding against her stomach as her tongue continued to waggle within her. The orgasm that assailed the lovers was almost simultaneous, separated by mere seconds. It made their motions sporadic and prevented any dedicated use of their tongues. The corruption and delay extended the duration to degrees that had them vibrating with glorious stress.

	Decelerating their passion, Morgana chose to end their exchange and rolled back off Samantha. She lay back, and after a moment for the sake of recovery, she beckoned to Samantha.

	Samantha scurried over and entered the woman’s embrace. Closing her eyes, she laid her head on her chest and listened to the steady beat of the heart that ruled her. It was a soft lullaby that made the long suppressed fangs of tiredness pounce on her. Sleep charged out from nowhere and mercilessly devoured her consciousness.

	 

	 

	Samantha felt fingers running through her hair and stirred a little. She had no idea whether she had drifted off for a moment or whether a couple of hours had passed. She stretched her body against the covers and placed a hand on the silken skin of Morgana’s stomach.

	“So what was it that drove you into such a poorly chosen and bleak profession, slave?” asked Morgana.

	It took a moment for Samantha to process the question. Her mind felt like it had been swathed in cotton wool. Any coherent response or input had to slowly drain through the cushioning folds.

	The memories floated up into the forefront of her mind and brought momentary bitterness. It riled her that Morgana had made her recall such sour and vile events. However, as she confronted them, she found that the demons were losing their ability to harm or affect her. Dragged into the light of her erotic slavery they were deprived of their barbs and were now perishing.

	The story was a standard rota of cliché events that had created her doom. That in itself had made it all the harder to bear because it seemed so laughingly false and trite. Nevertheless, it was all over now and she could talk about it as though it was nothing. It was part of someone else’s life, a person who had died under Morgana’s crop and been buried with a single declaration of undying affection and dedication. When Samantha spoke, it felt natural to tell the story as though it were from someone else’s perspective.

	“Small town kid. The town’s like a smothering blanket. Secure, warm, familiar, safe, but stifling and claustrophobic. She’s got through school with a misplaced faith in her talents and ability. A part-time job and the generosity of a relative gains a few hundred bucks and a bus ticket to the “big city.” There’s a final scene with the family with rash curses. She’s disowned as a consequence. In the city, she’s on minimum wage and can’t make enough to cover the big city rent. The debts and bills start to rise. She moves a couple of times into seedier and cheaper places to try to stay afloat. She’s too stubborn to go home, then she’s too despondent, penniless, and depressed. She becomes a shell of a person, broken, lost. Eddy appears to collect for some bastard landlord she owes, so it’s broken legs and a scarred face or she goes down on her back for him.”

	“Well, all that’s been tossed away now, slave,” said Morgana.

	The statement confirmed Samantha’s suspicion that she was ensuring that her possession was genuinely free of her past.

	“I know. Thank you so much, Lady Morgana. I owe you everything, and it’s all yours. I’m all yours for as long as you want me,” whispered Samantha as she cuddled up closer to her spectacular tyrant.

	“And I promise that it’ll be for your whole life, slave.”

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	 

	Samantha vaguely detected movement but was too tired to be fully roused by it. A short time later, she processed more significant motion then a stern wash of anguish thundered through her rear. Samantha was cast from sleep and jerked up with a holler. She grabbed the throbbing streak on her rear and whimpered softly as she fought to weather the fading of the pain.

	Looking around, she saw Lady Morgana standing to the side of the bed with a crop in her hand. It seemed that her owner had started the day the way she meant for it to continue.

	“Up we get, slave. You have a busy day ahead of you and I want to get underway,” she decreed.

	With a swish of the weapon, she used it to indicate the door. Samantha moved off the bed and took in the image of her owner with an astonished gasp. Morgana had clad her body in a halter neck leotard of vinyl with high cut thighs that let suspenders sneak down her exposed skin. The clasps grabbed the wide PVC band that in turn held a set of fishnet stockings. She also wore patent court shoes with the standard wicked heel and a set of Lycra opera gloves.

	Samantha walked passed her and received another capricious swipe of the crop. The stroke made her jump and spryly jog forward.

	“And where do you think you’re going?” she quizzed.

	Samantha tried to formulate an answer but Morgana cut her off.

	“Over here, slave. You’re not leaving this room with such copious freedom available to you. As a novice we need to keep you on a short leash,” said Morgana.

	Opening one of the drawers, she removed a chain link leash and stretched it between her fists.

	“And I mean that literally,” she added.

	Samantha moved over and lifted her chin so that she could accept the clip to her collar.

	“Turn around, slave,” ordered Morgana.

	The woman released the leather hoop of the lead and once again, her hands entered the drawers. Samantha’s arms were grabbed and brought behind her. Thick leather bands encircled above her elbows and about her wrists and a second set of short chain links were used to clip the pairs of cuffs together and keep her arms well fastened. Samantha gave soft pulls at the restraints and found them very secure.

	Morgana strode passed her, stopped, and took up the leash. She then slowly wound the chain around her fist as she addressed her servile.

	“First though, you have to take your morning punishment. Just to ensure you remember who owns you, and to discipline you for anything I don’t spot,” she decreed, then pulled downward to have Samantha bend over.

	The crop swung around in a broad arc and crossed the backs of Samantha’s thighs. She jolted against the hold that the gloved fist kept at her collar then jiggled from foot-to-foot as the severity of the stroke raged through her cheeks.

	The crop returned and assailed the exact same region to magnify the lingering pain to intolerable levels. Samantha struggled against the leash as she whimpered and gritted her teeth. Her fingers pawed at her back and sought to try to shelter the targeted zone.

	“Keep still, slave!” snapped Morgana and deliberately placed the third stroke on the same region.

	Samantha cried out and continued to wriggle despite her best efforts to try to stay in one place.

	“That’s it!” growled Lady Morgana.

	She pulled down even more forcefully then stepped around in front of her slave. Samantha’s head was placed between Morgana’s thighs then the flesh locked to her with vigour. Morgana grabbed the links connecting Samantha’s wrists and pulled up to increase the mayhem in her shoulders and to expose her rear even more brazenly.

	The crop thrummed against the air and slammed into her rear. The leather tip rained down with pitiless haste and imparted its wicked discipline. Samantha threw her hindquarters from side-to-side while she was beaten for her lack of endurance. It was impossible to evade the lambasting, and as she stared down the legs of her owner, she howled and wailed for her to stop.

	The crop stung her again then the thighs parted. With their support gone, Samantha’s legs folded beneath her and she collapsed onto the floor.

	Sobbing, she felt the leash being grabbed and she was hauled back onto her feet. The intensity of her morning chastisement cast away her lethargy and left her possessed by her submissive side.

	“Come on, slave. Walkies,” she said with amusement then tugged on the links to make Samantha totter after her.

	Morgana led her from the room and back into the passage beyond. Samantha was taken to the adjoining chamber where she found herself facing a luxurious bathroom. The marble and golden fixtures were of the most opulent variety and the chamber offered a large round bath, a toilet, sink, dressing table, extensive mirrors, and a shower.

	She was brought over to the shower cubicle and ushered in. The tiled interior was not the usual cramped interior of such a place, but rather it was about the same size as a box room. There were also some other additions that proved she was not destined for any mundane rinsing. Rings of stainless steel emerged from plates that had been riveted into the wall and the ceiling and another emerged from the central drain cover. Several of the hoops already had lengths of thin chain attached to them with clips presented at their ends to snare her form.

	“In you go, slave,” snapped Morgana, then she applied another callous stroke to Samantha’s thigh.

	The constant use of the weapon was keeping her dissolute acquiescence at full power and Samantha eagerly trotted in. The leash was removed and the chain that hung from the ceiling was used to capture the front of her collar. The shortness of the links kept her on tiptoe and there was no way for her to resist its effects.

	Morgana turned her around so that her back was to one of the far corners. She took one of the chains from the middle of the wall and lifted Samantha’s arms out until the chain links that connected her manacles could be captured. Another chain from the other wall joined it to create a wide V of restraint and a third from the corner itself reached forward to grab the elbow chain. The three leashes held Samantha’s arms out from her back and opened more of her body to cleansing. A swirl of discomfort rapidly started to gather in her shoulders from the position.

	Lady Morgana took off her gloves and turned the taps. A cascade of warm water started to pour down from above and onto Samantha’s helpless frame. The questions she had about how she was supposed to get clean were answered when Morgana appeared with a long wooden handle upon which was set a sponge. She squirted a line of shower gel along the fibres then reached in to begin scrubbing across Samantha’s physique.

	Samantha was giddy from the pleasure of being so methodically controlled. She was bound and immobile, tied up like an object and refused even the most token freedom. Lady Morgana’s cleansing efforts followed across every available part of her, and it was an exquisite sensation. Samantha surrendered herself and luxuriated in the passage of the soft sponge and the flow of warm water down her skin.

	Morgana’s work started to focus more diligently on Samantha’s pussy. The delicate sponge danced back and forth against her loins, and despite the added strain on her neck, Samantha found herself parting her legs to permit easier access. The masturbation was soon bringing her toward orgasm, but before she could even hope to acquire it, Morgana stepped away.

	The sponge departed and she was left to rinse for a moment as her owner acquired some towels. The waters were shut off and the interior chains let go of her body.

	Samantha entered the soothing embrace of the soft towels and Lady Morgana slowly passed them over the physique of her adoring property.

	“Now, you know that you are mine to do with as I please, don’t you, slave?” she asked.

	“Yes, Lady Morgana,” replied Samantha.

	“Well we shall see. I say that because a close friend of mine is coming through town and I want to lend you to her for the evening,” she said and ran the towel around Samantha’s breasts.

	“Anything you want, Lady Morgana,” answered Samantha without any real idea of what she was letting herself in for. She assumed that it was going to be a mere carnal encounter. If her time with Tobin were anything to go by, she would be performing with another female before Lady Morgana’s lustful glare. She might even find herself restrained during the event.

	“Her name is Mistress Carol. She is very sadistic, slave. She’ll want you to suffer and you’ll have to endure it. If you fail to please her, it will reflect poorly on me and you wouldn’t want that, now would you, slave?”

	“Of course not, Lady Morgana. I... I’ll try my best,” she replied nervously.

	Samantha’s commitment was suddenly faltering as she discovered that she was going to be an abused plaything to a diabolic stranger.

	“I hope so, slave,” said Morgana.

	Setting the towels aside, she took up the leash and brought Samantha over to the dressing table. She sat her down, grabbed a fresh towel, and dried her hair with vigorous rubbing before applying a brush with a truculent intensity. The yanks to her knots made Samantha whimper and flex against her bonds but Morgana continued until her slightly damp hair was free of tangles.

	Samantha was then taken out of the room to a cluster of doors at the end of the corridor. Each door was thick and had a heavy lock, an outside bolt, and a small brass plaque with neat script etched into it. The rooms were assigned to Tom, Thumper, Tobin, and the final room was listed as having been assigned for Samantha.

	“Your very own room, slave. Myself, or perhaps one of my slaves can lock you in here. When you’re locked away I can be assured of where you are and that you are secure and there until I decide otherwise. I can take a great deal of pleasure in that fact as all my slaves can testify,” she stated and pulled back the weighty bolt before throwing open the door.

	The bedroom was larger than any accommodation she had previously been able to afford and was equipped for various eventualities. There were rings in the ceiling, along the walls, and at some points on the bare wooden floor. A winch hung in the centre and the tiny window had bars across it to create a very dramatic effect. A small single bed was set to one side. The bed was equipped with rings that were welded to its frame and could be used to restrain her, but from the rest of the contents, it looked as though she would rarely be spending a night on its mattress.

	In one corner was an upright wooden box, much like a straight-sided coffin. The wood was black and lacquered with silver studs set along its reinforced edges. A hatch with bolt and hinges existed at head and groin height to grant access. More and heavier bolts were lined opposite the hinged front door and testified that it would be a close and inescapable prison.

	A much smaller box of similar design lay near this maximum-security cell of solitary confinement. This version was much like the one that she had been shipped in and Samantha instinctively shied away from it as she recalled that awful and protracted experience.

	Another box hung from a chain. The container would be just big enough to encompass her head and keep her in enisled darkness.

	Samantha let her eyes assess each of the various contraptions and she wondered which one of them was considered the mediation box. If every slave had the same furnishings in their room, Tobin was either stood up or crushed into a ball at the present time. Unless of course there was another, more rigorous form of bondage that the slaves had to endure. The thought of something worse than her travelling crate sent shivers up and down Samantha’s spine.

	The only legitimate items of furniture in the chamber were a dressing table with a stool before it, and a wardrobe with a lock.

	Samantha was taken over toward the engines of captivity and spied the clothing that had been laid out for her on the bed. Whether the enigmatic Mistress she was to visit had requested them or whether it was her owner’s personal selections, she had no clue. Lady Morgana removed her cuffs and nodded toward the scant clothes.

	“Put them on, slave,” ordered Lady Morgana.

	Samantha donned the items that had been assigned her. It was a simple matter, but the fact that she could not even choose attire for herself was another sweet chapter of her lewd enslavement.

	There was a simple bra and panty set, some seamed tights and a plain mini skirt. After donning these, she laced her feet into a pair of stiletto-heeled ankle boots then stood up to accept the final parts of her attire.

	Her hands were brought behind her back and a set of matt black handcuffs captured her wrists behind her. Another set with a short chain between them was placed above her elbows. The second set of cuffs drew her arms together a little more and forced her chest out to a greater extent.

	The final portion of her preparation was a featureless inflatable rubber hood. The dense bag was opened at a back zip and was quickly pulled down over her head. The small interior nozzle that would be her only access to the outside world was steered into her mouth and the whole item was straightened until it was properly in place. The incorporated collar was buckled shut, the zip was drawn down, and the exterior line of lacing was tightened. An inflator bulb was screwed onto the nozzle by her cheek and brisk pumps made the hood swell.

	Samantha stretched a little against her restraints as she felt the implacable fist of latex growing onto her head and compressing it within an impermeable grasp. The scent of the material washed through her nose and coaxed out a serene delight in such deprivation.

	The pressure continued to mount until her whole head and face was smothered within a firm cinch of tight swollen rubber. The bulb was removed and a dust cap screwed on to ward against deflation.

	Breathing steadily through the stubby tube, she was brought to her feet and guided away from the room. Samantha was drawn through several doors and finally her heels clicked on bare tiled floor rather than carpet. Blind and bound she was pulled down onto her knees and she listened to her escort depart without a word.

	Lost in the rubber helmet and left to the uncertain evening with Mistress Carol, Samantha tried to stay calm and focused as she waited. She tried to predict what was going to be done to her. Would Mistress Carol tie her up, and if so in what pose, with what materials? Would she spank her, crop her, whip her, or cane her? What did the woman look like? Was she fat, thin, muscular, old, or young? A million possibilities rushed through her mind but without even the benefit of sight, she might never know.

	The anonymous dominatrix marched into the room with aggressive purpose and stopped abruptly in front of Samantha. Remaining on her knees, Samantha listened as the woman prowled around her form. As she was assessed, the rapier heels tapped out a precise staccato tune.

	“Up,” she barked, and a weapon flicked out and stung Samantha’s flank.

	The stripe of havoc made her yelp and she quickly struggled upward. The concentrated mark of chastisement felt very much like a cane, and Samantha knew then that Mistress Carol was going to be extremely stern.

	Vinyl gloved hands grabbed her and turned her around. The chime of keys sounded and the cuffs were promptly removed. With a degrading shove, Samantha was pushed aside and to the nearby table. She connected with the side with a gentle bump that folded her at her middle. Her hands dropped to the padded leather surface and she found that the edges of it were lined with numerous dense eyelets.

	“Well! Get up onto it!” snarled the woman and Samantha screamed against the imprisoning hood when the cane crossed both of her buttocks on a most energetic swing. She was starting to detect a hint of an accent to the woman’s voice. It was the hint of an oriental heritage, perhaps Japanese. Samantha had known numerous ethnicities in her previous profession and had developed an ear for the subtleties in their accents. The western name she went by was nothing to indicate otherwise. It was common to ditch a given Asian name and choose something less out of the ordinary. It befuddled her sometimes because fellow professionals would forsake an exotic and beautiful name and choose some of the most banal and commonplace western replacements.

	Samantha kicked up with her legs and rolled onto the table top. She dearly wanted to curl into a protective ball. Her lack of sensory input and the ferocity of Mistress Carol made her want to shelter herself from the woman’s obviously freely distributed animus. Nevertheless, Samantha steeled herself against her fright, lay out on her back, and spread her limbs across the cool hide.

	She hoped that the woman wanted her face up because otherwise her rear would be suspiciously open to the ravages of the wiry bamboo nemesis. She could barely sustain the kiss of the cane at the best of times and Mistress Carol was sure to apply a prolonged and most vicious session of strokes. The possibility made Samantha go cold with dread as she reluctantly entertained the thought of it.

	“Firstly, let’s get you tied down so I can really get to work on you,” snarled the woman.

	Samantha’s insides were curdling from fright and apprehension. The woman spoke with such venom and clear animosity that Samantha was seriously concerned about what would happen to her here. When Lady Morgana orchestrated her actions, she knew that they would at least be tempered by her affection for Samantha. Mistress Carol seemed dangerously ferocious and contemptuous of slaves. She was a true merciless harridan that would make her suffer terribly so she might savour her wails and the resulting begs for mercy. Samantha wondered if maybe she should exaggerate her distress to sate the woman. However, such a ploy might be spotted, and so she would end up drastically increasing her own tribulations from the attempt at deception.

	Samantha was in unknown territory now, with a person she had no experience with, in a situation that was a complete mystery. It was extremely unnerving, and yet, that very mystery made it deliciously exciting.

	The woman began applying her restraints with supercilious roughness. Each of Samantha’s hands was forced into a padded leather bag with a stern restraint at the wrist that captured her extremities. The mitts were then clipped to the side of the table and the woman turned her attention to Samantha’s feet. A coil of rope was used to swiftly form a basic harness over each heeled boot. The two were then hoisted roughly into the air. Two rings were spaced well apart in the ceiling and once they caught the ropes, they dragged her legs into a lewd split. The process forced her skirt up around her waist to offer access and to permit her legs to widen still further.

	Samantha gave a soft moan of discomfort as the ropes squeezed her feet. The woman was deliberately applying distressing bondage and refusing any consideration for comfort. Normally a set of restraints would ease the pose, but the ropes bit into her feet even through the boots. The racking effects also made her legs ache.

	A set of four ratcheted tie downs were drawn across her body and slipped beneath her arms. With a flurry of cranking motions, they were tightened down onto her. One of them crossed her hips, another sank into her stomach, and the other two ran above and below her breasts to drag her torso deep into the padded surface of the table. The woman stole away the slack of each band and continued pumping the handles of the devices until the power of the woven straps was virtually crushing her.

	Samantha stiffened and released a long purl of distress as hands reached out and pinched her nipples. The strong holds rolled the teats and pulled mercilessly at them. Samantha whimpered and struggled, fighting her tenacious restraints. Mistress Carol was obviously testing to make sure that everything was steadfast and that Samantha had no way to evade the imminent sadistic storm.

	“I wonder what you look like?” she asked. “But first I want to see what you can take!”

	The dust cap was removed and a pump was quickly screwed on in its stead. The woman then began to slowly continue the inflation as her other hand groped Samantha’s torso.

	Samantha wriggled in her restraints as the previously snug compression began to escalate to less friendly levels. The pressure into her cheeks fought to spread her jaws against the weight being levied from every direction. The aching pound of the squeeze grew to more intense degrees as Mistress Carol sustained her relentless swelling of the bondage balloon.

	Samantha strained to endure the abuse and relish her utter abandonment to the will of this new dominatrix. Lady Morgana had handed her to this Mistress as a toy to play with. She really was a slave to the woman and had to do whatever it was that would please her. Right now, Lady Morgana wanted her to please Mistress Carol, and if that meant she had to suffer to accomplish it, then she had to embrace that fact and fixate on success.

	Offering moans and soft grunts of genuine discomfort she felt the helmet swell to its full power. The pump was left in place and the enigmatic Mistress moved away.

	“Let’s see how you like that for awhile,” she said.

	Deprived of sight, Samantha strained with her ears to try to discern what was going on around her. The sounds were greatly muffled but when she steadied her breathing, she could sometimes hear clues and hints of what was occurring.

	Meek tinkling chimes reached through the layers of rubber and a moment later, the cups of her bra were being pulled down. Samantha gave a brief throe of response against the awesome power of the straps when the jaws of clamps grabbed her nipples.

	“Those must feel great,” commented the woman with amusement in her voice. “How about now?”

	The chain that linked the clamps was taken up and drawn into the air. The clamps pulled at her captive nipples and hauled them upward into malign stalagmites. Samantha whimpered and shuddered from the effects as the abusive dominatrix mistreated her breasts. The woman drew on them with more severity and as Samantha’s murmurs of protest started to emerge, a finger dropped over the small fixture that held her breathing tube. Mistress Carol stopped up her breath for a moment then let go. The woman permitted Samantha time to recover a little before repeating the teasing denial. After a couple of sessions of mock suffocation, the chain was released and Samantha felt the cold steel links fall into her cleavage.

	“Mmmm, not bad. But how do you sound with some real stress?”

	There was a brief warning of the stroke in the form of a delicate whistle as the cane swung through the air. With a sound thwack, it caught the back of her exposed thighs, and a moment later a detonation of misery flashed through the tender and helpless flesh. Samantha jerked and hollered against the hood. Her tights had done nothing to absorb the brutal impetus of the cane. A moment later, another withering swat assailed the same area, and then another. The fierce storm of harrowing had Samantha crying out and fighting to break free of the bonds. She could not beg or even speak. The woman’s attack was keeping her lost within a tempest of anguish that demanded nothing from her save screams.

	Mistress Carol delivered a brutal barrage of six more hacks. The cane wrung the most intense physical sorrow from Samantha’s thighs and she squealed in distress with each impact.

	It took a moment for Samantha to realise that the woman had stopped. The lingering pain in Samantha’s burning weals had such a potency that it took her long minutes to settle down and get a hint of control over her breathing and body. Spasms and sobbing fits ruled her as the throbbing strokes slowly eased their crippling vigour.

	Samantha’s pain was rekindled when the chain was taken up and used to plague her nipples again. Samantha whimpered within the hood.

	“That’s it. I’ve had enough of your whining.”

	The chain was dropped and the woman pushed Samantha’s head aside so that she could access the laces. The strings were released and the zip pulled down. The inflated hood was pulled from her face, and the sweat from her trials allowed it to slither from her features. Samantha kept her eyes screwed shut as painful light poured through her eyelids.

	While she was still getting used to the meagre light of the room, she felt the woman grabbing her lips and snapping a peg to them. Another three were used to seal her mouth and fill her lips with pounding mayhem. Samantha wanted to throw her head around and try to resist the applications, but was worried that such defiance would only make the woman more insanely villainous.

	“Now that looks a little better,” she commented.

	Brushing the back of her hand across the pegs, she made Samantha’s lips ache even more acutely.

	Samantha managed to open her eyes into a squint and she started to see the room in which she was held. First, she looked at her spread and suspended legs and the thin rope that captured them and reached up to rings in the ceiling. Then she took in the rest of the chamber.

	The room had a distinct surgical quality to it. The walls and floor were tiled with white. There were matching cabinets with glass fronts that adorned every surface. There was an examination chair with restraint filled arms and stirrups. Large steel lamps on extended adjustable arms stretched out over it, and on the wall beside it were some posters of anatomy. Long neon strip lights filled the room with an anaemic bleaching glow that seemed to lower the temperature even further.

	In addition to these items of medical purpose, there was the paraphernalia to serve the room’s real needs. In some cabinets, she spied lines of crops, canes, paddles, and whips, in others she could see clamps, pinwheels and other more esoteric devices. An enema bag hung on a steel frame and a wheeled steel trolley could be seen down past her suspended legs. The contents were hidden from her view and because of the tie downs, she could not sit up to steal one.

	Mistress Carol was of clear Asian descent. She was of average height with strong curves that were covered in the shimmering skin of a Lycra cat-suit. Over this black layer of stretched material, she had laid a set of tight PVC shorts and a matching vinyl bra. She wore knee-high patent boots that were laced down the front and they perched her on savage heels. A set of wrist length PVC gloves covered her hands and a studded choker encircled her throat.

	The woman had long sable black hair that she had woven back into a fierce plait and fastened with black ribbon. Her subtle makeup and dark lips helped emphasise the feline quality that her feral and angular features presented.

	In one clenched fist, she held the wiry bamboo cane that had so mercilessly traumatised Samantha. Hanging from the hooked handle of the weapon was a velvet bag filled with an arsenal of more pegs.

	Mistress Carol placed both bag and cane on the leather padding beside Samantha’s flank. Opening the bag, she began to draw out the wooden pegs and swiftly snap them to parts of Samantha’s defenceless physique. Mistress Carol worked with capricious inspiration, applying the pegs on whims and with no clear overall design.

	Initially the pegs flocked about her torso where they snatched pinches of her belly, breasts, shoulders, and upper arms. The worst of these were the ones that took hold of her hips and near her armpits. The flesh there was surprisingly sensitive to such mistreatment.

	Mistress Carol’s eyes glinted with malice and glee as she continued to cover Samantha with the implements. Each whimper and subtle twitch visibly added to her enjoyment.

	Then the woman moved up and added a few pegs to Samantha’s aghast features. A peg snatched each cheek and a few were applied to her ears. Each one made her shudder and burble muted pleas against the pegs responsible for gagging her. Her eyebrows were captured and a final pair was left dangling from her earlobes.

	“Much better,” said the dominatrix with a broad and satisfied grin at witnessing Samantha’s pinched and warped visage. A couple of tears welled in the corners of Samantha’s eyes and trickled down her face.

	“Ah, that’s what I wanted to see,” said Mistress Carol.

	The woman was clearly ebullient at having successfully coaxed tears from her subject, and the sight of the woman’s joy helped soothe Samantha’s despair. Despite the woman’s savagery, it was exceedingly pleasing to have triumphed in the quest to fulfil her.

	Inspired by Samantha’s response, Mistress Carol strolled down between her elevated legs. Grabbing the tights, she wrenched apart the flimsy material and tore a vast hole in the garment. Pulling Samantha’s underwear into the crease of her rear she exposed more skin and began to snap even more of the mordant tools to her inner thighs.

	Samantha’s struggles began to grow more drastic. The pegs were establishing a rising level of pain that was starting to overwhelm her. Endorphins and adrenaline were pouring through her system, creating a strange intoxication that her submissive nature found most palatable. Samantha was unsure whether she was reviling or loving her torment. Her mind was confused and undirected. She just did not have enough experience with this sort of intense play to know what she was truly feeling.

	Pegs started snatching areas of her vulva and Mistress Carol began to line each lip. The pegs chattered against each other as Samantha’s cavorting hindquarters had them bounce and swing.

	Having exhausted the contents of the bag, Mistress Carol stepped back to Samantha’s side and looked across the shivering abused slave with a sense of completion and satisfaction. Roughly grabbing a peg, she turned and pulled at the device before opening its jaws. The abuse escalated the pounding misery in the pinch then when it was freed there was the customary small eruption of harsh sensation before respite.

	Samantha jolted against her bonds and fresh tears slipped from her eyes. Enthralled by such a display, Mistress Carol began to remove more pegs. She attacked each area with some deliberate tugs and twists, making sure she milked each pinch of flesh with as much distress as she could before granting searing reprieve. When Samantha mewled and danced under the eyes of Mistress Carol, the sadistic woman was even more inspired to continue.

	The woman removed one of the most unbearable pegs on her hip and as Samantha settled down one was stripped from her chest. After the heinous stress of the previous removal, Samantha’s answer to this second loss was less energetic.

	“Well, if my attentions are so paltry, we’ll just have to try again, then won’t we!” growled the woman.

	The freed peg returned and deliberately targeted the last area where a flight had left Samantha a quaking wreck. The wicked reunion made her head strain up as she hummed against the pegs that captured her lips.

	“Much better,” commented the woman, and returned to her process of lethargic and malevolent removal.

	Samantha made sure that even when the loss of a peg was not as severe as with others that she accentuated her response as best she could, or at least gave some moans and groans to acknowledge her pains.

	The amercement was not as bad as she thought it would be. True, the pegs hurt, but it felt good to wail against the pinched gag, to feel so abandoned to the unrestrained malice of a sublime female sadist. She imagined herself being interrogated, in being forced to confess a secret she did not have or dared not reveal.

	The pulls to her ears and cheeks were conducted with a more meticulous level of asperity. Mistress Carol teased the flesh awhile then pulled steadily away until the skin was charged with ardent stress. Only then did she squeeze the peg and let the rising hillock of flesh snap back into place.

	A couple of pegs left her lips. Samantha screwed her eyes shut and muttered her misery as the tender perimeter of her mouth was left swimming with throbbing heat.

	The woman gave a purr of delight and removed the others, leaving Samantha able to give a clearer path to her sobs and cries. It was clear that she would have to refrain from speaking, otherwise she would suffer the pegs again.

	The pegs on her legs started to depart, and when those on her sex were attended, she was flinging herself against the bonds and bellowing aloud from the effects. Mistress Carol was ebullient and could not pass up the opportunity to repeat the ordeal and watch Samantha’s most titillating struggles.

	“First, let’s make sure we get a little more control over your motion,” she commented.

	Samantha looked up a little and saw that the clover clamps were once more in the woman’s gloved hands. Samantha’s expression became one of dismay as the devices returned and grabbed her sore nipples. Samantha gave a lengthy mewl of pain and her head dropped back to the padded surface of the table as she fought to contain her begging pleas for clemency.

	A section of slender chain with clips at either end appeared. One end was snapped to the links connecting the clamps then the steel string was drawn around Samantha’s raised thighs. Mistress Carol pulled at the chain to increase the effects of the clamps and have Samantha fight to draw herself up as much as she could. Fighting the straps and bringing her legs back as much as she could, the other clip finally snapped to its opposite. Samantha was now forced to stay in the straining pose else any wriggle or movement add new stress to her racked and captive nipples.

	With Samantha rendered even more immobile through such a predicament, Mistress Carol turned her attention back to Samantha’s quaking loins.

	The woman strolled to what Samantha had assumed was a small cupboard. Mistress Carol opened it and the interior lit up to expose a small fridge from which she took a tray of ice cubes. Samantha closed her eyes, aware now of what direction the woman’s rigorous affection was going to take.

	Mistress Carol stood between Samantha’s straining legs and bent the tray back to loosen the icy nuggets in their holes.

	With a wicked sneering grin, the dominatrix took up a cube in her gloved fingers and began to draw it along the length of Samantha’s pussy. The cramping chill poured into her sex and made her shake and stammer her despair. The ice was aching and intense and Samantha thought that this would be the limit of her ordeal. Then Mistress Carol took a firmer reign on the melting nugget and thrust forward. Samantha gave a shout and arched against the tight straps as the freezing orb was driven into her tracts. The chill was hideously unendurable and she clenched and fought to eject the intruder. However, Mistress Carol kept a pair of fingers sheathed within her to hold it in place. The grip of Samantha’s convulsing womb to her hand seemed to make the woman shudder with exquisite despotic rhapsody.

	The cube was swiftly melting against the hot internal walls of her sex and Samantha’s pained response started to ebb. She settled for a moment and gave a soft moan of pleasure as the intruding fingers slithered back then started to pour back into her. The stimulating glide eased her sorrow then began to make her relish her position when plastic smoothed digits started to swirl against her clit.

	Samantha’s brief pleasure was banished as Mistress Carol exploited the distraction and armed herself with another ice cube. One set of fingers vanished and the others pushed the next cube into Samantha’s rear. The scorchingly cold nugget rushed into her, spreading its arctic aura onto her membranes. The drastic temperature change was excruciating and Samantha trembled as she strove to withstand it. Her sphincter clenched against the intruding fingers in fits of strain as she levied her muscles and fought to spit out the demonic ice cube. She dared not complain and so was left with nothing to do but impotently try to get the cube out amidst shaking cries and moans of displeasure.

	“Time for another one, slave,” eagerly stated the Mistress. She was obviously trying to get Samantha to break her imposed silence and thus earn another lesson in obedience.

	A fresh cube was crammed into her and lifted Samantha’s cry of response to new pitches. As each cube melted and left cool trickles of water running from her rear, Mistress Carol inserted a new one to continue the travail. Samantha would have thought that her insides would just go numb and ease the ordeal, but instead they just seemed to grow more susceptible to the cold with each cube that slowly melted away inside her, taking away her heat and plaguing her with wrenching internal cramps. When the whim took her, Mistress Carol ploughed a nugget through Samantha’s sex to bring terrible cold to her recently recovered pussy before thrusting the baleful chunk into her anus.

	The profligate fancy of the woman passed and she put the tray with its few remaining cubes back in the fridge. Mistress Carol returned to Samantha’s abused hindquarters and decided to continue harassing her most intimate areas with sadistic tendencies.

	Samantha could scarcely believe that another woman could be so manipulatively spiteful to another of her gender, but this lack of compassion only made her seem more of an accomplished and skilled Mistress. It also made Samantha appreciate Lady Morgana in a new light, because although she was finding some hint of pleasure in this castigation, and would no doubt truly relish the experience in retrospect, she could not bear such callousness on a regular or permanent basis. The contrast between Lady Morgana and Mistress Carol made her more appreciative of the relatively benign ownership that Lady Morgana offered.

	Without any preview, the pegs began to congregate upon the hapless flesh of her chilled loins and pinch her shut. Then they began to dot her thighs. Each time a peg was set to her skin, Samantha involuntarily struggled. The movements pulled terribly at her nipples and made her fight even more tenaciously to stay motionless.

	While Samantha sought to abide the ghastly position, Mistress Carol busied herself threading a string through the springs of each peg. She wove the cord through the entire flock and by doing so linked them all together.

	Before she could watch what happened next, Samantha was made to drop back and howl as both the clamps on her nipples fled and let the worst effects yet course through her bosom. Through tear-bleared eyes, she saw Mistress Carol climb up onto the table.

	Samantha stared with potent lust as the Lycra and PVC-clad form towered over her. Her eyes locked to the image of the shorts. The woman’s parted legs gave Samantha an unparalleled view that made her wilt into her servitude even more rapidly. The woman was beautiful and implacable. Her sadism had entranced Samantha and even though it was heinous to endure, she was loving every moment of this most powerful of sessions.

	Still fixated with the tight shimmering panes of plastic skin that gripped the woman’s body, Samantha barely noticed her pass the string through another small eyelet in the ceiling, one that lay directly above her head.

	Mistress Carol got down and presented the other end of the string to Samantha’s mouth.

	“Bite on it,” she ordered.

	Samantha craned her head forward as much as she could and snapped her teeth to the string. Already she could see what was coming and tried to ready herself to accept it.

	“I’m going to cane you until you’ve pulled all of them off, slave,” she stated with conviction, as though this were some sort of scientific experiment and Samantha was the meek test subject.

	Samantha stared at the string and with a slight pull felt the line drag at the pegs and increase their mayhem. She closed her eyes and tried to summon every particle of her strength. Samantha had some serious doubts as to her ability to actually pull the malicious pegs from her rear and thighs. Then the cane swung inward and caught the base of her rear. Samantha’s initial reaction was to drop her head back and cry out through clenched teeth. The action served to help her achieve her goal and pulled the first few pegs from her body. The slide of each set of jaws as they slipped back and caught a final snip of skin before coming free was hideous to experience.

	The cane returned and Samantha battled to obey the will of the Mistress. Her head touched the table top and brought a few more pegs off her thighs. Jerking her head forward, she used her tongue and lips to gobble up the slack length of string and gain another purchase on it. Hauling back, she hollered through gritted teeth as the pegs started to slide back one at a time and come free. The cane savaged her twice more during this time and helped improve her speed. The agonising impacts had her drop back again and haul the pegs from her in quick succession.

	The last of her pull took away the first of the devices that were holding to her sex. The intensity of that final flight almost had her drop the string as she wriggled and fought for self-control against the brutish ordeal.

	After devouring the slack string again, she was momentarily paralysed when another vivid hack caught the base of her rear. Samantha swallowed for courage. With fresh tears in her eyes, she threw her head back. The five pegs crimping her pussy slipped back and clicked shut when the skin fell from their angry maws. The last one came free and Samantha was left gasping for breath and burbling with abject dismay as she fought to recover.

	“Wow, that was some show. Marvellously enthralling. In fact, I think I want to see that again,” said the Mistress.

	Languid on the table, Samantha merely murmured quietly to herself as she felt the pegs being applied over her breasts and around her nipples. Still linked by the string, the pegs were set in place and the saliva-moistened end was again presented to Samantha. Looking to the elated visage of the Mistress, she reached up to try to bite to the string. The woman suddenly changed her mind and moved it away at the last moment. Samantha’s teeth chomped on vacant air.

	“Wait, I’ve a much better idea.”

	Mistress Carol quickly opened the mitt that was capturing Samantha’s left hand. Giving the freed extremity the string, the woman stepped beside her and lifted the cane in readiness.

	Samantha wound the string around her palm so that her arm could rise up and hopefully she could perform the deed in one go. The spare hand of the Mistress clamped over her mouth and pushed her head back into the padded table. The PVC-clad hand served as both a means to hold her down and to subdue her imminent screeches.

	The cane broke into sudden activity and started to apply swift strokes to her inner thighs. The harrowing swats made Samantha draw upon the cord and holler against the hand of the Mistress. The woman seemed to surge with arousal as she watched Samantha perform. Such was her relish in seeing Samantha’s distraught expressions that it almost appeared as though Mistress Carol had spontaneously had an orgasm.

	The pegs popped free one at a time as she fought to resist the need to pause. The cane was unrelenting in its pace and the longer she took to banish the pegs from her assets the more hateful swipes of the weapon she would gain for her tardiness.

	The two pegs that added a heinous peak to her nipples stretched at the abused tips and eventually came free with one final jerking pull. Samantha’s squeal of anguish and her spasmodic fight to launch her head up and announce her sorrow in all its clarity was kept buried beneath the woman’s glove. Snorting and wheezing for breath, Samantha watched as the Mistress kept her pinned down and examined her unfolding travail. Samantha’s pain condensed into tears that joined with her sweat and ran down her face.

	“That’s more like it. Mmmmm, such a beautiful image,” said the woman with a lascivious pant. “But after all that ice we should warm you up a little. After all, we don’t want you catching cold now do we, slave?”

	Samantha let her head loll aside so she could dismally watch as Mistress Carol wandered over to a shelf and took down one of the fat candles that were stored there. The moment of despair flicked to one of desire as she locked her stare to the nubile curves and entrancing fabrics. The woman was gorgeous, and Samantha swiftly found a new hunger for more savage play between them.

	Flicking a Zippo into life, she lit the wick and delivered the stout black rod back to Samantha’s side. The flickering amber tear of flame illuminated Mistress Carol’s leer of algolagnic fervour and Samantha readied for yet another torturous ordeal.

	Mistress Carol held the candle up and let it drift over Samantha’s prone form, teasing her with where it would attack first. Samantha stared at the wandering candle and began to flinch as it occasionally tipped then stopped before spilling any wax. Mistress Carol continued to threaten her with waxen rain for a few minutes more than eventually delivered on her promised pains.

	Ethereal droplets fell onto Samantha’s chest, pitter-pattering across her torso and releasing a sudden fierce storm of ardour into her skin. Samantha jolted with the arrival of the dark purple splashes and her cries were suddenly clamped into murmurs as the woman again held her down with a gloved palm over her mouth. Fighting against the hold over her face, Samantha continued to answer the steady lines of hideously hot wax that fell onto her form. Her chest rose and fell on deep gasps.

	The controlled howls then jumped up to new realms of effort when the waxen torrents started to fall onto her shuddering breasts then worked their way up to the very tips. Samantha tried to waggle her chest, to carry her breasts out from under the wax but the tie downs prevented any such evasion.

	The hardening crust of dark wax cracked as her body convulsed and lurched. This allowed the fresh trails to exploit the breaches and re-assail the previously coated areas of her skin.

	Mistress Carol continued her chosen torment with brazen ecstasy. The candle’s flame reflected in the dark pools of her eyes as she relished the spectacle of Samantha’s distress.

	Leaning down, she poured a trickle onto Samantha’s inner thighs. The vibrant effects had her straining to close her legs because she could see all too well where Mistress Carol would proceed next. Her prediction was accurate but there was nothing she could do to stop it. She felt her toes tingle as her fight against the ropes impeded circulation a little more, but pins and needles were a small price to pay if they would prevent hot wax on her pussy.

	The damning tilt of the candle caused molten darkness to slip the edge and rain down onto her pussy. Samantha’s fight against the imprisoning hand reached critical levels as she answered the searing monsoon. The droplets continued to slowly coat both her shaking womb and her kicking and formidably bound legs.

	Samantha strained with all her might to try to do something to end the ordeal but Mistress Carol had served her up to this nightmare with implacable skill. She could not move, could not escape, could not even shelter herself, or beg the gorgeous miscreant to stop.

	The effulgent drizzle stopped and the woman blew the candle out. After a few moments to ensure that Samantha had recovered her composure, she removed her hand from Samantha’s face. The token consideration allowed Samantha to re-gather her strength and keep her words of weeping outrage under control.

	“Don’t move, slave,” warned the woman.

	Samantha opened her eyes and froze when she saw an ornate knife in the woman’s hand. Mistress Carol leaned in and with the curved blade began to very slowly sweep along Samantha’s skin as though she were shaving her. The brittle coating of wax was methodically peeled from her with small scraping motions and with picking attacks on the more stubborn spots.

	Samantha kept as still as she could and breathed with shallow sluggish precision lest a gasp or twitch cause her to cut herself on the preening blade. Obviously enjoying the intimidation of her slave, Mistress Carol cleared away Samantha’s torso. The shedding of the wax that encased her breasts was the most frightening, and as Mistress Carol worked her way up to her nipples, Samantha had to close her eyes and look away lest she lose her vague portion of courage. The attending of her assets suddenly seemed simple when Mistress Carol moved between her legs and slowly and carefully began to clear away the wax that clung to her inner thighs and also formed a shell over her abused pudenda. Not one scratch or cut was acquired, but it had still been a frightening process for Samantha to watch and experience.

	With the majority of the wax cleared, the woman decided to maintain her regime of abuse and chose to brush the remaining flakes away with a flogger. Proceeding to a cabinet, she slid the frosted glass door back and let her fingers skip along the choices within until she found one that met her tastes.

	Mistress Carol removed a heavy leather handle that released a bushel of long leather ribbons. She returned to the table and proceeded to idly swat them across Samantha’s frame. The stinging slaps of the whip were nothing compared to the savagery of the cane and Samantha almost managed to enjoy the playful lambasting.

	The whip slapped across everywhere that the wax had fallen. The repeated strokes pulled away the last fragments and the loose particles of wax, and once Samantha was totally cleared, the Mistress flogged her some more just for her own amusement. The slight distress of the initial strokes started to rise to less easily enjoyed levels when her skin grew more sensitive to the steady application of the whip.

	The woman stopped and hung the whip back up on the wall. Samantha slowed her racing breath and relaxed into the stringent arms of her bondage. She wondered what other bizarre events Mistress Carol would set loose on her.

	The dominatrix looked into the cabinets and cupboards, seeking inspiration. Samantha turned her head aside and stared at the woman’s body with a libidinous thirst. The Lycra skin shimmered and the plastic skin yearned to be licked and caressed. The cruelty of the woman made her so unattainable and now Samantha’s desire to hold her, kiss her, service her was at a frenzied peak. Mistress Carol had set herself up as a goddess of pain and barbarity, one that required her subjects bound and defenceless. It transformed her into an even more desirable object of worship.

	“Now I hear you used to be a prostitute. Is that true, slave?” she asked as she opened another cabinet and failed to find something to please her.

	“Erm... I...” said Samantha.

	She did not know what to say. What was the woman intending? Why was she asking and what would be the ramifications from her answers?

	Whatever it was that Samantha said, it would no doubt affect what Mistress Carol was going to do to her. It was scary to think that the next words from her lips would either bring pleasure or levels of pain even more unendurable than those experienced thus far.

	The woman paused and seemed to tense with irritation.

	“Answer me, slave. I want to hear what you used to be,” she snapped with her back still presented to Samantha. Samantha chose to be blunt and crude with her reply.

	“I... I was a whore, Mistress.”

	“Ha! I knew it!” She chuckled.

	Mistress Carol looked over the contents several more times then finally spied something worthy of her sadistic urges. She grabbed it and wandered around the table.

	“Eyes closed, slave!” she warned.

	Samantha complied and listened to the sound of buckles being fastened and the soft steady clack of the woman’s dagger heels. It was difficult to keep her eyelids shut. The need to gain some insight into what was occurring and what was going to be done to her was near irresistible. Mistress Carol had to have known this, and was again testing her. She was seeing just how far she could push Samantha before she snapped and earned herself more discipline on top of what was already preordained for Mistress Carol’s grim and debauched entertainment.

	The temptation to peek grew to even more pressing levels when she heard the woman hoisting herself up onto the table top. The crafty creak of vinyl upon the lithe feminine physique drew closer to her face and she felt the woman’s fingers sink into her hair.

	“Okay, slave. You can look now,” said the woman with a viperous edge to her voice.

	Samantha flicked up her lids and saw the woman looming over her. Mistress Carol’s thighs were parted across her chest and a harness of leather held a replica phallus. The bright red manhood jutted from her crotch and was formed of pliant but solid latex. It bobbed slightly from side-to-side with the minor motions of the woman, then the tip moved forward to prod her lips.

	“Come on, suck it! I want to see how you handled the real thing!” she commanded.

	Samantha parted her jaws and the toy rushed in. She locked her lips to it and began to conduct fellatio on the toy. The dominatrix kept the grip on her hair light so that her head could still move while gaining a little support from the grip. The awkward pose made it difficult but Samantha was wholly committed to the desires of the dominant. She hauled at it as best she could and her neck instantly started to ache from the demands placed upon it.

	The image of the Mistress in front of her eyes with her Lycra and vinyl-clad pussy so close to Samantha’s tongue, quickly had her finding a stern delectation in the deed. Her oral attention became correspondingly more passionate.

	“Such a diligent little sucker,” reported the woman.

	Mistress Carol pulled back a little so that only the last portion of the artificial cock was in Samantha’s mouth.

	“That’s it, now tickle the tip,” she commanded.

	Samantha stretched her jaws apart and let her tongue flow forward and dance around the head of the toy. She curled it around and flitted tip-to-tip. Mistress Carol watched the show for a moment then plunged back in to make Samantha continue her sucking devotions.

	“Very entertaining,” said the woman with a beaming grin of delight.

	Releasing Samantha’s hair, Mistress Carol shifted back and removed herself from the table. Still wearing the shaft, she proceeded to the cabinets to retrieve a new chapter in Samantha’s education.

	“I think it’s time for a farewell gift, slave,” she decreed.

	Samantha was glad that the session was finally coming to an end. The sooner it ended, the sooner she could get back to Lady Morgana. The session with Mistress Carol would be better once she had mulled it over in fantasy, perhaps while using it as a stimulus when next she had the chance to slyly masturbate.

	The sight of a large anal bead in one of Mistress Carol’s hands and a tube of lubricant in the other made Samantha’s heart sink as she realised that there was not going to be an easy or swift end to her ordeal here.

	Opening the tube, Mistress Carol squeezed a generous measure onto the orb. Samantha could now see that the ball was covered in tiny nodules. It was definitely not like any other bead that she had seen before. The soft bell chimes from within the ball as it moved proved that it was simply a dog chew toy that was being used as a particularly extreme form of anal bead.

	Mistress Carol produced a set of surgical gloves and snapped the thin latex sheaths over her other ones. She drooled a significant measure of viscous lubricant onto the forefinger of her left hand then rudely inserted it into Samantha’s anus. The sudden entry and the cool lube made her cavort and release a sultry croak of shocked pleasure.

	Mistress Carol moved the digit back and forth, spreading the translucent gel thoroughly through and around Samantha’s anus. The woman then poured another large measure onto the ball then leant it to Samantha’s rear. Samantha felt the tiny nubs graze her sphincter then Mistress Carol started to apply more force. Rocking the ball against Samantha’s opening, she began to loosen the orifice as Samantha tried to stay as calm and relaxed as possible.

	“Come on, slave. Take it! I want to see this vanish into this cute ass!” she demanded, then started to work the orb with more intent. She pushed with relentless force until the opening resisted and Samantha gave a whimper of discomfort. The woman then let the orb ride back and the harried sphincter gain a moments respite before the lesson was repeated.

	Each time the ball thrust against her and demanded entry her anus became a little more dilated. Samantha tried to take more of it each time, to end the process, but the peak of stress that it took her to always encouraged sounds of disapproval. The dominatrix would then permit it to ride back before repeating the driving assault.

	The widest part of the ball was soon reached as Samantha whimpered and endured the slight scratching influence of the bloated sphere. The woman pushed onward and had the ball cruise into Samantha’s rear. She arched up and squalled in stunned shock as it choked her insides. In panic, she tried to regurgitate the ball. Her sphincter had been taught to accept the passage of the ball through repetitive sessions of penetration, but now that she had gulped it in, her internal tracts were far less accepting of its existence within her.

	Mistress Carol let her start to expel the ball then pressed her fingers to the emerging surface. With a soft giggle, she drove it back into Samantha’s startled insides.

	“No you don’t. That’s staying in there, slave,” she stated as she ensured that Samantha kept the ball and got used to its presence.

	Her insides settled and begrudgingly retained the intruder. Samantha started to relax as it slithered deep into her rear and nestled comfortably away from her throbbing sphincter.

	Mistress Carol began to unfasten the restraints then let Samantha’s legs down. Samantha was then left to work her way through the flash floods of crippling pins and needles. In the meantime, Mistress Carol retrieved the inflatable hood and squeezed all the air out of it so she could re-smother Samantha’s head.

	Samantha accepted the helmet without complaint or resistance. The zip was closed and the laces were set in place. The hood was again inflated to a crushing degree and the woman drew her back onto her feet.

	Samantha wobbled on her heels as she tried to regain her balance. The ball shifted down and started to press against her opening. The bruised orifice had again forgotten the education in dilation and the flare of discomfort its attempted emergence caused had her gulp it back up into her. Until her rear had stopped aching so much, any attempt to eject the ball would be highly distressing.

	The cuffs were locked back to her arms to deprive her of their use and Mistress Carol pushed her down onto her knees. The cups of her bra were lifted back into position and her underwear was straightened before her skirt was pulled back down to conceal the torn tights. The chain that had held the clamps was snapped to the front of the collar portion of the hood. The other end was threaded through an eyelet on the table and fed back to the D ring before being locked there. With her arms captive there was no hope of performing the relatively simple feat of opening a clip so she could move away. It was a futile wish anyway because blinded and smothered in the hood, where could she go?

	“That was a lot of fun, slave. You suffer wonderfully and I think I’ll definitely have to borrow you again when I’m next in town. You did Lady Morgana proud... this time. Next time though, I’ll really have to see if I can break that lustful tolerance of yours,” threatened the Mistress as she reassuringly patted Samantha’s swollen hood.

	Samantha wilted with dread at the prospect of even worse sessions with the woman. However, there was the exciting prospect of seeing just how far she could go, and what new regions of experience waited for her. She wondered what plateau’s of sensation she could be driven too, the places that few other human beings had ever even ventured toward.

	“So until next time, slave,” she said, and the sound of her measured stride faded then vanished as Mistress Carol nonchalantly deserted Samantha.

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	 

	Samantha waited and spent the time going through the various parts of her encounter with Mistress Carol. Already they were becoming arousing licentious memories, especially with the discreet swelling presence of the ball loitering in her anus.

	Footsteps returned to her side and she was helped to her feet and again escorted back out. There was no discussion or word from the person. Samantha was left wondering as to who it was leading her away from the medical playroom—Tom, Thumper, Tobin, or her owner.

	Samantha wandered onto soft carpet and was again brought back down onto her knees. The helmet was deflated and removed, the cuffs were taken away, and Samantha found herself in the central area of a lounge with large comfortable armchairs and a long sofa. An entertainment centre bore some strange crystal sculptures, a large television, and an extensive stereo system. There was a raging fireplace that sent dancing fields of light across the whole room and made it even more inviting and cosy. The crystal impressions caught this light and refracted it through their interior. It made them seem incandescent in nature and their fabric to dance like jagged petrified flames.

	Tom and Thumper were stood on either side of her. The powerful women were naked save for latex stockings and opera gloves. The sheaths were polished to a gleaming sheen of moulded jet and each of them stood on stiletto-heeled court shoes. Their collars sparkled in the light and each had several fading welts criss-crossing their buttocks.

	Across the room in one of the armchairs was Lady Morgana. She was dressed in a provocative outfit that had Samantha melting inside at the sight of it and which had clearly influenced the choice of attire for her other slaves. Morgana had donned latex stockings and opera gloves that had been polished to a brilliant dark purple shine. She wore patent black court shoes with a wicked heel and a slender thong of jet rubber that was the only other piece of clothing adorning her elegant physique. Her bare breasts were on full display and tantalised Samantha’s eyes by being so brazenly offered and so easy to make contact with.

	At the side of the chair was a tight black box that allowed a leather-hooded head to emerge. Some glasses surrounded the cocooned cranium, as well as a plate of snacks, some other trinkets, and several remote controls. Tobin’s breath emerged through two nostril holes and she could see a small circle of pinprick dots over each eye that offered him restricted sight.

	“Come here, slave,” she said softly.

	Samantha remained on her knees and chose to crawl over on all fours. The sight of her willingly wiggling over made Lady Morgana’s eyes sparkle with intrigue.

	When Samantha arrived, Morgana patted her thighs and encouraged her to lay her head there. Latex-smothered fingers then started to brush through her hair a moment later.

	Samantha looked out to see the lesbian slaves standing like sentinels in their same position. Neither moved, and they simply watched with intensity, their eyes and rubber skin glittering with reflections of the fire.

	“So how was your time with Mistress Carol, slave?” asked her owner.

	“She was very harsh on me, Lady Morgana,” she answered honestly.

	“I told you that she’s a sadist, slave.”

	“I know, Lady Morgana.”

	“Did you please her?”

	“I... I think so, Lady Morgana,” replied Samantha.

	She really had no idea whether she had truly brought the woman pleasure because everything had revolved around her anguish. The final protestation at the end of the session was all she had to suggest that she had not failed her owner. With Mistress Carol’s penchant for mental, as well as physical distress, Samantha could not discount the possibility that she had lied so she could complain about Samantha later and have her caught unaware by Morgana’s retribution.

	“Well, that dazed look and all those welts certainly imply that she took her fill of you, slave. What did she do?” enquired Lady Morgana.

	“She caned me a lot, Lady Morgana. There were a lot of pegs used on me. On every part of me,” she said.

	The recall of the most virulent applications leapt up through her memory and brought a sympathetic shudder.

	“What else?”

	“Candle wax, ice cubes, clamps, and she... inserted a really knobbly ball into me,” uttered Samantha.

	“It’s still in there?” asked Lady Morgana, and paused in her soothing attentions.

	“Yes, Lady Morgana, I... I haven’t had a chance to try and get it out of me.”

	“Well, let’s have you do that now. You can hold onto me for strength if you wish, slave,” she offered with a spry grin.

	Lady Morgana stood up and drew Samantha in so that she could embrace the hips of her owner. Samantha laid her face against her stomach and braced to eject the ball.

	Relaxing her insides, she started to try to ease the sphere back out. It took a short time just to bring it against her sphincter. Once it was there, she started to strain and began to try to excrete the monstrous implement.

	“Ooooh! Oh! It’s so big!” she exclaimed as the first portion of the ball stretched her rear more than she could handle. A swift clench gulped it back and the feel of it riding in made her clutch to her owner all the tighter.

	“Come on, you can do it, slave,” purred Lady Morgana.

	Samantha again levied her muscles against the trespasser. The ball leant itself to her rear and began its emergence.

	“I... I... oh... Ow! I can’t!” she protested and again swallowed the ball. Her insides wanted it out, but it was too difficult to stretch her rear and expel the source of her discomfort.

	“Keep trying, slave. Take your time. I don’t want you hurting yourself.”

	“Yes, Lady Morgana,” she uttered.

	Closing her eyes, Samantha savoured the feel of her owner. Holding to her for the power to persevere, she tried again and again and each time, she got a little closer to reaching the broadest part of the ball. She was winning her fight against it.

	“Carol was very cruel wasn’t she, slave?” said her owner.

	“Oh yes, Lady Morgana. Oh. This is soooo hard to do.”

	“Then you’ll have to be extra good or otherwise I might send you back to her for a whole weekend, slave,” lightly confessed Lady Morgana.

	“Please, no, don’t. I couldn’t bear that, Lady Morgana. I doubt I could survive it again.”

	“Oh I think you’re a lot tougher than you think. But for now, I’ll deny her another chance to work on you. Although you had better remember how generous and benevolent I am.”

	“Yes, Lady Morgana. You are the best. I love you so much,” she blurted as the ball again punished her sphincter and made her snatch it back in.

	“Good slave. Now come on, get back to work.”

	Samantha continued with her mission. Her rear shivered and her hindquarters swayed from side-to-side as she fought to get the ball out. Several more times it got to the point of exit and her endurance snapped. Despite her commitment to spitting it out, it kept slipping back into her warm and inviting tracts.

	Morgana’s hand closed into her hair and pulled Samantha’s face off her body. Dragging back, she made her slave look up across her salacious torso. Despite the succulent visual feast, Samantha’s eyes remained half shut with delirium because of the struggle against the internal enemy.

	Clutching to her owner, Samantha tried again, and this time she succeeded in reaching the bloated peak diameter of the ball.

	“I... it’s... aaaooooow! Oh! Oh! Unnngh!”

	Her sore anus rode the nodule-encrusted exterior and finally closed. The ball dropped to the floor and the bells within chimed as it bounced then rolled to a halt. Samantha sagged and her face and hands slipped down Lady Morgana’s legs until she was curled on the floor. Lingering at the Mistresses heels, Samantha stayed in a ball of recovery.

	“You can stay there for awhile, slave. I need a footstool,” she said and slid back into her chair.

	Samantha lifted up and formed into a more stable huddle. She closed her eyes with rapture as the feet of her owner settled upon her bare back.

	“Begin the preparations,” Morgana said absently, and the two female slaves sprang into action.

	Tom and Thumper walked over, cleared the items off Tobin’s cell, and put them on a small table. Hefting him into the air, they ferried him out of the room. Again, Samantha could only imagine what was on Morgana’s mind. Whatever it was, after the rigours of Mistress Carol it would be a welcome alternative.

	Lady Morgana took up the remote control and switched the television on. She flicked through a number of cable channels and Samantha was perturbed as the outside world finally managed to intrude. She had not watched or read anything media related in what seemed like forever. The machinations of politics, countries, crime, epidemics, disasters, and the inane diversions from brutish reality had been forsaken since she had first started to lose her grip on financial security. Now that she was in her refuge of ownership and sexual slavery, she resented its return. For a moment she felt her gall rising but then, she eased her choler. The horrors of the outside world, its pitfalls, cruelties, and traps could not reach her in this fortified bastion of submission and dominance. Lady Morgana had the means and wealth to protect and nurture her pets, to sustain them and keep them from harm.

	Samantha listened with amusement as the world continued its private pell-mell dash for success, wealth, and power. It was a race she no longer cared for or had a part in.

	After a short time, Lady Morgana checked the clock and with an excited sigh switched off the set. Taking her feet off Samantha she stood up and stretched her elegant limbs.

	“Now, I have a little treat in store for you. Come with me,” ordered Lady Morgana.

	Samantha followed her owner out of the lounge and down the passages of the large building. The sunlight of a late afternoon streaked through the trees and poured through the windows. A door was opened and she was shown into a bedroom.

	The chamber was large and furnished in a Bohemian style. It had a walk in closet that lay open to expose ranks of fetishist attire. There were items of every description and a monstrous selection of shoes and boots.

	The room also bore a dressing table, some ornate wooden cabinets, and a massive bed with metal posts that reached up to a silken canopy. Upon the posts were a number of small rings whose purpose was immediately obvious.

	The male form that she had to assume was Tobin had been pinned to one of the posts at the foot of the bed. Sealed within a form-fitting cat-suit of latex, he was squeezed to the post by an overabundance of dense leather straps. His shins had been lifted up and locked to his thighs to leave him suspended and trapped. The riveted harness also kept his arms pinned behind him and deprived him of even the slightest movement.

	The same stern hood was laced down over his head but now his jaws were stretched wide by a massive gag that was trapped inside and which bulged against the leather. He looked out through the cluster of tiny holes and continued to breathe steadily and softly through the pair of holes for his nose.

	Another harness had been set over the helmet and reached back with leather straps to keep his head firmly up and immobile.

	“You’ll be joining him here, slave,” stated Lady Morgana.

	She walked passed the bed and ran her hand upon the other vacant metal post.

	Samantha merely stared at the details of the position she would soon be imitating while Lady Morgana went into the closet and armed herself with the necessary attire.

	With liberal amounts of talc and patience, Samantha was slowly inserted into a cat-suit that almost fit her perfectly. The slow process of being engulfed by the impermeable second skin enhanced her willingness to enter such bondage, and when Lady Morgana indicated the stake, Samantha skipped to it with merry strides.

	The upper regions of the harness were set to her body and caught the rings to keep her suspended. Her arms were drawn back and strapped tightly into place. Her ankles were snatched and pulled from the floor before being tightened via four dense belts to her thighs.

	An inflatable bladder was pushed into her mouth and ruthlessly swollen until it was creating a massive rictus. It swelled her cheeks and started to emerge from her mouth because of its sheer size.

	The hood was swiftly drawn down to combat the force of the gag. The tightness of the helmet closed her jaws against the balloon and made her struggle as the stern effects of contradictory forces fought against her aching mouth. Wheezing through her nose, she looked through the small pattern of holes and down at the bed. Samantha then felt her head being pulled back and set into irrevocable position.

	“And now for the show,” said the dominatrix. “Slaves!”

	The door opened and the two women strolled in together. They instantly kicked off their shoes and followed Lady Morgana as she flopped back onto the bed. Flicking off her own court shoes, she presented herself to the hungry eyes of all her slaves with a wicked grin.

	“Mmmm, now this is what I need,” she crooned.

	Morgana looked to the bound captives as the women slipped onto either side of her. Each lifted up one of her lithe legs and each woman took one side of her thong before drawing the garment up and from her.

	Tom leaned over and met the lips of her owner. Their tongues jumped forth and spiralled upon each other as the woman placed one delicate hand to Morgana’s breast and slowly stroked her nipples with a seraphic reverence. Thumper slipped down between Morgana’s legs and paused, wondering if she had permission to be so familiar with her owner.

	A rubber stockinged foot reached up, hooked the back of her neck, and pulled her down into place by way of an answer.

	Morgana arched and gave a purling moan as a flashing tongue started to pour into her pussy. Thumper’s gloved hands ran up and down Morgana’s legs, caressing her inner thighs and savouring the feel of the rubber-clad flesh of the dominant. The two layers squeaked at each other as the sounds of lapping tongues ruled the background.

	Samantha was in purgatory at the sight of such licentious sapphic indulgence. Every part of her wanted to wrench her body free of the bonds and join in, but despite her most vigorous struggles, there was nothing to be done. A thin veneer of sweat grew within the cat-suit, making the latex cocoon squirm against her like an aroused living layer of tight flesh.

	Tom’s kisses moved from Morgana’s mouth and trailed down her neck and to the peaks of her breasts. Each nipple was treated to soft sucks and a wild tongue tip. The woman’s fingers gently brushed around the firm flesh and explored her owner’s torso with obvious relish.

	Clearly each of them was taking full advantage of the unprecedented opportunity to let their hands wander and grope, to feel every part of the dominant that had seduced them, enslaved them, and now ruled them with absolute might. Their goddess was now on plain offer and there was no part of her that was deprived of the most passionate kisses or the most lecherous touches.

	Such was their level of arousal that on occasion they could not resist the temptation and each treated either themselves or the other to a few covert strokes of their pussy. Lady Morgana obviously noticed their minor disobedience, but did nothing because it was further frustrating her bound possessions as they watched the women do everything that they so badly wanted to, but could not.

	The two dark rubber-clad forms adored the resplendent form of Morgana in every way they could. Their hunger to extend the time of their play served their owner well, for it also drew out her ascent to climax into a two hour long festival of intense salacious joy.

	When Morgana finally achieved orgasm her hands jolted out and grabbed fistfuls of the blankets. She gasped and strained to endure the effects of a cavorting female tongue, and once she had taken all she wished from the women, she leaned back and embraced her own naked torso with her latex-smothered arms.

	Knowing that their services were at an end, the two women shifted toward the head of the bed. They again took each other in their arms and embraced as they watched their owner catch her breath.

	“No kissing, you two. I’ll see to your pleasure tonight,” said Morgana.

	Her eyes were closed but it was clear that she knew precisely how the minds of her two slaves worked. She also knew that after such stimulus they could not be trusted with their own bodies. There was definitely no honour amongst aroused lesbian slave girls.

	“Belts. Now,” stated Morgana.

	“But, Lady Morgana, please,” complained Tom.

	“Didn’t we make you happy, Lady Morgana?” moaned Thumper.

	Their prurient looks melted to ones of disappointment as their opportunity to slyly take care of their wants was thwarted.

	“You are here to please me. You fulfilled your role adequately, and that’s all you did. You do not earn reward for that. You only earn it for impressing me, and you didn’t,” she said with a wide grin. “Now get the belts now or you’ll be wearing them for a lot longer than you care to.”

	Knowing that to continue to question the will of the superior would only extend their maddening chastity they jumped from the bed and went to the cupboards.

	Each of the strong forms removed a polished steel device. They looked at the metal construct with dismay then frowned as though something was wrong. With a flicker of amusement, they noticed the small engraved nameplate and swapped belts after realising that they had inadvertently picked up each other’s.

	Returning to their owner they stood to attention before her with heads lowered and the metal devices cradled in their hands.

	“In you go, slaves,” she purred.

	Morgana remained on the bed with her eyes closed as she listened to the sounds of their compliance. In the corners of her vision, Samantha could just about see what was occurring. She wanted to have a better view because she had a nagging idea that she would be duplicating the scenario at some point.

	Each woman opened a steel band that was lined with rubber to stop it from shifting easily. The band was closed about their waists and drawn tight so that the locks met and entered one another. The crotch piece of the belts had a wide front and tapered rear. The inner surface was again rubber lined but also had two plugs and areas of absorbent padding that would swallow any vibrations and prevent them using a toy to steal their pleasure.

	The two plugs were guided into their bodies and the fixtures at each end of the crotch piece were set to the waiting mechanism. Padlocks were slipped through the fastenings to deprive them of escape and they moved forward toward the bed.

	Morgana rolled aside and remaining inverted, she sealed each padlock. A quick jiggle then ensured that they were secure. With a grin she gave a light slap to each of the woman’s rumps and rolled back toward the centre of the bed.

	“Leave me,” commanded Morgana, dismissing the two women with an absent waft of a gloved hand.

	Tom and Thumper sidled from the room, each giddy with euphoria and plagued by frustration. The door closed and Lady Morgana moved up closer to her two restrained slaves.

	“Well, did you enjoy the show?” she asked.

	Placing her hand to the crotch of the male slave, she found it rigid with desire. Two hours of visual stimulation had left a lingering effect.

	“Well it’s obvious that you did. So maybe we can have another little show all of our own.”

	Morgana began to untie the male and once he was free, she told him to get out of the cat-suit. As he peeled off the slick layers of latex, Morgana began to unfasten Samantha then helped her from the suit as well. The other slave was more used to the innate demands of rubber wear and was more adept at extraction and insertion. Samantha, though, still needed a little assistance against the stretching clinging folds.

	It seemed that the cat-suit did not want to leave her. Each time she tried to get out, it hampered her movement and tried to pull her back in. Only with Morgana’s assistance did she defeat the jealousy of the beast and escape its clutches.

	“On the floor. On your knees. Both of you,” she ordered, and loitered at the end of the bed so she could watch them comply.

	Samantha and Tobin did as they were told. They were crazed with lust after the erotic carnal display, and their submissive flames were engulfing them. They had both sold themselves willingly to Lady Morgana, and mere words from her inviting lips controlled their bodies more effectively than even their own minds ever could.

	“I want to see you kiss,” she said with a smile.

	A little hesitantly, but unable to refuse such an order the two strangers turned to face each other. The male was slender of build with an attractive honest face and a short head of blond hair. Samantha moved closer and met his lips.

	“Put some passion into it or you go back on the bedposts!” warned Morgana.

	With such a threat of further heavy frustration they opened their mouths and let their tongues meet. The exchange began to heat up and their hands moved into play to feel the flesh of their fellow submissive. Samantha was surprised at how pleasurable she was finding the event. Their previous coupling had seen Tobin restrained and at her mercy, but now they played as equals. The problems she thought she might encounter failed to flare. This was not a client, rather it was another slave. Both of them were puppets to Lady Morgana’s will. Samantha continued to tell herself that if she was going to be a slave to sensation then she could not let the hang ups of her past affect that vaulted goal. Redirecting her passion to her partner she began to revel in his touches and moved closer into his arms.

	It felt good to be groped and fondled by someone who had just been bound as she had. The slight slick quality of their bodies from the sweat and the heady aroma of the rubber were still very strong upon them. The residual traits acted as an effective aphrodisiac to the two hopelessly addicted fetishists.

	They knew that they were comrades in slavery and should seize any chance to avail themselves of the opportunity to be with each other. Samantha had no idea as to who he was, or what had brought him into Morgana’s ownership but Samantha began to feel her libido accelerating and raging through her. She suddenly desired him with an unstoppable need.

	Samantha moved forward and parted her legs so that she could straddle the kneeling slave. Taking his engorged member she steered it to her sex and rubbed the tip against her pussy. Tobin gave a startled moan of rapture and leant back. Propping himself up on his arms, he draped his head back and quivered with ecstasy.

	Samantha rubbed him against her for a little longer, teasing herself and making her loins wet with lust. When she could deny herself no longer, she slowly lowered herself onto him and swallowed up his entire shaft. The male arched his chest and gave a croaking sob of pleasure.

	Reaching forward, she grabbed his shoulders and brought him back up so that he could kiss her breasts. The slave did so without hesitation. Gobbling up Samantha’s luscious assets he kissed them all over and let his tongue dedicate its attention to her nipples. His hands rolled on her hips and squeezed her rear as she rode herself up and down with an easy and savouring rate. The attention irked her welts but this only heightened her lust.

	The feel of his stiff member gliding into her, penetrating to the depths of her pudenda was marvellous. She could feel the warmth of his shaft, the throb of his pulse in it, and for the first time in what seemed like forever, she fully exulted in being ravished by a male.

	Samantha could not hold off the desire to do more than just indulge this one act but it was clear that the slave was aware of her past and was not going to push her into anything unexpected. The concession to any phobia or hang-up that Samantha might still harbour toward men made her instantly more amiable and appreciative of him.

	She quickly jumped off Tobin and flipped over. Grabbing his shaft, she used it as the means to steer him. She brought him up and aimed him into her rear. His length was dripping with Samantha’s wanton juices and found no trouble in slipping into the anxious orifice. His hands clapped to her hips and held her tight as she moved back and slowly stole her penetration.

	As the head of his cock cleared her sphincter she dropped back and took him all at once. Samantha’s head jumped up and she unleashed a wail of bliss and hot aching pain as she felt his tumescent shaft thunder into her tracts and choke them with its swollen presence. Her head dropped to the floor and she panted and gasped while enduring the keen sensations.

	His hands slid up her spine, reached her neck, then trailed down to cup and travel about her breasts amidst soft caresses. Samantha churned her rear against him to beat the intruding shaft in tight circles as she got used to its presence. When the shock of her self-orchestrated penetration had ebbed, she began to rock herself back and forth, working herself against him in deep pumping motions.

	Samantha let him emerge from her on occasion then dropped back to feel the startling power of being opened and driven deeply into. Each time she treated herself to such a shove, a tremulous holler rumbled from her throat as the whole length of his penis was taken into her tracts.

	The touches to her breasts started to stray lower. Tobin leaned down and partially draped himself on her lower back so he could reach over her hips and with his fingers access her sex. Samantha pressed her cheek into the carpet and gave a whimper of libidinous fervour as she felt him delicately unearth the location of her clit then begin to stroke it. Samantha clenched her rear to his inserted length and continued her motions. The added tightness obviously delighted Tobin and his fingers immediately became more bold and energetic in their stimulation of her loins.

	Samantha’s torso bucked beneath him as she climaxed from his touch. The steady eruption of ecstasy made her gasp, pant, and offer whimpering mews of endurance. The chaotic dance beneath him as he drove into a tight puckered anus rapidly brought the male slave to orgasm as well. His rhythm became equally random as he plunged and drew back a little, then more, then dove in with stuttered thrusts. His hands clasped to her for fortitude and Samantha felt liquid warmth being sown deep within her rear. The sensation gave her a sudden repeat of her delight and she stretched upward. Raising her arms high over her head, she released a yowling cry of delight.

	The slave backed down and dropped onto his elbows so that he could continue to devour his pleasure by firing his hips up into the kneeling form of Samantha. His mumbled compliments barely registered as Samantha continued to feel him jumping up into her from behind, marvelling at her body.

	Tobin was filling his sight with her curves from his reclined pose. He was also delighting in the hot feel of her rear on his shaft.

	Samantha felt Tobin slow then start to stall. As he lowered, she followed him and remained sat upon his cock. She could feel spasmodic twitches in the raging shaft and also in the body she was straddling. Tobin was languid on the floor beneath her and like her own, his body ran with lines of perspiration.

	When she decided to leave him, she recklessly threw herself aside. Both of them gave a wild throe of response as their sensitive genitals answered the separation with one final jolt of fabulous sensation.

	The two slaves remained limp on the carpet, their mouths agape and panting, their eyes closed as they tried to gather some shred of energy so that they might move. However, everything they possessed had been squandered for now.

	“Did you enjoy your time with my pet, Samantha?” asked the woman.

	“Yes, Lady Morgana,” she humbly replied.

	“Well, now that you’ve sampled a male submissive, it’s time to fill out your resume a little more. It seems that Mistress Carol was more impressed with you than I thought. She’s told a mutual friend of ours all about your charms and he’s asked me to send you to him. Are you ready for that?” she said, and looked over the text message on her cell phone again.

	Samantha had been so absorbed by their lovemaking that she had not even detected the arrival of the message. It was a reassurance and weight off of her mind to have Mistress Carol call in her praise so quickly and to spread the word of Samantha’s talents, even if it was just because of her attractive anguish.

	“Of course, Lady Morgana,” she answered flatly.

	All of Samantha’s previous petty hates had been happily put away on a distant shelf in her mind. The pleasing exchanges with the male slave had cemented the outlook on her new life as property. Samantha was now ready and willing to try everything carnal all over again without judgement or prejudice. She was a little worried about serving a male Master, but it would be a new experience and hopefully a good one. If anything, she should be more concerned about Mistress Carol or her influence on this Master’s actions.

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	 

	Lady Morgana was stunning in a riding outfit. She wore knee-high leather boots with a three-inch heel. The leather gripped her legs and was burnished to a glistening perfection. Tight riding trousers followed her legs like a second creamy skin and accepted a loose shirt of crisp white cotton with short sleeves. The front was open a short way to expose a vinyl bra, and the cups had a slit along them and a buckled strap stretched across the vent so as to cover each nipple. She also wore tight leather gloves and an elegant flat crowned dressage top hat.

	“Time to get you ready, slave,” she said while patting a short crop into her gloved palm. “Master Talon is waiting.”

	Tom and Thumper entered the room and were still completely naked save for their infernal chastity belts. Each woman carried a neatly folded pile of leather that they set down next to Samantha.

	The first thing that they did was to apply a single sleeve of leather to each of Samantha’s arms. The close-fitting sheaths were laced tighter and the incorporated shackles at her wrist, above her elbow and at mid-biceps ensured she could not shed them. The featureless mittens at the end bunched her hands into balls and deprived her of all manual dexterity. As she felt the leather squeezing to her, Samantha’s breathing started to speed up and she felt a trance of submissive frenzy coiling within her.

	The next part of her orchestrated and supervised devolution from slave to equine was the addition of thigh boots. Tom held her upright and stable while Thumper grabbed each one of her legs and forced the tall boots onto her.

	Samantha gave a soft mew of displeasure as she found that each foot was now forced into a moulded extremity that resembled a hoof. Perched atop the fluted shoes she felt myalgia tightening her insole. She tried to wriggle free but Thumper swiftly lifted the zipper and tightened the buckles that added another set of assimilated restraints at her ankle, above her knee and at mid-thigh. Each of the leather bands on her arms and legs had the buckle on the outside and a ring riveted into place on the inside to assist in her captivity.

	The two slaves then started to unfurl the main harness. The intricate and stern garments were suede-lined and supple while clearly still proving firm and unyielding.

	A rigorous corset grabbed her waist. Samantha gave a gasp of sultry relish as it closed its leather fist and compressed her into its required steel boned shape. The corset released a set of straps that gathered around her upper torso and left her breasts bouncing and on full display. Three buckles at the base of the corset reached down across her loins, merged, and then slipped up between her buttocks. The straps then parted again so they might grab the sides and back of the corset.

	The women applied short lengths of slim chain to restrict her motion. A brief set of links joined her ankles, another joined the bonds above her knees, and a third set grabbed the rings at the end of her mitts and pulled them up her back. The sleeves were attached to a fixture between her shoulder blades and Samantha gave some brief and fruitless challenges against the complex garment.

	Samantha watched with a measure of amusement as a small strip of leather was buckled into place at the base of the corset. From the centre arose a short silver section of tubing that released a bushel of horsehair. The dark cascade fell down to the back of her knees and added a spectacular tail. The women ran their fingers through the strands to fan them out, then her metamorphosis continued.

	The final part of her processing was her bridle and bit. The detailed implement was opened up and brought toward her face. Suddenly Samantha felt pangs of nervousness and started to shy away. The chains curtailed her steps and her arms could not escape the anchor at her back. There was nothing she could do to ward off the bit.

	Tom grabbed her from behind in a firm lock that suppressed her reluctance and left her jostling from hoof-to-hoof. The leather embraced her head and the bit pressed to her lips.

	Samantha shook her head from side-to-side to avoid the installation. In answer to this defiance, Tom moved her grapple higher and contained her agitated struggles. Thumper sank her fingers into Samantha’s cheeks and with a sudden flurry of warring intent Samantha was defeated and the stiff rubber bar sank into place. It pushed to the corners of her mouth and she instantly levied her tongue against it. She shoved to the intruder but could not defeat Thumper’s fingers. The acrid taste of the bit spread over her palate and she ground her molars upon the implement.

	The numerous buckles started to cruise around her head and tighten. Across her forehead, around her skull, beneath her chin, it was like being assailed by some sort of insane leather octopus. The encroachment on her senses was starting to panic her a little more and her endeavours to escape Tom became more devoted. The woman contained her with ease. Even without her bondage, Samantha was no match for Tom’s considerable brawn.

	A final addition was a leather muzzle. The moulded snout had two holes at the end, much like nostrils.

	The extended facial feature was swiftly buckled into place to hide her bit-filled maw from view. She again tried to evade the approaching garment but Tom denied her and it was set in place with little impediment. A buckled strap cupped her chin, and others grabbed the leather across her brow. Two fastenings reached out at the side and served to stop even the most energetic thrashings of her head from dislodging the artificial countenance.

	Samantha breathed steadily down the snout and the air quickly became warm as her respiration heated the interior. The strong powerful scent of leather flowed down her nostrils and eased her worries by inflating her fetishist desires.

	The sensations were confusing and overwhelming. She had been bound before, but this was different. Previously, her body had been controlled and she had no means to effect escape or rebellion, but now, her bondage travelled with her and made itself known with every breath and every movement.

	A pair of tall pricked up leather ears were clipped to the sides of her head. The thick material lowered the volume of the outside world, making words a little muffled and harder to process. The ears were no doubt a consideration to assert her pony nature. She would have to rely on tone, reins, and crop to guide her. Her human intellect had been pushed back a little further.

	“The blinder or the blinkers, Lady Morgana?” asked Thumper.

	The slave held two squares of leather with snap fasteners in one hand. In the other, she held a blindfold with matching fasteners at the edges and a dense pelt of fur on the inside to press to her eyes and cut off all vision.

	“I don’t want my pony getting unduly agitated this early into her career, so let’s have her in the blinder.”

	Samantha flashed her stare to her owner as the device was brought up to her face. She kicked into her restraints and fought Tom with all her might. She did not want to be blindfolded. She wanted to see what was coming, what was occurring about her, so she could be prepared and steel herself for it. Her nervousness stemmed not only from the innate natural fear of being deprived of sight, but also because she still had some shreds of distrust in her. She could not know what Master Talon wished of her or how he would treat her. The loss of sight was a frightening abandonment to the mysterious and unpredictable whims of another human being. However, was Samantha herself even human anymore? At present, she bore no ability to handle anything, to speak, to walk unhampered, or in fact, to do anything that might be considered as evolved.

	The “snick” of the blinder being pushed into place echoed through her ears and she sagged into Tom’s arms. She was now utterly abandoned to her fate. The feeling of resignation nurtured her submission and she started to find at least a small portion of pleasure in the curious event.

	A set of reins was clipped to the metal rings at the side of her face. The rings held the bit between them and each movement of the reins efficiently steered her face. With the application of this final mode of control, the two slaves released her.

	“Come, pony,” said Lady Morgana.

	The reins tugged at her head and the crop stung her rear. Samantha gave a choked cry and swayed her hindquarters. The coarse horsehair brushed the exposed areas of thigh and tickled her skin. The crop was laid to her other buttock and encouraged some more swishes of the tail.

	Another firm tug made her totter forward and a steady tow made her blindly follow her owner. Samantha tried to accustom to the footwear as quickly as possible. The flared heel that formed the rear of her hoof added to her stability, but her lack of sight made her unsteady and skittish.

	Samantha was intimidated by Lady Morgana’s stride. Her owner was not walking particularly fast but it was still too swift for Samantha’s liking. She started to draw back and fight the reins, to try to slow her passage even just a little. She gained moments where she almost managed to stop but them Morgana tugged at the reins and made her stagger onward. The frightening totter forward increased her chagrin and made her fight even more forcefully to try to slow herself down.

	“Stop struggling! Bad pony!” announced Lady Morgana and manifested her displeasure with a couple of stern swipes with the crop. One caught Samantha’s inner thigh and made her slap her legs together to ward against a repeat. The other two assailed her flanks then the rein gave another resolute yank. The hot zones on her skin coerced her into complying without further contrariness.

	Samantha was taken along an anonymous route that ended with her heels clicking on tiles then onto a wooden ramp. The soft crunch of hay beneath her feet muffled the signal of timbers and she felt the reins flee. Chain was then attached to her bit, to rings on her shoulders, and lastly, to her ankles.

	The blinder was peeled away and she meekly opened her eyes. Daylight brutalised them and she screwed them shut to defend her dark-dependent sight.

	Stepping from hoof-to-hoof, she moved forward and immediately brushed against wood. Samantha instinctively tried to reach forward and see where she was but was prevented by the sleeves. She writhed against them in frustrated fury. The denial of the use of her arms was maddening. Touch was such a compulsory and expected ability and to find it absent was enraging.

	With her eyes a little more used to the glare of daylight, she lifted her eyelids in small steps to gain a view of her surroundings. She had thought that perhaps she was in a stable that was attached to Lady Morgana’s home. Instead, she was alarmed to see that she was facing forward in a horse-trailer.

	The streamlined outer shell had slim barred windows and the interior had lines of wooden planks for protection. Rings had been bolted to the planks at several locations. A length of chain reached forward and locked her to one, and more chains reached down from the roof to grab the rings on her shoulders.

	Upon detecting the overhead restraints, Samantha lowered a little and found that they would stop her from falling over. It confirmed that she was indeed going to be shipped to a new location.

	She shuffled her feet and found that they had very little slack because of the ankle chains that were now fastened to rings in the floor.

	Samantha looked around at the bland interior and at the minor view of the outside world that she was afforded. She stretched and tested her bonds while wondering what was going to happen to her.

	After an unknown duration, she heard another clatter of hooves on wood and Tobin was brought up beside her. He too was clad in the same pony outfit as her and was also blinded. His tail was a plume of blond and he was quickly fastened to occupy the post beside her. His ankles were set to the floor, his shoulders were grabbed, and the sides of his bit were fixed to the wall before them.

	“Now you two be good while I’m gone,” said Lady Morgana with a broad grin. She treated them both to a couple of brisk swats of the crop before pulling off Tobin’s blinder and heading back out.

	The two slaves looked at each other, their eyes submerged amidst the leather bonds that hid almost every portion of their features and which robbed them of easy speech. Side-by-side and yet an eternity away they could do nothing save wait and wonder. The glint of dismay in Tobin’s eyes suggested that he was just as much a novice in such play as Samantha, or that he knew full well what heartless rigours awaited them.

	Either eventuality suited Samantha. She liked the idea of learning to be a pony with another virgin slave. It meant that she would not be the only inexperienced horse. In addition, if they were destined for stern use, then having another slave suffering with her would cement the strange perverse version of camaraderie that she held with Tobin.

	A similar duration elapsed and they heard the stamping pound of another pony entering the trailer. Either Tom or Thumper was set behind Samantha then a short time later her partner joined her. The ramp was lifted up and bolted into place, cutting off a great amount of light.

	Standing in twilight, bound and contained, Samantha listened to the soft jingle of buckles and chains all around her and the creak of leather as it suppressed struggles and movement.

	The hearty growl of a large engine reached through their erect ears and with a gentle lurch the trailer began to move off. The occupants swayed but were kept aloft by their shoulder straps. A moment later, they were leaned forward as the vehicle started down a steep hill and followed a winding rough road.

	Soon afterwards, they were speeding up as they moved onto main roads and out of the woodland area. The tall metal sides of lorries and shipping containers passed by on one side, cutting off the sunlight in steady pulses as they hurtled toward their destination. The wind rushed around the interior, whipping the straw around their hooves and cooling their tight leather skins. Samantha found her concerns evaporating while she chewed on her bit and grew accustomed to her lot. The method of their transportation was greatly assisting in slipping slowly into the mind-set of a ponygirl. When they pulled off the main roads and started to slow down she had lost all inhibitions and was most eager to explore whatever this role offered.

	The creak of brakes sounded and they were rocked forward against their many moorings as they came to a halt. The ramp dropped down and the sound of heels and boots sounded as people entered and started to remove them.

	Tom, Thumper, then Tobin were taken out on the end of reins, and for a short time, Samantha remained forgotten in the trailer. Then she heard footsteps enter and stop immediately behind her.

	“So this is the pony you spoke of?” asked a strong male voice.

	“Of course, Talon. You think I’d forget to bring her?” answered Lady Morgana.

	The interior attachments released her ankles, her shoulders, then her bit. A set of reins replaced the steel strands and she was pulled around to see her temporary Master.

	Master Talon wore dark close-fitting riding trousers with tall boots that had been polished to an assiduous level. A dark red shirt covered his torso and black leather gloves covered his hands. He held a crimson-shafted crop and a belt around his waist bore a small pouch on one side.

	“Not bad. Not bad at all,” he said with a mischievous smirk.

	“I’m going to get Tobin harnessed up to a gig for a bit, so she’s all yours,” said Morgana.

	Handing the red woven reins to Talon, she kissed him then walked out of the trailer.

	“Well, Samantha, it’s just you and I,” he said then pulled on the reins to bring her in his wake. Her reluctance offered no delay as he maintained an emphatic draw on the reins. This meant that she had little choice but to scamper after him with swift curtailed steps.

	Tottering down the ramp, her hooves moved onto soft lush grass. Samantha stared around as best she could with her face kept forward by the bit and the reins. She could see that they were at some sort of ranch in the woods. A tall wall of dense trees surrounded a large field that offered several pens with slender gates. Held within the wooden barricades were more human ponies dressed in varying forms of attire. Some were more comprehensively contained while others had more salacious elements to their outfit, such as stockings and other lingerie. Some were naked save for the one universal thing that united them all—their bits. Even these were as varied in design and construction as the assorted outfits of the human steeds. Some were little more than a bit held in place by a strap while others smothered the pony’s head within layers of rubber and leather. Some had gasmask apparatus’ incorporated into them, some threw up a plume, while others added an artificial mane. Some of the men and women had even had their hair shaven away at the sides to leave a long natural mane cascading through the strapping.

	Samantha was led aside and toward a large stable where other Masters and Mistresses could be seen leading males and females around.

	Master Talon stopped and lifted the crop to bar Samantha from continuing. A moment later, an elegant trap hurtled past with four ponies diligently hauling at it. A muscular, dark skinned man in extravagant riding attire lounged in the comfortable back with a dressage whip poised to correct any flagging rate.

	With the passing of the bizarre traffic, Talon continued toward the stable. When Samantha saw the rows of carefully constructed booths she started to dither and pull at her reins.

	Both sides of the stable had a line of tall gates with a straw covered interior. There were numerous ponies fastened within them. Some merely had their reins fastened to a wall fixture. Others had strange pipes assailing them. The tubes breached custom fittings in their uniforms and these ponies shuddered and stamped their feet as they were pleasured or punished. It was impossible to gauge from their frantic reactions as to which one was occurring to them. The tubes accessed loins, rears, breasts, and mouths. Were they feeding, providing enemas, squeezing, shocking, sucking, or providing power for inserted toys? Samantha was a little unnerved by such hi-tech accoutrements, but she also wanted to find out personally what such strange devices could do to a ponygirl.

	Samantha’s intimidated resistance was momentarily stalled when a woman cantered up at her side. The woman was tall and radiantly beautiful, with a slender mane of purple and black hair that dropped down her back like a mauve waterfall. She had lines of makeup around her eyes and dark lips that made her seem wickedly ferocious. A slender silver septum ring hung from her nose. She wore stockings beneath her knee-high boots and the feet of them formed into hooves much like Samantha’s. Her wrists and elbows were locked behind her back and a simple leather waist cincher with hoops at the side embraced her trim torso. Her bared breasts had rings through her large nipples and a set of reins had been attached to these so as to control her movements. A glance back along the slender moorings revealed an older man with a head of wispy white hair, a thick moustache, and dark sunglasses. He wore a plain black shirt, leather riding jodhpurs, and a mischievous smirk of amusement and satisfaction that was both wise and kind.

	The woman shook her chest and wiggled her breasts so that the clips swung from side-to-side. She gave a whinny of delectation and cast her head around before moving in and snuffling at Samantha’s side.

	Samantha’s respiration paused as she felt the soft breaths slip through the chinks in her oppressive uniform. The woman sniffed at her in true animal fashion even though she was unencumbered by bonds, bridle, or bit.

	“I think she likes her,” commented the man. “Maybe we should let them play together.”

	“Later, my friend. This pony needs to be put through her paces first,” replied Master Talon.

	“A novice?”

	“On loan from Lady Morgana.”

	“Enticing. Well, come on, Daemon. Let’s go. You can see the new pony later... if you’re good.”

	The reins gave some brief tugs that pulled gently at her salacious rings. Daemon refused to budge and with a delicate smile in the corners of her mouth, she began to shift from hoof-to-hoof, resisting her handler’s intentions.

	“Bad, Daemon. You’ll have a taste of the crop for this,” he said with a laugh then applied more force. The undeniable use of her nipples as the means to compel her to move swiftly defeated her rebellion, and with a swaggering step, she hurried after her Master.

	“Come on, pony,” said Master Talon.

	Samantha’s restricted gaze loitered on the departing form of Daemon and the rows of different human animals that filled each stall. With her attention focused on the strange and bizarre sights of the stable, she followed in Talon’s wake. The sight of so much stress and compelled obedience was awesomely arousing. Samantha wondered how many of the ponies were comprised of those that desperately sought such an existence and now revelled in it, and how many were those who were like her—submissive persons driven into it out of obedience. She also considered if any were of a darker fantasy. Were any of them those who might perhaps be genuine captives, who had no choice against the demands of bondage and cruel scourge? The allure of non-consensual fantasy was strong in her mind, but she pitied anyone who had it forced on them, especially if they had no predilection for such submission and ownership. However, the sudden lecherous fantasy of giving pleasure to a kidnapped and frightened slave so as to ease their plight and soothe their distress was a very agreeable one.

	“Looking for a stall, Talon?” asked a female voice from within a booth to their right.

	The woman was young, and although she was short, she had delicious feminine curves. Clad in dark trousers and tall heavy boots with a studded belt, she wore a tight vest top that revealed the hoops of nipple piercings beneath the fabric. She had short spiky hair that was immediately hidden as she wiped her brow and replaced her cowboy hat. The woman had a happy, joyous face, with lips that curled in the corners and eyes that sparkled.

	She held reins that attached to a tall male pony. Leather shorts were pinned beneath a brief corset with pink lacing down front and back and many rivets and rings on it. The rear of the waist-cinching garment also sported a tail.

	A chest harness embraced his torso and his arms were contained within a leather sheath, again with shocking pink lacing. He had leather kneepads and tall ornate boots with many buckles. His features were lost within a bridle and muzzle much like Samantha’s and his slender mane of black and pink hair ran through the weave and down his back to touch the plume of his tail.

	“Just for a moment,” he replied.

	“Here, take this one, I’m off with Fussbudjit here,” she said and gave a brief haul at the reins of her pony. He whinnied and stamped his feet as he straightened up.

	“I thought you weren’t attending?” he enquired as the pony was led out.

	“A little juggling of schedules, that’s all. You think I’d miss this event?”

	“Where’s your other slave? The girl?”

	“Up at the mansion, all nice and tied up tight to make her more frisky for tonight.”

	“I see. Well, it’s good to see you. Have fun,” offered Talon.

	“You too. Say hello to Morgana for me,” she called back as she made for the fields.

	“Will do.”

	Samantha was led into the empty stall and her reins were removed. A short length of chain was clipped to a wall ring above her head and its twin lengths snatched either side of her bit.

	“I’ll be back shortly, pony. Be good while I’m gone,” said Master Talon and applied a swift trio of swats to Samantha’s presented rear. Samantha barked with the sudden fearsome shocks of heat and danced from hoof-to-hoof as the throbbing of the weals started to abate. Talon’s footsteps left the stall, the gate was slid shut, and the bolt was thrown.

	Samantha pulled back so that the chains snapped taut. She yanked from side-to-side, testing the parameters of her uniform. It was all very secure and the more she resisted, the more excited and lost to the mind-set of being a pet she became. Each tug, each struggle, each curtailed attempt to break free proved again and again with undeniable clarity that she was utterly controlled and owned. She was helpless to the wants of Master Talon. Whatever he wished of her, he could extract it with ease.

	Writhing lasciviously within her bondage, she savoured its constriction and containment. With frustration and ebullience, she yearned to continue her exploration of this new role. Samantha listened to the sounds of her brethren in the other stalls—their whinnies and cries, their muted and muffled howls and screams of ecstasy or agony. Samantha pictured herself in some of the places she had spied upon her entry. She relocated her body to the booths where the pony was virtually entombed in leather and latex, where metal sockets at groin, rear and nipple allowed shivering tubing to attach and apply their effects. She tugged at her bonds and imagined that she had been picked up from the streets, bound against her will and told that she would ever more be a ponygirl.

	The bolt was thrown and the door to her small chamber was hauled aside to distract her from her rota of intricately woven fantasy. Master Talon appeared and attached a set of lunge reins to her bit. He curled the excess loops into his hand and removed the chains. Talon then removed the links that impeded her steps and set them aside.

	Talon took up a lunge whip in the other hand. The main body of the whip was a four-foot woven and rigid length. The next couple of feet were pliant and flexible before the weapon became a brief length of wiry cord.

	Bringing the cord back to the handle, he grabbed it to fold the weapon neatly into a long oval then pulled Samantha after him without word.

	Samantha was led out of the stable, onto the grass and into the sunlight. The warm radiance of the sun created a cosy glow on her skin and made her eyes flutter with dissipation. Samantha basked in the glorious sunshine and took in the lush green surroundings with all the intensity and gratitude of a child seeing such open countryside for the first time in their lives.

	Samantha was stopped and Master Talon paid out the woven length of rein until he was stood back from his charge. The whip then stretched out and slithered upon the grass.

	Stepping away, Samantha reached the limit of the reins and gave some deliberate pulls against them. Talon tightened his hold and flicked the whip. The cord gave a startlingly loud crack right by her feet. Samantha gave a short croak of fright and danced on her heels.

	“Come on, pony. Walk for me,” he commanded.

	The whip was deployed again and flicked to bring another loud snap by her feet. Talon was accomplished with the weapon and it was clear that he could easily apply it to her should she continue to resist. The signal of the whip cracks by her toes reminded her of cowboys shooting around a farmers feet and commanding them to dance. Samantha could imagine how horrendously it would sting should the whip actually flick its mordant tip to her skin, and so with hesitant steps, she started to obey.

	Shuffling forward, the snap of the whip continued to sound around her hooves, making her frightened but also making her timid steps bolder.

	“Head up, pony,” he ordered as another note of encouragement sounded dangerously close to her flank. The proximity had Samantha’s chin flick up and her eyes to meet the tops of the trees as she trusted his judgement and continued to walk forward.

	“Knees up,” he stated and she felt the solid portion of the whip tap her thighs.

	Even though it was an intimidating chore, Samantha began to lift her steps higher and higher. She was not watching her terrain and was frightened by having her arms bound behind her. If she stumbled or fell, she would have no way to cushion her collapse. Samantha focused her attention to her gait and her balance. The sheer level of trust she was being made to hand over was scary and yet extremely exhilarating.

	“Come on, pony. Get those knees up,” he ordered.

	The solid portion of the weapon briefly retreated to apply slaps against her rear then returned to hovering before her at the required height. Samantha concentrated even harder and lifted her steps until her thighs touched the whip.

	“Good, pony. That’s it. Keep that head up,” he warned.

	Samantha strained her head back against the limits of her collar. With her gaze locked firmly to the cloudless sapphire vault, she continued to march around in a circle and gnaw upon her bit. The whip came away and without its guidance her steps started to lower a little. The weapon returned as a sharp swipe across her rear then cracked venomously about her toes.

	“Up, pony,” ordered Talon and the disciplinary strut was restored to provide a more physical guideline.

	Several times, she had to relearn the lesson through repetition. The moment the whip departed she could not help but start to waver and have her stride become more subdued. The periods before correction started to lengthen and huffing into the hot interior of her muzzle she finally managed a long period of uninterrupted marching.

	“Whoa, pony, that’s enough for now,” he said and tapped her stomach with the whip.

	Samantha slowed to a halt and stood panting against her bit. Keeping her head up she felt a lovely haze of contentment. As a maid or slave, it was so much harder to please the whimsical fancies of a Master or Mistress, but as an owned pet, it was a much simpler feat. A maid would be expected to anticipate, then be punished for perhaps assuming too much. As a pony, all she had to do was walk with her head and knees up and she was congratulated. It was pre-eminently refreshing and rewarding.

	“Good girl,” soothed Talon as he curled up the reins and returned to her side. “You deserve a treat.”

	His hand stretched forward to caress her breasts and run up and down the demanding uniform. Samantha swayed with pleasure as she continued to keep her muzzle aimed skyward.

	Talon grabbed the end of her snout and brought it down a little. He dropped a grape in through one of the nostril holes and acting without thought, Samantha threw her head back and stretched her jaws as wide as she could. With a little difficulty she manoeuvred the sweet fruit, squashed it with her tongue, and devoured it. The wet morsel was a treasure beyond equal, a treat that was more succulent than anything else that might have graced her palate. Only the heady intoxicating tang of her owner’s kisses or loins were sweeter.

	Talon’s hand brushed back along her hair and she leaned down into the petting. The role was consuming her with gusto, taking command of her thoughts and actions as she surrendered intellect and gave in to a simpler pattern of instinct and response.

	“Come on, pony. You did well, so let’s see what else you can do,” said Talon and led her back toward the stable.

	By the entrance, Samantha spied a wiry gig. The single wide seat of leather was flanked by two large wheels and the vehicle reached forward with two slender arms of black steel. Talon drew her between the shafts and lifted them up so that they were level with her waist. Two small clips were used to catch the hoops at her side and thus she was affixed to the contraption with surprising ease.

	The lunge reins were exchanged for a set of slim leather traces. Talon wandered back and settled into the seat. A dressage whip then lashed forward and gave a gentle crack against her rear.

	“Come on, pony, giddy up,” he said with an air of tranquillity.

	Samantha paused and gained another searing clip of encouragement. With a resigned huff she leaned forward and started to walk. She expected a struggle to acquire momentum but the light vehicle suddenly followed her with almost no effort. A pull to one rein drew her head aside and steered her around and toward the open fields of grass.

	The whip assailed her buttocks and Talon flicked the reins.

	“Legs up, pony. Remember your lessons,” he warned.

	The grip of the gig to her waist was both steadying and hampering. It gave her a weak reassurance of not falling sideways, but even though it was light, the slight weight made it harder to get her knees to the required height. Samantha devoted herself to the task. Despite her best efforts, it took another few doses of effulgent discipline to get her back to the levels she had previously acquired.

	Once she had kept the required movement for some time, Talon added another soft swipe of the whip and gave another pull to her reins.

	“Keep that head up, pony.”

	Samantha immediately complied. She was finally confident enough with her steps that she could handle the added stress of not looking down and seeing where she was putting her hooves. With her wellbeing forcibly handed over to Talon, she continued to draw him around the broad paddock.

	She was a leather-clad ponygirl drawing her Master around on his sunny excursion in the country. Walking along with a proud and lofty gait, and her false nose high in the air, Samantha lost herself to her private devolved thrills.

	“Trot, pony,” he ordered and another swing clipped the peaks of her rear. The increased distress of the stroke snatched her new mentality and Samantha instantly accelerated. Driven by response and rein she started to jog forward. The gig trundled behind her as she drew Talon further and further from the stables at a swift rate. Samantha’s breath raced and the muscles of her legs began to grow hot as she fought the rigours of her uniform. Such exercise was alien to her and even though it was taxing, she was in heaven. It was enthralling to run at the end of a set of reins, with chastisement poised behind her to correct every little flaw.

	The reins steered her one way then another. She felt rivulets of sweat gather and run down her skin. Sweaty pearls stung her eyes as they ran down beneath the smothering animal countenance that was buckled so intractably to her true face.

	Flicks and brief tastes of the lash brought her to a run then to a pell-mell gallop. Her lungs were arctic cold, her skin felt clammy and her chest heaved with deep snatches of breath. Her heartbeats echoed around her head with throbbing rapid pulses. The wetness of her perspiration was now an all-enveloping layer that fell free with her charging steps. All she wanted to do was stop, but when she started to give in to fatigue the whip returned to apply severe consequences. The shocks of cursing pain pushed back the lethargy and had her redouble her efforts. The scorching touch of the whip eclipsed the distress of her exhaustion and made her choose the weariness rather than another lesson in obedience. Talon continued to ensure she stayed at her mad dash, using the whip with an increasingly heavy hand to ensure its effects defeated the increasing strain of her fatigue.

	The reins pulled back and made her release a whimper of strain.

	“Whoa there, pony,” he ordered.

	Talon flicked the traces and Samantha slowed her run to a trot, then to a walk, and then to a brief halt.

	“No, not yet, pony. Come on,” he said and added a gentle swing of the dressage whip across her rear to restore her to a phlegmatic walk.

	Gasping for breath, she was turned around and back toward the stable. Samantha was parched. Every swallow made it feel like her throat was made of sandpaper. Her body trembled from the rigours of the run, her sight wavered a little, and her mind was giddy. Her legs were weak and quivered beneath her, the muscles taking a long time to gather a semblance of stability. Even so, Talon was not yet of a disposition to grant her respite from the demands of her performance. The whip and reins were used as the instruments to get her knees up and to have her once more staring blankly at the sky. With her thoughts in disarray she could not revile the extreme treatment, only obey the simple sensations that ruled her actions. The whip added harsh exclamation points to Talon’s commands, and the reins steered her more effectively than her own thoughts, indeed, her own opinions and desires had been neatly removed from her field of influence and replaced by a simple series of tugs and swats.

	The vehicle was taken to one of the long outer walls and Talon brought her to a halt. Samantha sagged a little, almost succumbing to the temptation to drop to her knees.

	Talon left the seat and approached her side. Setting the whip aside he removed the clips at her flanks and drew her out of the grasping arms of the gig.

	Samantha was granted slack and she accepted the invitation. Settling down onto her knees she leaned over and stared at the grass. A steady rain of drips fell from her animal features onto the soft carpet of green. All she wanted to do was drop onto her side and go to sleep, to lounge in the warm afternoon sun and let her perspiration evaporate and her body and mind recover.

	All weariness fled like scattered clouds against a gale when a blast of cold water washed across her back. Samantha arched up and threw her head back with a cry of delight and shock.

	Master Talon gave a pleased chuckle at her vibrant response. Leaning against the stable wall he held the nozzle of the hose and continued to spray her with a chill and refreshing cascade. The cooling wash poured over her raised front, stripping away the fires of her racing introduction to being a cart pony. Samantha shook and draped herself backward even further. The waters flowed over her and started to sneak through her muzzle and straps to reach her face. Jerking forward, she leapt back up onto her feet and shook with delight as Talon continued to hose her down. She turned around under the stream and dipped her head down into it to soak her sweat-wetted hair. Jolting upright, she flung the sodden locks back and jiggled from hoof-to-hoof with excited merriment. She wiggled her hindquarters at Talon and he drenched them. The plexus of angry weals had their heat stolen away in an instant and Samantha tottered forward to reach the end of her reins as she continued to shake and cavort under the chill drenching.

	“Good pony, that’s it,” he commented then began to tow her in.

	With her wits revived, Samantha gave false struggles against his influence. Talon moved the hose in steady sweeps from left to right and panned it up and down her body. Samantha continued to resist and with a little more strength, Talon successfully reeled her in.

	Releasing the trigger, Talon stopped the flow and reached into his pouch. With a grin he produced a few more grapes and lifted his hand high.

	Samantha shuffled forward and strained upward to reach the tempting treats. One at a time he fed them through the holes at the end of her muzzle. Samantha threw them back and hungrily ate them. The waters and the grapes eased her stress and were greatly refreshing. The drought in her throat was banished and she was fed some more fruit.

	“Good, pony. You ran well today. In fact, you ran very well, considering that it was your first time. I’m most impressed,” he said and his hand joined in to reward her with strokes and gentle caresses. Samantha leaned up against him and luxuriated in the dutiful groping attention of her Master.

	“Come on, pony, let’s get you stabled for the night. I think you’ve been run enough for today,” he stated.

	Samantha was taken back around to the interior, her wet tail brushing her damp legs with every step. They passed Daemon and her Master again on the way and the two dominant males paused to exchange a few words.

	“How did you rate her?” asked Daemon’s owner.

	“Pretty good. You saw?” said Master Talon.

	“Little choice. Daemon here wouldn’t keep her eyes off her. She kept tripping over her own feet on the obstacle course because she wouldn’t pay attention to where they were supposed to be.”

	Samantha looked up and saw the myriad flushed stripes covering Daemon’s rear and thighs. She looked up higher and met the ravenous lustful stare of the ponygirl. Abashed by such an intense regard, Samantha darted her stare back down to the grass.

	“Maybe I’ll see how she handles that course tomorrow,” pondered Talon.

	“We’ve a few hours of sunlight left,” offered Daemon’s owner.

	“No, I don’t want to wear her out too much.”

	“So a little romp with Daemon’s out?”

	“Hmmmm,” said Talon, rubbing his chin.

	“Easy girl,” sternly stated Daemon’s Master and slammed his short crop across her rear before tugging on her nipple chains. Daemon was quivering with desire and only through another few slaps of the crop was she brought back to a more docile front. Talon suppressed his smile after having teased her for a long period.

	“Okay, just for a little while. But I’m keeping her as is. Tomorrow I’ll remove some of it so they can have some real frolics,” he said while unfastening Samantha’s reins.

	Daemon was freed of her nipple leashes and she gave Samantha a coy look before bolting off toward the trees. Samantha looked around to Talon to seek approval. She had spent so much of this day obeying his every command that it felt strange to have a little free will restored to her.

	“Off you go then, pony. You earned a little recreational galloping.”

	Samantha questioned whether her weary legs were up for more exercise but one look at Daemon’s luscious rear dancing away gave her new vigour. With a sudden sprint, she chased after the ponygirl.

	They ran around each other for a short time, assessing the body of the other. Samantha envied the girl her freedom, and although she was not sure, she could swear that Daemon was looking at Samantha’s bonds with an equal level of jealousy.

	Nervous as to how to proceed, Samantha stood still as Daemon closed in and again sniffed at her sides. The girl then nuzzled in closer and applied gentle kisses to the bared regions of her skin. A tongue ran up her side across leather and flesh.

	Daemon moved back and smiled broadly before skipping away. Intrigued, Samantha followed. It was so strange to be gaining such fulfilment without any actual physical contact. She felt carefree and wild despite her bondage. Running around with a blasé indifference to the world, the two women frolicked and played. On occasion, Daemon moved in to kiss and lap at Samantha, an action that she delighted in every time Daemon chose to do it. Sometimes she allowed Daemon to come in close and Samantha scraped her hooves into the grass and shook her head. Just as Daemon was about to reach her, she scampered away with speed, coercing Daemon into chasing her before allowing her the kisses she sought. Even though Daemon bore no bit, she did not speak one single word, only whinnied, snorted, and brayed.

	“Daemon! Here!” yelled her distant Master.

	Daemon stamped her hooves and gave a wonderfully contrary whinny.

	“Daemon!” he snapped. “Don’t make me put you in your punishment outfit again!”

	This mysterious threat had its desired effect and Daemon turned on her heels, gave one final licentious look to Samantha, then started to jog back to accept her reins. Samantha followed her at a more leisurely pace.

	Daemon was already being led back into her stall, gaining numerous swipes with the crop because of her disobedience when Samantha reached Master Talon.

	“Did you have fun, pony?” he asked.

	Samantha gave a snort and waggled happily as a response. Her dry tail flicked around her sides and she tensed against her tack to remind herself of its strictures.

	“Good, pony. Okay, let’s get you stabled for the night,” he said and started to tow her back toward the building.

	“But how shall we do it? What stall shall we have you in? There’s a few vacancies, all with varying degrees of bondage. I could just tether you in one and let you curl up on the straw, but a wanton pony like you probably needs a stall that’s a little more strict.”

	Talon opened a gate and revealed a basic metal frame with leather straps riveted to the polished silver surfaces. It was formed around a single upright pole that reached from floor to ceiling. It looked like some twisted blending of chair and crucifix. The contraption was bolted to the ground and the roof and looked very threatening in the late afternoon light.

	Samantha backed up a little and Talon stopped her from escaping by grabbing the reins close to her muzzle.

	“Don’t be afraid, pony. You’ll be okay,” he said reassuringly and took a moment to stroke her snout before drawing her in.

	Using her reins to hold her, he removed her tail then pulled her back into the engine. Talon unfastened her gloved arms from their post on her back. The leather snared limbs flopped weakly at her side, their long containment having stripped them of vitality. As Samantha stood and looked across the site of her constraint, Talon started to remove the sheaths.

	A plain and innocuous leather bag near to the site of her installation drew Samantha’s attention and she wondered what might lie within. Samantha pictured the devices she had come to expect, dread, and love from her time with Lady Morgana.

	Cool air washed over her bare arms and he drew her back into the steel limbs of the device. Talon lifted her arms out so that they ran along a horizontal steel bar then turned his attention to the application of the bonds. He tightened the wrist cuffs into place to keep her arms spread out then began to apply the others. The thick hide closed above and below each elbow then to her upper biceps. Her legs were drawn up and spread exceedingly wide, creating a disturbing sense of exposure and vulnerability. The splayed V of metal still supported her thighs then ran down her calves to the floor. Straps fell across her thighs, just below her knees, and to her ankles to ensure she could not defeat the splayed position.

	With her back against the upright steel pole, Talon slowly removed her corset and harness. The wet interior was taken off her torso and she breathed deeply as her flesh seemed to expand with the loss of the crushing corset. Her bared loins quivered with new hunger when they were finally set loose.

	Cross straps reached around her chest and hugged her to the pole. A set also ran along her inner thighs to draw them in. The slow cinching of her form made Samantha pant and sigh with rhapsody. After all the running and exertion of the day it was reassuring to surrender to the fond companionship of total bodily restraint. She started to give soft lustful hums as she was inexorably pulled into the steel.

	“So I take it that my pony is happy with tonight’s bedding?” said Talon with a light tone.

	He pulled the inner thigh straps a little tighter to lift her reply into a long purr of satisfied contentment.

	“I think another little treat is in order while we wait,” he said, and drew the bag over.

	Pulling the zip aside he reached in and kept the item that he retrieved out of her vision. Samantha pulled at her bonds and sought to discern what he intended. Her fears that pain was about to envelop her were groundless. The shivering hum of a magic wand reached her covered ears and the smooth plastic head of the cordless toy sent exquisite bliss through her pussy.

	Talon looked up into her eyes from his crouching position and smiled broadly. Samantha shook with the stern pleasure that spread through her sex and made her muscles clench and her tendons rise against her skin from her innate response.

	Talon slowly rocked the shuddering device against her, trailing against her exposed lips and focusing his primary attention on her clitoris. When he devoted the vibrations to the engorged morsel, croaking moans poured from her throat and her head pressed back into the upright pole. Her hands clenched into fists as orgasm rapidly started to well.

	Readying for the climactic culmination, Samantha’s breath grew more rapid and her eyes drifted closed.

	“Ah, dinner is served,” he said, and switched off the toy.

	Samantha’s eyes jerked wide and she yanked against the imprisoning straps, their pleasure now becoming an infuriating bane as they stopped her from finishing the task. She glared at Talon but he was looking elsewhere.

	Samantha followed his gaze to a smartly dressed maid. Her outfit was comprised of vinyl and fishnet and she carried a silver tray. Upon it lay what appeared to be an oversized baby bottle.

	Talon lifted himself back onto his feet and stretched before accepting the offered device.

	“Thank you. Now off you go,” he said.

	The maid bowed respectfully and turned to depart.

	“Wait,” he said, looking back to Samantha with a malicious smirk. “Come here and spread your legs for me.”

	The maid maintained a blank face and moved to put down the tray.

	“No, keep hold of that. I won’t be keeping you long.”

	The woman approached and set her legs apart. Talon moved over and balanced the whip on Samantha’s snout. After moving it one way then the other, he finally set it straight then paused to ensure stability.

	“Keep hold of this. If you let it fall... well, I’d advise against it, pony,” he warned.

	Moving back to the loitering maid, he activated the wand and reached up beneath the shimmering black layer of her poppy skirt. The woman stiffened and her lips formed into a sultry o of reply.

	“Thank you, Master,” she stammered.

	“That’s quite alright. Now keep that tray up,” he said as her arms started to wilt due to the fierce bliss crafted by the wand.

	Samantha shook and attacked her bondage with new vigour. Her snout wavered under the whip and she stared at the maid with a jealous rage. The whip started to tilt and she regrettably had to train her attention on keeping it balanced.

	The maid’s breathing became faster and faster then dropped into long deep gasps. Her chest rose and fell, her ample breasts making the PVC shimmer and stretch across her cleavage. Talon assailed her with the sweet delight for some prolonged moments then switched off the massager. The woman settled down and recovered her breath.

	“Okay, off you go,” he finally said.

	Almost with a sense of relief the maid wheeled and scurried away with the empty tray.

	“Cute maid,” commented Talon as he watched her depart. “Anyway, back to my pony.”

	Taking up the bottle, he approached her and removed the precariously supported whip.

	“Feeding time for ponies,” he said softly.

	Lifting up the bottle, Samantha was surprised to see that the end was no normal rubber teat but was formed like a pliant phallus. To feed she would have to diligently suck her nourishment from it.

	Talon unbuckled her muzzle and removed the leather snout. With the snout gone it was a simple matter to take the two steel rings and draw the bit from her lips.

	“Come on, pony, you need to eat if you’re to keep up your strength for tomorrow.”

	Samantha parted her jaws and accepted the phallus. Talon pushed it in then held it still as she locked her lips to it and began to suck. A warm slightly viscous fluid entered her mouth. She expected some sort of stomach churning fare and was surprised to find the sludge very tasty and highly palatable. She swallowed the small amount and instantly increased her rate as she found that it had been no delusion.

	“Wow, now that looks tasty,” he commented as she hauled at the replica cock with obsessive haste.

	Gulping the sustenance down, she watched the level in the bottle drain away until she was dragging the last of her meal out. Her oral attack grew more fanatic and she hauled to try and gain the last few stubborn droplets. Talon’s eyes were glittering with intrigue as he watched this final part of her performance.

	“Good pony,” said Talon and took the bottle from her lips.

	Samantha rolled her tongue around her mouth to spread the lingering residue and savour the overall taste.

	Talon removed the rest of her bridle then reached down. He arose with a ball gag that he presented to her mouth. Samantha willingly spread her jaws while looking up at him with adoration. The ball entered her maw and he pulled the straps back and around the rear of the pole. Tightening it into place, he brought the straps that were already riveted to the pole into play. One was pulled over her forehead and the other loosely embraced her throat.

	“There, all done for the night,” he stated. Talon patted her cheek and began to walk away.

	Samantha gave a despairing purl that stopped him in his tracks. Fearing that she had angered him, she winced as he turned slowly around. Instead of a scowl, he wore a covert grin.

	“So you still want to play, is that it, pony?”

	Samantha answered his question with another despairing whimper.

	“Okay then, just for a little bit, and only because you were so good today,” he said generously.

	Master Talon nestled down between her legs and ferreted in the case. There was a soft slurp noise then she felt him paying a jelly dildo into her rear. Samantha arched against the cross straps and thigh bonds as the cool lubricant-covered head opened her sphincter. The shock and slight pain of its entry gave way to ecstasy as it stormed into her tracts, riding into her until the head was pressing to her limits.

	Samantha’s howl of answer to the trespass filled the stall and shed all base for piercing treble when the wand returned to lounge against her clit. Talon drew back on the soft shaft and revealed the sedate ribs along its length. The device popped free of her anus then was crammed back in on a steady pitiless drive. The second entry was all the sweeter because her rear was more accommodating and her body was now charged with rhapsody from the quavering lash of the wand on her pussy.

	Words almost emerged onto her lips but she swallowed them and remained dedicated to her animal status. Besides, if she spoke, he might stop to punish her for breaking this taboo. Samantha had seen Daemon manage taciturnity with no impediment, so she should at least be able to keep quiet with a gag in her mouth.

	The dildo rode back into her and was churned around with some small circles of movement before it was deserted. The length started to slip out on its own weight then the wand fled as well.

	A previously unseen strap on the main strut was taken up and brought between her legs. The leather strip ended in a pincer clamp, and keeping it poised in one hand, Talon used his fingers to part the folds of her pussy and expose his target.

	Samantha quaked and fought her bonds with panic as she could predict what was coming. Her fight flew to rigid attention as the padded jaws locked to her sensitive and roused nugget.

	Talon moved the small adjuster ring toward the ends and tightened the excruciating pinch. Her holler jumped out and as she clenched, she pushed the dildo out into the belt that in turn caused the clamp to pull even more unbearably.

	“Now let’s see how you like that for awhile,” he commented.

	Sitting back he picked up a small crop and sat cross-legged before her. With capricious sadism, he watched her struggle and snort as he applied the odd swipe to her inner thighs or a skimming slap to her nipples. Every impact made her jolt and caused the dildo to press into the belt and escalate her woe. Only by relaxing her rear and leaning into the belt could she gather the escaped length back into her body and find meagre relief.

	“You vicious scoundrel,” came a delicious female voice.

	Samantha’s eyes stopped being clenched shut and flashed open. They jumped aside to see Lady Morgana in the gateway. She held a crop and the reins to a very tired looking Tobin.

	“Just having some fun with the new pony before leaving her for the night,” absently replied Talon. “How was your day?”

	“Fun. Yourself?” she answered as she looked over Samantha’s shuddering and angst-riddled physique.

	“Decent enough. But are you sure you didn’t lie to me?” asked Talon.

	“Pardon?”

	“Are you sure she’s a novice,” repeated Talon with a raised eyebrow and dubious look.

	“Impressed are you?” beamed Lady Morgana.

	“I suppose,” he said with a smile then absently removed the clamp.

	Samantha gave a wild throe of answer as the pincers released her and a sudden burst of feeling coursed through the trapped and stretched nodule. The sudden flexing of her body caused the dildo to thunder out and drop onto the straw. The speedy flight accentuated her responses and added sensuous glee. Quivering against her bondage, she almost found herself soliciting a return to the peaks of contrary predicament.

	“Are you finished for the day, then?” asked Morgana.

	“Just about. Shall we head off?”

	“Let me just install Tobin and I’ll be right with you,” she replied.

	Talon gathered up the shed articles and put them back in the leather case. Grabbing the weapons and the items of Samantha’s pony outfit that had been removed he went and stood by the gate.

	“Oh yeah, I almost forgot. Lady Erin sends greetings,” he said.

	“She’s here?”

	“With Fussbudjit and Lynn.”

	“It still amazes me how she pulled that off,” said Morgana with a respectful sigh.

	“She’s an expert, that’s for certain. Crafty, too.”

	Morgana pulled Tobin down onto his knees and used a chain and two padlocks to connect him to the central strut of Samantha’s bondage chair.

	“You two have fun tonight,” she said and with Master Talon at her side she left the chamber, pulled the gate shut, and threw the bolt.

	Tobin scampered forward and lifted his muzzle into Samantha’s pussy. Samantha gave a snort of pleasure and settled into her position with joyous relief.

	Working with devotion and skill, Tobin used his snout to play Samantha’s sex along the smooth leather surfaces. She imagined how her scent must be for him as it washed through the snout, and how cruelly aroused he was by this deed.

	Tobin was selfless in his attention and brought Samantha to a stern series of climaxes. She almost had to beg him to stop as he paused for a moment then continued again, taking her to scintillating peaks of pleasure several times.

	When she was panting and almost reduced to a faint he rubbed his snout against her legs then nestled between her spread feet. Ruled by the most potent contentment and feeling of safety and happiness, Samantha relaxed into her bonds and slid swiftly into slumber.

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	 

	Morgana had never seen Tom and Thumper in such a position. The two women were clearly not amused that she had handed them to Talon for restraint and use. Nevertheless, as much as they loathed their predicament they would still do it, and love it, because it was a humiliation that they suffered for Morgana’s gratification.

	Both of them had been fastened into latex straitjackets but the arms had not been folded around them as would usually be expected. Tom was suspended horizontally and face up by the large D ring anchors on the custom built garment. The rings held chains that reached up to the ceiling and held her aloft in a firm rubber cradle. Her bare legs were splayed exceptionally wide and elevated to a forty-five degree angle. The dense suspension cuffs stretched the limbs so tight that they could barely move. Her naked toes wiggled in the air as the latex rippled with her struggles. Two straps ran around her inner thighs to leave her accessible while still serving to keep the jacket in place.

	Thumper had been turned face down and with the use of clips and straps, she had been attached to Tom’s underside. Her legs had been parted to an equal and opposite degree and attached via chain to distant rings in the floor. Hanging back to back at waist height, their arms reached back and around their partner before being secured with over-straps and more clips. Their mitten entrapped hands strained against the dense material and their hooded heads were also buckled together. Two mirrored eyepieces hid their wide-eyed, appalled stares, and their mouths were visibly stretched against the impermeable folds by a significant gag.

	Lady Morgana was sat to one side in a large comfortable chair. She was dressed in a vinyl leotard that had a zipped front with a laced section criss-crossing over it. Buckled suspenders were part of the garment and emerged from shoulder and hip to grab the hem of PVC stockings and matching opera gloves. One leg was cast over the arm of the seat to allow the tongue of a naked slave girl access to the covert zipper at her crotch.

	The girl had caught Morgana’s eye earlier in the day. She was very petite and exceptionally sweet of form and temperament. The moment Morgana had seen her, she had planned to station Tobin with Samantha and ensure she acquired the girl’s oral services for the evening. Later, she would take the slave back to her bed and ensure she was left with a few welts, aching limbs, and a strained tongue for her next day of servitude at the ranch.

	The mansion was a short distance from the ranch. It could not be seen through the trees and could only be accessed via a side road that branched off before the route to the ranch. The owner was a devoted friend and revelled in allowing his home and land to be populated by hordes of eager participants.

	His particular vice was voyeurism, and many covert cameras covered every location and corridor, allowing him to record the various scenes and sessions for his own private collection. The idea that at all times someone was sat in a secured vault of a room, avidly watching their every move never ceased to bring quivers of iniquitous relish to Morgana’s physique.

	“Now, who wants it first?” asked Master Talon.

	The naked form of the dominant male strode from the shadows then grabbed his own raging length. He stood between their collective legs and trailed his cock along their lips, teasing them with imminent penetration but refusing to deliver.

	Talon extended a hand and clicked his fingers. A maid emerged from the dark and reverently handed him a small plastic shaft with a tiny bushel of thin rubber strings spilling from one end. It looked like a fly swatter, except that its target was nothing so insignificant.

	Talon stepped back and pointed down with his extended hand. The maid swiftly obeyed the command and settled down on her knees before him. Taking hold of his bare thighs she sank her mouth deep onto his shaft and began a dilatory fellatio. The subtle noises from her maw testified to a tongue that was working far swifter and harder than the slow steady drives of her head.

	“Let’s warm up these anxious openings first, shall we?” he announced.

	Morgana stiffened as the girl’s tongue dove deep into her at the sound of the first bright slap of the weapon to Tom’s exposed pussy. Morgana dragged one gloved hand along the arm of the chair and reached forward to clutch the girl’s long red curls and rotate her face. She gently ground the slave into her loins so that the tongue could voyage even deeper.

	Tom gave a suppressed jolt then started to struggle as Talon leniently flogged her most vulnerable zone.

	“Oh, but we don’t want to be unfair, do we?” he mused and began to flick underhanded up into Thumper.

	Morgana watched with glee as the muscles of their legs jerked and their toes clawed impotently at the air. The sleeves shuddered with refractions of light as the two of them continued to fight to get free. They knew they were in for a ravishing and could do nothing to stop it. However, they also knew that their owner was watching and savouring the show. This alone would give them the compensation to find at least some shred of enjoyment in their bondage. Morgana chose to ignore that fact and pictured flowing tears beneath the hoods as each sobbed and wept for release, praying that their exclusive female sanctity not be violated. Their prayers for the dark goddess Morgana would go unanswered—their deity was orchestrating and delighting in their degradation.

	Talon started to alternate at random between the two women, depriving them of any hope of prediction. Sometimes they would receive a trio of swipes, then a pause, and another before a deluge and some more uneven gaps between the delicate but unbearable strokes.

	Talon removed the maid from his manhood and held her via a fist in the back of her hair. He pulled away and craned her head back to cause her mouth to drop open. He circled the tip of his glistening cock around her lips. Her tongue emerged and sought to continue to tickle him. He teased her for a short time then pulled back a little further to deprive her of access. Her tongue continued to wiggle in the air and her eyes remained closed as she yearned to devour him again.

	“Now, we have a little quandary here, don’t we? Two slaves, but only one hot, stiff cock to cram into one of them. Hmmm. But we do have this eager little oral slut right here. Eager and warmed up, with a most skilled tongue that I’m sure you little dykes would just loooove to feel on you. But who gets who? That’s the problem, isn’t it?”

	The two captives became maenads of frantic motion to try to draw the attention and favour of Talon, each desperately soliciting the tongue rather than the penis. Talon’s face was a personification of amusement and delight.

	The room rang with the rattle of chains and the dark creak of rubber as it contained the frenzied throes of a panicked and desperate woman. They had both resigned themselves to their lot and had prepared themselves to relish their subjugation, but now one of them had a chance to escape heterosexual use, and they each wanted it to be them.

	“What’s that?” he asked, lifting a hand to cup an ear and aim it toward their entombed faces. The hollers of Tom and Thumper became vaguely discernible even over their stern gags.

	“Is that Tom I hear? Is Tom speaking to me and asking for this sexy, salacious tongue? Or is it Thumper?”

	The signals through the rubber grew to levels that were even more acute than before.

	“Well, I guess that settles it, then,” he pronounced.

	Talon towed the girl even further away. She dropped her arms back to support her arched torso and accepted Talon’s unspoken command. Craning herself into a spectacular bow she launched her tongue up into Thumper.

	The bound woman immediately flashed to a rigid stance. Every toe stretched out as her abused loins felt the warm wet slide of the long and agile organ rolling into her. At the same time, Talon grabbed Tom’s hips, leaned in, and drove into her body. She was sodden with lust from the minor lambasting and just from the notion of acquiring the maid’s oral attention. The day of pony play had left them both sexually charged and the bondage and recent events had grabbed their libidos and raised them to intense levels.

	Tom’s cry could have been interpreted as agony and revulsion, but it was not. Despite all her wish to stay devoted to her singular sexual preference, the feel of a tumescent length diving into her had engineered exceptional bliss.

	Morgana could guess that Tom was imagining her true owner between her legs, driving into her with one of her larger strap-ons. In her mind, Talon had to have vanished and the concocted reality had replaced him to feed on the sensation with added zeal. The change in her motions showed that her fantasy was in full effect. Her belly quivered and groans seeped through her gag as Talon continued to thrust slowly into her. His hands rolled up and down her bare legs, assessing the firm muscles and silken skin of the woman as his cock plundered her most seldom reached regions.

	Talon leant a hand onto her belly and pressed down to feel the covert motion of his throbbing manhood as it travelled against Tom’s tracts. He pulled out and tickled her clit with his head, to swirl against her before sliding back in.

	Morgana could resist no longer and was brought to climax. Her legs stretched out and the pointed toes of her court shoes wiggled in the air. Her head lolled aside and her tongue slipped out of an agape maw. Only when she could take no more did she push the girl back.

	After a moment of recovery, she used her heel to poke at the slave, and with these goading shoves, she formed her like clay, turning her into a ball upon which she might rest her feet. Lifting her zipper over her heated crotch, Morgana crossed her thighs and basked in the warm afterglow of orgasm while returning her attention to the ongoing use of her other slaves.

	Talon’s arms grabbed Tom’s thighs with ferocity as he endured the rising climax. His face was a mask of strain, and beads of sweat hung on his brow like condensation. His teeth were bared and with a final series of drives his head jerked back. A bestial roar of passion thundered from his throat as his arms shot out and formed his fingers into animal claws that rapidly began to travel up and down Tom’s spasmodic legs.

	Morgana purred to herself as she watched his muscles ripple from the ferocity of orgasm. He was a stunning vision and Morgana started to entertain the notion of replacing Tom in that accursed pose. She projected the feel of having her legs spread wide and her body served up to his desire. More and more of late, she was succumbing to the temptation of trying a trial period as Talon’s possession.

	 


Chapter Fifteen

	 

	 

	Samantha was stirred from her deep and consuming sleep by the sudden opening of the gate. Her heavy eyelids fought to lift up and were momentarily confused when she saw only darkness. She had thought that she would be left in her stall until dawn.

	Glancing out of the corners of her eyes, she could see a male and female form. She assumed that Talon and Morgana had returned for a midnight snack of debauchery.

	A small overhead bulb was flicked on and dazzled the two slumbering ponies. Once they were able to squint and assess the new arrivals, they were startled to find out that they were not their owners. Rather it was a stranger, and someone that Samantha had only seen momentarily.

	The woman was a dark skinned vision of chiselled beauty. Tall and delicate of form, she had a cascade of jet locks. The tightly woven tentacles rained down around her features and hung along her back until they touched her waist. She wore leather thigh boots with a tall heel and a slight platform. White riding trousers followed her shapely legs and a tight white shirt clutched her body to reveal an entrancing cleavage. A close-fitting leather vest lay over it and was open down the front. The zipper of the riding trousers clearly reached all the way around from waistband to waistband and a studded belt encircled her trim body.

	Beside her was the muscular man that had thundered passed Samantha in a gig just after her arrival. He wore fitted leather trousers and knee-high boots. His robust torso was clad in a black shirt with a leather tie that matched his short gloves.

	“So these are Morgana’s slaves?” asked the woman.

	“Two of them. The other two are with her and Talon up at the mansion,” answered the male.

	“So they’re all nice and busy, huh?” whispered the woman with a libidinous grin and a fierce glint in her dark eyes.

	“Oh yes. You know Talon. Those two are in for a long night,” replied the male.

	Folding his dense arms before his chest, he regarded the slaves with an equal level of carnal hunger.

	“So that gives us some time to sample the delights of these two little animals.”

	“Indeed it does. Shall we, my love?” he said and turned his head so that the two might briefly kiss before moving apart and toward their chosen captive.

	Samantha watched with wild eyes as the two alluring forms started to avail themselves of bound human flesh. Her eyes could not give her the glut of information she required. She wanted to watch both shows at once, but knew she could only watch one or the other. Samantha frantically wanted to see Tobin used and yet she did not dare miss one tiny glimpse of her own ravishment.

	The male unfastened the front of his trousers and removed a hastily stiffening member. Samantha trembled when she saw him, but her worry was quickly lost as he reached forward and applied stern pinches to her nipples. Samantha quaked and croaked against her gag as he chuckled and rolled the teats. Additional squeezes escalated the distress and he continued the spiteful diversion for a few moments so as to continue the fuelling of his erection with her suffering.

	The excitement of being taken by strangers while she was bound and unable to defend herself abruptly began to take over Samantha. Exhilaration surged with the adrenaline and joined the endorphins set loose by the stern scrutiny of her bosom.

	Settling down onto his knees, he curled one hand around the pole above her head. He held to it for support as he grabbed his manhood and tested her loins. He found her slick with want and smiled with approval.

	Leaving his phallus resting against her, he took hold of her bound shoulders and with an upward pelvic shove, he raced into her. Samantha’s welcoming tracts spread upon him and coursed with vicious pleasure. The male then held his pose for a moment. His eyes drifted shut and his grin formed into a gasp as he felt her internal muscles clenching to him in fits. Squeezing and sending rolling waves of sensation up and down his shaft, Samantha quivered against her straps and gritted her jaws against the ball gag.

	The dominant stranger pulled back and repeated his slow thrust. The relentless plunge of him into her body made Samantha shake with strain. The rhapsody was indescribable. It was a mixture of the nefarious quality possessed by an illicit affair, of her slavery, her restraint, and especially her helplessness as he merely wandered into her stall and into her body without even needing to address her, let alone seek permission or consent.

	The male was patient and controlled. His slow ravishment never sped up. He moved with serpentine motions and savoured every drive and retreat, extending their bliss with his calm and unhurried nature. To spice Samantha’s pleasure he sometimes let go with one hand and delivered soft spanks across her assets. The slaps were stinging aphrodisiacs that had lines of her moisture running down his shaft and dripping from his testicles as Samantha’s lust became a crazed sexual power that utterly enchanted her.

	The dominant lowered and with a roll of his hips readied to lewdly spear her again. A glance over his shoulder showed Samantha what was happening to Tobin.

	The woman had pinned him to the floor and had straddled him. Her head was swaying to and fro, swinging her strands of hair around her body as she gasped and rode his cock. Her shins had curled back and hooked her boots into his thighs to spread his legs most wide. She attacked his shaft with tardy piston drives, her staid nature as unwavering as her partners.

	Tobin’s hooves rattled upon the floor as he convulsed beneath her. The clench and play of her strong inner tracts was clearly driving him insane with intolerable degrees of rapture. Samantha’s view was blocked as her partner rose up and his manhood again ruled her pussy.

	After an excruciating eternity of lust, Samantha felt her lover swelling within her. The male took his pleasure from her with a resolute rhythm that did not once change. His self-control and his stamina were astounding and unearthly.

	Samantha was straining with all her might against her confinement. The need to dance her loins upon him and acquire swift resolution was too demanding to deny, but he would not allow temptation or her wishes to spoil his fun. Samantha screamed against her gag, squealing and pleading for mercy as the pleasure he bestowed proved more sadistic than anything Mistress Carol could ever have conceived of.

	She felt liquid heat enter her body and Samantha’s climax was so potent that she feared she might have a coronary. Her keening screech made her throat vibrate and her voice become hoarse.

	He slowed even further and came to a halt. Samantha’s breaths were swift and random, an unpredictable mixture of gasps, sobs, pants, croaks, and cries that flowed out over the ball gag as her eyes rolled crazily. Spots flickered across her gaze and her insides felt like warmed treacle.

	The male waited for a moment as Samantha’s lunatic respiration grew a little more steady. His flight from her womb sorely tested Samantha’s bonds as her caterwaul of response was physically mimicked with a most forceful throe. The echo of her climax thundered around her pudenda, tightening nerves, muscles, and tendons in ferocious clenches before the wave started to ebb.

	Gasping for breath and steadying her racing pulse, Samantha listened to Tobin squealing in abject ecstasy beneath the laughing form of the dominatrix.

	The two of them arose and stood facing each other. Another impassive kiss was indulged and they looked to the partner of the opposite. Tobin and Samantha were quiescent wrecks, drained of energy, their bodies convulsing from residual flares of pleasure.

	“Trade you?” asked the woman.

	“Deal,” he confirmed and with a restored malevolent grin, they made for their leaden choice.

	Samantha’s eyes flared with regenerated passion. She was also appalled that she would miss the new show. She so wanted to see Tobin thrown over and have that sterling cock finding a home in his backside. The mere thought of such an event had her libido pounding with renewed lecherous desire. At that moment, a single image filled her mind’s eye as her physical vision drank in the form of the woman. Samantha thought of Tobin, his rear in the air as the man dove into it, his cock dripping with Samantha’s own juices to ease his ingress.

	Samantha entertained dreams of having her legs tied down nice and wide before Tobin so that his face could be thrust into her loins. She conjured the feel of each interruption of his tongue work as a stern plunge filled his anus and distracted him from pleasuring her. If she added the dominatrix across her own face, then she could well have found a fantasy that could readily be considered her heaven.

	With such thoughts firmly entrenched in her mind, Samantha watched the woman slowly peel off her thigh boots then strip away her shirt and trousers. Naked and curvaceous in front of Samantha, the female unfastened the gag and before Samantha could speak she clapped her hands to the steel and thrust her breasts into Samantha’s face.

	There was no need to issue a command and Samantha instantly accepted the nipples and suckled at them with loyal dedication. She tickled them with her tongue and dragged at them with rhythmic suction as the woman pressed them closer and used her assets to impede Samantha’s breath. Snorting against the warm skin, she almost climaxed when she heard a muted cry that was both startled and joyous issue from behind the woman. Tobin had accepted the male.

	The woman was not the only one who had wanted to see Tobin penetrated, and she also gave a visible shiver as she heard the answer to her partner’s insertion. The female grabbed the pole that reached up the ceiling and which held Samantha’s back and head in place. She swiftly placed her naked feet onto Samantha’s thighs and with an agile swing, she lifted her legs over Samantha’s shoulders and edged forward. Holding to the pole she arched up and pressed her loins onto Samantha’s mouth.

	Riven with desire, Samantha performed a frantic and deft cunnilingus. The tastes of Tobin’s seed and of the woman’s own wetness was a prodigious blend. With her mental play unfolding through her mind she dashed her tongue against the woman’s clit and poured its full width against the roused morsel.

	The woman quickly succumbed to orgasm and jiggled against Samantha’s features as she held to the pole and her bare soles caressed Samantha’s body.

	She backed off for a moment to calm down then extracted herself from the frame. When she was back on solid ground, she stepped aside to watch the culmination of the other scene. The sudden unveiling made Samantha’s eyes burn from raging prurience.

	Tobin was quaking beneath the brawny form that held his hips and continued to delve deep into him. Grunts of answer to each plunge were revealed as pleasure as he hooked his hooves and clutched to the man’s thighs. Once again, the man treated himself to a long orgasm, and Tobin’s whole frame seemed to petrify from feeling fluid heat entering his body.

	The male slowed and it appeared as though Tobin had been anaesthetised by the male’s semen. Tobin’s frame sagged, his hooves fell to the floor, and his breathing eased to a reedy crawl. A brief spasm ran through him when the man departed, then he remained slack amongst the straw. A vague shudder was all Tobin could manage as the man refastened his crotch straps. Another shudder came as he tightened them, squeezing Tobin’s stiff member into place.

	The woman began dressing herself and the male moved to restore Samantha’s gag. He took hold of her cheeks and squeezed her jaws apart.

	“Wait,” said the woman, and extended a hand.

	The male handed it to her and with a smirk, she drew it along her sex before handing it back to him. With uninhibited happiness he inserted the ball and buckled it firmly into place. Samantha rolled her tongue upon the solid orb to savour the flavour while watching the woman restore her attire.

	Together the couple picked the strands of straw from their bodies and checked each other’s appearances. They switched off the light, stepped out of the stall and closed the door, deserting the two slaves that they had so meticulously ravished without another word.

	 


Chapter Sixteen

	 

	 

	When Samantha was roused by daybreak, she had to briefly wonder whether or not the events that had occurred in the stall were real or a twisted dream. The sight of Tobin spread on the floor and exhausted suggested that it had been real, and the tang of female pussy on the ball gag confirmed it. Samantha curled her tongue around the orb to try to revive the flavour a little.

	For several hours, she listened to the sound of hostlers entering the various stalls and tending the human ponies therein. Grooms and owners started to appear and take their prepared steeds out onto the expansive ranch for another day of use.

	Samantha’s bondage grew more irritating as she caught sight of other slaves being sent out to serve their masters while she continued to languish in captivity and could do nothing.

	Tobin stirred and with a little difficulty, he managed to haul himself back onto his knees. He scuttled over, and once more rubbed his snout into Samantha. He bestowed a few torpid brushes with the upper length of the muzzle. After arousing Samantha with this token manipulation, he settled back.

	The bolt to the door was thrown and the portal slid aside. Standing in the doorway was Lady Morgana. She stepped in, glanced briefly to Samantha, then snapped reins to Tobin before leading him out.

	Through the open door, Samantha continued to watch the various castes of pony passing by. The vast selection was an intriguing sight and it was pleasing to see the bizarre, complex, or simple designs that the various owners had constructed for their colts, stallions, mares, and fillies.

	Master Talon walked boldly through the door and trailed a hand along her arms as he wandered behind her. He was dressed as before and held a long blue dressage whip and a matching set of reins in one hand.

	“Slept a little late there. Busy night. But now it’s time to get you back out in the paddock, pony.”

	Talon went to the wall and leant back. Twirling the whip in one hand, he looked to the gate. Samantha followed his eyes and watched as two young hostlers entered. Dressed in tight black riding trousers and polished boots with starched white shirts they held the full measure of her pony uniform.

	The two men began to reapply her outfit with celerity and rigour. The gag was removed and they restored her bit, bridle, and muzzle. The interior smelt fresh and had obviously been cleaned during the night. The youths then turned to the rest of her attire.

	Samantha groaned eagerly as she felt the soft suede interior and stern leather enclosing her like a comforting shell. They tightened the corset, then removed an arm each so they could force it into its sleeve. Samantha gave a few meek struggles to have them hold her more forcefully, an invitation they readily accepted.

	Her arms were pulled back and as they removed the cross strapping that held her to the upright pole, they locked the limbs behind her again. Suddenly she jerked against her bonds as two metallic probes were entered into her body. The cool lubricant had them glide in without effort and the hostlers suddenly tightened her crotch buckles to keep them in place.

	The men unfastened her legs and pulled her up onto her hooves. Holding her between them they reaffixed her tail and waited as Talon stepped forward and attached the reins.

	“Thank you, gentlemen. I believe I can take it from here,” he said.

	With a tug, he pulled Samantha after him and led her out toward the greenery. This time she was taken to the other side of the stable where several fenced areas held tracks and other items and considerations for pony display.

	When she reached her destination, she gave a gasp of shock. The area was replete with large rings and a number of brightly coloured beams set at various low heights. The obstacle course was not so much a shock as the fact that Tom and Thumper were both present as steeds for Morgana and Talon.

	Both of the women had an elegantly crafted saddle high on their backs. The engineered seat embraced them with heavy straps and allowed Morgana to sit comfortably upon Thumper. Her feet reached into stirrups that dangled from the pony’s hips and the raised back allowed her to recline with ease.

	Lady Morgana held a dressage whip in one hand and Tobin’s reins in the other.

	Talon proceeded to the spare mount and used her short reins to pull her down into a crouch. Slipping into the saddle, he flicked the leather traces and Tom arose with a slight strain of effort.

	“Come on, pony,” he said.

	With nudges to her flanks, Talon steered his steed toward the open gate and pulled Samantha behind him.

	The two dominants rode their strong slaves into the area and towed Tobin and Samantha with them. Together they reached over, removed the reins, then deployed their weapons to steer and control their charges.

	Samantha scampered forward as the whip clipped her rear and deposited a swell of fire. She barked against her bit and increased her jog as Talon pursued her.

	“Legs up, pony,” he warned and caught her again with the lengthy sceptre of chastisement.

	Samantha gave a startled cry and ground her teeth to the bit. She started to throw her knees up and continued to march around the course at speed. Talon followed her and corrected every failing of her stance with a swift and effulgent stroke. Samantha could see that Morgana was conducting the same exercise on Tobin, and the sounds of her own discipline joined his.

	“Now run, pony!” he commanded, and nudged his heels into his mount to speed her up.

	The whip reached out and started to wiggle. The end applied swift, stinging kisses to her rear and Samantha accelerated into a gallop. It was clear that Tom was far more athletic than Samantha was, with strength and stamina that allowed her to outpace her despite the burden of Talon on her back.

	“Now get ready to jump!” he ordered as the whip added a particularly venomous flick to her left flank.

	Samantha instinctively skipped away from the throbbing weal and found herself charging toward one of the horizontal beams. Her hooves pounded the grass as she tried to gain momentum then she jumped up into the air. She sailed over the minor obstacle as Tom was permitted to run passed it.

	Samantha landed and stumbled a little as her heels wobbled and her legs sagged. With a burst of effort, she tried to increase her rate before she pitched forward. She swayed and when the whip again crossed her buttocks she lurched upright and managed to require her balance.

	“Good pony. Now slow down. Walk,” he ordered.

	The end of the whip reached forward as Tom moved out in front of her. Threatening taps to her vulnerable breasts brought immediate compliance and Samantha eased to a walk. Her knees jumped up with each proud step and she began to calm her panting breaths.

	“Very good, pony. Now get ready, here we go again,” said Talon and the end of the whip retreated to take its poised position behind her.

	Samantha was goaded toward a queue of beams. She made the first with ease, and the second with a little more difficulty. She leapt over the third and staggered for a few steps. Pride in her status as a competent pony grabbed her ailing equilibrium and strength, and her thighs found new life. With a flurry of stern steps, she managed to stop her fall and prance forward into a balanced dash.

	“Excellent. Very well done, pony,” he announced.

	Talon had Samantha take on several more jumps that were nowhere near as challenging as the trio, and so she made them with ease. She feared that he might give her a final impossible feat to attempt, but she had impressed him with her performance and he knew that she reached her limits.

	With stinging taps to her assets he brought her to a walk then halted her. Tom strutted around her and Talon scrutinised her with the whip leant casually over one shoulder.

	Master Talon slid the handle of the whip into a slot in Tom’s attire and left it sticking up like an antenna. He then delved into his pouch and started to remove something. Samantha thought it might be some more grapes and she found herself salivating at the prospect of more treats. She was a little bemused when she saw a strange sort of remote control.

	“Now, I know you’re obedient, but can you still obey under duress?” he pondered. “Left leg up, pony.”

	Still wondering what was transpiring, Samantha did as she was told. Lifting her knee high, she held it there. She swayed for a moment as she sought to balance herself on one hoof, then just as she became stable she gave a startled wail. The two probes within her body suddenly released small charges of electricity. The nerves in her tracts obeyed the commands and started to clench in steady fits. Samantha wobbled on her heel as she felt the strange pleasurable sensations operating her sex and anus. Her stomach rippled and gave small spasms as she fought to endure the bizarre effects and keep her ordained stance.

	“Steady, pony,” warned Talon on a stern growl.

	Samantha’s elevated hoof started to wilt as she was stimulated. The bursts suddenly became a trio of stern jolts that made her body squeeze the metal intruders to almost painful degrees. Samantha released a squeal of anguish and hoisted the knee back up.

	“Good, pony. Now hold that for a moment.”

	Samantha screwed her eyes shut and fought to stay steady as creeping bliss continued to rage through her pussy and tighten her sphincter in succulent fits. It was astonishingly arousing. Her whole body was his to command. When the whip or bondage was not ruling her actions, he could use fiendish technology to take away even the most intimate control. With the push of a button he could replace her will and make use of her muscles. She felt so utterly abandoned to his whim and rule.

	“Okay, now the other one,” he demanded.

	The bursts paused and she was allowed to put the hoof down. As soon as she did so, the shocks returned with a greater frequency. The first shock made her leg shoot up and she lifted briefly onto tiptoe as the devices settled into a more delicate rate and strength.

	Samantha mewled as she continued to fight to defeat the effects of the pleasure. She wanted to just drop to her knees, thrust her hindquarters up, and bury her snout in the grass. The pleasure was overcoming her ability to stay upright and remain still.

	Her thigh started to heat as the muscles began to succumb to fatigue. The trembling limb lifted up higher as Talon gave her another of the shocking educational jolts.

	“Now jog on the spot, pony,” he ordered.

	Samantha started to strut on the spot. The probes slithered within her as they continued to blast her with steady delight. Her steps were even until Talon started to up the power of the infernal toys.

	Samantha whimpered and gave purls of dismay as the devices made her pussy and sphincter twitch and grab the toys with forceful stimulating bursts. She was almost swooning from the effects of this bodily control and it took all her might to try to keep focused on the actions at hand.

	Talon again upped the levels, and for the first time since her arrival on the ranch, Samantha felt words rising in her throat. She gnashed her teeth onto her bit and tried to keep from begging him to stop. The awful and delightful power of the toys continued to harass her with their singular and spectacular effects. Tears rolled down from her eyes and joined the sweat being conjured by her frozen gallop.

	“Legs up, pony,” he said, and added another couple of severe spikes of influence.

	“Okay, you can stop,” said Master Talon after having kept her going for a few minutes.

	Samantha dropped her hooves to the grass and clenched her knees together as the toys continued with their radical internal toil.

	“Stay still, pony. Chin up. Stand straight and stop slouching,” said Talon and again upped the venomous settings.

	Samantha was in torment. She thrust her chest out and lifted her head as she gasped and panted. The probes were churning her with ecstasy and she could do nothing to stop them. Standing erect, fighting to retain a proud and defiant stance, she started to mew and sob as she felt a most stern climax approaching. Her loins were wet with libidinous frenzy as she felt the pleasure tightening the rest of her body. It took all her resolve to stop herself from starting to double over, or to drop back and fling her legs wide, throw her belly into the air and ride the bliss with screeches of unabashed rhapsody.

	Testing her endurance to the full, Talon stopped during the final cataclysmic rise to release. Samantha froze and quivered as she was deserted in a storm of deprived relief. She was glad that she had been spared the ordeal of trying to stand still and precise while in the tornado of orgasm, but also she was hideously frustrated by the denial.

	Her pussy continued to clench to the probe, the flesh seeming to have grown used to the artificially inspired rhythmic contractions. Now that the voltage had stopped, it was continuing out of tutored habit. Such movements extended her pleasure and kept her loitering in a most maddening zone of pre-orgasmic tension.

	Talon took Tom’s reins and started to walk the pony around Samantha as she worked her way down from the sexual plateaus the probes had so readily delivered her to. His eyes were wide with voyeuristic cheer as he examined her sensual travail.

	Samantha gradually managed to recover some semblance of normal respiration and the ecstasy seeped away and let her stand up a little straighter. The straits of her ordeal had left her in a frazzled torpor.

	“Veeery good, pony,” he commented and reached out to pat her head. The pleasure of a well-earned compliment from having pleased him was superb compensation for denied orgasm. Talon leant over, stroked her head some more, then applied the reins.

	Morgana came galloping over with Tobin in tow. She pulled on Thumper’s reins and brought the woman to a halt.

	“All done?” she asked.

	“For now,” replied Talon.

	“How was she?”

	“Superb.”

	“Picnic time, then?”

	“Why not,” he answered then looked back and over her shoulder. “Now where’s that damn maid? She should be here by now.”

	“Why don’t you summon her,” said Morgana with a wicked smirk as she nodded toward the remote control.

	“You think it has the range?” he wondered, and turned the device over in his hand.

	“Only one way to find out,” offered Lady Morgana.

	Master Talon smiled and turned a small dial at the top. Samantha caught a glimpse and saw that each setting had a name. The furtive glimpse she caught failed to distinguish the others, but from familiarity, she detected her own.

	“Set it nice and high, Talon,” purred Morgana as she settled back and embraced herself with licentious contentment.

	Talon adjusted the settings then let his thumb drift over the activation tab. After a moment to savour his control, he pressed down and the two dominants looked out toward the stable to see if there would be results. Talon lifted it high and aimed it toward the barn to see if an unobstructed beam had a better chance of success.

	In just a few seconds, a diminutive woman in a vinyl maid’s outfit came charging from the interior. She held a hamper and she ran with a tremulous gait. Her thighs alternated between trying to keep apart and in clenching together during her sprint. Morgana and Talon laughed mischievously as they watched her scrambling forward, her long red curls bouncing and catching the sunlight. When she got closer, Samantha heard her whimpering and gasping.

	As she arrived, she set down the hamper and dropped to her knees. Talon released the button and the woman visibly sagged with relief.

	“Ah, there you are. We were wondering what happened to you, slave,” he said.

	“S... sorry... Master.”

	“That’s quite alright. Now bring the hamper, we’re going to take our picnic now.”

	The woman wiped a few beads of perspiration from her brow and arose with the hamper in hand. Talon and Morgana kicked their steeds into motion and drew their play ponies out of the gate and toward a larger expanse of vacant field. They crossed the field and wandered along the tree line until they stopped at a place that suited them.

	Overhanging branches created an area of hesitant shade where sunlight could still slip through a few chinks to warm the grass. They commanded the maid to set up and had their mounts lower.

	The woman opened the hamper, threw out a blanket, and started to prepare an array of snacks and drinks.

	Talon and Morgana drew their small herd of horses to a tree and tied their reins about some of the lower branches. After some brief strokes to reward their human equines, they returned to the picnic and sprawled out together to enjoy themselves. The maid remained on her knees to one side, handing them whatever they required with humble alacrity.

	The distance between Samantha and her owner was just enough so that her false ears made discerning their conversation almost impossible. The two dominants talked for an hour or two as the ponies stood in silence. They looked at each other and the area, taking in the sights as best they could. Samantha often found herself regarding the maid.

	Her petite form and innocent joyous face were a pleasure to simply study, like a pleasing work of art. Her subtle breasts were invitingly pressed beneath a layer of black PVC and the skirt that encompassed her body was stretched tight over shapely thighs. Her fishnet stockings entered low heeled court shoes and she sat with such alluring attention that Samantha found it hard to look anywhere else.

	Tobin bumped into her and gained her attention. She looked along his snout and met his eyes. He brushed up against her and after rubbing his muzzle against hers, he turned his eyes to the maid. With a sense of companionship and regaled by the view, they moved closer together. Both fantasised about the girl as they gently nestled against each other.

	A small trap pulled up and caught the distracted ponies by surprise. The vehicle was pulled by two luscious ponygirls in Lycra cat-suits. They had a dense array of leather strapping laid over the garment and the harness encompassed much of their physique. The outfits were embellished with numerous decorative pieces and each woman had a bright blue plume sprouting from the peak of her bridle. The rider was the owner of Daemon and he was apparently without his temperamental pony on this occasion.

	“Hey, Joseph,” said Morgana.

	“Where’s Daemon? I thought you wanted her to play with Samantha?” asked Talon.

	“She’s learning a lesson in obedience in one of the more rigorous stalls.”

	“The usual problem?” enquired Talon.

	“As always. I swear she does it deliberately.”

	“Is there any doubt?” he confirmed.

	“Well, if she was looking for a long session of discipline, she’s definitely got it,” Joseph happily reported.

	“Not stall eight?” asked Morgana with a sensuous tone.

	“Yep.”

	“Ooooh, she’s going to be sore tomorrow,” murmured Morgana as she stretched out across the blanket.

	The projected image of Daemon in the enigmatic punishment locale was connecting admirably with her sadistic favour. All four ponies at the tree suddenly had the fear that they might end up providing a very real image to replace the imagined one.

	“Tomorrow? Ha! Maybe the day after, or the day after that,” reported Joseph.

	“You’re a cruel one, Joseph,” said Talon with a chuckle.

	“Ah, she’ll think fondly of it once she’s recovered. Anyway, enough of that. I came over to ask if you wanted to join in the race.”

	“Race?” asked Morgana.

	“Kaleb and a few of the others are arranging a pony race.”

	“Riders?” enquired Talon.

	“No. A flat out run on that long straight course passed the track. We need a couple more ponies to fill out the last lanes.”

	“Are we going to be gambling?” asked Morgana.

	“Sure, if you’re ready to lose. Kaleb’s put Indra in the race,” reported Joseph.

	“No doubt that’s why he’s arranging it,” said Morgana, and turned to Talon as she continued. “He wants to thrash everyone else’s steed and fan that boisterous ego.”

	“So you’re not in?” asked Joseph with a vague air of disappointment.

	“I didn’t say that. Give us a few minutes and we’ll be along. It’ll give Kaleb more time to strut about and gloat,” announced Morgana.

	“See you there, then,” replied Joseph and whipped his ponies up into a swift gallop before he circled around and headed back toward the stables.

	 


Chapter Seventeen

	 

	 

	Samantha stood in a close metal stall. The row of booths stood at the starting line with automated gates ready to fly open and release the eager ponies. There were no illusions that she stood a chance of winning. Just so long as she did not come last, she was not that concerned where she finished.

	The reason for this resignation to defeat was obvious. Indra was a woman whose significant muscles were readily visible even through the tight cat-suit of latex that embraced her entire body. The leather and metal harness and bridle completely hid her features and bore numerous lightning bolt symbols. The other competitors were clad in less constrictive attire, and clearly, Kaleb wanted Indra’s victory to be even more impressive due to her smothering and highly oppressive attire. Every movement displayed the ranks of thick physical might, and it was immediately obvious that they were not the bloated muscles of a weight lifter, rather these were muscles crafted from extensive use and harsh demands. Indra’s muscles were tight, potent, and sleek, but the sheer extent of her training had generated massive arrays.

	All of the contestants had their arms fastened behind them in some form or another. Some had been back prayered, others had a single arm sheath, and some merely had their hands just clipped into position at the base of their spine. They all stood on hoofed boots and stared out along the long track and the lane that had been scheduled for them. At the far end was a stretched line of ribbon and along the fences were the owners, grooms, and hostlers. Standing ready to watch the race, they talked and commented on the various ponies while others placed bets.

	A horn on the side of the starting gate blared and Samantha leant forward in readiness. Tensing her body, she fixated on the finish line and started to take deep long breaths.

	The gates flashed open and the rank of human steeds dashed forward. Samantha’s long strides and pell-mell gait kept her amongst the forerunners, but soon her stamina was ebbing. Three girls started to pull ahead, then as they neared the end of the course, Indra exploded forward as a dart of incredible speed. She streaked passed and tore through the ribbon well ahead of everyone else.

	Undaunted, Samantha continued her run and kept her eyes forward. When she cleared the finish line, she slowed to a jog then a walk before finally stopping, unaware of where she had come in the race. She leaned over and panted for breath while her pulse stamped mightily in her veins.

	She became aware of some cheers and applause and stood up to see Talon approaching her. For a moment, she was tricked into thinking that it might have been for her, but it was immediately obvious that there had been others ahead of her.

	“Nice run, pony. Not bad. A respectable fourth. You just nipped past Charger at the post.”

	Attaching her reins, he pulled her aside and toward the stables. Samantha looked around and saw that bills were changing hands. It seemed that the real betting had been on positions two to five out of the twelve ponies involved in the contest. Placing wagers on Indra had been little challenge, and so everyone had concentrated on the more legitimate wagers.

	“Come on, let’s get you hosed down,” he stated.

	Samantha’s strut became more agile as she anticipated another glorious showering, and hopefully another period of stabling. The previous night had been an exquisite encounter with obliquity and she was looking forward to another.

	Talon poured the chill cascade over her hot body, stripping away her heat with shocking speed. She frolicked in the spray and shook herself from side-to-side as she revelled in the feeling. He switched off the hose and allowed her to shake free all excess droplets before taking her toward the entrance.

	Samantha was escorted to a different stall and the gate was drawn open to reveal a new location of bondage. There was a sturdy chain stretched between floor and ceiling. At waist height on this vertical strand of steel was a fat and very heavy collar of cast iron. The collar had a hinge on one side and a bolt on the other.

	Talon brought her over and forced her to fight the corset and bend at her waist. Opening the latch, he put her head in and closed the hoop. Unable to rise and unable to lower to the floor, Samantha stepped from hoof-to-hoof as she wondered what his intentions were.

	“Lady Morgana is calling your horsebox to take you back home. So I might not see you for a bit, pony. It’ll take a few minutes to arrive so I think we can have one quick farewell,” he stated as he unfastened her tail and tossed it aside.

	A riding crop swept around and crossed her rear on a heavy swing. Samantha wailed against her bit and tried to jerk up. The chain prevented her and the crop returned to fill her anus with its wrath. Samantha cried out and threw her rear from side-to-side, trying to escape the accursed weapon. Talon merely followed her attempted evasion and kept swiping into her cavorting rear.

	Samantha sought to throw herself to the floor but her knees would not reach. She tried to pull her arms free so she might undo the simple latch but the gloves remained firmly on her. Possessed by animal panic and response she squealed and thrashed as Talon gave her a most vigorous final taste of his sadism.

	Talon cast the crop aside and with shaking hands unfastened his trousers. Hauling free his engorged shaft, Talon grabbed her hips and opened her buckles. He yanked out the probes then fed himself into her humid womb.

	Samantha’s screech echoed through the stall as the pain and pleasure coursed through her. His hips slapped to her burning rear and she fought to get away. His hands held her in place and made her accept the ecstasy of being ravished in addition to the distress of having him clap to her scorching welts.

	Within moments he was clasping her bound arms and roaring with delight as he ejaculated. Talon took his fill of her body then lazily pulled himself free. Samantha was left gasping for air down her snout as her legs twitched and felt ready to fold beneath her. It had been a delectable and intense final chapter in her weekend with Master Talon, and if she had borne the strength and the ability to speak, she would have heaped gratitude on him without reservation. Two masters had used her, and the experiences had left her ravenous for more.

	She was in a daze and barely registered the actions when she was removed and escorted back into the horsebox. The travelling restraints were applied in full and she fell into a somnolent haze as the journey home began. The chains were like a cradle and the soothing sway of the vehicle soon brought her into a comforting nap.

	 


Chapter Eighteen

	 

	 

	The other slaves had been removed and finally Samantha was taken out of the horsebox. Once again, Tom and Thumper helped her out of the pony outfit and it felt strange to have her full body handed back to her. She almost missed the hooves, the arm bondage, the bit, the straps, and the head harness that ruled her and turned her into a female pony animal for the pleasure of her owner.

	Stripped naked, Samantha was taken to her room. Her head was then fed into the suspended box that hung from a chain. The padded rim closed about her throat and plunged her into darkness. She heard latches being locked then her hands were enclosed in dense leather cuffs. Rope was fed through the D rings, dragged outward to draw her arms apart, then pulled taut. The ropes were knotted to leave her stretched between head and wrists then fresh cuffs were added to her ankles. More coils took hold of the restraints and Samantha gave a worried cry as her legs were pulled apart into a wide split. She was left with the balls of her feet on the floor in an extremely uncomfortable position that she could not resist or affect in any way.

	“Sweet dreams, slave,” announced Lady Morgana.

	Samantha arched as she felt a vibrator trail its single plastic digit along her pussy.

	“Ooooh, Lady Morgana, oh! Yes!” she gasped.

	Quivering in her bonds, her hands clawed at the cuffs but she had no way of accessing the buckles. She hauled at the fetters and flexed her muscles against them, but it was useless. The vibrator continued to tease her clit for a short time, making her test the effectiveness of the bondage in full before Morgana wandered away.

	Samantha almost succumbed to the temptation to beg for a continuance, but then she heard the door slam shut and the lock being secured. She was here for Lady Morgana’s private amusement. Her owner could sate herself with visions of Samantha bound, spread, in stressed confinement, and unable to escape its rigours. Her possession would endure the position until she chose otherwise.

	It was not long before the pose was eclipsing her passion for such containment. She started to mumble to herself, to try to conjure fantasy and memory to soothe her. It swiftly proved futile.

	Samantha’s time in the box seemed to take forever. She rasped into the dark interior, her breath making it warm as she tried to relax or occasionally broke into a fit of attempted escape. When she heard the door open, the duration suddenly seemed more indistinct. It could have been hours or minutes for all she knew. Without sensory input, and with such boredom and strain she had swiftly lost all concept and track of time.

	The person did not close the door and also did nothing to aid her. Samantha gritted her teeth and her breathing hastened. With the promise of release so near she was finding the position even more irksome. She wanted out so badly but she was being toyed with, and denied her freedom.

	Finally, after an endless wait that had the words to solicit escape hanging on the very tip of her tongue, Samantha felt hands upon her body. The cuffs on her feet were removed and she awkwardly dragged them back under her for more support. The flesh ached and was tardy to respond.

	The restraints on her hands were taken off and her arms flopped to her side. She then felt the latches on the box being opened. The container parted and she squinted in the light while battling to stay upright, at least until she knew who it was that had set her free. Morgana might well put her back in if she showed weakness and collapsed.

	After a moment, she made out the pleasant face of Tobin. He was dressed solely in a leather jock, with locked leather cuffs on his extremities.

	Without even a pause, Samantha ducked in and kissed him. He was shy and reluctant but as she grabbed him around the body and traced her hands upon his bare skin, his libido quickly possessed him. Caution was disregarded and Tobin grabbed her breasts and appraised them with frantic passion.

	Samantha surged and pulled him down with her onto the floor. No words were exchanged between the two slaves. Their lust was controlling them, and sex was the only expression they needed.

	Samantha slid down and gobbled up his shaft. Tobin arched on the carpet as she plunged her head up and down, tickling his tip with her tongue as she did so. After just a few seconds she could hold off no longer and leapt up to straddle his rock hard manhood. Guiding him into her yearning tracts, she gripped him with rolling squeezes and started to bounce herself upon him. He leaned up, suckled upon her nipples, and made gooseflesh sweep across her body.

	“You evil slaves!” barked Lady Morgana.

	Samantha gave a yell of surprised alarm and threw herself aside. She rolled upon the floor and Tobin leapt up. Flipping over, the two of them stayed low and bowed their heads to the floor.

	Morgana was smothered in a tight leather cat-suit, with tall thigh boots and opera gloves that left only her face free of the polished hide.

	“We... I...” they stammered.

	“Silence!” roared Lady Morgana.

	The two slaves flinched and sank lower into the carpet. They had committed a serious offence and were no doubt going to be hideously punished for it.

	“Tom! Thumper!” she exclaimed, and started to walk to and fro before them, testing their ability to stay silent in the face of their imminent chastisement.

	The two women sprinted into the room and bowed to kiss Morgana’s toes. They were clad only in vinyl stockings and matching opera gloves with a set of high heeled court shoes locked onto their feet by an ankle strap.

	“Yes, Lady?” they asked in unison.

	“Take these two wretches to your correction room. Set them up and mete out the consequences of their wantonness.”

	“Yes, lady,” they both affirmed, their voices filled with open jubilation.

	“How much do you want them to take, Lady?” asked Thumper.

	“They don’t deserve to know. So you can go as hard and as fast as you want. You cease only when I decide to come and stop you,” pronounced Lady Morgana.

	“Oh thank you, Lady,” they gleefully stated, and again leant down to reverently kiss her toes.

	The women then marched forward and grabbed each of them. Hauled up onto their feet they were frog-marched down into the basement of the house and to a heavy door.

	A cluster of dull amber bulbs on a twisted iron chandelier was flicked into life. Inside, they found two heavy wooden tables with a set of stocks at either end. The walls were plain brick and a number of heavy floggers and whips were hung on a simple rack. The room was almost medieval in its ambience.

	Tom and Thumper dragged them each over to a table and started to force them into position. A slat was lifted up and Samantha’s head was pushed face first into the waiting groove. Her hands were each set in the adjacent slots and the slat was lowered and locked. The padded leather interior squeezed to her body, cushioning the effects, but it did not bode well for her fate. If there were such overt considerations to stop chafing it meant that she would be expected to spend a long time here, or to suffer terribly. Perhaps it was both.

	“Oh we’re going to enjoy this!” hissed Tom.

	She grabbed Samantha’s feet and started to haul them back toward the second pillory at the base of the table.

	“Tom, please!” moaned Samantha.

	She then cried out as the woman reached over, ducked her fingers expertly into Samantha’s crotch, and viscously pinched her clit.

	“Keep quiet!” she barked, then twisted the captive nugget.

	Samantha pursed her lips together and gurgled from the stress of staying mute.

	“Good, that’s better. Now, there’ll be plenty of time to yell and wail, Samantha, don’t you worry about that!” she growled and dropped the second slat to capture Samantha’s ankles.

	Tom walked up, patted Samantha’s rump, then with a giggle made for the rack of weapons.

	Each woman grabbed a heavy two-handed strut of carved wood with long wide strips of leather hanging from a studded tip. They moved into each other’s arms, tickled each other’s pussy with the foundation of the ribbons, and brazenly kissed.

	Taking up a stance beside each table, they started their work with vicious asperity. Their bared breasts bounced as their vinyl-clad arms hurled the floggers overhead and rained blows down on the entire canvas of the prisoner’s backs. The stinging slaps were distressing and their effects swiftly started to escalate as each stroke made their skin more sensitive to the next impact.

	The women gave occasional sardonic snickers as they panted with the exertion. Their bodies sparkled with jewels of sweat and their eyes glistened with sadistic joy.

	Samantha wanted to deny them her misery but soon the pain in her back, buttocks, and thighs was too intense. She hollered for mercy, but that only made the lesbian torturess even more wicked and heavy handed. Samantha’s cries reverberated around the room, she howled for mercy, she cursed the woman, and she sobbed and mewled, all to no avail. It was not long before Tobin was doing exactly the same.

	Tears flowed freely down Samantha’s face as she jerked and struggled to get free. Her jaws were stretched wide and her responses had become vague strings of syllables mixed with half words and unintelligible burbles. She swore that they were trying to end her life and she tried to tell them that, but Tom and Thumper did not care. They knew the demands of this room and were happy to ensure that they did not keep that awareness to themselves.

	“That will do,” announced Lady Morgana.

	The rain of strokes stopped and the grizzling slaves looked up through tear-filled eyes to see a blurry image of their owner. She stepped forward and stretched out her hands to cup their chins. They both nuzzled into her hand and sobbed for forgiveness. The garbled words made little coherent sense.

	Tom and Thumper stood like malicious demons to one side, their chests rising and falling with their hearty breaths. Their teeth were bared on cruel smiles and their skin shone with a glaze of sweat. They combed their fingers through the whips and glared with appreciation at the rosy sheets of skin they had painted.

	“One more for the road,” said Morgana.

	Samantha barely had time to register the words when the whip swung in, up and over and laid its angry tendrils to her rear. She hollered afresh then broke into a sobbing fit of recovery. The sense of purging was back. A judiciary exorcism, an alleviation of guilt through her suffering and she gratefully thanked the magistrate that had applied the sentence.

	“Sssh, calm down, my slaves,” said Morgana, soothing her captives as they freely wept with tears of masochistic ecstasy. “It’s over. You’ve paid your price. I hope you’ve learned your lesson.”

	They both fervently swore that they had.

	 


Epilogue

	 

	 

	That night Samantha again found herself bound against the bedpost. Tobin was next to her and at the head of the bed was each of Lady Morgana’s lesbian slaves. All of them were equally lost within oppressive amounts of overt restraint.

	All four of them watched with abiding and chastised lust as the woman who ruled them slithered into bed, dressed only in a thong. She stretched her nubile body out and paraded its allure before their hungry eyes.

	The punishment had stirred their algolagnic libidos. Tom and Thumper were piqued with prurient need from having flogged the other slaves, in having punished them for all the times that they had distracted Morgana from them.

	Tobin and Samantha were charged with masochistic fervour and adoration for the one that had engineered it. All four were churning with a lewd and ravenous hunger that they had no choice but to contain and fuel with the sight of the gorgeous dominatrix.

	Little sleep was gained by any of them as they watched the elegant form move in her sleep, stretch, and luxuriate in her absolute power over them. The relationship between all four of them was fluid and prone to flux and change at a moment’s notice. None of them knew what the future held, but that enigma made it all the more exciting and eagerly anticipated. There were outfits, positions, actions, and pleasures the likes of which they could not fathom waiting for each of them. Behind it all would be the guiding and even hand of Lady Morgana, or so they thought.
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