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DID YOU SEE NICK’S
PRICK BY THE POOL?

HA! HA! HA!  YES... YOU
SHOULD’VE SEEN HIS FACE!

HUMM... YEAH!  HE’S GOT
A REAL NICE DICKY...

WHAT WAS THAT?!!

I DON’T KNOW!!

Slasher

dofantasy.com

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

all characters are 18 years old or older
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NOW IVE GOT YA... YOU
TRESPASSING TARTS

WHAT? NOO!!

HEY!! AUOCH!

THIS TIME, SLUTS,  YOU
WON’T GET AWAY.

EEEEEEEEK! !

!!?

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE
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YOU’RE ON MY PROPERTY...

...AND OLD BARNY
 HUNTS ALL THE LIVING
THINGS THAT MARA-
UDER ON HIS LAND...

YEAH SURE...
YOU’RE LOVELY
PREY. LET’S SEE
WHAT WE’VE GOT
HERE...

HUM... THAT CUNT OF YOURS
SMELLS GOOD!  MAKES OLD
BARNY HARD AND READY!

NGGGG!!!

PLSSS...

NNNNN...
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I’M GOING TO HAVE SOME
FUN WITH YOU BITCHES...

...THERE’RE NO TV, NO PUBS AND
NO WHOREHOUSES ROUND HERE...

SEE THIS?

SO I HAVE NO CHOICE
BUT TO PLAY WITH YOU...

I WANNA SEE YOU BEGGING ME
WITH THOSE BIG PRETTY BLUE
EYES OF YOURS... YOU KNOW...
SHOWING RESPECT.

BEG  BITCH!!! ARGGGGGGH!!!

PLSSS...

NNNN...
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HMMM... YOUR BLOOD
IS SWEET. TASTES
GOOD I MUST SAY...

DON’T THINK I FORGOT ABOUT
YOU, BLONDE BITCH.  START
GETTING READY ‘CAUSE I’LL
BE WITH YOU SOON.

LOOK AT ME WHEN I’M
TALKING TO YOU, SLUT! I TELL YOU, I HATE

BLONDES.  SO BETTER
BE A GOOD GIRL, OK?

NGGGG!!!
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to be continued
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NOW LET’S MOVE IN
CLOSE, MY PRETTY!

I WONDER WHAT YOU
WOULD SAY IF I JUST...

...PIERCED YOUR LITTLE
CLIT FOR FUN, HUH?

DON’T WANT ME TO? WELL… HOW ABOUT
ME SHOVING THIS THING UP YOUR LITTLE
PINK CUNT?  WOULD YOU LIKE THAT?

WELL I JUST GOT THE RIGHT THING
FOR A HOT LITTLE SLUT LIKE YOU...

NO?  PERHAPS YOU WANT BIGGER,
FLESHIER THINGS IN THERE, DON’T YOU!

PLSSSS!!!

NGGGG!!!

NGHH!!!



ALL THE CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY ARE 18 YEARS OLD OR OLDER

Maternal Blackmail
Episode 4 IN THE FIRST EPISODE THE ARMY RAIDED THE DUPOND’S HOUSE IN THE EARLY HOURS OF THE

MORNING.  THEY ARRESTED THEM ALL – THE DUPONDS AND THEIR ADOLESCENT TWIN DAUGHTERS.
IN THE DETENTION CENTRE MRS DUPOND IS TAKEN TO THE GOVERNOR’S OFFICE.  SHE HAS NO
NEWS OF HER DAUGHTERS AND SHE IS PREPARED TO DO ANYTHING THAT WILL HELP THEM…

PAUL
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leave him alone, will you, you twisted
bastard!  it’s better to pick your nose
than pump your prick like you!

follow me, honey.  your
mom’s gonna teach you
a few basics...

don’t pick your nose at
the table, you filthy sod!

you’re eighteen, pablito.  time you had a girlfriend.
the neighbors are beginning to wonder about you...

wish i could, ma,  but i
just don’t have the knack...

...they say my feet smell and my breath smells
of garlic.  and they say i’m dumb too!

what about the twins,
honey?  do like them?

you bet your ass i do, ma! they’re number one
in my wank rank!  they always stick their
tits out to provoke me, especially miriam...

would you like to go out
with one of them, son?

they’re my dream fuck,  but they
wouldn’t go out with me, mom!



CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

what the fuck!  who...?

four identical boobs, lad... two
of them are yours, you choose!

they look the same stripped
off! which one is miriam, mom?

this is miriam....
hey you, slut, say
hello to my son!

c’mon girl, have
a look at your
new boyfriend

she’s all yours son,
have a good feel...

be nice to my son, girl  he’s got a
medical condition.  his dick aches!

now get some sleep, pablito.  mom’s
gonna get your girlfriend ready for
tomorrow.  it’s sunday, you’ll have
plenty of time to do your courting...

mmmmph!!

she doesn’t lick
my fingers, mom!
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arggh!

uuuugh!
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next day, pablito had difficulty concentrating on mass.  as soon as it was over,
he rushed down to the basement of the house that once belonged to the pascals...

hi kid... i didn’t sleep a
wink thinking about you...

you look gorgeous, love! mom did
a good job.  have you been waiting
for me all night like this?

i brought my ping-pong bat.
i’ll see if i can put some
spin on your big floppy tits...

do i make you
horny, love? you
are wet in there...

...yeah... you’re
wet everywhere

now let’s see how you
move when you’re horny

c’mon, girl
dance for me!

nnnnghh!!!

arggggghh!!!

plssss...
stp...ngnng



come here kid, it’s sunday and it’s a
good day for spending time together,
dancing.  we are lovers, remember...

no?!! you
goddamn
cockteaser!
i’ll teach
you to
treat me
nice!

 
20

02
 w

w
w

.d
o

fa
n

ta
sy

.c
o

m

now press your thigh against my dick,
lovingly... c’mon, press it i said!!!.

girls squeeze their boyfriends’ dicks
on sundays!  didn’t you know that?

guess not.  on
your knees, slut!!!

i’ll teach you a few
things myself!

nnnn!!!

nnnnghh!!!

plssss...
stp...nnng



meanwhile, in the mosquito marsh penal colony, the twins mother, mrs pascal, was the guest
of honor at a sunday’s party too. her host wasn’t too happy with her attitutude, either...

squeeze your fucking cunt,
will you, i can’t feel you!

wobble your tits, whore, shake
‘em up, i wanna see them move!

kiss me, you big slut, give me tongue,
gimme some spit, lick my gums...

you french shit, what’s wrong with
you?  didn’t your husband teach you
how to use your big cunt?

stop bitch? this is the sound fucking you
deserve. i’ll have to give you some lessons.
i’ll make you the dirtiest slut in this prison!

yes, sir, uuh yes
i try... i swear!

mmmmm!!!
i’m sorry sir...
uuuchhh...!

please sir, stop...
i beg you... i can’t
stand it anymore...
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a whip on your ass
will make you horny...
you whores all like
being roughed up!

i’ll start training your asshole.
a good whore comes in the ass
too,  or she tries to...

you’ll spend the night like this, with
a few sparks to keep you awake...

i’ll use you again
in the morning,..

and you’d better be more af-
fectionate, for your own sake...

arrrghh!!!

nnnnghh!!!
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the seller said you were quite a lady in
london... is it true my christian pet!

tie this bitch down,
good ‘n tight and with
her legs wide open!

excellent purchase, lady yasemin! a beautiful face, soft white
skin, wonderful tits…  you’ll have to let me borrow her!

get your filthy hands off my
slave, you dirty old man!  she
is here for my own pleasure…

ggnnn!

plsss....nnnggg...
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oh yes... i like to feel christian
breath on my ass hole...

i’ll buy the chick
when you get bored
of her, my lady!

uuugh!

uuuuaaagh!
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don’t you think so, my baby?
don’t stop breathing now!
here comes your dinner!

i don’t...uuh!...think so!...ooh!..
looks like...uuh!...she’ll be...
oh!..my favourite toy! yeah!

SLAVE CARAVAN
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of course, my lady!

pls...srr!
plsss...dnt!

help me stamp this bitch!
someone stole two of my pets
in the last party at omar’s!

see this white, creamy
flesh, negro?  it is
mine, all mine!

you can use it
any time, negro!

yeah i will, sir, i
like using whities!

SLAVE CARAVAN

it’s a pleasure to brand
these white as-ses sir!
here’s your i.d. card,
slave! ha ha ha

aaargggh!
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uuungh!

uuuugh!

uuh! can’t believe it! this
one is still a virgin!

they brought excellent
specimens to this auction,
british stock most of them

i heard there’s a german
batch coming for the next
one.  real white stuff!

look at that, you
bitch.  see how your
mistress is dripping!
you’ve done a good
job, slave...

ok slut, get up,
party’s over! it’s
time to go to
your new home...

mmmmmgh!
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mmmmph...

mmmmmgh!

say good morning to
your mistress, slaves.
let’s see now…  which
of you is going to
entertain your lady
this morning?  maybe
our new red-haired
english slut?

hope you slept well
bitch!  because....

...you’re gonna be looking for
water in the desert all day!

next morning in lady yasemin’s slave pen...

she’s a hot one this one,
ma’am. she’s bleeding in
the cunt,  the goddam
sonofabitch let herself
fall.  she’s gone down
all the way, skewered
herself right to the end!

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE
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you really have a
tight ass girl!

the slut is ready, my lady! hope
you find some water today!

you know what will happen if
you don’t girl, don’t you?

let’s go slave!
giddy up!

uuuugh!

don’t die, ok?  i
haven’t checked you
out yet! ha ha ha
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good morning, mr sladden, i hope you’ve enjoyed your breakfast.
you’re stepdaughter is ready and awaiting your pleasure

yes, thank you, i’ve
just finished here...

she is in a simple restraining glove,
as you requested. if you require
any help at all, please let us know

thank you, miss grogan. i’m sure
i can manage... as you know, i like
to do these things personally.

by Thorn
ROBIN HAS BEEN ABDUCTED BY A SLAVE

RING. THE KIDNAPPING WAS A COM-
MISSION JOB, AND THE CLIENT, TO

ROBIN’S HORROR, TURNED OUT TO BE

HER OWN STEP-FATHER.  IN THIS

CHAPTER ROBIN LEARNS THE REAL

MEANING OF WHAT BEING THE SEX

SLAVE OF AN AGEING PERVERT LIKE HER

STEP-FATHER REALLY MEANS....



oh god noooo!!!
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uncle harold... thank god you’re
here.... i’ve been kidnapped ...these
people are monsters they...

shut up you silly girl! i am quite aware of
your present predica-ment. you see, robin, it
was me who arranged it... i had you abduc-
ted, and from now on you will now address
me as daddy. something you always swore
you would never do, if i remember rightly.

you can’t... you!!! how could you? you
rotten bastard ...how could you do this to
me... i’m your stepdaughter for gods sake.

you were always a stuck up, little prude, robin, so now
i am personally, going to train you as my sex slave...

...you are going to perform every disgusting
act imaginable, and i am going to enjoy it,
as much as you are going to hate it,

don’t call me names, not if you
know what’s good for you, bitch.
you call me daddy!  and you’re
going to show your daddy some
respect.  so, lets have you down
on your knees, robin, time for you
to demonstrate a little subservience.

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE
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there, how do you like the feel of my
cock rubbing on your pretty face, robin?

now slave, let’s see you get
it in your mouth and suck it.

oh no... i... i can’t please
it’s filthy i can’t pleassse...

owww!!! don’t please
agggghhh stop... it
hurts... aaaggghhh

i will continue thrashing your fat backside,
until you ask to suck your daddy’s cock!

whaah agggh.. i can’t.... please
stop.... no... agggghhhhh oh god
please aaaggggh...... stop!!!

time for some encou-
ragement then i think.

alright... i  will do it.... i will
suck it....agggghhh.  i will
suck your cock,,, aggghhh...
oh god stop... please stop... i
want to suck your co....ock

i want to suck
my daddy’s cock!!!

good girl!

http://www.dofantasy.com/english/TOPUSA.htm


 
20

02
 w

w
w

.d
o

fa
n

ta
sy

.c
o

m

CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

now for your fist lesson in cock sucking. just use your tongue
for starters, that’s it...  lick all round the end... ahhh yes...
now stick your tongue in the slit and lick... that’s it... what a
delightful little cocksucker you are going to make, robin...

gggggghh!

take it in your mouth and suck it.  oooh
yes... keep using you tongue, lick the end as
you suck... ah lovely!!! that’s a good girl....

that’s it keep sucking...  ooh yes, lovely.
ooh... keep licking... aahhhh god, get ready for
a mouth full of your daddy’s sperm... make
sure you swallow every drop. aaahhhh yes,
ahhhh!!! in your mouth!  that’s it, drink
your daddy’s come.... aahhhhh!!

ahhh... not bad, you need more practice though, and i told you
to swallow it.  look at you!!! what a disgusting snivelling,
little pig!!!  what would you posh friends think of you now, eh?
stark naked, showing off you cunt, tits and arse., with your
old man’s sperm running down your chin.... lick it all up
and swallow it!!!  or you’ll have a taste my whip again.

aarggghh...

garggghh...
pleassseee...
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that’s it, lick it all up.  now i would
like to introduce you to another friend
of mine she is just through that door.

this is, alison. she kept me amused last night.  as
you see, she has had a taste of the whip. but i don’t
think i will whip her any more for the moment.

no, instead i will show you my
skills at body piercing. very painful
if inflicted on sensitive parts of the
body... her big tits for example.

aarggghh!!!

oh god nooo!

no!!!
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isn’t this fun? she can’t hear, see or even
scream.  all she can do is feel the pain of
the skewers in her flesh.  you have to push
them in slowly, make it really hurt.  this
is the sort of thing that happens to girls
who don’t do as their told... girls who
don’t swallow all their daddy’s sperm for
example... perhaps you would like me to use
the skewers on you, would you?  no...
perhaps not.  i don’t want to mark my
pretty new slave... not just yet anyway.

we’ll play another game then, let’s try a
little breath control, shall we. see how
long this slut can survive without air.

so easy, just pinch her nose.
now, how long will she live?
a minute, two, maybe three.

noo!!!... don’t, oh god,
you’re killing her

mmmm....!!!

that must be at least
a minute. just look
at the pore thing
struggling for air...

oh stop ...
please stop.

mm...m..
mm....mm...
mmmm..!!!

so, you want to save this bitch... ok, i’ll let her live,
but on one condition, you must do something for me.
i want a demonstration of your obedience as a sex
slave. you must bend over stick out
your backside and ask me to fuck
you up the arse. i want to hear you
begging for it... or then again, you
could always take her place.

ooohhh...no!!!
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hold those fat cheeks open wide for daddy, robin.  i want
to be able see your dirty little arsehole properly.  now,
my dear, let me hear you say it ... just as i have told you.

oh god!!! .... p...please daddy, please will you to fuck me
up the arse.  i beg you to stick your cock up right up
my arsehole and to give me a  good, hard buggering.

as you ask me so nicely, my dear
daughter, i will be only to happy to
oblige. although, i think, you are going
to find this a little uncomfortable.

get ready to be
ass-fucked, slave!!!

 
20

02
 w

w
w

.d
o

fa
n

ta
sy

.c
o

m

http://www.dofantasy.com/english/comics.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC01TortureBrothel.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC02BlackReprisal.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC03RomanCircus.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/comics.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC04SlaveGalley.htm
http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC05ChainedCargo.htm














REBOUND
Geoff Merrick.  Ilustrations TAW

Blonde, blue-eyed, 5’7", 110 lb. Leesa Mendaski, 36D-23-33: abducted by the parents
of the boy she «broke the heart of» five years before. This secretly sadistic couple keep her at
their bed and breakfast out by the lake, along with 5’3", 97lb., brown-eyed brunette Kerry
Sherman (34D-22-33), the daughter of a family renting suite 4A, who stumbled into their
clutches.
Now guess who just got back from college...

Day Five

Previous in Fansadox 16, 17, 18 & 19
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"Ta-da!" said Agnes Brannigan.
The sight took Andy Brannigan's breath away.  For a moment, the burly college student's eyes widened and his

mouth dropped.  There were his folks the male ex-nurse and the female ex-phys ed teacher standing on either side
of his old room's doorway.  But inside, sitting on a plain, harsh, wooden chair in the middle of his room, was
unmistakably Leesa Mendaski.

Unmistakable, because someone who hadn't obsessed on her for the past eighteen hundred and twenty-five days
might not have recognized her, despite her bright blue eyes and long, natural blonde hair.  They might not have
recognized her because at least a third of her face was obscured.  Everything beneath her nostrils were completely
covered and sealed.  They might not have recognized her
because the agonized, desperate expression on her face was so
different than her customary delight and joy.

And they might not have recognized her because of her
unusual outfit and the way it "fit" her.  Her head was back
because of the way her arms were wrenched back and down,
her hair knotted in the rubber coated wire and thin black rope
binding her elbows and wrists.  Her chest was thrust up for
the same reason.  Her legs were spread, with her ankles tied
back to the chair's side leg slats.

Her spectacular body twitched in a stunning, skin-tight,
black rubber/latex micromini dress, but her full, seemingly
inflated breasts practically hummed thrust out in space,
bunched between the deep v-cleavage of the punishing outfit.
On her legs and feet were matching, black, five-inch heals and
rubber/latex thigh highs, which set off her lustrous ivory skin
like nothing before.

"For you, Sonny," his mother went on, presenting the coming
home present like a game show gift.  "Just the way you like it."

It took only nano-seconds for Andy's amazed expression to
morph into a leering grin.  It was almost as if his daily fantasies
for the last sixty months had taken living shape right before
him.  His eyes went from her pleading face to her writhing
body to her jutting chest.  Her tits' undersides gleamed while
her nipples slowly dripped.

He glanced at his father.  "Lactaid?" His father nodded
slightly and the boy's eyes, flashing, returned to the captive
girl.  "Oh, man, oh man," he whispered, stepping forward.
The girl cringed as his free hand slid over her left breast as
naturally as if he were testing a supermarket cantaloupe.
"What's the matter, Leesa?" he asked huskily, slowly squeezing,
"Cat got your tongue?"

She tried to scream then to beg, plead, reason, explain, and
promise, but the packing, plug, and padding rendered it all
just so much steam.  "Too late for that now, baby," he seethed,
half massaging and half mauling her chest.  While feeling the
exceptional sensation, he glanced down between her legs.  Her
soft tuft seemed to glow.  "Stick her?" he asked flatly.

There was a telling pause before his mother replied.  "We
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got her ready for you, sonny."
"How long you have her?"
"A few days," his father admitted.  "But...!"
"No matter," he interrupted, making the girl cringe

as his hand spasmed.  The student looked around
quickly.  The beautiful young co-ed here, against her
will, for a few days?  They'd have had to keep her quiet
indeed.  His smile slowly widened.  "Stuck, maybe," he
mused, "but you sure couldn't have use the pie hole..."

He brought up his other hand while never pausing
in his kneading.  The girl's eyes widened in dread as
she saw the small medical bag he held.  "Didn't my folks
tell you what I'm studying?" he asked quietly.  Only
then did he leave her chest alone long enough to wrench
open the satchel.  He shoved the opening in her face.
"Dentistry." He then looked meaningfully at his father.
"Watch how it's done, old man."

The tube of seemingly luminescent blue gel came out
first.  Snapping on a rubber glove, he screwed a syringe-
like plastic needle onto its top, slipped it under the top
of her gag, and squeezed it across her mashed down
lips.  He then squeezed some onto his gloved fingers
and started rubbing it into her lovely neck.

His parents watched, practically feeling the way it
grew warm, then tingly, numbing her muscles.  They
could see it all in her eyes and her facial expression as
it quickly did its work.  "Anesthetic analgesic," the
student corroborated.  "Numbs the area while rendering
the patient somnolent." He grinned.  "The better to root
canal."

He slathered the stuff across her throat and jaw, then
carefully removed the glove and stepped back to join
his folks for the show.  Leesa's face showed surprise,
then her eyes began to grow smoky and her lips
drooped.  Then they widened as drool began to burble
up and over the top of her crushing gag.

"That's the cue," Andy said, moving forward to
unstrap, untie, and unbuckle the muzzle.  His father
joined him, and they marveled at the way it slipped
out and dropped off, swept by a veritable babbling
brook of liquid.  Agnes even saw a momentary look of
embarrassment cross Leesa's visage as the poor girl tried
to control her lower face.  She watched as the blonde
struggled desperately to talk or yell or cry for help, but
it was as if she had become a gorgeous slack-jawed
dipsomaniac.

"Hold her head," Andy said.  His father didn't have
to be told twice.  He grabbed her scalp and chin,
drinking in the soft, quivering beauty of her sweet,
slack, working lips, as his son wrenched a dentafrice
from his bag.  Everyone recognized it, even though they
didn't know what it was called.  It looked like a metal
version of a shark's jaws, and worked somewhat the
same.

Within moments, two pieces of metal were in the girl's
mouth, clamping over her teeth.  Then, with just a few
quick twists and turns, the dental student had pried
open Leesa's lips to their widest aperture and then some
millimeters more, until her jaw was the widest it had
ever been.

"Blue shit loosens the muscles, too," Andy said quietly
as the family members looked at each other with
anticipation.  "She'd be able to swallow a boa constrictor

now."
As they stood, the bound and newly gagged girl's

head raised and fell back, a tiny, frightened wail
beginning to emerge just before the father, mother, and
son moved in on her again.

Agnes Brannigan didn't even hear the first thump,
so intent was she on her husband and son's pleasure.
By that time, Tom was seated beneath the girl, her lax
legs on either side of him, his erection impaling her
moist crack.

He held her up by her voluminous breasts; the better
for her to take Andy's cock all the way into her pried-
open mouth.  The student had her head in his hands as
he thrust into her face over and over again, his log
coursing down her tongue and throat.

Her wrists were tied behind her and her ankles lashed
to the chair legs, but it hardly mattered.  The blue gel
had been spread on her thighs as well.  Tom almost
slapped it on her tits, too, but his son stopped him at
the last second.

"Oh no, dad," he said with a smile.  "We want her to
feel that, don't we?"

So the enchanting blonde sat, mouth and cunt fucked,
her chest mauled, as Andy's parents told him the tale
of her abduction and captivity.

"So her folks don't even know she's missing?" he
asked.

"Don't think so," Tom grunted, shoving himself up
into her again.  "That'll teach you to drop out, bitch."

"Oh no, dad," Andy cooed with pleasure.  "She's no
bitch.  She's a lovely, fresh, young girl." He looked down
at her flaxen, thick, silky hair, her bulging breasts, her
long, shapely legs, and the way her body filled the
rubber spandex.  "And that's what makes this all the
better," he concluded as he pushed his cock all the way
into her slavering mouth again.

This time the thunking noise from above caught
Agnes' attention.  At first she thought it might be a
visitor thumping on the wall for the owners' attention.
Maybe their call bell didn't work or the Brannigans
didn't hear it.  That wasn't impossible under the
circumstances.

But now that she was paying attention, she heard
that it wasn't coming from the guest rooms.  It was
coming from the attic...

The woman left without a word to her family.  She
didn't have to speak.  They were completely occupied.
In fact, on her way down the hall, she heard them
talking.

"That's right, pop," Andy was saying.  "Milk that
maid!"

"Well, I'll tell you boy," Tom was replaying, "you sure
taught your daddy a thing or two!"

Well, isn't that nice, the woman thought.  She was
doubly gratified that she heard virtually no noise
emerging that evidenced a captive, save for the distant
wet, sopping sounds of vaginal and oral sex.  Maybe a
gasp or two, but that may have been her imagination.

Instead, she concentrated on the thumping from
above.  It didn't concern her unduly, yet it was still
annoying.  The Sherman girl should have known better
by now.  What was the best she thought would happen?
At the very least, a visitor would alert the landlords,



and the landlords would investigate.  Then she knew what
her punishment would be.

Oh well, Agnes shrugged.  Desperation made for
recklessness.  The silly little girl wanted their attention?  She
would get their attention; just like the attention they had been
giving her from the moment she appeared in their doorway
in her t-shirt and cut-offs.  No doubt Andy would want the
blonde cunt all to himself in just a few minutes; then Tom
would have plenty of time to see what Kerry Sherman could
handle.

Agnes Brannigan opened the attic door.  For a split second,
she almost had a heart attack when her eyes took in what
was happening within.  But just a split second afterwards,
she relaxed, folded her arms across her chest, and leaned on
the attic doorway.

Kerry Sherman still hung from a rafter by her tied wrists.
The wide leather prod gag Agnes had glued and strapped to
her face was still in place.  The tight summer dress was still
barely hanging onto her great body by a single button.  The
five inch granny heels were still laced on her feet.

The only major difference was now Sheriff Jim was
gripping her tight, round rump with both hands and trying
to shove his cock all the way up inside her.  Agnes watched
as their squirming bodies bumped the uprights on either side.
That was what had been making the thunking sound.

Agnes glanced over at Trooper Wallace, who stood off to
the side, sipping a cup of coffee as the brunette moaned,
whinnied, grunted, and choked just barely dodging the
policeman's incursion.

"M'am," he said quietly without taking his eyes off the girl's
contortions.

"Trooper," Agnes replied.  "Been here long?"
He took another sip before answering.  "Nope.  Just got

here." The two watched for a few seconds longer as the sheriff
struggled to nail the young beauty while she managed to
slide, pull or twist her shining, sweating shape away from
his invasion.  "Her folks should've never shown us that photo
of her," he mused.  "Got us pretty hard pretty quick."

"How'd you know she was here?"
The trooper shrugged.  "Figured.  We couldn't see her, but

the scent of a sweet young thing was in the air.  No offense,
m'am, but that sure wasn't your perfume.  We were expecting
to sneak back and open up every box stashed here, but you
must've hung her back up after we left last time, huh?"

Agnes didn't answer, thinking it was obvious.  Instead,
she said: "No offense taken.  Pretty sharp." She stared at the
sheriff's machinations for a scant few seconds more.  "You
know, he's never going to nail her that way."

Trooper Wallace considered it.  "No?"
"Naw," Agnes said, shaking her head.  "You never

should've undone her legs.  You need some balast for that
kind of angle."

The trooper considered it for a few seconds more, then
stepped toward the sheriff.  "Just a second, Jim," he said
mildly, setting his coffee down on a box beside the suspended
girl.  Agnes admired the deft way he expertly corded the
girl's knees, then tied them wide to the book-ending uprights.

Kerry Sherman's deep, rich eyes widened in even greater
fear as her girlhood was now totally exposed to the two
officers.  Trooper Wallace merely circled her small, glorious
form before tapping the sheriff on the arm.  "Go take the rear,"
he advised.  "Let me show you how it's done."

Agnes was concerned that the sheriff might take exception
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Her arms were wrenched behind her and tied high up
her back, her delicate fingers cramped uselessly
between his chest and her shoulder blades.  Her
effulgent blonde hair was in two pigtails on either side
of her fine head, and her mouth was now pried to its
widest aperture by a cunning combination of a prod
and ball gag.

The ball section clamped her teeth and glued her lips
to it, while the prod filled her mouth and held down
her tongue.  His body served as the rest of her bondage;
his cock plugging her from behind, his body heavy on
hers, and his hands filled with her chest.  He yanked
one hand free now, moving the palm to her lower face.
Then the other tightened around her throat.

"Ssssh," he hissed in her ear.  They both stared out
between the bed's headboard slats him with a leer and
her with despondency — to a small window that looked
down onto the yard.  There, Trooper Wallace and Sheriff
Jim stood next to their patrol car, talking to the
Shermans.

As the trooper explained things, the sheriff looked
up.  His eyes locked with Andy's, whose face was just
visible over the window ledge.  The student smiled and
waved.  The sheriff returned his attention to the
discussion.

"I read," the Sherman woman said shakily, "that if a
missing person isn't found within 48 hours..."

"Now, don't torture yourself," her husband
interrupted.  "I know these men will do everything they
can."

"Yes, sir," Sheriff Jim assured them, resting his hand
on their patrol car trunk.

Inside, for the hundredth time, Kerry Sherman tried
to scream.  She tried to kick.  She tried to thump her
head against the side of the enclosure.  She even tried
to scratch.  But they had been too smart for her.

She wore a lace-up merry-widow corset with whale
boning.  On her lower legs was a single lace-up boot,

to that, but to her relief, the man merely smiled and
slipped behind the petrified girl.  His right hand
immediately found her smooth, warm hip, while his
left circled over her gagged mouth, drawing her head
inexorably back.  Trooper Wallace nonchalantly picked
up his coffee with his right hand while unzipping his
pants with his left.

Agnes watched in silent amazement as the sheriff's
cock crown found the Sherman girl's ass crack and the
trooper's hard-on stabbed between the girl's vaginal lips
like a tonfa sliding into a scabbard.  The girl's scream
was cut off by a yank of her head as the trooper's left
hand found her right breast.

Agnes saw the way her leg and arm muscles bunched,
trying to close her limbs or pull herself away, but the
trooper's approach was ruthlessly efficient.  They had
her sandwiched, her lovely back against the sheriff's
front.  That had her spiked from both the front and the
back.  And whatever her exhausted sinew could do was
countered by the sheriff's pulls on her face.

For a few moments, it looked like an animated
sculpture; the trooper unerringly stabbing into her
crotch again and again, while kneading her full, round,
lactaid-heightened breast, as the sheriff slithered up her
ass like a python.  The noises in the attic went from a
thunking to a groaning, grunting, flesh-on-flesh
moistened shlurping.

Agnes was spellbound by it all for who-knows-how-
long.  Finally she snapped out of it when a shard of
memory flashed the image of a blonde with her mouth
pried open into her mind's eye.  "Well," she said huskily
in the confines of the attic, "the poor thing is obviously
in good hands.  I'll just leave you boys to it."

Much to her amazement, and even delight, she heard
Kerry try to cry out as she was closing the door behind
her.  "Nnnnnnnnnnuhhh!" came the sound.  " Ple...!"
But then the sound-proof portal was shut and Agnes
took a moment to take it all in.  What did the fool think
was going to happen?  Her
initial captors and assaulters
were going to "rescue" her
from her "rescuers"?

"Silly girl," Agnes thought,
shaking her head.  And then
she headed back down to see
how the love of her son's life
was faring.

The night was short, and the
morning came quickly.
"Don't worry," Andy
Brannigan heard Sheriff Jim
say, "We'll locate her..."

"Shush," he told the bound
bundle beneath him,
squeezing her tits tightly.  "I
want to hear this."

He was laying atop Leesa
on his bed, where she had
been all night.  Now she was
face down, her ankles tied to
her thighs, her feet pinioned
in pink, six-inch high heels.
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which imprisoned everything from her shins to her toes.
It was then strapped to a bolt in the padded
compartment.  Her legs were bent double and strapped.
Her body was bent double and strapped.

Likewise her arms were encased behind her in a
brutally laced single glove, also tightly strapped to the
padded floor.  She was blindfolded by some sort of
rubber latex which adhered to her eyes like thick paint
actually outlining her closed lids as if she were a
sculpture.  And the gag; the gag was four-fold: stuffing
her mouth and cheeks, padding her lips, sealing her
jaw, and clamping around her throat so she could only
get enough air for breath.

Her beautiful, thick, brown hair fanned back around
the subjugation, creating the final restraint.  It was
tightly tied to yet another three bolts in the cushioned
trunk floor, holding her head down firmly.  She could
hardly breathe, let alone speak; but she tried.  Oh, how
she tried!  In here, she tried to shriek.  I'm in here!

"You can count on it," Sheriff Jim finished telling her
parents, not three feet away.  "We will do everything
we can.  And more..."

Upstairs, Andy came into Leesa for the fifth time since
he got home, tightening his grip on her mouth and
throat so her long, agonizing moan of anguish wouldn't
reach the window.  He had
taken her on the floor after
his father had finished, his
old man's cock in her
mouth.  By then the blue gel
was wearing off, so they
took turns stuffing her
mouth before sealing it with
black tape.

That got him so hard he
did her again, doggy style.
Only then did he ask to be
alone.  After his folks
reluctantly left, he dragged
her under the bed where he
fondled and molested her
for hours.  Then, dragging
her to the closet, he taped
her legs to themselves,
separately, so he could force
her to sit on his erection as
he bounced her on his
haunches by her tits.

Finally it was bed time.
What was left of the dress
came off, as did the shoes.
Then, under the covers, he
wired her big toes wide to
the baseboard, cinched her
elbows, and propped
pillows under her back for
a fevered, frenzied, frenetic
fucking which left her
comatose.  In the still of the
night, as his father made his
good-byes to the Sherman
girl, Andy changed his
"date's" gag, and prepared

for the new day.
Only when he had been able to spurt the last drop of

"sixth-time" jism into her did he collapse down to
murmur in her ear.  "Oh, baby, isn't this wonderful?
Only one thing could make it perfect..." And then he
started to whisper.

Leesa's big blue eyes widened and widened.  Her
body began to tremble, then shudder, then shake.  She
started to thrash and try to scream so desperately that
he had to clamp a drug-soaked pad over her face that
his father had left on the bedside table.  He held it there
until she started to still, leaving her there to sob softly
as he called his folks up to make ready.

As the preparations started, a car sped out of town
along the same road where Kerry Sherman had
supposedly walked into town.

"Isn't that the Sherman car?" Sheriff Jim asked,
watching from the town's favorite speed trap spot.

"Yep," said Trooper Wallace from behind the wheel.
They both stared as the Sherman woman looked out

her window and saw them.  She stared at them.  They
stared back until the car disappeared in a cloud of road
dust.

"I'm fairly certain they're exceeding the speed limit,"
said the sheriff.
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"Yep," said the trooper.  "I reckon."
"I wonder," said the sheriff.  "Should we stop ‘em?

Just for their own safety?"
Trooper Wallace seemed to consider it.  "Naw," he

finally decided.  "Let ‘em go this time.  Especially after
all they've been through."

At that moment Kerry Sherman's hands clutched his
shirt front.

"Now, there, there," he soothed, carefully pulling her
fingers from the cloth and forcing her arms back down
to the side of her back.  Once again he marveled at the
smoothness of her flesh and her youthful shape.  Once
again he was impressed by the strength of her struggle.
Once again he appreciated the power of his handcuffs.
Once again he exulted in the tight moisture of her cunt.

He was forcing her to sit on his erection.  But her body
was pulled down to the side and Sheriff Jim, in the
passenger seat, had her lustrous, full, thick mane in his
hands, forcing her to give him head, thanks to a dental
device Andy Brannigan was kind
enough to loan them.  Her big
toes were wired, wide, to the seat
slats

The girl gurgled and choked
and drooled and jerked between
them; all under the dashboard
ledge, out of sight of any passer-
by.

"That's right," the sheriff cooed.
"That's good.  You just keep
sucking and licking, babe, and
you might get off with good
behavior."

"Cell ready?" Trooper Wallace
asked breathlessly as he lowered
her haunches onto his shaft again.

"You bet," the sheriff grunted.
"In back.  All the restraints in
place."

"Good," Wallace sighed,
holding her clawing hands down
low as he bounced her on him intently.  "I'll want to
have plenty of time with this one when things slow
down."

The sheriff gasped manfully at a particular good shift
of his cock into her cheek.  "Why not take all day with
her now?" Jim managed to get out as he firmly kept her
head from lurching back up.

"Can't," Wallace grunted, suddenly grabbing her hip
bones and thrusting like mad.  "Got to answer a call.
The Mendaskis just reported their daughter missing."

Sheriff Jim came in Kerry Sherman's mouth.  He then
held her down until Trooper Wallace finished.  Then
the straps came out again.  She was back in the trunk,
desperately gulping cum, by the time they pulled up to
the Mendaski house.

At the same moment, Andy was standing the missing
girl in his parents' rustic living room.  His mother was
mockingly faking weeping to the side, while his father
stood before them with an open book.  Leesa stared in
disbelief, overwhelmed by what was happening to her.
She wanted to howl, she wanted to run, she wanted to

collapse, but she couldn't do any of it.
Her hair was the most beautiful it had ever been —

cascading down her back.  Tiny flowers were wedged
in it.  Around her throat was a stiff white collar attached
to a lower-face-clamping pear-gag buckled beneath her
mane.  A ring was in the center of the collar's front.  A
white strap attached to it went down through her
cleavage and attached to other straps which ran along
the underside of her breasts, serving as a bra to her
naked, heaving chest her nipples tightly tied with wire-
enhanced ribbons.

A white whale-boned corset crushed her waist.  A
white strap affixed her elbows behind her while
cunningly sewn white gloves affixed her hands in front
of her navel.  The glove fingers were likewise sewn
together so she was forced to clutch a small bouquet of
white roses.  A silken white train flowed from her hips
behind her.  An impossibly tight, white, open crotch,
ankle length, skirt adhered to her long and shapely

lower limbs.  White high heel boots took it from there.
"Now," Tom Flannigan was saying.  "do you take this

girl in health, for better, for richer, as long as she's a
good fuck?"

"I do," said his son, as tears streamed out of the girl's
bright blue eyes.

"That's fine," said the man.  "I now pronounce you
defiler and bondage bride..."

The dental student took a long look at the incredibly
pretty blonde helpless beside him.  "I love happy
endings, don't you Leesa?"  he cooed.  "Now, as for this
ring; what do you think?  Nose, nipple, or...?"

His eyes lowered meaningfully as the girl of his
dreams fell back in his arms, wailing to the ceiling.

The ex-nurse and phys ed teacher stood back and
watched as the two rolled around the floor, the "bride"
getting the worst of it.

"I always cry at weddings," said Agnes. 

 
20

02
 w

w
w

.d
o

fa
n

ta
sy

.c
o

m

To be continued



 
20

02
 w

w
w

.d
o

fa
n

ta
sy

.c
o

m

uuuuhh...uuuuuhhh...

do not fuck with me, kasim!  you
know how i dislike surprise guests!!
this better be worth my trouble!

trust me, my friend, this customer
is worth spending time!  he is
willing to pay handsomely for, eh,
special v.i.p. treatment, you see?

let’s go bitch, you’re gonna
get sold tonight. takashi, ta-
ke the bitches to the showers!!

then bring the client!  we will show
him the finest merchandise tonight!
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get in there, you filthy bitches!!
your new master will want your
little pussies clean and tasty!!

mmm… yes, master sato!
very nice pretty girls! we
clean ‘em up real good!!!

you have 20 minutes, lu!

yes master! my girls
have them ready for
big deal, very quick!

uuhhh!! nooooo!!

oww!! stop!!
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take special care with the blonde
bitch.  she belongs to me now!

we clean you
everywhere
real good

this better be worth
my time, kasim!

oh, it is sato-san!
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hmmm… yes….
very well then!

go amuse yourself with the
girls in the bath house, while
your friend and i get down
to business!  go on!!

bring out the bitches! oh yes!   i buy this one now!!

what? outrageous!
i do not like games!!

no no… this one is my personal
fuck toy! she is here to amuse and
pleasure us however we wish as
you view and sample my latest
offerings of naked female flesh!!
she is entertainment, you see? now
go and test the merchandise on offer...

sorry, not
for sale!!

forgive my im-
patience. these
ones are excel-
lent material too!



 
20

02
 w

w
w

.d
o

fa
n

ta
sy

.c
o

m

ugh! ugh!… that’s it... c’mon
bitch, fuck!!!  let’s give his
excellency a good fuck show!

a yes! very
entertaining! but i think this young cunt will

excite me even more, won’t you dear?

uhh!.. yes… i buy them both..
uh!….they’ll serve on my yacht!!
need entertainment there!

pleeeease...

go on! give them a try!
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excellent! where shall i
have them delivered?

mmmm! no i take them now!!!
when i finish in this bitch tell
your men to gag them both
and put them in my car!  we
go to the marina and leave
in the morning with these fine
cunts caged below decks!!!

pull your dick out of keiko,
kasim!  you have work to do

leaving so soon?
  ffuckkk!!

what lesson have you learned
tonight, my young slavegirl?

it is much better to be my
property, than my merchandise!

yes master!so many lessons
 my master…



evening at berthulia.  it’s
been a bumper harvest
and the towns-folk have
returned from a tiring
day in the fields.

this was never
a problem before,
with the old king...

yes but we were not
christian then.  the
king commands us to
be christian and obey
their laws and ways.

besides i am not
interested in any man.

stop that, senis.
such talk is forbid-
den and dangerous.

i wish the old king was still
with us. i prefer the old ways…

shhh!!  someone
might hear you.
you could get a
whipping or worse.

hmm..?  riders
passing this way?
a little early for the
king’s collectors...

...we’ve barely
finished the harvest! there is

berthulia,
my lord.

warriors, steel your
hearts and stab this
infected boil! the wrath
of their king runs deep.

senis, i’m telling you
now, you should think
about this.  you are old
enough to find a good
husband and here you
are dressed like a boy.

by Ferres



run them through!
let none escape!
vermin deserve
no mercy!

why are they
attacking! they’re
slaughtering us!
 aaaaargh!

lord
protect

us!

where is
the militia?
aaaagh!

burn this
place to
the ground!

please
have

mercy!

know this, oh people
of berthulia. you
have sinned against
your king.



you have wounded
your king by ac-
cepting the god
of our enemies.

you have allowed a
usurper to sit upon my
throne and accepted his
yoke without resistance.

woe to thee, people of berthulia. for your king demands
vengeance and no god will save thee from his wrath.

my lord, we have
found this creature.
it dresses in the
manner of a boy but
has the shape and
scent of a girl.

what creature
are you? are
you a boy or
a girl?

speak!  do
you not
have a
tongue?

aagh!

let’s make
certain.

no,
please!

she is a young
harlot, my
lord!



ungh!

a girl indeed. this
creature clearly lacks
the glory of manhood.
or perhaps it is tucked
inside this little cleft?
shall i coax it out?

do you despise having been born a
woman? would you like us to tear
off your feminine curse for you?

nooo!
i beg you...

my lord,
what of the
captives?

let the men take
their fill of them.
ravish them until
they rot.

the king
has spoken. about

time too!

me and the boys
will give you a
real good time.

well, little girl.
it’s time for you
to find out what
being a woman is
all about.



come here, girl. we’ll
give you a night you
won’t forget.

nooo!
please
don’t!

nice mounds. these
sluts are good value.

some like this one, might
even last until morning!

scream for the
lads, dearie.

aaiyeeh!

servants of a
usurper deserve
no quarter. do
your worst with
them. their bodies
are but fodder to
me. let them feel
my vengeance.



now, show me
what you can do
with that pretty
little mouth of
yours.

y…yes,
my lord. don’t go just gagging and

choking on it. suck on the
meat like a real woman.

pathetic little
bitch. you are
useless!

let’s see if
you are any
good at
fucking.

down on
your knees,
slut!

maybe i could just slice
off her head and fuck
her down the throat.

no. she’ll be a cold
fuck before morning.
besides, she looks to
be a good piece of ass.

she could use a good
hard poke right here.

stop! please, my lord!
i am being torn!

no need to worry
about that, slut.
you’ll all be dead
by morning.



let’s see you squirm on
that. and loosen up those
asses for the next batch.

alright, boys.
they’re ready
for you all.

i like the taste of a woman’s
tongue. preferably in a stew. i
doubt you’ll be needing it anymore.

noo!!!
ha! ha! ha!

to be continued


