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The Quest


Chapter One

Setting Out

The air conditioner was already gone, removed from the window and put into storage along with everything else. It was hot as hell in the apartment, second week of July hot, with another merciless drought broiling the Great Plains. Bob Carlyle set the box he was carrying down on the kitchen counter and used the dishtowel still hanging from the oven to mop sweat from himself. Swabbing off in only his shorts and moccasins, he felt a twinge of anxiety at the sight of his neglected physique. 

Adonis he was not. Five foot-ten and one-seventy, he was fit but not particularly muscular. His metabolism kept him trim and that was good enough for him. He relied on his mind to earn his money and his personality to pique the interest of women –the latter less successfully these days. In any case, the woman he was about to set forth in pursuit of already knew him. She’d known him since beating him up on the school bus on the way to their first day of kindergarten. 

Bob cursed himself for never getting in the habit of working out. If he’d had any inkling of the opportunity and challenge ahead, he would have spent the last eight years seriously bolstering his manliness quotient. He was about to be tested like never before, and would no doubt be found wanting on first inspection. With that the larger fears he’d been grappling with for almost a week rose up again. Running the faucet to get a drink of water made him think of a line from one of his favorite movies. He toasted himself with it tremulously.

“I’m fixin’ to do somethin’ dumber’n hell. But I’m going to do it anyways.”

He gulped the water down. 

The character he was quoting lost two and a half million dollars and got himself, his wife, and a bunch of other people killed doing his dumber’n hell thing. Bob wasn’t risking anything close to that (as far as he knew anyway). Still he was making easily the biggest move of his life to try and hook up with an old classmate (almost-flame would describe her best) he’d reconnected with via social media. 

This was the classic dumbass stunt of the Facebook age, just begging for disaster. And he was compounding it outrageously – the devils were definitely in the details. Still he could do nothing else. The excitement now enlivening him was utterly compulsory, and the fear a big part of that. Setting down the cup, Bob turned back to the box he’d just lugged from closet to counter. This was the perfect job to fortify his nerve. 

Everything else was sorted, packed or stored. Just this last one to go downstairs. But first he needed a memento or two to keep up his courage on the road.

Taking up most of the carton was a stack of yearbooks, all from high school. Bob hadn’t bothered collecting them in college; there had been a student body of forty thousand. And though his degree was slipped between the books along with his diploma and birth certificate, there was no university memorabilia in the box either. The last had been a ceramic beer stein he’d busted the summer before. Now he took the books out and set them aside.

In all frankness, college had sucked. High school had been the best of times for Bob. Now he took out the still-wrapped ‘letters’ he’d earned in soccer and track – he’d also never bothered to get the jacket these were meant to decorate. He pawed aside a litter of academic awards, and at last dug down to the envelope of photos at the bottom.

He’d been the only one he knew who’d bothered with an actual camera. His friends had laughed at him. But now Bob expected he was the only member of his old crowd who still had his pictures of those irreplaceable days. 

Digital photography made collecting, organizing, storing, manipulating and sharing images a breeze. It also made impulsively or accidently deleting them a breeze. He knew Kim didn’t have any pictures left; she’d admitted as much in their recent on-line chatting. Thinking of the enchanting vixen in question, Bob began flipping through the pile, looking for an image or two of his heart’s desire to keep before him as he set out to earn her at last.

Pictures from graduation, from three different proms, four homecomings and a dozen other dances; from football and soccer games and track meets and of course parties galore: there must have been a couple hundred snapshots in the stack. All showed places he recognized instantly, places that were within fifty miles of where he stood. 

Excepting the four as an anonymous mote at the university upstate, Bob had spent his entire twenty-six years in this middling Midwestern village. His parents had moved to Florida to run out the clock and as their only child he now had an apartment in town. A free-lance writer who published mostly in regional magazines (supplemented by the occasional pseudonymously written porno story), he kept comfortably ahead of his expenses and had never asked for more –  aside from maybe a few new ladies to chat up once in a while. Now he was preparing to throw all this happy equanimity away at the behest of a woman he’d seen only once in the last eight years, a woman whose picture he finally held in fingers that trembled the tiniest bit.

Actually most of the photos had Kim in them somewhere. Always the life of the party, Kim had loved the lens and the lens requited. Of all the pictures though, this was the one Bob wanted most. Not only was the occasion particularly meaningful – his sixteenth birthday party, whoo-boy! But Kimmy was the sole subject and the camera had really done her justice. 

You could see all the shine and body to that gloriously thick hair, the pronounced peak at the brow and the natural curl to the last chestnut foot of it. Ruddy with drink and alight with all the almost manic excitement of the night, her always unblemished face was so beautiful, and so incredibly expressive of joy and affection (right to the wicked glint in her eye) that he wanted to fall into the photo and kiss her all over.

Naturally that was impossible. But doing so in actuality suddenly might not be. 

A manic joy of his own welled up at the prospect. Bob could remember each time he’d kissed her, from a fifth grade spin-the-bottle game (his first kiss ever) to the emphatic smack she’d planted on him at graduation. As well as his earliest enemy, Kim Strauss had been one of his closest friends, and a seemingly constant part of his life until college had taken them their separate ways. Though he had wooed her fervently until they came to an understanding about that, those few kisses had been the limit of the physicality between them – childhood scuffles aside, as well as what had happened that disturbing night of the photo. He was going to be dwelling on that a whole lot more than usual during the next couple weeks…

For a moment it all came over him again, that formative experience. He was lying on his belly, pinned helplessly under a pile of giggly femininity. His cock was hard as a rock, crushed and abraded against the carpet. His pants and underwear had been yanked down and the girls were taking turns giving him birthday spankings with the paddles off the ping-pong table. His head swam, his face burned; his guts and balls churned. His ass was on fire but some even more potent forge was alchemizing inside. Kim’s hot exhalation tickled his ear, her mean-teasing lilt sending shivers through Bob both in his parents’ rec room and his own kitchen ten years on.

“We’ve got you now, Bobby. And we can do anything we want to you!”

Before memories of the rest of that night could seduce him into mad fantasies and then back into terrifying yet irresistibly thrilling speculation about the future, Bob set the photo on the counter. Then he resumed flipping through the remainder of the pile. At last he found one to counterbalance the first.

That was Kim the unattainable temptress, the grade school terror and brazen wild-woman he’d lusted after forever, and to heaven knew what impending end. This was Kim the confidante, the best friend of so many good times, long talks and intimately-felt understandings. It was a shot of them working together on the yearbook committee.

This inspiration of Kim’s had not only looked good on college applications and proved fun and rewarding in itself. They had used it as an excuse to ditch their third period study hall at least half a dozen times. On each occasion they’d snuck into the unused band rooms. They’d hit on a quick spliff and then spent the period in the close quarters of a soundproofed practice cubicle, alternating deep conversation with companionable hilarity. 

That was great, but Bob would have preferred making out. Thus it was during one of those buzzed heart-to-hearts that they arrived at the understanding that allowed them to love each other while precluding any expectation of intimacy.

“What is it, Kim? We’re closer to each other than anyone else. We’ve know each other forever. You know how I feel. I’d marry you if I could. Why won’t you go out with me?”

Beautiful Kim gave him a look full of pity that Bob could have done without. But she also gave it to him straight, without playing games or dishing too much bullshit.

“I don’t know. I think it’s because we do know each other so well. Half of love is the mystery and spontaneity of getting to know another person so intimately. That’s where the magic and passion comes from. There’s none of that left with us. I’ve known you for so long you’re like a brother almost.”

“You mean you’re not attracted to me. I don’t excite you.”

“Yes and no. Yes, I’m attracted to you. You’re a really special and desirable guy or I wouldn’t spend so much time with you. But it’s true that I’m not excited by you. You’re not the kind of built-up, alpha male champion that a girl dreams of spiriting her away to the Riviera. You’re too laid-back, too conciliatory and easygoing about everything. Forgive me Bobby, because I do love you, but I can do better. 

“You say you want to be a writer, and you are good. You get A’s on every paper and your letters and stories always move me. But you’ll have to get a lot better or be really lucky to get rich at it. You’ll have to work a lot harder than I’ve ever seen you work; really dedicate yourself to your goals. And I don’t see that happening. Like it or not, I have to look to my own prospects, and those of any kids I might have. 

“I’m sorry Bobby. I know it’s greedy and cold. But I’m not going to work all my life if I don’t have to. And I’m hot enough not to have to.

“I’m going rich husband shopping up at college. So I don’t want to tempt myself to settle, or lead you on and complicate things between us to the point where you and I can’t be friends anymore. I have too many great memories of you to want to risk tainting them with bitterness. Remember that time I beat you up on the school bus?”

“Wasn’t it two seconds after we met? Little boy alone on the big scary bus for the first time. You could smell my terror of the whole situation and fell on me instinctively. Not even in kindergarten and already a ball-busting bitch.”

They giggled at that, and having gotten in a good gibe, easygoing Bob let the matter drop. He had his answer after all, and if it broke his heart he just had to live with that. Or at least he’d had to live with it until a couple weeks ago. Now everything was thrown into a delirious turmoil that had him as amazingly elated as uneasy.

He studied the picture in his hand, mesmerized by the way Kim’s breasts filled out the thin sweater she was wearing. 

He’d actually seen those once, when an after-prom party turned into drunken skinny-dipping. He remembered the mocking grin she’d given him as she let her bodice fall away into the water. The image of those goose-pebbled globes bejeweled with droplets that glimmered in the moonlight, the big dark nipples contracted with chill, tantalized Bob unbearably. 

He saw again the guy she’d gone with, some asshole football player named Dubois. He saw him pawing rudely at those paragons and remembered the way he’d bragged around the school about how righteously he’d fucked the shit out of that Strauss chick later. He felt again the eviscerating, teeth-grinding jealousy. Now who had the last laugh though? Dubois had married a raving bitch and was a salesman at his father-in-law’s car dealership. If all went well this summer, it would be Bob’s far more appreciative hands on those heavenly swells for the next sixty or so years. 

It seemed lovely Kim had learned her lesson. 

The marriage she’d gone to college to acquire had failed. At first Bob had just been relieved for her; he had met the guy at their five-year reunion. 

Formerly boisterous Kim had been uneasy and intimidated, barely daring to smile. The guy (who she timidly introduced with the absurd name of Edgar) had been every bit the A-type overachiever she’d gone shopping for. It was clear immediately too that he was an even bigger dick than Dubois, monopolizing his wife all night and driving everyone else away with his possessiveness and hostility. Bob had barely had a chance to tell her how gorgeous she looked, all coiffed up and dripping with diamonds like she’d wanted, before the guy tried to start a fight.

Screw that; Bob avoided them both the rest of the night. He felt bad for his beloved, but hey, he was a poor prospect, not exciting (read ‘asshole’) enough for her. Nice guys finish last. But often even hot chicks that marry rich wind up unhappy. It was a hard world. Still sometimes a light appears at the end of the most interminable tunnel. Last month Kim’s Facebook page, forever the site of the usual banality, came to sudden life. 

Kim Brennan had gone back to being Kim Strauss. She’d received a divorce for physical and emotional abuse and had moved from New York to their second home in Boston, which she had received as part of the settlement. She was asking everyone’s forgiveness for years of uncharacteristic reticence. She was reborn in glory, and suddenly she was posting directly on Bob’s own page, apologizing for the reunion and wanting to catch up on the last eight years.

It was like the sun rising after eons of darkness. 

All of Bob’s walled-off love crashed through his pose of resigned disinterest in an instant. Eight years had been wasted for him but they were still young. Nevertheless he played it as cool as he could. She could merely be reaching out to old friends, with no other motive beyond the surface one. He mustn’t drive her away with desperation. 

They exchanged a few bland public posts and then she asked him for the greater privacy (?) of e-mail. Freed of inhibition they penned long missives back and forth, reminiscing about good times and lamenting how much they missed each other. Bob subtly made clear his lack of any attachments. Kim likewise rued that though she’d gotten the wealth and life of ease she’d sought, she pined for the soul-mate she’d had to spurn to get it.

Her alpha-male asshole had grown just as domineering and narrow-focused at home as he was required to be on Wall Street. Paranoid and controlling and finally abusive, he’d made her reconsider the merits of having a more passive mate. By the time Kim and Bob had moved on to chatting on-line in real time, the circumlocutions were nearly done. 

Hints were turning to flirting. Finally, with a rare allusion to ten years ago and seemingly psychic knowledge of how it had come to obsess him, Kim began to narrow in on what she was offering. After another rant about her ex-husband, she tendered her mea culpa and gave him the opening he was dying for.

“God, you must be so sick of hearing me bitch about Edgar! I’m sorry, I know it’s heartless. Don’t you want to get back at me by saying ‘I told you so’?”

“I did warn you after the prom, and that jerk Dubois.”

“Okay, you were right. And I was full of crap about the mysteries of love and all. I was trying to soften the blow and got kicked in my own ass instead. I should have stayed middle-class and humble and hooked up with a ‘nice’ guy, someone that was just dotty with love for me and would have happily done everything I said.”

“It’s not too late you know. You’re no longer poor and the nice guy is still around, just as dotty with love for you as ever.”

“Believe me, I’m tempted! Unfortunately Mr. Nice Guy, I am no longer such a nice girl.”

“What’d you do, beat up some terrified little kid on the school bus?”

“LOL! No, wiseass. I decided I’m never again taking any crap from any man, ever. Five years was enough. From now on, I wear the pants in any relationship. Now that I’m wealthy and secure I might even go back to being a bit of a bully.”

“I can live with that. I mean it wouldn’t be the first time. Would you like to bitch-slap me around now, or wait until I get off the bus? I don’t have a car or I’d be there tomorrow.”

“STOP IT! I’m going to bust a gut over here! Oh, this is why I love you so much, Bobby.”

“You’re forgetting one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“I don’t excite you. If it’s not the mystery that brings the magic and passion, what does?”

“Good question. Here’s a good answer. It is endless mutual self-discovery, pushing the bounds of love and commitment and erotic expression further together every day.”

“As a writer I consider that evasively vague rhetoric.”

“It means endlessly living out our maddest fantasies. You excited me one night Bobby. I know you remember it well, though we’ve never spoken of it the way we all agreed. You were terribly excited too, tears and struggling and finally defeated denial and all. It made seeing my boobs a year and a half later seem tame, didn’t it?”

“I confess. Please torture me some more.”

“LOL. You’ve thought about that a lot over the years though, haven’t you? You’ve jerked off to the memories and fantasized about doing it all again, and SO much more.”

Even as he was typing another overly jocular admission, Bob’s thoughts turned with reflexive embarrassment to all the porno stories he’d published. These were all the result of the obsession she’d spoken of; a way to relieve the pressure of a shameful craving it had seemed would go forever un-sated. It was in a near-delirium of disbelieving euphoria that he now saw their risqué banter taking him way beyond his most ludicrous hopes.

“How have you been reading my mind? Is your power over me as infinite as your allure?”

“Do you wish it to be?”

“I do. I would walk to Boston on bleeding feet to belong to you.”

“I’ll decide how you can prove your commitment, Bobby. I mean besides waiting eight years for me to earn the money to support us in style. Are you trying to top from the bottom?”

“Perhaps. Forgive me, Mistress.”

“I do. And now that we’ve exchanged our vows, we need to consecrate our union, at least individually and provisionally. I’m going to sprawl on satin sheets in my big luxurious master suite, fantasize about using you here soon for my every depraved pleasure and diddle myself silly. You will do the same in your little loser’s shoebox. Picture me whipping you as foreplay, or tying you up again, and jerk that filthy thing until you spew. I’ll call you in a few days to tell you how you can become my most treasured of possessions.”

“I can’t wait! I worship you unreservedly, my school bus bully!”

“And I cherish you in expectation, my best friend ever and prospective slave-mate. I know you won’t let me down. Soon we will be together forever.”

Reading that last sentence was like mainlining cocaine – not that Bob had ever tried that. Needles were for idiots. But the rush he got from that promise (not to mention the prospect of not only his dreams coming true but his most deviant fantasies too) had all the snorting he’d ever done beat clean. It kept him keyed up for days without denting his appetite or (laugh out loud) his sex drive. He caught himself giggling for no reason and letting out triumphant whoops in his empty apartment. Lustful elation was his default state. This was followed by sappy adoration. He sat and re-read the entire chat over and over again. And at the end he always followed orders, stripping down and masturbating feverishly while he fantasized about serving his now obviously always-destined lifelong mistress. For years (just as she’d said) he’d jerked off dreaming of that birthday party, or elaborating on the outrageous related scenarios that always evolved into his porno stories. Often he’d wept afterwards, tortured by the hopelessness of his obsession. Now each ejaculation jetted out of him in giddy exultation. Soon they would be together forever. And he would be forever the most blessed of men.

Long is the way and hard though that leads up to light. 

When Bob first heard the challenge Kim was setting him, he was momentarily aghast. They were finally talking on the phone again, instantly at ease despite their long separation and heady plans. They must have babbled excitedly at each other for an hour before Kim allowed the conversation to turn to their kinky new union.

“So are you excited about coming to Boston, the city of winners? Are you finally ready to creep out of the safety and comfort of the old home town?”

“Yes , yes, a thousand times yes!” 

Bob was lying on his narrow bachelor’s (okay, loser’s) bed, wearing only his briefs. Just hearing the familiar cadences of Kim’s voice had his heart soaring. Now the sultry throb in it was elevating another organ.

“Good boy. I can’t wait to have you. But you still have to prove that you’re cut out for the kind of life I intend for us. It won’t be easy; you’ve never demonstrated any kind of determination in the face of adversity. You need to be tempered as well as tamed and trained. Luckily I’ve come up with the perfect test, or maybe quest for you. Tell me, how long will it take you to wrap things up out there and disappear?”

“Less than a week.” 

Bob tried to think about practicalities past the pounding of his heart – and the ache of his erection. Luckily he’d already considered this.

“I’m in tight with my landlord. He’ll let me box up my stuff and store it in the basement a while. He’ll even have it shipped to me if need be. The furniture is already his. I’ll let him keep the security deposit and he’ll be happy to help me out any way he can.”

“Awesome! Because your bus-riding days are over, baby. I’m not even letting you get on a plane. There’s another old friend of mine in town who’s planning to head up this way starting Saturday. You can travel with her. She’ll make sure you get here safely, not to mention properly prepared for me. Do you remember Jeri Stone?”

“Yeah. I haven’t seen her since high school, and I don’t think I passed a dozen words with her then. What’s she been up to?”

“What do you remember about her?”

“Well, she was a rock and we were jocks. We didn’t mix unless one clique couldn’t get any weed. Nobody wanted all the fights and bad feelings of before. You girls obviously all got along. Anyway, I remember she was a big butch-looking chick with huge tits. She was almost always in trouble; I must have been in detention with her a dozen times. 

“I guess you could say that as a guy I considered her hot enough to want to fuck – the tits alone saw to that – but that there were barriers to attempting it. Besides being bigger than me, she was a tough bitch from the wrong part of town it was thought better not to mess with. Also, we all assumed she was gay.”

Kim laughed, a throaty sound that made Bob clutch what had forced down his elastic waistband and start pumping.

“That was accurate and succinct. Well done, writer. Anyway, just extrapolate that eight years ahead. She runs with the Devil Dykes now, a motorcycle gang. She leads your local chapter in fact. Apparently there is some kind of rally or retreat up in the mountains of Maine this summer. She and two other girls are biking across the country and right by Boston, joining up with others of her crew on the way to this event. You will deliver yourself to them and they will deliver you to me, primed for a lifetime as my willing little bitch.

“That’s the deal, my darling. Endure the Devil Dykes all the way to Boston and you prove yourself worthy. You can stay here in my fancy house for free with me forever. We will be mistress and mate and make love every day. Or you can stay there in your boring little mouse-hole until you’re old and gray. We will still be friends, long distance friends, but always our love will be embittered by disappointment and regret.”

“Darling,” Bob paused as he savored this new term of endearment between them. “Darling, you don’t have to sell it. You had me at hello. It’s not exactly manly to admit it, but you know I’d live as your doormat in order to be with you. 

“I was freaked out at first, but I’m over it. I will brave the formidable Jeri Stone and a hundred lesbian biker gangs if that’s what it takes to earn a place at your feet. Hell, it may even give me enough material to finally write a book.

“I’m all yours, darling. If you could see the way my prick is poking out of my underwear, you’d know you have nothing to worry about.”

“Is that so? Then jerk yourself off for me! Right now, where I can listen and talk you through it. Masturbate for your mistress, Bobby.”

At last Bob yanked himself off the carousel the pictures of Kim had inspired in him. 

He was running with sweat again, his thin cotton gym shorts jutting ridiculously out. Even as he watched, his glans popped free of the waistband, the single eye imploring him. 

His terror had receded to a thrilling anxiety. Jeri Stone… Hastily he set the two photos aside, fixed his shorts and refilled the box. 

A backpack stood nearby, a small tent cinched to the frame. Bob slipped the pictures into an outer compartment with pens, a pad of paper, a road atlas and his netbook computer. He lugged the last box downstairs, policed up the empty apartment and took the clothes he intended to wear into the bathroom. He had just enough time for a shower – a very cold one – before setting out on his quest.




Chapter Two

More Players

Jeri Stone looked at her Harley loaded in the back of Toni’s old pickup. She felt again the unreasoning resentment. She wanted to be riding her iron dragon out front, leading the way as befitted her, not puttering along in a camper with Kimmy’s fucking boy-toy.

That wasn’t fair of course. They needed the truck for the amount of food and gear they were packing, and in case one of them had a breakdown. Somebody had to drive, and she was the logical one to start because she at least knew their charge, if only vaguely. They would switch off soon enough. Maybe boy-toy could even be trusted to drive for a while.

She’d be forked over her mount in no time. Still Jeri nurtured her resentment. It would be useful for staying in character.

She had her instructions, and it would be a wicked delight carrying them out. She had the relish for the job and more. At last she turned back to Toni and Lilli, the lovers and former cellmates crouching in the shade of the truck while they waited for this dubious stranger. 

Both were still skeptical he’d even show up, or last beyond the first night if he did. Jeri, who remembered their school days, thought differently. As if on cue Toni looked up from the mute communing she and Lilli had been doing.

“So what’s this guy really like? Why do you think he’ll put up with what we’re planning to do to him for the next fifteen hundred miles?”

It was ninety in the shade and they’d stripped off most of their leathers. Chaps packed away, muscular legs were bare between chain-draped boots and cut-off jeans. These were stained with grease and frayed up short. Fingerless black gauntlets spiked their knuckles and protected their palms and bulked-up arms were likewise bare of everything but jewelry and ink. 

Up top each biker wore only her colors: skimpy studded vests of black leather with their emblem and scroll on the back. Hidden behind the camper cap at the rear of the parking lot where they were supposed to meet Bob Carlyle, Toni undid the last two buttons of hers. Letting it fall open, she fanned herself with the halves. 

Antonia Acosta was a Latina of thirty Jeri had met pumping iron in prison. The breasts she now bared were small but excitingly shaped, their protuberant contours quirked by big pectorals and emphasized by the sweeping tattoo curling over most of her marble-hard torso. Peg-like tips pierced by silver rings, the nipples were coffee-brown and almost half the size of the breasts themselves. Jeri enjoyed the familiar view as she marshaled her impressions.

“He’s all right, really, for a jock. You know how high school is. There were three basic divisions: jocks, rocks and nerds. Jocks were the gleaming, popular, college-bound, middle-class-and-up kids. Rocks were us, the rebellious poor, cutting up through school and majoring in auto shop and smoking area. 

“There used to be a lot of brawls like in that S.E. Hinton book, but while we were there, the guys pretty much ignored each other and the girls mixed agreeably enough around the tampon dispenser. Anyway, Bob wasn’t bad for a guy whose college had been paid for before he was born and who could pass his classes just by showing up.

“He wasn’t an arrogant loudmouth like the football assholes at least. And it was clear that he was gone on Kim from the get-go. He followed her around like a puppy, which is funny because she used to terrorize him back in grade school. 

“She’d lead a gang of girls in giving him wedgies at the drop of a hat. I was even in on it a bunch of times. So that’s why I think Kimmy’s right. She’s got him wrapped around her finger, has since they were six years old. He’ll never stand a chance against her plans for him.”

“What’s a wedgie?” asked Toni.

“They must have called it something different where you grew up. It’s where you chase some poor guy down, usually the class sissy, overpower him, grab the waistband of his underwear and yank it up in back until he spends a week picking it out of his ass.”

“We called it a melvin.”

“That’s what you call it when you do it from the front. Anyway, he’s no asshole or sissy, this guy, but he is malleable. Our job is to break him, to mold him through humiliation and suffering to crave those things. Torturous for him and fun for us, it’s going to be hugely rewarding for the rich bitch who’s going to owe us all big-time.”

“I’m convinced.” Willowy Lilli stood up and stretched. 

Two inches taller than even Jeri’s five-eleven, she was as lean as the whip the she wielded with such insatiable zeal. Her short, spiky, platinum-blonde hair was razored off on the sides like a character from The Road Warrior. A year older than her lover, she had an aristocratic beauty that suited her forbidding hardness. The only one of them to do serious time, she’d served nearly seven years for killing an abusive boyfriend. Surely the most misandrous of the three, she didn’t bother to keep the gloating from her tone.

“I’d take him with us just for the fun of subjugating him. This is a male we’re talking about. It’ll be a beautiful warm-up for the rally. If your friend makes it worth our while, that’s just a cherry on top of taking his. What time’s he supposed to be here, anyway?”

“Not for another ten minutes.”

Using her lankiness to peer over the cab of the truck, Lilli grinned evilly.

“I think he’s early, girls. Isn’t this him, cutting across the parking lot with a brand new backpack? How pathetically eager and innocent he looks!”

Jeri stepped around the truck while Toni buttoned up. 

It was Bob Carlyle all right, and he’d followed instructions to the letter: tough hiking shoes and socks, cargo shorts with lots of pockets, and a light but strong silk shirt. This was clearly a far more expensive garment than any shirt she’d ever owned, which raised Jeri’s hackles despite its practicality for travel in the conditions. Still he carried only the one pack permitted him and had a multi-tool survival knife in a sheath at his hip. His step was jaunty with bravado and Jeri grinned despite herself. 

Oh, he had so little clue what he was in for! Taking the flash of her teeth as a welcome rather than threat, a smile wreathed his own eagerness. To the sandy-brown artist’s ponytail of high school he’d added a good-looking Jesus-goatee. This gave him the appearance of greater age and experience than she knew him to have. Still he was almost boyish in his enthusiasm as he closed in and hailed them. Then Jeri perceived with eyes trained in the joint that it was at least sixty percent restrained hysteria in his manner. Boy-toy was actually scared shitless. Still he was here to try and cheerfully go through with it, and that spoke well of him.

“Hola, muchachas! Wow, you guys look hot, and I don’t mean the weather.”

He did a double-take at Lilli’s height, hair, and look of cruelly amused contempt, tried a smile on Toni and returned his attention to Jeri. He took in the way her breasts bulged from her colors, and how prison had turned an already big girl into a tattoo-covered, muscular force of nature. Then he met her ice-gray eyes with clear unease in his brown ones. 

“Hi, Jeri. It’s great to see you again. I like your hair.” What had been shoulder-length and coppery when last he’d seen her was now butch-short and raven black. She knew it was an improvement, properly framing her squarish, intimidating yet undeniably appealing face. He shot another glance at Toni, whose equally black hair was greased flat and even shorter but for a single spiral curl over her forehead. “The better to fit in a helmet I guess. I like the tats too.”

He glanced over the artwork decorating her, his gaze suddenly riveted by the demon on her pumped-up arm. This was the same gang emblem on the back of their colors, and it never failed to strike a male speechless on first encounter. Now that Bob’s babbling had run out, Jeri stepped up with a smile of her own and punched him in the stomach.

Boy-toy dropped to one knee, almost toppling over from the weight of his pack. He urked a few times as he fought to get his air back. Jeri leaned over, unclipped the sheath from his shorts and took the knife. She tossed this to Toni, who clipped it to her own cutoffs. Looming over her suddenly explosively gasping victim, Jeri was gratified (at least for Kim’s sake) that he showed no resentment at her violence. In contrast as soon as he got his wind he dropped his other leg down until he was kneeling obeisantly before her, his watering eyes downcast.

“When you ride with the Devil Dykes, only the Devil Dykes carry. Any surprises in that backpack, boy?”

“No, ma’am!”

“That’s good. You will always address us so respectfully, is that understood?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“You understand that the three of us absolutely despise men, and that you are essentially our slave for this trip, yes? That you will do as you’re told immediately and without argument, and that we have permission from your mistress to discipline and play with you all we like?”

“Yes, ma’am. I look forward to that with reverent arousal.”

“Very well. This is Toni, and this is Lilli. We met at Thompsons when I got sent up for dealing weed.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. I remember scoring from you in high school when the rich kids’ supply dried up. You gave good weight and it was primo herb.”

“I remember too. You seemed okay for a snotty rich kid.”

“To be fair, I wasn’t really rich. My parents had enough to buy me the clothes I needed to fit in, and to make up for college what I couldn’t get in scholarships. But that was it. I made it into the upper class clique on brains and personality and because Kimmy liked me and saw to it.”

“Whatever.”

Jeri dismissed all this. It made her want to punch him in the gut again. She cast a glance at smirking Toni and smoldering Lilli. Both nodded their eagerness to get on the road, to spirit this piece of shit off somewhere less public where they could start having fun with him.

“All right. On your feet, maggot. Stow your pack in the back of the truck. Then get in the cab. You’re riding with me first. You have a driver’s license, right?”

“Yes, ma’am. I got rid of the car when I stopped doing travel pieces.”

“Good enough. Let’s go.”

“May I bring my little netbook in with me?”

“Does it connect to the internet?”

“Yes.”

“Delete the necessary software. And hand over any cell phone.”

That wasn’t good enough for Lilli. Once they’d stripped their slave of any means of contact, she put him up against the side of the truck and gave a thorough body search. 

She also gave the impudent erection this raised such a brutal squeeze that Bob yelped with distress. Finding him honest, they bundled him into the truck and mounted up. Then they were off for Boston and all that lay beyond.

***

Kim had been waiting all afternoon – no, all her life it seemed – for the text she just got from Jeri. It came from Bob’s phone, which she had obviously confiscated.

“Boy-toy secured. Behavior exemplary. On our way.”

Kim waited only to reiterate one final time.

“Have fun. Just remember that’s MY property. Lock him down. NO vaginal sex and NO permanent damage.”

She switched off the phone and climbed from the enormous feather bed. 

The ceiling mirror reflected her slipping the silk robe from a body that was even more fabulous than at eighteen. Remembering the way Bobby had goggled at her boobs that one time – as if they were objects of infinite reverence rather than an entitlement to be groped at whim – warmed her heart and stirred her already impatient loins. Nevertheless she paused on her way to the bathroom. As always she had to gloat over how she’d just finished converting the most spacious of the suite’s two wardrobes.

Behind its double doors one entire wall had been covered in pegboard, from which hung dozens of paddles, canes, riding crops and whips of every description. The opposite wall was floor-to-ceiling shelves loaded with sex toys, as well as ropes, chains, shackles, leather and rubber restraints and all manner of other, more esoteric bondage gear. The doors were backed with mirrors and the rear wall was also mirrored around an upright wooden X fitted with belts, a St. Andrew’s cross as it was known. Set up in the very center was a sleek modern version of the old Colonial-era stocks used for securing a miscreant bent over for punishment. 

Soon she would have her painstakingly prepared slave in here, and all of her carefully constructed and meticulously carried out plans would come to fruition at last. Just another week or two and she would be truly set up for life, nothing but fun, love, leisure and excitement until the end of her days. The anticipation was more aphrodisiacal by the minute. Kim ran her hands up and down her sleek flanks, cupped her big firm breasts for a moment and then passed on into the lavish bathroom.

The space was expansive, the furnishings as ornate as a five-star hotel. Edgar’d had people to impress after all. He’d not been happy to lose this second mansion (to say nothing of such a large chunk of his other wealth), and the thought added an extra spice of spite to Kim’s intentions. She started the enormous tub filling, added bubbles and bath oil and activated the jets. 

A silver tray stood already waiting, with the tiny key resting on it reflected by the burnished surface. Similarly doubled was a single crystal flute and a split of champagne screwed into the miniature ice bucket. A small water pipe was packed with the finest Humboldt County and the silver lighter had been a gift from Bobby. Faithfully she’d held onto this all these years, a symbol of promise for the future. The simple inscription “I love you” was engraved on the side.

Sweet Bobby. Sweet, kind, compliant, instinctively submissive Bobby: she was going to make him suffer so much for all the assholes she’d had to endure in order to secure their future. And monstrously unfair or not, he was going to love her for it. The ties that bound them went back to the first instant they’d set eyes on each other, their destiny set the night his faithless male friends had betrayed him and left him at the mercy of the playground bully again. 

Kim banished the lingering image of idiot Edgar’s purple, furious face for the tear-streaked and eventually makeup-caked one of her beloved at his birthday party. She still marveled that the other girls had kept the secret as they’d agreed. Then she flushed with love at the trust Bobby had shown her, agreeing to let her take cell-phone photos of him while allowing no one else. It was the first time she’d ever seen a penis, much less an erect one. With that thought Kim popped open and poured the champagne. The tub was full and she slipped into the churning water.

She settled on the cathedra, slouching down until the stinging heat enveloped her breasts. She spread her legs in preparation. She kissed the lighter in lieu of its giver and bubbled the sweetest smoke this side of heaven into her lungs. She blew it out, set down the bong and her old flame and called to the stereo.

“Play Heart, Dog and Butterfly.”

As the music began she moved her waterproof vibrator closer and detached the handheld sprayer nozzle. She made sure she could see that gleaming little key as she played. Then Kim Strauss (no longer Brennan, or anything else ever again), lifted her flute in toast.

“Here’s to us, Bobby. Hang in there for me baby. If I can take Edgar for five years, you can endure the Devil Dykes a mere week or two. Then I’ll make what they do to you seem tame.”

She downed half the glass at a draft. Then she began the slow build-up to the masturbatory marathon she had planned. Remembering the way Bobby had panted and grunted into the phone as he jerked for her, excruciatingly embarrassed but compelled to obey, she giggled amidst her gasping. Poor Bobby: she was going to come a hundred times before he even got here. And after tonight he wasn’t even going to get erect again, ever, except when she decided to allow it.

Oh, life was so good! So much planning and preparing, so much carefully nurturing and deviously manipulating the needs of men, were all about to pay off so spectacularly. Bobby wasn’t here yet of course. But after so much guile and patience, what could possibly go wrong?

***

Bob’s old apartment sat empty and quiet. 

The only sounds were of the refrigerator switching on and off. This was likewise empty except for the ice cube trays and a six-pack of Sam Adams left as a gratuity. After a while though those clicks and hums were joined by an intermittent squeaking. 

After clearing out and cleaning up, conscientious Bob had scattered a bunch of rodent traps around. These were not the old-fashioned, brutal-but-humane kind that used a trigger pan and hammer bar to kill vermin instantly but the new glue trays made for the lazy and squeamish. Bob used them because they seemed to catch more. He tried not to think about the lingering death he was condemning a fellow mammal to. 

Creatures like these had bided their time until the dinosaurs died so that the following explosive radiation of lineages could lead to man. Perhaps echoing the straits the room’s former tenant would soon find himself in, just such an innocuous little critter, a harmless house mouse, only following his instincts in search of fulfillment, now struggled to escape his fatal entrapment. If anything heard its increasingly desperate attempts to extricate itself, they went ignored.

Dust drifted and settled. Even with the shades drawn to cut down the greenhouse effect, the sealed-up apartment was an oven. As the long afternoon waned the ninety-five degree heat outside climbed ten and then fifteen higher behind the blinds. Slowly the mouse’ struggles weakened in the swelter. But then an ominous clicking and metallic scraping could be heard coming from the apartment door.

This wasn’t the landlord coming to check on his property, or even claim the beer. He trusted Bob and knew everything would be swabbed down and secured properly. And the tipple was a friendly surprise. Besides, that worthy had a key. This was the sound of someone breaking in, picking the simple lock that protected the dwelling. 

As Bob had no wealth or enemies and crime was a real rarity in this pleasant little Midwestern village, a more robust deterrent had never seemed necessary. Now the lock was quietly sprung and the door eased open.

Two men with sociopathic personalities evident in their expressions slipped inside. One quickly stowed his picks in favor of a small handgun while the other clenched and unclenched his fist around a set of brass knuckles. They shut the door silently. They paused a moment, looking over the draped furniture and listening carefully. Finally the smaller of the two men straightened from his expectant hunch. He shoved the gun back in his pocket and blew air out between his teeth disgustedly. The other guy stated the obvious.

“He’s already gone.”

“We fucked it up.”

“Not our fault. Who expects traffic jams out in the sticks? What kind of fucked-up burg has a big celebration the week after the Fourth of July?”

“The kind you find west of New York and east of Vegas. We should have moved sooner. Though the boss didn’t actually give us much warning.”

They fell silent again. The mouse chose this moment to renew its useless squeaking and struggling, and both men tensed back up. The gun re-emerged and they cautiously followed the sound into the kitchen.

“Goddamn it!” 

The gorilla with the brass knuckles stepped up and crushed the mouse. Then he cursed some more scraping the sticky trap and corpse from his shoe before kicking it away.

“That was dumb. Never disturb anything you don’t have to. Never leave a clue for the crime lab. Always be professional.”

“Blow it out your ass, Pete. You think the deputy dawgs in this ignorants’ bliss can tell their dick from a dipstick? Besides, we still have our orders, right?”

“I’m reconsidering.”

“What the fuck?”

“The guy’s gone. He split and he ain’t coming back. This is a fucking apartment building. We could kill a bunch of Wal-Mart sheep. You want to risk lethal injection for a pointless gesture over a personal grudge that means nothing to us? For what we’re getting paid? “

He paused to let that sink in before continuing.

“Besides, it’s idiotic strategy. I mean it doesn’t hurt the guy, it helps him. If he even hears about it at all, it lets him know he has an enemy. It smacks of desperation, petulance, and needlessly wastes the element of surprise.”

“Maybe that don’t matter. Now that he got away, maybe the boss wants the guy to know he’s after him, wants to sweat him with the knowledge he’s gonna scorch the earth wherever he goes until he’s finally whacked in style. Besides, who put you in charge of strategy? This guy ain’t cosa nostra but he’s still the boss. You want to go back and tell him we not only missed grabbing the guy but blew off the rest of the job too?”

Pete was irresolute. Fifteen years older than his accomplice, he was less reckless and more inclined to look out for number one. Brass Knuckles tacked to this angle.

“Look, we go back and carrying through turns out to be a mistake, it’s not our mistake. We had our orders. We go back with the job undone or just kite off without even trying to get paid and that turns out to be a mistake, our ass is on the hook. And if you’re worried about the pigs or the Wal-Mart sheep, maybe you ought to go into fashion design or something.”

“All right.” Pete bent over the stove. “It just seems like overkill to me. And I hate working these personal jobs. Guys who get this bent out of shape over a broad mystify me.” He blew out the right-hand pilot light and used his elbow to nudge the burner partway on, as if by accident. Once he smelled gas he moved to the furthest end of the room. 

From the opposite pocket he’d stored the gun and picks in, Pete pulled a plastic bag. From this he withdrew a cheap wooden stand and a slow-burning stick of incense. Both had been purchased at a local head shop. The guy had a rep as a kind of beatnik after all. The stick had been subtly treated to flare up in colored sparks near the end rather than just smolder out – the latest in hippy head trips perhaps. Pete lit the stick, blew on it gently until he was sure it wouldn’t go out, then straightened up and armed sweat off his brow.

“Come on. It’s hotter than a hundred hells in here. And in half an hour it’s suddenly going to get a fuck of a lot hotter.”

They slipped from the kitchen and then the apartment. Blameless in all this, crumpled in an out-of-the-way spot, already trapped and trampled, scraped from the bottom of a shoe and kicked into a corner, the mouse waited for immolation. 


Chapter Three

From Bonding to Bondage

Punch to the gut included, so far everything was just super. The ride in the truck was a breeze – especially with the windows open. The AC was busted and Jeri smoked pretty regularly, so the wind of their passage whipped through the cab.

Perhaps Jeri just enjoyed its buffeting. 

It was clear she missed being out there on her bike; at first she was surly and taciturn in the confines of the truck. Choosing appropriately to speak only when it was indicated, Bob contented himself with the flatland version of scenery (endless acres of withering corn in other words) and his own exultant thoughts.

Finally he was on his way! Loneliness and frustration were behind him forever. The love of his life, wife of his dreams and dominatrix of his most depraved desires awaited. 

It didn’t bother Bob that they indeed seemed to be taking the ‘scenic’ route. Though the slower pace and less direct approach meant it would take him longer to complete his quest, anything was better than the soul-crushing monotony, idiot fellow drivers and speed traps of the freeways. The fact that they would clearly be camping out in some isolated spot rather than wasting money on motels or sharing some officially approved shelter with members of the straight world the women eschewed and he was now leaving behind too filled Bob with exhilarated trepidation. He rode with a cock that varied from half-hard to complaining about cramping in khaki as they roared and rattled down disused old roads.

Prejudicial as it was, he had feared his traveling companions would prove to be hulking, beastly bitches. 

Hulking Jeri certainly was, and the towering Lilli even more daunting. No doubt all three were bitches too, seething with misandry and wickedly delighted at the prospect of subjugating him. Beastly they were not, however. All three were attractive as hell, and in a way that fed his long-secret fetish for female domination. Lesbians they might be, but beyond all the muscles, short hair and tattoos they were still eminently desirable women. Not even the very unsettling emblem inked on each right deltoid (and sewn to the back of each vest) could alter that.

Bob cut his eyes over to this again as Jeri’s attention was distracted by a particularly beat-up stretch of the former state highway they’d just joined. With Lilli leading the way and Toni riding drogue they shuddered over potholes and crumbling pavement. Bob’s belly fluttered at both the rhythmic jolting and the demon Jeri seemed to aspire to being.

Below a scroll reading “Devil Dykes” was some inspired artist’s naked depiction of one.

Holding a trident in one fist and a cat o’ nine tails in the other, this infernal torturess had the crooked legs and hindquarters of a goat, the pointed, whip-like tail and reptilian wings of a dragon and through some serious skill with a needle, the head and face of Jeri herself. 

Except that this Jeri had the horns of a minotaur. The forked tongue of a viper lolled through fangs that would shame a vampire and the eyes were a pupil-less red. 

While the arms clutching the weapons were big and muscular, the torso was even more gratuitously womanly. A drop of milk (or perhaps some deranging aphrodisiac serum) depended from the nipple of one enormous breast. Even more disproportional than those honeydew tits though was the most disturbing aspect of this hellish hermaphrodite. The balls between those satyr’s haunches were like coconuts. And above them a gigantic cock that curved like a baling hook jutted up, ridged with bony protrusions and spouting steaming semen.

Bob shivered. Jeri noticed, caught him looking and grinned. She reached over and without any warning ground her cigarette out on his thigh. Despite his sudden shocked agony, Bob bit back his cry and controlled his body after a single involuntary lurch. He gasped a minute, blinked the tears from eyes and met Jeri’s laughing, assessing ones.

“Thank you, ma’am. I actually needed that.”

“You’re a man, Bob. You need and deserve the worst we can dish out simply by having that dick. But you seem like an unusually good choice for a boy-toy. 

“Like I told the others, you’re no sissy, and where’s the fun in starting out with one? You’ve got guts and honor and dignity too, which makes punishing and demeaning you infinitely more rewarding. Neither are you a born masochistic – though you’re determined to learn. You are going to make it all the way to Boston, and you’ll make a superb slave when you get there. Kimmy knew what she was doing, grooming you all her life.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I find you honorable too, very worthy of respect and very desirable. When Kim asked what I remembered about you, I said like a typical male asshole that you were hot enough to fuck but that I’d be too scared to try. And that you were probably gay anyway.”

Jeri snorted laughter. Then she corrected him.

“Bisexual, boy, like everyone else in the world. It’s all a continuum. Didn’t they teach you that in college? Just because I prefer girls doesn’t mean it would kill me to bang a worthy man. Sexual expression should not be limited by habits, constraints or silly religious taboos – things like child rape and necrophilia excepted of course. Every Dahmer needs to die. But I think you’ll also find that every demon needs to dip her wick sometimes.”

To that Bob had no reply. Dreadful possibilities were blooming inside. He searched frantically for a distraction, and pulled his netbook onto his lap.

“Is it okay if I plug this adapter into the cigarette lighter? I’d be honored to light your smokes for you in addition to putting them out.”

“I’ve got a better idea. Do it, turn it on for me, then get ready to switch places. I want to see how you drive. And I want to approve what’s on that thing.”

She slowed and pulled over, giving Toni a hand signal to continue on. By then Bob was using his password to activate the operating system. That done, he set the little computer on the seat, open to the file directory.

Smaller than a laptop, this still had a high resolution nine-inch screen. Bettering a tablet by far, it had a proper keyboard and touchpad and half a terabyte of storage space. Bob had every book, music file, and movie he owned on there, not to mention seasons one through ten of The Simpsons’ and every last episode of Family Guy. No need for anybody’s ‘cloud’ or to worry about the availability of wireless access. 

With what must become reflexive deference, he opened his door, climbed out of the truck and waited until Jeri was properly settled in his place before closing it and hurrying around to the driver’s side. By the time he was buckled in, his passenger was marveling profanely at him.

“You son of a bitch. You let me drive for nearly two hours with only my plans for dominating you to entertain me when we could have been listening to Frank Zappa or watching Aliens or Family Guy? I’m going to whip your ass for that. I mean, we were all going to do it anyway, but you’ve got at least a dozen extra licks coming from me.”

“I’m sorry ma’am.” Bob put the truck in gear and sped up after the dwindling lovers. “I’ll take ‘em like a man.”

“We’ll see about that.” Jeri selected an episode and noted the longer run times. “Please tell me these are the uncensored DVD releases. If they were lifted from the TV, bleeps, commercials and all, you’re not going sit down until a week after you get Boston, if ever again.”

“Only the most recent season is the TV version. The DVD isn’t out yet, and I’m complete right up to the last episode. But no commercials, I swear.”

“If I ever meet anyone in advertising I’m going to pulp their balls.”

“I’ll douse them in manure mixed with napalm for you.”

“Good boy.”

They lapsed into a silence of reciprocal approval while Bob concentrated on catching up. Soon enough Jeri had “Peter’s Two Dads” playing, they were back in procession with Lilly still on point and were cruising on into the encroaching evening.

***

By the time dusk arrived Bob’s stomach was cramping with hunger. At the same time he was so fearful and excited that the thought of eating made him ill. 

After ten years of fantasizing and vicarious literary madness, after featuring in nearly every masturbatory exercise since it happened, what had occurred at his birthday party after the guys had to leave (or were maybe bribed to) was finally about to happen again. He was going to be overpowered by women. Rendered helpless by them, he’d be punished and sexually humiliated. That none of the half-dozen girls involved before had ever spoken of that night perhaps testified to the shocking extent and power of his reaction to it. 

Bob just had some kind of switch inside, no doubt implanted by all the times he’d been chased down on the playground. When activated this suddenly turned on a galvanizing erotic current that he was as helpless to prevent as he’d ever been those endless wedgies. The charge was so potent that ten years later a guy who’d always been able to take almost any drug available without ever becoming dependent still craved its recurrence with an addict’s madness. When Lilli on point raised a different hand signal and Jeri slid over against him to flick the flashers on and off in response, his heart rate kicked up another notch.

“Just turn off the road and follow her. We always camp here before crossing the river.”

“Right on, ma’am!”

She laughed at his excitement as she shut down the computer.

“You can’t wait, can you?”

“Whose fault is that? You missed the big birthday party, but you were in on some of those wedgies all right. I remember now. I can’t help it if you guys turned me into a pervert. I can only live in lonely torment or walk the path prepared for me.”

They clutched each other as the truck bounced through the low dry ditch between the highway and the field beyond. Once they were on a dirt perimeter graded by the endless passage of farm machinery, the ride smoothed out and Jeri responded. 

“I always knew you were smart in school. Nobody but you and the teacher knew what the fuck you were talking about in English or History. But now I see you’re wise too. 

“I’m going to do what I’ve been asked to do to you. And I’m going to enjoy the hell out of it too. But male or not, slave or whatever, you and I are friends, all right? I’m glad I got to know you better. Even if I spit in your face I still respect you. That won’t be true of the others of course. Forget about it. But trust me: I gave my word to Kimmy, and I always keep it. I’ll get you to her trained up and undamaged like I said.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I’m very lucky in you.”

“Damn straight.”

They continued for over a mile, curving away from the road and along a rare belt of trees. These proved to line a small creek, now bone-dry with the drought. The ground dropped, until first the bedraggled corn and then the earth itself hid them from the road. They passed into the overhang of limp and even crisped foliage and continued on to the very back corner of the lot.

There were no lights or signs of human presence anywhere except for the fact of the vast tilled field stretching away beyond sight. Bob’s queasiness grew with his awareness of how far from any authority other than these women he was getting. He was far out on his limb indeed as he followed Lilli into a quickly darkening cul-de-sac where the creek made an oxbow and the trees grew tall and thick. She stopped and shut off her bike, and Jeri directed Bob to park pointing into a clearing in the deepest pocket of trees right by the bank of the stream. 

“Kill the motor, but you can leave the lights on until you’ve got our tent set up. It’s in the back with my bike, in a tan nylon bag. Set it up, move our three packs and bedrolls in there. Kill the lights as soon as you’re done.”

“And my tent and bedroll ma’am?”

“Don’t ask questions slave. Just do as you’re told.” Bob was dropping his eyes and opening his mouth when she cut him short. “Don’t apologize either. Just get your ass in gear.”

Bob jumped from the truck and hastened around back. The girls stood rubbing away the discomforts of travel and conversing quietly. He located the tent atop the cooking gear, with several cartons of cans and a case of Jack Daniels that had no retail stamp on it. 

Bob was no more a stranger to alcohol-related petty theft than he was to camping equipment. He’d cut his teeth on both in the Boy Scouts, ironically enough, that organization of such moral rectitude. There he’d also discovered the delights of tobacco and cannabis. 

The ladies had traded the first herb for the second. Ignoring the enticing smoke wafting his way, Bob figured out and set up the big square tent (about a dozen feet on a side and six up to eight at its peak) in a matter of minutes. He killed the lights and followed the women down through the rapidly closing darkness to the slate expanse of the creek bed. They had settled themselves cross-legged in an arc, and as Bob’s eyes adapted he saw the scorch marks left on the rock from previous fires. Without waiting for orders he turned and began collecting wood.

Though he had a blaze going soon enough, it was black above the creek bank when he’d finished. They had a narrow alley of sky just above them the moon was rising into, but the trip back to the truck might cost him an eye. Bob was taking a torch from the fire when Jeri spoke.

“Are you kidding? There’s a drought on. We’re surrounded by miles of kindling. Here!”

She pulled a small black flashlight from a hip sheath and tossed it to him.

“Four cans of beef stew. And if you have to make two trips, bring a bottle on the first.”

“Take a belt for yourself,” laughed Toni. “You’re going to need it.”

In his new role as trail-hand, biker-roadie, or maybe just all-around slave, Bob helped himself as suggested. Then he cooked and served and was allowed to complete the circle around the fire to eat and watch the women party the evening away. His anxiety grew ever more acute along with their intoxication; aside from occasional whispers, laughs and leers they ignored him completely, reminiscing about prison and adventures together he couldn’t begin to share. His craving for that long-deferred surge of perversity tormented him even as his lust for and fear of these hard women pounding Jack straight from the neck of the bottle around him competed. Still he remained silent, only rising to clean the cookware with water from the five-gallon jug in the truck and to dutifully and unobtrusively feed the fire when necessary. 

Jeri almost absently gave him another half a dozen belts from the bottle as it was passed. One time Toni even leaned over to give him a shotgun from the joint that was also making the rounds. This was welcome despite (or doubly because of) the sadistic shine in her eyes as she moved in, the lit end in her mouth and her lips pursed around the butt poking out. As she blew a stream of smoke into him from kissing distance, he could tell he was being taunted with intimacies that would be forever withheld. Still the suspense built as the hours passed, the party grew more raucous and he remained a peripheral figure at best. 

A heavy, black leather belt he’d previously seen cinched around Lilli’s bedroll lay curled nearby. Like a water moccasin stranded by the drought, it looked incongruous but increasingly ominous in its unspoken potential for pain. Still undetermined was where he was expected to sleep tonight, though given the weather only dew and mosquitoes seemed likely to present a problem. It wasn’t until after he’d slipped away to take a piss that this question was resolved. That was when his maddest expectations were gratified beyond bearing, and his training as Kim’s slave finally got properly underway.

***

Bob shook off in the dark. He was getting a pretty good buzz on. The ladies had killed most of the liter, but they’d allowed him enough to crash on the hard streambed if necessary. The black Jack made a hell of a soporific; the trouble was getting back up in the morning. That was why he generally stuck to beer and vodka. 

These days he found it impossible to drink enough of the former quickly enough to get drunk enough to hang him over. And vodka had fewer impurities or whatever than whiskey. Or maybe that was just myth and the power of suggestion. Whatever the case, he was swaying a little and grinning to himself as he went to zip up. His fear and need were forgotten momentarily. He was only noticing the boisterousness behind him had fallen silent when they fell upon him.

The tab of the zipper slipped from between his digits as his shorts and briefs were suddenly yanked to his ankles. With his legs thus hobbled, each arm was seized in an iron grip. Even as he cried out in surprise he was hauled away from the puddle he’d made. Stars and dark and rock and treetops whirled around his addled head. Now that the creeping-up-behind-him part had had been accomplished, his captors were laughing and whooping with excitement. 

Bob struggled instinctively. Of course his writer’s physique was no match for their prison-pumped-up muscles; one of them could probably have handled him on her own. Within seconds he found himself lifted bodily up, his limbs pitilessly pinned. He was carried to the far bank, flipped over and flung down across a tree trunk that had fallen into the channel. With his bare ass raised about three feet in the air, the trunk cutting into his gut and rough on his suddenly raging hardness, he felt the hands on his arms pulling these behind him. Cold metal bracelets closed over his wrists; a series of ratcheting clicks as they tightened told him he’d been handcuffed. 

Gasping madly with the blood throbbing in his lowered head, Bob felt someone step over this and straddle it. Smooth skin over spring-steel clutched his cheeks; denim fringe over hot, damp pussy pressed the back of his neck. 

He was clamped in someone’s crotch; already he identified Toni by her smell. Though the uselessness of his struggles keenly heightened the excitement flooding him after all this time (oh its potency was so much greater; he was absolutely bursting with it!) Bob subsided immediately when strong fingers seized and squeezed his balls. Lilli and Toni were laughing fit to split, while it was big Jeri whose grip and authority he obeyed.

“Be still, slave. What happened to taking it like a man? Do you want me to give Kimmy a favorable report on your first whipping? Or shall I say you sniveled like a baby and resisted us? Don’t you want to impress your mistress?”

This was even more imperative than the threat to his testicles. Panting raggedly, Bob went limp – in every place but one. 

This time it was tree bark and not carpet over concrete abrading him. But already he was just as hard and crushed as ten years before. He caught himself keening aloud in the incredibly welcome delirium that had recurred and overwhelmed him again at last. 

Somehow Bob clamped this off. Then he waited in the most excruciating suspense yet as Jeri let go of his balls. He heard that big leather belt being popped between fists in preparation and moaned with anticipation. Fear and lust and fanatical worship of the feminine made a sickly compulsory stew inside him that he savored like ambrosia. He was glad he’d only eaten enough of the beef stuff to buffer the booze.

“Now slave, we shall begin your disciplinary training. I am going to strap your ass. Then Toni and Lilli are going to strap your ass. Then I’m going to do it again, for making me drive for hours with only my plans for you as entertainment. 

“Learn to love this boy-toy, because it’s a daily part of your life from now on – and of course it’s just the barest beginning of what you will have to habitually suffer for the honor of belonging to such a fantastic mistress as Kim.”

“Please proceed!” Bob croaked, his head still clamped in the crotch that held him captive. “I live to serve and suffer for women!”

“Indeed you do. Don’t ever forget that, male.”

Hidden from Bob’s sight, three feet of stout but supple, three inch-wide tanned and finished animal hide hung from a loop. Snugged by the buckle, this loop was wrapped about a spiked fist the size of a pineapple. The fist clenched and unclenched at the end of a brutishly large arm, one that was marbled by a bodybuilder’s vascular relief. 

A decorative pattern of perforations ensured minimum wind resistance. An opposing pattern of silver (more spikes on the outside, rounded rivets behind) redundantly replaced the lost weight. For this initiate, the spikes were turned safely away. Only their bases faced him. 

Fun fact from Physics 101: force equals mass times acceleration. That heavy strap of augmented leather pendulumed a moment. Then in an almost circular arc it swung back and abruptly forward again, air shrieking through the speed-holes. 

Centrifugal effects accumulated impetus. At its point of greatest acceleration the last, most swiftly moving foot of strap impacted Bob’s ass. All that stored force was transferred instantaneously to his timidly quivering flesh. 

It was the greatest pain he’d ever felt. And it felt greater than any pleasure he’d ever remembered. Bob cried out helplessly, the nostalgia gripping him so acute and poignant it was like an emotional orgasm. It was Toni’s hot crotch holding him helpless, and Lilli’s savage shriek of spite somehow serenading his muffled ears. It was his new friend Jeri whipping him with all of her prodigious strength. But it was his mistress’ face he saw in his mind’s eye as the agony and impotence of the instant exploded over him in all its irresistibly evocative intensity. 

Kimmy was sixteen years old, beaming out of a photo with everything she felt for him and everything she meant to him distilled into one iconic image. When that heavy biker’s belt slashed into him again, Bob barked out a sob so articulate of his inexpressible apotheosis that Lilli’s triumph was silenced and Jeri growled her approval before really settling into rhythm.

“Excellent! I recognize that sound from prison, don’t you girls? The little bitch can’t help but love it! This one’s so instinctively submissive he’s as good as tamed already. Wait until the endorphin high hits, little bitch. Then you’ll start really getting off on this. Meanwhile, suffer like you were always destined to!”

That Bob certainly did. 

Jeri whipped him viciously, her professed friendship ceding nothing to her sadistic exhilaration at subjugating a member of the hated gender. She had him weeping within minutes. Yet the agony only fed his exaltation, particularly when the predicted neurotransmitter surge occurred. Despite the way he sobbed on, Bob stayed erect throughout, grinding his pain into the rough bark of the tree as Toni and Lilly chanted the strokes and the former dampened his hair and neck with her eagerness for her own turn. 

Having no idea what the rest of the night held, Bob worried distantly how he’d ever sit on a car seat all day tomorrow. Mostly though he just clenched his cheeks against the relentless blows and his jaws against the involuntary screams and clung with desperate excruciation to the exalting image of Kim glinting at him. Love, lust, drink, dope, endorphins and agony overload made his inverted head swim with delirium. Eventually under this geas other memories of his mistress, ones that usually only emerged disguised as incidents in porno stories, began to assail him. They came with shockingly potent sensory referents. 

Though his head remained clamped helpless, he could feel Kim’s humid breath in his ear as his playground bully returned gloated about how she could now do anything she wanted to him, anything at all. Then she stuck her tongue in, slathering it all around in the ultimate ‘wet willie’.

Beyond the first drunken tackling, wedgying and paddling, Bob remembered being elaborately tied up, tickled nearly into a heart attack, stripped and pinched and prodded and marveled over, his nipples endlessly twisted and his traitorously hard dick whipped with a stick. He’d had his hanging balls batted around like a speed bag and his resting ones rolled under boot soles. Most of all he felt again the way his face burned furiously throughout. It was the exact same humiliation he felt folded over a log, and it was almost existential in its intensity. Yet paradoxically or not, this made him crave it even more. It was the most potent emotion he’d ever experienced; now it was the most compelling element of his recurrent depravity.

He remembered being gigglingly transformed with presents that showed this was no impromptu outburst of alcohol-inspired hilarity. He remembered being made to pose and vamp for photos, gifting his beloved tormentor this trust out of the extreme unreasoning allegiance she somehow evoked in him. He felt her warm weight forked atop him as she rode him like a pony, around and around the big rec room, one hand tugging his beribboned pigtail braids like reins while the other wedgied his sexy-silky hot pink panties ever higher, agonizingly splitting his paddle-battered buttocks with a hideously missed excitement that was deranging in the extreme. 

His new, exceedingly slutty underwear was also wrapped like a ligature about his bloated, openly exposed genitals. Each insanely stirring yank vigorously waggled his madly burning boner, a clear, sticky glaze of sweetness now sheening the tip. Meanwhile blessedly cruel Kim kept giggling and shifting and rubbing herself rhythmically against his back, snapping his bra straps mockingly. Every time another yank on his prick and crack, or another swat of a paddle in the hands of one of the others was accompanied by a cry of “Giddy-up bitch!” Bob sobbed and squirmed and shambled faster. His garters tickled; his stockings itched. His pumps pinched miserably and his tight-tight girdle had him breathing so fast and shallow he thought might hyperventilate. He also felt like he’d explode if he didn’t get to masturbate soon, they way he’d been promised in exchange for finally defeating his denial and playing along willingly…

Under the influences surfacing along with these memories, Bob began to feel he might ejaculate against the tree trunk as the endlessly escalating agony drove him on through rare lucidity toward revelation. But before he could recall coming that night (or do so again in sympathy) the spell was unfortunately broken. 

Jeri reached the two dozen strokes she’d decreed for each and ceded the belt to Toni. During the switchover as his head was set free, the geas enrapturing Bob receded. By the time the whipping resumed, history was less compulsory. Though Toni couldn’t match Jeri’s strength, his exaltation began to increasingly give way to misery. Inevitably his erection lost urgency, the erotic charge he depended on lessening in intensity.

Along with the constant rain of his tears wetting the desiccate creek-bed, runners of snot now hung from Bob’s nostrils. Swinging and splatting at the impetus of his sobbing – and the relentless impact of the steel-loaded leather against his ass – this degradation disgusted rather than excited him. By the time Toni finished and reluctantly turned the belt over to its impatient owner, Bob’s arousal was just about exhausted. Soon he’d be reduced to blind endurance. And with that the night’s true suffering began. 

Though she hadn’t the brawn of Jeri either, vengeful Lilli more than made up for this with expertise and vehemence. It was her belt after all, and she knew how to use it. She also excoriated him as she slashed that strap against him, snarling and screaming epithets as she laid into him with everything she had.

“Pig!” (Crack!)

“Scum!” (Crack!)

“ Filth!” (Crack!) 

“Worm!” (Crack!)

“Maggot!” (Crack!)

“Sick, perverted, useless piece of fucking male shit!” (CRACK!)

By this time the accumulated damage to his ass had indeed purged all excitement from this ordeal completely. Bob could only blubber on and pray to his distant mistress for it to be over. 

He’d had his fun and his proper allotment of punishment too. Apparently Jeri had decided the same. When Lilli showed no indication of stopping after her twenty-four strokes, even getting in a twenty-fifth and sixth, the leader stepped in and restrained her.

“All right, Lilli. Remember, no permanent damage. I’m going to have to forgo my extra dozen too, at least until tomorrow. Besides, this part of the job is so much more rewarding. I’ve been looking forward to it all week. Let’s roll him over.”

The world whirled again as broken Bob was manhandled over onto his whipped-to-ribbons rear. Now it was that ass scraping tree bark, and his beaten-quiescent penis that was at the apex of his uncomfortably arched body. Jeri laughed delightedly at the sight of his recent shearing, a reassuring sound to a guy who’d just got the first real inkling of what his future held. 

He was about to get another.

“Look at you all shaved up bare! How long you been going Brazilian, boy-toy?”

Bob had managed to quit bawling. Still he couldn’t speak without his voice breaking.

“Since just today. Kim told me to do that before setting out. Maybe it’s a kind of purification ritual at the start of a sacred quest, or even a symbolic emasculation or something.”

“Maybe,” Jeri laughed even harder. “And maybe it’s also to make this absolutely not-symbolic emasculation that much more arresting. Toni, throw some more wood on the fire. Let’s have some light on the problem.”

As the flames leapt up Lilli grabbed Bob by the hair and hauled his dangling head and torso up too so that he could watch. Pathetically limp and bare, shorn of all threat and hair, scraped half raw by the tree, he’d never seen his penis more retreated. 

Beyond flaccid, it was shrunk up tiny and chastened, a ridiculously pointless and insignificant bit of vestigial sin. Its value seemed dim even to him. Yet just as this perception hit, before he could begin to recover himself in the aftermath of the best and worst beating of his life, Jeri slipped a little steel sleeve over him. 

Just barely big enough to fit, this encased his shriveled little trifle from root to rim, leaving only the head protruding – and pointing straight down.

 Like the handcuffs that still trapped his arms uncomfortably under him, a fetter ratcheted closed, its circlet separating his genitals from the rest of his body like a collar. Yet were they even still his? Bob gaped with dismay at the exquisitely fitted chastity device he now wore. 

As if in a dream he remembered Kim with a measuring tape the night of his party, meticulously recording to the millimeter his every dimension both limp and erect. He remembered the ice pack she’d used to banish his rampant hardness, and how she’d giggled delightedly at the sight of him so shriveled by chill. He remembered all the girls ridiculing it mercilessly, and urging him to live openly as a permanently emasculated sissy… 

Suddenly Bob wished acutely that he’d jerked off before leaving, rather than take that icy shower. When might he have a chance to do so again? Clearly the ladies had no intention of allowing him any relief from his ever-growing sexual frenzy while in their custody. While he waited for the inserting, turning, and teasing with a key, Jeri merely squeezed his balls in satisfied fashion. Her gloating gaze met his terribly anxious one.

“It’s already locked, slave. The mechanism is automatic. And Mistress Kimberly has the only key. So now you have a little extra incentive to make it to Boston, yes?” 

Bob nodded dumbly, still trying to cope with the scope of this latest challenge. Naturally Jeri knew just how to dig the needle in deeper. 

“Of course, once you get there, she might just drop the key in a beaker of acid, or better yet melt it down and pour it into the keyhole, disabling the entire mechanism. She might even smile lovingly as she makes you into her impotent little bitch forever. 

“Wouldn’t that be the ultimate proof of your devotion to her, to serve this supremely desirable female in ever more madly frustrated chastity for the rest of your cuckolded-right-in-your-face days? That’s what I would expect from my husband-slave. And I’ve already told Kim exactly that. But she’s still your key-holder, so the decision is up to her.” Jeri permitted herself a sigh. “I suggest you make keeping her happy your number one priority in life.”

Bob had already intended that! Now as he stared at the firelight gleaming on stainless steel (or maybe even titanium, who knew), he took the imperative deeply to heart. Surprisingly though, he also found his perverse exaltation returning. 

The implacable hold his owner now had on him, its potential for coercion, aroused him almost unbearably. 

He’d begged for her power over him to become as infinite as her allure; perhaps this was fruition of that. Remembering how intolerably long she’d drawn out his post-denial teasing that night in the rec room made him moan with delicious distress even as he began swelling again. Though how he’d finally achieved relief that night had slipped into protective obscurity, he knew damn well it had been also been the most incredible climax of his life. 

Now there was no room at the inn, or anywhere else. 

His thrilling assertion of manhood went nowhere, pinched off in excruciating fashion by the cruel device now imprisoning it. He thought of spending the rest of his life in this kind of endlessly stymied agony instead of enjoying the greatest pleasure available to men, and horror competed with an insane excitement that terrified him. When Jeri tickled the bloating glans with a very un-biker-like giggle, he sobbed loud even as he squirmed in ever more maddened turmoil.

“Excellent!” she enthused, as Toni and Lilli whooped, slapped high fives, kissed and groped each other in celebration. At last they broke apart.

“Now what?” asked Toni impatiently. “Let’s just finish up so we can fuck. Seeing that useless little noodle locked down makes me want to come my brains out. Every cock in the world should have that done to it!”

“No, every cock in the world should be stuck in a meat-grinder while still attached and erect!” snarled Lilli as she unbuttoned her colors. “That’s why I got sent up. No one would believe self defense after what I did to the only male ever allowed inside me!”

Bob distracted himself from both the horror already done to him and the upsetting and gruesome suggestions of Jeri and Lilli respectively by ogling the incredible torso just revealed. 

Though he was looking at it upside down since she’d stopped supporting him, all of that lean, hard, sinewy stretch was even more amazing to behold towering above him from below. And though the breasts were almost non-existent, mere irregularities in the pectorals with thimble-like nipples that stood out with no aureole at all, they were still the first real tits he’d seen in years. An admitted murderess who hated him or not, this woman was uniquely, thrillingly hot. His confined cock strained painfully again, and then even worse at Jeri’s answer.

“We’re just going to relive the playground a little that’s all. Then we’ll set our little boy-toy here up for a night of reflection on what his wonderful new life is going to demand from him.”

Bob was seized and flipped back over. This manhandling of his helplessness inflamed him further; when his khaki shorts were yanked off his feet and cast aside he found himself right back keening uncontrollably again. 

He knew what was coming now. And now the terrible burning and throbbing in his badly wounded ass was once again indescribably nostalgic and exhilarating. When Jeri pulled his briefs back up – and up, and up, bunching and wedging the fabric ever more brutally up into his crack – he cried out with that always-inexplicable ecstasy. 

Biceps bulging, she continued to yank upward and even side-to-side, separating his swollen, bruised, raw and welted haunches ever more evocatively, really sawing away at his anus. At an especially brutal jerk Bob felt again that burst of erotic charge that was like a psychological orgasm. This time he not only cried out but shuddered violently with the intensity of the pleasure-pain-shame that so ruled him. Jeri laughed gloatingly, yanking ever more ruthlessly as the lovers again whooped and jeered and clapped.

“Yeah, baby! Just like old times, isn’t it? Only this time we didn’t have to chase you around half the playground first. This time you came begging us for it! Well, we’re not going to stint you, boy-toy. Let your first night as a slave be a memorable one! Help me out here, girls.”

Bob felt himself lifted by the hair, cuffed arms, and the waistband of his luckily brand-new and sturdy cotton underwear – which was now pulled up nearly to his shoulder blades. 

He squealed like a bitch and struggled, not from some idiot wish to get away or halt what was happening but because his almost pathological arousal demanded that he exacerbate it with proof of his utter helplessness – and because struggling inevitably wedged his wedgie up even higher. Of course he’d soon be surfeited in that regard.

Treating his cuffed thrashings as negligible, the three laughing women carried him to another tree. This one was still upright, though the way it leaned like the Tower of Pisa over the undercutting bank showed that it too was destined to eventually fall. With Lilli climbing up to help from above they turned him again, lifted him higher, and hooked his waistband securely over the thick stub of a jutting branch broken off earlier for firewood. 

Considerately or not, Jeri adjusted the briefs so that his caged genitals hung exposed through a leg-hole rather than be crushed between the stretchy wad of fabric and his dangling body. Still his balls bloated purple through a tightly distended scrotum. His even more swollen glans looked like a bursting-ripe grape beside prize-winning plums. Jeri fondled all of these this time, tickled by their condition and by boy-toy’s tormented cries. Then Lilli un-cuffed his wrists, pulled his arms around back of the trunk and cuffed them back up. 

Locked to the tree and hanging by the sling of his underwear, his shoes dangling a good five feet above the stream bed thanks to the elevation of the bank, Bob found himself utterly at the mercy of gravity, all his weight borne by his clothes-lined crotch and the hugely split junction of his buttocks. He writhed and swayed and sobbed and tried to burst that penis-sleeve with the extreme derangement of his pain and need. 

Again his trainers cheered and clapped. The last of the bottle was drained in celebration. Then Kim called up to him.

“Have a nice night, boy-toy. Don’t get carried away struggling too much. You don’t want rip free and end up hanging by just your wrists. You could dislocate your shoulders.

“Tomorrow we cross the Mississippi. If you disturb our sleep one time, you will enter the eastern half of the country hogtied, gagged, and blindfolded in the back of the truck. Behave yourself, and you can do it riding behind me on a Harley.

“Okay, Devil Dykes. Let’s go fuck and crash. Our work is done for the day.”

Twisting in uncontainable agony, arousal and appalled disbelief, Bob whimpered piteously after them as they turned, crossed the empty creek and disappeared up the bank. 


Chapter Four

Breaching Boundaries

Jeri woke to birdsong and the light of dawn shining through the thin but tough nylon of the tent. She was naked atop their overlapping bedrolls; all three of them were. She doubted it had dropped to seventy during the night. 

Still a little logy from the booze, she squirmed luxuriously in her comfort. Bob had done an outstanding job choosing level ground without exposed tree roots and clearing it of sticks and stones before pitching the tent. And he’d done it all in the dark, and relatively quickly.

Thinking of Bob made her chuckle at the way they’d left him. This led to the realization that he’d passed her challenge. He’d dutifully spent the entire night in the dreaded ‘hanging wedgie’ of playground legend that she’d heard tall tales of but had never actually seen inflicted. And he hadn’t screamed or begged them for relief once, much less cried out that he wanted to give up and go home. He hadn’t disturbed them in the slightest. 

Pride swelled Jeri’s already expansive breast: pride in herself that her judgment had been vindicated, pride at her friend Kimmy’s handiwork and pride at her own expert part in finishing the job. She even felt pride in her pathetic new friend.

No, that wasn’t right. Jeri squirmed again, this time uncomfortably. Bob wasn’t pathetic.

He’d put it well in the truck yesterday, surprising her into finding that she liked him. He couldn’t change what had been done to him any more than those Christian nitwits could stamp out their same-sex attractions by ‘praying away the gay.’ 

Such things weren’t possible. To his credit he’d recognized this and embraced the only avenue of fulfillment clever Kim had left him. In the process he accepted not only unbelievable impositions, but whatever stigma the ignorant chose to inflict. And he did all this with calm self-honesty. Despite his extreme demeaning, he had a dignity lacking in any prison bitch. 

Add to that the fact that he really was getting fulfillment of a clearly extreme sort from his submission obsession and she couldn’t find fault with him at all. She looked forward to riding over the river with him. And after the charge she got from dominating him last night, she really looked forward to his real breaking in. Enlivened immediately by the prospect, she threw off her torpor and sat up.

Still entangled, Toni and Lilli stirred at her movement and sat up too. Jeri let them blink and look around a minute, registering the fact that they’d slept through undisturbed.

“What do you think of our boy-toy now?” 

Lilli snorted. 

“He’s a fucking man. If we didn’t have so much other fun with him planned, I’d just as soon leave him there in the tree. Let the birds pick his bones. But you were righter about him than we were, that’s for sure. He really means to go through with it.”

“I actually kind of like him,” marveled Toni as she stretched. “He’s handy to have on the trail. He pitched the tent better than we usually do. I can see him providing foot rubs and other relaxants after a long day on the hog. And I totally got off on beating him. I was close to coming when you stopped me. And seeing him hanging by his undies with his cock locked up sure inspired me to fuck like a demon last night.”

Toni paused for acknowledging murmurs and grins.

“But he’s kind of cool too in his quiet way. He’s a total perv of course, but no worse than dozens of others we’ve known. Most importantly though, he doesn’t act all drama-queen or pathetic about it, like his deviance is the center of attention. He just takes whatever comes no matter how extreme and always stays true to his owner and himself.”

“That’s exactly what I thought. Shall we go and redeem him from the tree of woe?”

Lilli snorted derisively again at the unintended allusion. 

“Conan the Barbarian he ain’t. You guys go. I need to splash some water on my face.”

She ducked out of the tent without even dressing. Jeri and Toni pulled their clothes back on. Freshly dry-cleaned before setting out for the rally, their colors would be okay for a while. They could have boy-toy wash their shorts and socks tonight. No need to dig out extra duds. Within a minute they’d followed Lilli outside and turned toward the creek bank.

The fire had long since gone out, and the sun was just climbing into the same strip of sky the moon had while they were liquoring up for the fun. Speaking of which, boy-toy was still strung up by his shorts, which were now stretched so high he’d sunk at least half a foot lower. His legs were splayed wide as a slut’s from the tension on his deeply split crotch. His balls were swollen pomegranate purple and clustered all over with mosquito bites, which also stippled his legs, strapped-black buttocks and even the meekly shrunken head of his penis. 

His torso was stretched in what must have been an excruciating bow. Somehow he’d painstakingly worked his cuffed wrists ever higher up the trunk behind him until he could slip the chain over another branch stub, the angle of which made it impossible for him to then get them back down. Now he hung from the sling of his wedgie all swaybacked, with his cuffed wrists wrenched unnaturally up and back, all the way to above the level of his lolling head. 

Aside from the strain on his spine, this could hardly have stressed his shoulders worse, short of falling the way she’d warned. Yet for some reason he’d done it. 

Jeri wondered whether he’d been trying to lessen the pressure of his wedgie, reduce the potential torque on his limbs if his shorts indeed ripped free or if he’d deliberately maximized his torment in order to further impress them and test himself. Soon she would know: at the sound of their approach Bob’s slackly hanging head came up with what was clearly enormous effort.

His face was haggard and hollow-eyed, as eloquent of nobly endured suffering as Christ on Calvary. The neatly-kept Jesus-goatee was crusted with a dried froth of drool; tracks of this ran down his neck. Now his lips were dry and chapped. The socketed eyes were haunted and bloodshot, their lids heavy with the swelling of more mosquito bites. Still he squirmed feebly in greeting, gasping with arousal even now as the cruelly cutting wedgie he’d endured for seven hours or more bit into him afresh. His extreme desperation was self-evident. His voice was hoarse and choked. Yet he stuck beautifully to decorum.

“Good morning, my goddesses. I pray you had orgasms galore and enough uninterrupted rest to keep you as rampant as ever.”

This was clearly a rehearsed greeting. Even after the worst ordeal of his woefully naïve life, Bob remained determined to maintain exemplary behavior. Jeri rewarded him with a friendly demeanor as she stepped up to palpate his bug-bit balls and rub his shrunken glans. She answered to his renewed swelling, sobbing and squirming.

“Good morning yourself, slave. Well done on letting us rest. Toni and I are impressed; I think you’re up to two friends on this trip. You look a bit more stressed than the way you were left. Why did you do that to your arms?”

Boy-toy groaned and writhed at being recalled to the agony. 

“I was obsessing on bondage fantasies, ma’am. You talked before you left about hogtying me. Kim did it once, way back when we were sixteen. I want to be hogtied again, when I’ve earned it. And I hoped that when you saw how far beyond the challenge you set me I went, you would keep it in mind, and maybe even give a good report on me to Mistress Kimberly.”

“That I definitely will!” Jeri declared as Toni returned from peeing to join her. 

The shortest of them all at about five-eight, she reached up to run her hand wonderingly over those bunched-up, grossly swollen and pried-apart buttocks. Layered with six dozen overlapping belt-welts (plus two more), these were black and blue as the night just past and yet with more shades of red than the sunrise behind them. 

“For your above-and-beyond effort I’ll even let you add to my report,” Jeri continued. “But first, for the record, tell me honestly how you feel right now.”

Boy-toy squirmed again, gasping madly, his protruding glans responding ever more avidly to her rubbing. Finally with a wrenching groan he marshaled his powers of articulation.

“For quite a while now I’ve been exceedingly miserable, with only sporadic spasms of the overpowering excitement I’ve tried to nurture through the night. These had grown fleeter and ever more rare before you goddesses arrived. Now my arousal is the equal of my misery again. Yet both take a backseat to fear and hope and reverence.”

“Good!” Jeri’s smugness was genuine. “I’ve recorded that to your cell phone. Now I’m going to hold it up and record video of you too. When I say so, you may address your mistress. Speak from the heart. When I send my own report, I will append these files. Are you ready?”

“Yes ma’am.”

Toni stepped out of the picture and waited silently, her expression caught between amusement and curiosity. Bob lifted his head higher, now marshaling that dignity she admired. Jeri held up the phone and made a long slow circuit, documenting him high and low from every angle. Then she zoomed in close on his outrageously wedged-wide whipping, the crotch of his underwear all but disappeared up inside him. She showed off his bit-up, stretched and swollen balls and then lingered lovingly on his insanely aroused, pitifully imprisoned little penis. 

Surely Kim would want to freeze and magnify the image of all the inflamed weals covering the protruding head and ultra-sensitive tip. Tiny females had left those wounds, plunging their probosces repeatedly into his ultimate vulnerability while he hung powerless to prevent them. At last she filled the frame with his brave but haggard face so he could speak.

“Good morning, Mistress Kimberly. I pray that you are orgasmically happy. 

“I love you above any possibility of expression. I’m also honored and ecstatic beyond understanding to have you as my key-holder. I beg you to never relinquish this power over me. I worship and trust you absolutely. I will serve you in miserable celibacy forever if you deem it necessary, though I beg you by all we’ve ever meant to each other to please consider otherwise. 

“Jeri and her friends have my complete allegiance. Please don’t be concerned for me. I am treasuring the challenges of my quest and can’t wait to wait on you in awed fealty forever.”

“Good enough.” Jeri worked the smart phone as nimbly as if it were her own. “Let’s get you down from there. You need to break camp for us and get us ready to roll.”

Within twenty minutes this was finished. Bob crippled around at first, but he tackled his chores with the same conscientious dedication he’d shown so far. With Lilli muttering blackly about having to take her turn behind the wheel, Jeri swung astride her hog with enthusiasm. Having just siphoned some gas from the truck to top off Toni’s tank, Bob was still spitting and a little green. Still he took up her invitation promptly.

“Okay boy-toy, climb aboard. You’re riding with the lead demon today, just as promised.”

His weight settled behind her, another groan leaking through his teeth. Jeri bet he had a few million more in store. Still despite the condition of his seat and the thrill of their contact, nothing but sober propriety entered his tone.

“Permission to place my hands on a goddess?”

“Granted.”

“Thank you.” Timidly these crept to her hips.

“Put your arms around me, boy. Lean in and hold on.”

Tentatively still he followed orders, managing to convey his expectation of a sudden hellish incineration for this affront. Jeri chuckled as she flipped down her face shield.

For the first time ever, a man embracing her didn’t make her want to punch him in the gut. This was going to be fun, both for herself and this motorcycle virgin. Quickly she gave him tips about how to shift his weight. Once they were moving he proved apt enough. By the time they reached pavement, Jeri had decided he could be trusted to drive the truck by himself later.

***

About the time her property was crossing the river that split the continent, Kim was primping for a rite of passage of her own. She stood in her wardrobe – her other wardrobe – modeling the simplest of the dozens of dominatrix costumes she’d acquired since her ship came in. She was finally going to use one!

Her breasts were framed by a cup-less brassiere of tiny strips of (what else) black leather. 

Glittering with little spikes, this not only presented these at their big, jaunty, bullet- pointed best, but devastatingly accented them too. The panties were identically minimalist, just another wrapping of thin spiked straps. They cradled her superbly curvy hips and just-a-bit-bulbous ass beautifully. Oh, the silver and black made such an arresting contrast to the pampered satin cream of her skin! Always shaved up sleekly bare everywhere, this made her framed delta of Venus and her impatient pussy (as boldly exposed as her tits) look almost unbearably enticing. 

The finest legs she’d ever seen looked their elegant best too, perched as she was on chromed stilettos, her ankles, insteps and toes wrapped in the same black spiked straps. Rampantly aroused just by the sight of herself (not to mention the circumstances), the formally acknowledged Mistress Kimberly lingered deliberately until she heard the doorbell. Then she pulled on the short, thin, black silk robe she’d chosen and strode out to admit the future.

She’d dismissed the help for the rest of the day. Soon she might even do so permanently, once she had her mindlessly fawning slave in place. 

Then again, if Bobby was busy with domestic duties all the time, how could she keep him tied up around the clock, squirming desperately under her endless inventive attentions? It was too bad she couldn’t clone him. Then she could have one completely feminized ‘sissy’ Bobbi tricked out as a slutty French Maid. She saw him mincing painstakingly around her mansion in his en pointe boots, waiting on her and her friends or laboriously performing his housekeeping chores despite his restrictive shackling. Meanwhile she could keep the original, wedgie-loving Bobby in constant suspension-bondage, being sexually stimulated and subjugated out of his dick-locked mind by the mechanical contraptions she’d also been accumulating lately. If she knew her Bobby from the birthday party, he would continue fawning worshipfully upon her even as she additionally tortured him in numberless new ways throughout his remaining days. Finally she’d have one last naked slave-mate, a timidly intimidated and regressed Bobby chained forever to her giant bed, waiting tremulously for all the voraciously insatiable mistress-sex she owed him.

For that matter, she could use that last clone right now. After getting Jeri’s report on the first night, and seeing and hearing from her thrillingly locked-down and willingly suffering slave himself, Kim knew right away that not even the most marathon masturbation session would suffice. This time she needed to fuck! 

She’d had no one in her bed since Edgar. She’d intended to save that honor for Bobby. Maybe she still would. But seeing him hung up wedgied to within an inch of his life, deliberately maxing out his suffering for her and swearing to serve her in worshipful impotence forever if such was her whim, had made her reconsider waiting altogether. 

She was a woman, a member of the finer gender. She had perfectly justified needs. And delaying gratification in the slightest for a slave no matter how beloved was silly. There was no such thing as cheating between them; within days Bobby would discover the non-exclusivity of their sex lives big-time. She was even jealous of Jeri and her friends, so what the hell? Flushed with fresh lust and the accumulated deficit of over a year’s needlessly suffered solitary sex, Kim had at last taken the advice of one of her New York friends and called the exclusive escort service she’d recommended. Surely this was her gentleman caller at the door now.

Striding through all the ostentatious grandeur Edgar had insisted on (and to which she’d admittedly taken like a shark to the sea), Kim was pleased her visitor didn’t lean on the bell but just waited patiently for her. She flicked a glance at the security monitor and saw her afternoon fuck was strapping and robust, chiseled and blonde and beautiful.

This was all as she’d requested: everything physically that turned her on in a man-beast – and all the things in which poor Bobby was woefully lacking. Still, she doubted this young buck would let her lock him up and then willingly hang from his underwear all night for her!

“Don’t worry, darling,” she murmured to her slave still at least four states away. “You’re the number-one love of my life and you always will be.” She opened the door.

“Good afternoon, ma’am. My name is Jordan. Would you like to buy some rubber cookware? Or perhaps I can interest you in the First Church of Morons?”

His smile was charming, and his humor a nice touch. His air was of ill-concealed delight at being greeted not by some withered old harridan but an absolute knockout his own age, someone who’d have no trouble earning millions as a top-end escort herself. Slipping easily into character, Mistress Kimberly gave him a smile of her own, one steamy with the clash of fire and ice.

“Come in, Jordan. I have dire need of your services.”

She led him from foyer through entrance hall to the nearest drawing room. 

There she made them drinks (treacly-cold Stoli with a speared olive for luck) and let the silent suspense build while she assessed him speculatively. According to Jenny, these guys were guaranteed discreet and STD-free Finally she spoke.

“Jordan, I’m going to rip your fucking clothes off. I’m going to shove you down, mount you, and use you like a bitch. I might even slap your face and twist your nipples while I do it. I’m going to come my fucking brains out while imagining you’re someone else. Then I’m going to kick you out of my house before I get too attached or attracted to you. Do you have any objections to any of those things?”

“Not at all, ma’am. All part of the service.”

“Good. Gulp that drink.”

They both tossed back their elementary martinis. Then Kim also tossed back her glass, casting it over her shoulder before ripping off that robe. Even as the glass was smashing and supposedly jaded Jordan was gaping at her body, outfit or both, she was moving in on him.

Kim stunned him with a roundhouse bitch-slap that was perhaps more violent than she’d warned of. She seized his sport-casual shirt in both hands and sent buttons going the way of the second glass. The last two held, but that was perfect. She yanked the remains of the shirt back off his shoulders, trapping his arms in it. Both hands propelled him into an armless antique chair of exquisite taste and workmanship. As soon as his knees collapsed him she was tearing at his pants, the fever of her urgency making short work of these buttons too. She wrenched his slacks down to his ankles, semi-restraining those limbs as well, and ripped apart his silly bikini briefs.

The imprint of her hand standing out starkly on his face, Jordon was just recovering enough to begin to struggle. Mistress Kimberly put a stop to that by swinging astride both chair and bitch, grabbing his head by the hair and burying this in her tits.

She scraped and smooshed and slapped and smeared and brutally ground the best boobs in town into a face that was lovely in its construction, shock, and unexpected excitement, but which wasn’t Bobby’s unfortunately. Thinking of how such a tit-attack would red-line every system in her slave only increased her arousal however. In two weeks tops she’d be doing it to him indeed; until then this bitch was a splendid substitute.

Jordan was sputtering for breath and slobbering on her. 

He’d quit attempting to free his limbs and was trying to fasten his mouth on one of her nipples instead. Kim could feel the impressive length and girth of him rearing rigid already. Twice what she’d measured on Bobby was throbbing hotly against her gluteal cleft. 

She settled down straddling him. She undulated like a cobra, rocking that porn-star hard-on back against its forward striving. Her complementary pudenda wetted him. When she could take it no more she leaned back. Withdrawing the assaultive heaven of her breasts even as she adeptly altered her undulating enough for him to slip between her lips, Kim cried out unconsciously as she mounted, all that thick hot bitch-meat spearing into her.

“Bobby!” 

With that she indeed began fucking his sculpted and hung stud-in like he was the man she owned rather than just a rental. Seizing a sissy-tit in each hand, she used this ruthlessly twisting grip to empower her sudden galvanic thrusting. With all the ecstasy of rediscovered pleasures and all the zeal inspired by the messages she’d received this morning, Kim plunged into a more impassioned rhythm than she’d ever wasted on Edgar, or any of the other assholes she had to endure in search of the perfect meal ticket for her and her eventual slave. She even began to indulge in wicked fantasies similarly inspired.

Now it wasn’t Bobby she was bitch-slapping with her tits again even as she humped him into delirium. It was any young stud who happened to pique her fancy. Lovely Bobby who owed her big-time for all the assholes she’d had to flatter and fuck was hanging all tied up in the custom-designed sling she needed to get him after this morning. He was horribly, uncontrollably aroused and viscerally traumatized at the same time. Tears were sheeting down his beet-red face even as his forever-impotent little afterthought twitched and screamed ceaselessly in its welded-shut steel. What he’d saved for her all those years was hers now indeed, kept so in an impregnable vault forever while she fucked and fucked and fucked right in front of him...

Before she knew it Mistress Kimberly was coming, and far earlier than she’d intended. Taking her sudden shrieking and even more maddened lunging as license, Jordan lost what was obviously a desperate battle to withhold his own eruption. What had it been, ten minutes? And he was already spurting into her. Almost frantic to get her fill now, Kim nearly toppled the hideously expensive chair while wildly riding out their combined climaxes.

In the gasping after, she felt a bit guilty to be getting off on Jeri’s advice. Bobby’s humble and eloquent plea to her this morning was far more convincing, at least when the domination-fever had left her. He was so sweet and brave and dedicated…

Really, she couldn’t do that to him. Yet still the question remained: which boy-toy made her hotter? Was it the beloved devotee about to be ravished to apoplexy with her long dreamed-of world class goodies? Or was it the daily-cuckolded eternal impotent she controlled down to his soul, the one hung up weeping and reduced to just anguished voyeurism? Which of these Bobbys had made her climax so quickly and powerfully just now?

Long after paying and tipping and dismissing her disheveled bitch (“Just ask for Jordan, anytime, really, that was unbelievable!”), Kim was vacillating over the matter.

***

Bob Carlyle was playing a mental game. He was trying on idioms for describing his weariness. 

He’d been run ragged and put through the wringer. He was played out, completely beat, drag-assed, bone-weary and just plain whipped.

He groaned at the aptness of each, ruefully savoring their double meanings. Still mainlining on “Soon we will be together forever,” he’d gotten very little rest on the eve of his quest. Then he hadn’t slept a wink last night despite half a dozen belts of booze. 

His energy expenditure had been considerable and his body was, ahem, debilitated. If he hadn’t managed an unlikely doze earlier he’d have worried about staying on the pavement. Behind the wheel of Toni’s truck, following Jeri’s Harley down yet another obscure rural road with Toni and Lilly following, Bob fought off the grinding weariness with more thought.

He was being shown great honor and trust, and more responsibility than some might like. He was going to prove worthy of it. More importantly, he wasn’t going to let Jeri down. 

Many might question this allegiance, considering her role in his perhaps permanently emasculated status. But by now Bob knew far more emphatically than before that he was still damn lucky to have her.

She was looking out for him even as she freed demons inside that had so far only driven him subconsciously. Her brute strength first whipping and then wedgying him into oblivion had finally given the adult Bobby his first taste of the paradoxically transcendent demeaning the playground and birthday-party Bobby had been shaped to so crave. Easing him into his new life adeptly, Jeri was opening horizons to him every minute, thrilling him magnificently yet always responsibly. Take this morning on the bike for example.

Riding that vibrating iron had been agony and exaltation all over again, at least at first. 

Being on a bike meant being forked over a narrow seat without a lot of cushion. The splaying of hip joints already sore from such extended stretching was bad enough. But with his weight concentrated on his furiously itching balls, abraded anus and deeply indented crotch (not to forget his more global butt-bruising), everything about riding pillion seemed designed to worsen his hurts. Like the vibration and bumps, for example. 

Of course these mercilessly exacerbated his saddle-soreness. But add in the fact that he was spooned up tight against a woman’s body, his cock separated from her ass by only a quarter-inch of barriers, and all that buzzing and jolting kept him trying constantly to erect. This was a misery and a horror to him, a foretaste of the monstrously unjust nightmare that might come to define the rest of his life. 

Resolutions arrived at in the tree remained intact. But with the intensity of feeling having receded, this morning’s promises now hung over Bob in dreadful portent. All this left little room for the wonder and joy of riding a motorcycle for the first time, even in the company of such magnificent women. 

He tried to lose himself in the exhilaration of speed without confinement, and for a while he succeeded. There is a reason people liken biking to flying; the sensation may be as close as you can get without wings of some kind. Bob reveled in the freedom and exposure after his life of near-agoraphobia in the old home town. He even felt a wild pride at every passing car, at total strangers seeing him enjoying the custody of this big hot bike-gang bitch. Could any among them feel so valued, or merit such an escort? He exulted in the sheer sunny beauty of the day. 

Still that blazing star climbed higher. Its radiation was reflected and absorbed, stored, and re-radiated back up by the pavement. The growing heat worsened the many miseries of Bob’s condition. He even felt a little sick; the air was rich with hydrocarbon fumes. Refraction effects plagued him with visual distortions. At last all this and his great debt of rest drove him back inside himself. He slumped more fully against Jeri’s back, laying his head on her colors to escape the wind. Then he clung to her and zoned out until his grip about her waist began to slip. 

Jeri pulled over, waving the others on. Without bothering to shout over the racket of the bike, she fished last night’s handcuffs from one of the saddlebags. Pulling his arms back around her, she manacled his wrists at her waist. Then with her cargo more secure she roared back off.

That was his training mistress precisely. 

While he felt a twinge of that compulsory perversity at being back in bondage, it was the consideration and determination to protect him from real damage that was most affecting. It was almost maternal, and it allowed Bob to slip back into dislocation freer from anxiety. 

He even dozed some on long straight stretches, and began leaning instinctively with the bike on turns without fully emerging from his soupy semi-consciousness. Still every bounce was an intrusive agony, and true sleep impossible despite the restraining cuffs. When the increasing stops and starts and amount of traffic alerted him that they were nearing a choke point, most likely a bridge, he stirred himself to tourism. This was the Mississippi after all, and though he’d grown up only two hundred miles from it he’d never seen it. 

Okay, it was big. Even with another drought on, it was a staggering band of muddy water. But it was water he wouldn’t want to drink or eat a fish from, draining as it did the industrial, petrochemical and agricultural heartland of the most productive country ever. That water was killing everything but oxygen-gobbling algae where it emptied into the Gulf of Mexico. 

Dutifully Bob stored his impressions of the great river, as though preparing for one of his regional travel pieces. He noted its span, its smell; the ratio of traffic commercial to recreational. His heart wasn’t in the effort however. That career was over. He hadn’t made a single note yet after all. As soon as they were across, out of congestion and back scudding serenely down old state roads that the freeways had turned into backwaters, Bob quickly reverted to his muddled semi-dozing. 

As leader Jeri must have been choosing their route to minimize deep turns and switchbacks for him. He even got the unsubstantiated vibe through her contact that she found his bound embrace agreeable. Certainly when they finally stopped to bolt a quick lunch she was almost enthusiastically friendly toward him. While they crouched or leaned against a tree-shaded rock wall and crunched down granola bars, she gleamed merriment and almost affection with her laughter at his unzipping to piss before stupidly realizing that it would no longer be so easy.

Most misandrous lesbians (and many a more decorous girl) would be cruelly mocking in their mirth. No more leaving the toilet seat up now! Lilli was naturally howling in just such a fashion. Yet even Toni was teasing more than sneering, and her attitude seemed to indicate what Jeri had said earlier: two on his side. This was proved when the leader suggested that their squatting-to-pee boy-toy take the next shift driving. Right away the little (relatively speaking) Latina crowed agreement.

“Better him than me! Reward our trust boy, and you can rub my feet tonight. I’ll gladly take over that part of your training.”

“I look forward to it ma’am!”

She actually blew him a cheeky kiss. Only Lilli acted displeased with the arrangement, but that was predictable and certainly nothing she was going to challenge Jeri over. Meanwhile Toni taught him the basic hand signals and gave him a rundown on her old truck’s eccentricities in case he’d missed any earlier. Having achieved his second wind, Bob was almost buoyant when they set out again.

That was about three hours ago. The breath in his sails had gone increasingly wheezy. And though he was no longer saddled in crotch-savaging agony, sitting on the worn seat of Toni’s old truck was no dance around the maypole either. Worse even than the pain of his strapping were the mosquito bites. The ones around his eyes made him rub at them unconsciously, causing them to water and blur in ways he could ill afford. The ones covering his scrotum however truly made his balls crawl. He suffered endless maddening itches that grew to hot-needle intensity to only slowly fade temporarily away as others popped up to take their place. He’d tried scratching once as long as he had to take his shorts and stretched-out undies off to piss, and this had been just the mistake he’d known it was. As for his dick…

That did it. The memory carousel started up again. They were cruising in procession through some new boondocks, following Jeri’s lead into another no doubt challenging evening. Second growth scrub forest had begun to appear, a blessed change from endless farms. Behind the automatic functions of driving however, Bob was back hanging by his briefs from a tree, cock-locked and cuffed and listening to his owners fuck from across the creek.

If the partying around the fire had been raucous, and the slave-training gleefully rambunctious, the three-way afterward must have been legend. The shrieks of effort and ecstasy (Toni was easily identifiable) went on and on as the moon tracked overhead. Slave Bob was not so wrapped up in his own agonies and exaltations that he could ignore this. Even though he was aroused nearly to insanity by the blessedly cruel and fitting way he’d been left to spend the night, even though it was hard to focus on anything beyond this ultimate wedgying, listening to that inspired biker-dyke orgy was thrillingly daunting. As he’d reported to Jeri, while it continued and even well afterward, his compulsive excitement joined forces with his many torments to keep him in a tizzy of submissive suffering. Even the madly frustrating pain of his cock continuously trying to erect and failing excited him. He fantasized Kim standing under him with a feather, using tickles with this and lots to teasing licks to drive him even further into derangement than at the end of his birthday party. Rather than free him to finish the job though, this time the teasing and toying would never cease…

Hours somehow passed. The excitement ebbed. The excruciation of his suspension climbed endlessly. Mosquitoes feasted on him, concentrating around his eyes, mouth and genitals. He was able to shake them away from his head momentarily, but they always returned. And there was nothing at all he do about the ones needling into his legs, ass and crotch. 

Finally he wept, though not loudly. Though misery overwhelmed him completely, his pride would not let him fail this challenge. His ingrained allegiance to Kim remained intact too. The memories of his whipping and wedgying kept fresh by his condition were more compulsory than any common sense or self-interest. What upset him most was the bizarre thrill he kept getting from the worst possible case scenario.

Being locked down like this was exciting yes. Such tangible proof of his beloved’s power over him fed and satisfied imperatives that were almost instinctive. Being locked down forever however was unadulterated insanity. Who could do that to another, and who could contemplate suffering it with anything but anathema? With the ambiguity of Km’s intentions no doubt deliberate, Bob hung from his underwear prey to hundreds of female bloodsuckers and writhed more in emotional than physical distress. His questions unanswerable, he saw himself back in his kitchen, raising a glass to the ‘dumber’n hell’ thing he was about to do.

Dumb or not, he’d done it, and was irrevocably committed now. Kimmy’s chastity sleeve had seen to that. Or had it? Bob wouldn’t be human without a few heretical thoughts.

This was the most technically advanced society ever. And the mechanical lock had not been invented that could not be picked. Pulling a Houdini right from this tree was of course beyond his abilities. But sooner or later they’d let him down. All he had to do was get his pack, bid these ladies goodbye, go home and engage a quality locksmith. Hell, if he could trust somebody that close to his junk, a small diamond saw or even set of bolt-cutters could probably free him from the fetter collaring up his genitals like property.

Restless with guilt for thinking like this, Bob had been shifting his arms up and down, trying to relieve the discomfort of being cuffed. Say the Devil Dykes declined to let him leave. It was a possibility. Ex-cons would have little scruple about imprisoning him. They could lock him tied-up in the truck all the way to Boston and deliver him unwilling to his rich mistress anyway, with everything spoiled between them. That meant he’d have to give them the slip.

They knew every byway and backwater intimately. He had a road atlas and knew what state he was in, that’s it. Still it could be done; he had his wallet and credit cards. Find a phone, call the local sheriff, plead lost and stranded, and he could be home in no time.

Bob groaned, steadily working his hands higher. The pain flared in his shoulders and back. He welcomed the punishment for his faithlessness. It was unconscionable to even think like this. He understood now how Kim had plotted their future together, how she’d seduced and endured asshole after asshole until she’d secured the wealth he’d been unable to provide for them. She’d known that he’d be waiting for her. She’d bound him to her inseparably, spoiled him for any lesser woman. He wondered if she suspected his secret. Perhaps she just didn’t trust these bikers with him, and the sleeve was to ensure they kept their bisexual pussies to themselves.

Kim had promised him they’d make love every day. Jeri had just demonstrated the least of the outrageous fulfillments available to him beyond that. She’d talked about hogtying him. The memory of the rec room came back. Excitement was rekindled in pain and he swayed a little on his clothes-lined crotch, laboriously working his arms higher still. 

It was like being hogtied, this acute stress. He’d been disloyal, ungrateful, and unappreciative of the kind of intimate degradation Kim had endured for him, bedding down night after night with someone that didn’t value her properly. He deserved to be punished badly for that. He had to demonstrate his contrition. He needed an ordeal to anneal any future such weakness in his still un-tempered mettle. He had to show the Devil Dykes, his mistress and himself that he was serious about slavery. 

Wriggling his arms up even higher, Bob felt the next branch stub. He remembered taking wood from this tree, and understood the angles at play. He could probably get the chain over it going up. Getting it back down would be flat-out impossible; he’d be hooked like a fish.

Or hogtied like a bitch, a guilty little bitch who’d been disloyal to his mistress. Bob felt all the pain wracking him, thought how much worse it would be by morning, and without letting himself think anymore he jerked and twisted his way up until he was hooked and pseudo-hogtied both. Weeping helplessly then at the huge pain and strain, peeing carelessly on the creek-bed in its extremity, he set himself to suffer his penance and prove his worth. And somehow he did.

His dark night of the soul behind him now, his questions unanswered but safely relegated, Bob found that for the moment anyway his balls and glans had stopped itching too. He even found an ironic smile at being trusted alone with the truck after all his heresy.

Behind the wheel with his foot on the gas, he hadn’t considered fleeing for an instant. Whatever happened between Kim and his dick, he’d crossed his inner Rubicon before the Mississippi. Now he could only go on, and live with whatever consequences came.


Chapter Five

Beginning Intimacies

Toni couldn’t wait to get to camp.

‘Second Falls’ was another favorite of the Devil Dykes. Not only was it even more beautifully secluded than the one they’d stayed at last night, but there would be running water too, of a sort. She couldn’t wait to bathe and wash her clothes – excuse me, bathe and have their slave wash her clothes. That was another reason to be psyched.

She had a foot massage coming too. 

Lilli or Jeri would do it of course, but only as long as it held their interest or until their hands got tired. Toni could kick back for hours in such bliss – and now she could indeed. When Jeri turned off onto Glenwood Road (narrow, unlined old asphalt crowded by the thickest scrub-forest yet) and boy-toy followed, she took the turn with Lilli. Instead of cooking her, the declining sun was now only warm on her back. Still she was sweaty as hell. Just another mile…

They turned again, this time onto dirt, and started climbing into a knot of low, rocky hills. Watching Bob ahead of them bouncing up and down with the rough terrain made her grin. That must be treating his bottom right. Then the procession was halted by a gate of heavy steel pipe across the road.

Ignoring the ‘no trespassing’ signs (the property was owned by the gang and open to any passing chapter) Jeri dismounted long enough to retrieve a cleverly hidden key and open the gate. Next to Toni, Lilli pulled off her helmet and scowled at this breach of security. Technically only Devil Dykes were supposed to see where the key was kept. They drove through, locked back up and proceeded deeper into the woods before finally pulling up to Second Falls.

A pretty substantial creek wound down from these hills, creating a series of waterfalls. The drought had been less severe this further east, and plenty of water still tumbled a good dozen feet over a precipice here and into a spreading pool before chuckling on downstream. Still the level had dropped enough to leave another wide, flat expanse of rock between the dirt clearing in front of them and the pool. Toni was gratified to find no group of local teens needing to be rousted, or any litter of broken bottles and used condoms like they sometimes left. The gang hated that crap.

The moment they’d parked, boy-toy jumped from the truck. Rubbing his ass in a way that made Toni smile and Lilli offer her a high-five, he hurried right to the rear. Opening this, he hauled out the tent and a bottle of Jack. Without orders he took the bottle (no doubt hot as hell like before) to the water and slipped it into a cool, shaded spot of the pool. Nice: Toni’s esteem went up a notch. He glanced from the rough, root-webbed ground to the exposed plane of slate and began kicking stones and scattered branches from the latter.

Good enough: while their slave set up camp, Toni went to the truck herself. She pulled out the old-fashioned washboard and a gallon jug of generic laundry soap along with a smaller bottle of shampoo and body wash. Dropping the washboard and detergent at the shore where Jeri and Lilli were already dropping their clothes, Toni followed them in stripping and wading toward the waterfall. She took her ivory-handled straight razor with her.

Bathing was heaven. Tormenting their cock-locked property with their nudity, occasional cavorting and shaving was wickedly entertaining. Only Jeri declined to strip the short bristles from her snatch, and they had another wicked laugh at that. By the time they emerged sleek and clean and hard and all irresistible-nude-woman, the tent was up, the fire going and the kettle on.

Boy-toy kept his eyes on the job as they joined him. Whether this was propriety, deference or he merely didn’t want to vex himself, he crouched quiet and stinky and stirred. He served the meal. He gulped his own portion as quickly as he could and stood.

“Here,” Toni tossed him the razor, earning her another frown from her old cellmate. With a five-inch blade this made a serious weapon. “It really needs to be sharpened before you start skating it over those mosquito bites. On the inside of my vest, below the pocket I keep it in, there’s a strip of strop sewed into the lining.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Don’t cut anything off now,” sneered Lilli. “That’s my job!”

Bob nodded a respectful acknowledgement at her. He passed a quick glance down Toni’s body, perhaps just taking in the way that huge tattoo swooped and curled around her, certainly noticing her pierced and big-nippled tits. She gave him a grin that sent him scuttling toward the water. Pausing first to retrieve the cooled bottle for them, he stripped, and Toni returned the appraisal. The state of his ass was bad, but nothing to what she’d seen in the joint. While the daylight held he quickly sharpened her razor and saw to his own hygiene.

“We need a clothesline, Lil,” Jeri claimed the bottle from her. “You’re packing the rope.”

“Let the slave get it when he needs it.”

“You want him pawing through your saddlebags? Wouldn’t you rather keep some of that other gear a secret until we spring it on him?”

Seeing the sense in this, Lilli sighed, got a coil of rope and tossed it on top of the clothes.

Wading back ashore, Bob saw this. First he dried Toni’s razor meticulously and returned it to her. Around the steel of his sleeve, the skin of his crotch and balls wept thin reddish fluid; his bitten and scraped skin must have stung like acid. Still he showed nothing but weariness as he picked up the rope and strung a line between a pair of trees. After that he gathered up everything that wasn’t leather, carried it back into the shallows and knelt to do the laundry.

They sat naked in their arc around the fire and watched. Toni took a belt (much smoother with the cool, thank you) and passed the bottle on. Jeri was rolling a joint, and she hit it when it came her way. From sitting cross-legged she shifted sideways, stretched her legs out and crossed them at the ankles. They smoked, drank, and were uncharacteristically silent, just watching their unfortunately only temporary slave at work.

Lilli still had a sneer on her face. She would never change. After what her stepfather and then boyfriend did to her, she’d see every man on earth crucified. Toni had come completely around however. Originally the most skeptical about this addition to their venture, she was now the most enthusiastic. She wasn’t an embittered sadist like her lover and she didn’t have the history and responsibilities of her other, more incidental lover. She was just in this for the fun. And she’d finally discovered just how much fun there was to be had. 

After a while they began giggling and shooting the shit, but Toni kept an eye on this Bobby. He went up in her favor again when he finished hanging the clothes up to dry. 

He stumbled back to them, now looking tired to the point of collapse. The mechanical agitator was invented was for a reason. Chores supposedly finished, he nevertheless remembered her words at lunch and fell to his knees at her feet. He kept his eyes down.

“You offered training earlier, ma’am. May I do my best to service you in the fashion you suggested?”

Buzzed, tickled or both, Toni snickered at his courtesy. She uncrossed her legs and offered one to him, extending the ankle to accentuate the hard-muscled lines of her.

“Proceed, slave-boy. Then dance, play the lute and feed me grapes.”

He cracked a smile and then character by laughing helplessly at that. Jeri and Lilli had missed it talking to each other, and as her eyes caught his in private mirth, Toni found that Jeri was right: they were friends here. Bobby was now one of three men alive who could claim that. And this was a friendship with some awesome benefits.

Toni moaned and almost melted onto the rock as the boy set to work. Utterly untrained he was gently respectful yet strong enough to do it right. He caught her eye again.

“Acceptable, Empress Antonia, ruler of the Latin World? Your praetorian stands ready to behead me, I fear.”

Toni giggled anew, enjoying this game. Then she saw the scowl he referenced.

“Oh come on, Lil, lighten up and have fun. You think I’m going to throw you over for a man? Come on baby, pour a drink in my face and give me a kiss. He may be rubbing my feet, but you’re the one’s going to be fucking my pussy.”

Jeri joined in the cajoling.

“Tell you what: he’s earned his hogtying. You can do it when he’s done.”

“What about the twelve with the belt he’s still owed?”

“Actually it’s ten, since you took two of them. And I’m going to forgive the rest. You’ll see why when I break out his little computer. We will never be bored again girls. So come on Lil. We’ve got a gorgeous nude empress reclined by the fire. Give her a shotgun, a drink and a kiss before she calls the palace guard!”

“Didn’t you hear the writer?” Lilli growled as she claimed the bottle and hit the doobie herself. “I’m the palace guard. You may lead the legions, but I’m a fucking praetorian!”

She reversed the joint, moved over and blew the smoke backwards straight into her baby. While Toni held the hit she tipped the bottle over her mouth and poured in an expert shot. Toni took it and then exhaled, the simultaneous dose of intoxicants going straight to her head as she reclined like some patrician. Lilli took her time with the kiss after, which was no less heady for being familiar. And all the while Bobby rubbed her foot wonderfully on.

Again they fell quiet, watching him work. With her lover mollified, Toni was in buzzed heaven. This was even more true half an hour later, after two more reclining shotgun-shot-smooches. She was about to give permission for Bobby to move on to her other foot when she saw the way he was frowning, lifting the one he still so reverently held up to the firelight.

“See something you don’t like, slave-boy?”

“Earthly befoulments on a goddess. A little liquid would help me to cleanse them. Spitting on your foot could see me slain on the spot though. Using my tongue to scrub you without invitation seems equally risky. What does that leave, the whiskey?”

“Don’t you dare waste a drop of Jack. Go ahead, boy, stick your tongue in there. Dig out all the grit and dead skin the creek loosened. Be my guest. Don’t leave a trace of toe-jam behind.”

Boy-toy flung himself into the task. She even heard him moaning too and she giggled again at the slavish way he scrubbed his tongue between each little digit and even used his lips on the little ones. When he began to get redundant, unwilling to forsake this most sacred chore, she thrust her big toe all the way into his mouth. 

“All right slave, show us how you suck and then do the other one.”

Toni kept him at it until he was ready to drop, and Lilli was getting impatient with her again. Why not? This was awesome! She wished she could talk Lil into getting a slave of their own. The best she could do for now was try to open her to the possibilities. She wedged the foot Bobby was sucking further in until he gagged. Then she withdrew it completely.

“Well done, slave-boy. You get a reward. I understand you want to be hogtied.”

“That’s true, ma’am. I’d imagined having a little more energy to be excited about it, but what can you do?”

“You can beg my girlfriend to tie you up. She’ll do a good job. I think you made her jealous giving me so much pleasure.”

Bobby’s eyes told her he’d rather she do it. They flicked to Jeri too but he hesitated only a second before addressing Lilli’s feet.

“Goddess Lilli, I apologize for any offense. Will you please salve any upset you might be suffering by tying me up?”

Without a word she sprang upright, lithe and cat-quick despite long sitting and drinking. She strode to her bike, opened the saddlebag and began to pull out more ropes and stuff. With Bobby betraying serious unease about this, Toni stretched out one freshly cleaned and rubbed foot to where he knelt and used her freshly sucked and tongue-scrubbed toes to tweak and pull on the already swollen little plum poking out of his lock-down.

He met her eyes again. Toni couldn’t believe the amount of miserable arousal there, or how it drew forth a sadistic and undeniably sexual response in herself. It was funny: for a straight girl, seeing a big hard dick got her engine revving. For her, seeing it pitilessly prevented was even better. It made her want to do things to him, even with him. It made her want to seriously unleash the demon on him, and now. Unfortunately Lilli was coming back. She withdrew her fondling foot. Jeri gave Bobby a belt of the booze and he closed his eyes in resignation.

Working with grim relish, Lilli tied one end of a cord around boy-toy’s balls and passed it back between his legs. Then she shoved him face down on the stone and had her fun with him. Jeri’s would come later. And after tomorrow, oh baby: the serious fun would get underway!

Lilli bound his arms behind him, elbows first. She pulled the rope as tight as possible, nearly getting his forearms to meet thanks to his undeveloped physique. She lashed his wrists together pulse-to-pulse with a nearly a dozen loops, but had plenty of that rope left. She pulled the cord from his nuts up his crack, slipped it under his arms and along his back for later. Then she went to work on his legs. 

She bound his thighs together up high, where they were as swollen and discolored as his ass. She bound them just as tightly just above the knees. She tied his lower legs likewise, just below the knees and at the ankles. She folded his legs back completely flexed and used yet another rope to wrap them up with his heels jammed snug against his butt. Propping up his bound knees with one of her own, she pulled the rope from his hands down, passed it through the bindings about his legs and pulled it so tight that Bobby grunted and even sobbed before she tied it off. When she let his knees back down, his upper third came off the ground, his back arched and his shoulders stressed nearly as extremely as they’d found him this morning.

Exhausted or not, boy-toy struggled furiously and of course uselessly as Toni cheered along with Jeri. Still Lil wasn’t done. She’d brought over a ring-gag, a steel circle about two inches across with buckling leather straps on each side. Jeri would allow no hard gags; the risk of accidental death was too great, especially working with an initiate. Lilli wedged that ring upright between his teeth and buckled the straps below his ponytail at the nape. Then she passed the cord from his nuts through the buckle and pulled this tight too, simultaneously squeezing his balls, giving him a rope-wedgie that made him gasp and stretching his neck back as cruelly as the rest of his spine. She tied it off and dragged their weeping, squirming slave back over by the mouth of their tent. There he could spend the night, naked on the hard cold creek-bed. 

Again they whooped and clapped, congratulated Lilli and passed the bottle while boy-toy keened and twisted uselessly, his eyes wide and white and frantically excited, drool from the metal in his mouth already forming on his lower lip.

They settled in to party and watch him struggle, but the show was short-lived. After less than fifteen minutes their groaning slave gave up. He rolled over onto his bound limbs and side, seeking the least stressful position. Then his exhaustion caught up with him. Despite being hogtied into what must have been an acutely painful bow, he soon dropped off to sleep, still whimpering unconsciously from time to time as they killed the rest of the bottle.

***

He couldn’t have been out more than two or three hours before the screams woke him.

The ground he lay upon was bare rock, punishing his damage and paining him everywhere else, particularly where the ropes cut into hm. Bob was struggling uselessly against these even as he came awake. From wildly nostalgic and exciting, his cramped, helpless contortion had turned into another torture. He sobbed and then coughed hard, his mouth and pipes bone-dry and dusty while dried saliva crusted his beard again. His sprung jaws ached nearly as much as his bowed neck and back; that ring-gag was an unexpectedly cruel touch. There had been nothing like that at the birthday party. Only Kimmy’s panties crammed in his mouth. Leave it to Lilli…

With that Bob fought past his pains to recognize what had put him back in touch with them.

It was the apparently nightly orgy of course. And this time it wasn’t going on away across a dried creek but only about five feet from him. Only a thin nylon partition separated them. He could hear every gasp and cry, every urge and exhortation; every rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh and even the odd sounds of slurping and broken suction. Mostly what he could hear though was Lilli and Jeri, their competing shrieks overlaying a soundtrack from his own music library.

Geddy Lee was howling out “No One at the Bridge” from Caress of Steel, a piece of such raw passion that Bob rationed listening to it, unwilling to have a day come when it might stop giving him chills. That wasn’t a problem tonight. Studio-recorded Rush from 1973 was playing second fiddle to the Devil Dykes performing in live front-row action. Excitement was in surfeit. Bob rolled back over onto his front, not only to bring a different part of him to bear on that merciless billion year-old bed but to get a look at the tent.

It was lit from within by the white light cast by his netbook screen when open to the file directory. It must be sitting on the floor at the rear like footlights before a stage. He was watching the shadow-play of a lesbian three-way.

Correction: he was watching the shadow-play of the aftermath of a lesbian three-way. Two kneeling figures were now backing away from a third on all fours. Though the light elongated shapes, the height of the two upright figures identified them as Jeri and Lilli. Both silhouettes sported huge phallic shadows: lit from below, the strap-on dildos they must be wearing were distorted to behemoth proportions. Bob moaned at the implications. 

Pressed to the cold stone under him, his own condemned-to-uselessness member strained in futile protest. That rubber or silicone should know such glory, while eternally faithful flesh felt only pain and pitiless steel! He saw that giant Jeri was taking her cock off, while long and lean Lilli dropped down to join Toni still panting and moaning. Nearly mirror images met at the lips. Then just as one of the hardest numbers of the hardest of the original power trios ended, a savage cramp bit into Bob’s back, making him sob loudly into the sudden quiet. 

This was answered by a laugh from within and some indistinct murmurs. Then the shadows of Toni and Lilli became one again and that of Jeri turned and crawled bear-like forward. Naked she emerged from the tent to confront him.

Her breasts hung like udders between those brawny arms, drawn out longer than they were around. Bob moaned some more at this amazement. Then she was swinging into her usual Indian-style seat facing him and they returned to their ovoid bounty. 

It was dark out. But the fire burned sullenly on behind him and his eyes were well-adapted to the dimness. Bob couldn’t help ogling. Like with Lilli, Jeri’s pulchritude was too unusual to compete with the knockout perfection of someone like Kim. Nevertheless she had a fantastically thrilling mix of elements, at least as far as he was concerned. Impertinent or not Bob helped himself to an eyeful as she joined him. She didn’t take offense but claimed his gaze with a smile.

“Feeling a little left out, Bobby?”

Trying to nod a response, Bob yanked on his balls and rope-wedgied himself. Jeri laughed at his automatic squawk.

“Well, I’m beginning to feel like a third wheel myself traveling with these committed girlfriends. So let’s give them some privacy and carry on with your training. Among other more rewarding things, I need to teach you how to eat pussy before I deliver you to your mistress.

“This is going to be interesting. 

“I haven’t been with a guy in any mutually willing fashion in a long time. Will this be a repellent chore for me, or some exciting fun between friends? Make it the latter Bobby, or it will turn into a cruelly subjugating sexual power trip a bit earlier than you might like.”

She leaned forward and untied the rope stretching his head back.

Enormous relief and enormous excitement made for a swoony mix. 

Servicing Toni in a quasi-erogenous fashion had been exhilarating enough, a long-nurtured fantasy fulfilled at last. Bob was unsettled a bit by the suggestion that Jeri and thus Kim assumed he’d never performed cunnilingus before. But it was true after all, and a serious experiential deficit. He was honored and exalted to service his trainer, and grateful that he would be able to come to Mistress Kimberly’s bed for the first time already an expert.

Leaving his jaws locked open, Jeri unlocked her goodies. She uncrossed her legs, spread them wide and scooted forward. Bound and spellbound, Bob watched until that split crotch filled his entire field of vision. He could even see the wiry bristles of a few days’ stubble, and understood the punishment involved in a ‘cruelly subjugating sexual power trip’. 

She could sandpaper his lips from his face if she chose. Steeling himself against the scent wafting up Bob obeyed the hand now atop his head and bowed to eat his first pussy.

Poking it out through the ring, his tongue felt like sandpaper itself. A few licks of that pungent slit brought his saliva back though. His excitement and need to please easily defeating his nose’ natural aversion, Bob was soon lapping like a dog – one determined to get every last bit of ground-in peanut butter from a stretch of shag carpeting. Jeri coached him approvingly.

“That’s good boy; ‘A’ for effort so far. Tongue-work is the most important part. A lover can do wonderful things with their lips and fingers at the same time, but these are not always available to a slave, are they? So you must first learn to do everything without them. Now separate my outer lips so you can get to the rosy inner petals. Make love to those, then seek out the juicy cup of nectar at the center and the nice big stamen jutting above.”

Recognizing these flower metaphors from his own stories, Bob followed directions, his bondage now back to being an irresistible thrill. He strained and struggled with deliciously evocative futility, a hummingbird with its wings pinned. 

He actually did have an unusually long tongue, one he’d become adept with as a child doing typically childish things like touching the tip of his nose or eating an ice cream sandwich from the center. Now he spread and serviced and finally penetrated Jeri as ordered, getting all the way inside and earning further purrs of approval.

“Ah, that’s deep. Good boy. Drive in and out now. Tongue-fuck me, slave.”

Bob obeyed with slavish passion, until she began to stoke his head and even moan. 

Jeri-juice was joining his saliva in lubricating the connection between them. Every gasp of pleasure he earned from her more than made up for the stymied pain in his penis. The thought of eventually doing this for Kim made his racing heart squeeze and swell with worshipful fervor. How he couldn’t wait! When Jeri pressed his head to her and lifted her hips in turn he redoubled his already frantic thrusting until she gave the first uncontainable cry. At last she moved two fingers in to help him.

“Okay, slave. It’s time to get serious. I’m bringing out the big gun.”

Bob lifted away while those two fingers moved to the lump that was already rising at the upper junction of her labia. The fingers spread and pulled, un-hooding a clitoris bigger than he’d ever dreamed existed, certainly bigger than he’d ever seen in any porno video. Swollen and hard, it stood up almost an inch, and the similarity of that gleaming pink bulb to his own protruding glans was pronounced. Jeri caught it between those two fingers, waggled and pulled on it. It really did look just like a little penis popping in and out of its foreskin.

“Steroid use, Bobby,” she answered the obvious question. “And a whole lot of weight training. I even have a pump I use on it. It’s perfect, isn’t it? Just as your dick has been truncated into a little almost-clit good only for stimulating you out of your mind, I’ve developed my clit into an almost-dick. My lesbian friends love it. Would you like to suck on it, boy-toy?”

Though an egg thrown at his face would have fried on impact, only the truth would serve. He nodded and whined like a dog trying to cadge a treat.

“Soon, slave. We’re still working on your tonguing. So lick and flick and worry it all around. Practice for when your mistress will require this upon demand. Make me squirt in her stead and I’ll do something nice for you in return.”

Bobby fell to with a will. 

Tonguing that almost masculine organ while staring at thunderously-muscled thighs and an abdomen he could have scrubbed the laundry on was a tad upsetting, true. Her midsection was thick for a woman as well; more Jeri-caricatures were tattooed here and there lashing their whips and brandishing their big bony demon-pricks. Bob dared to raise his gaze to those hugely womanly boobs instead. 

These were jiggling with Jeri’s shudders; leaning back on her arms with her head cast back she was oblivious to his ogling. He drank her in and tongue-loved her like Toni’s toes, elation adding to his arousal. 

He was actually doing it: giving acceptable oral pleasure to a big bull dyke, surely the most demanding judge of talent there could be. Though his tongue was getting sore, Bob increased the fervency of his service relentlessly. Jeri was crying out regularly now, and at last she sat up to hastily slip free the ring-gag.

“Okay slave, do it: suck me off bitch!”

Bitch obeyed eagerly, his aching jaws exulting in being able to close on anything. Bigger than the last phalange of his little finger, that hot, silkier-than-satin stamen was of course far better than anything. It felt so thrillingly perfect between his pursing lips that he moaned and shuddered in concert with his mistress as he sucked on her. 

Altering the rhythm of his pursing even as he scrubbed the tip with his tongue, he soon had Jeri jerking against him, palming his skull again and pressing him tightly to her groin. 

Those bristles abraded him as expected, but the pain was a most welcome element to the submissive rapture now swamping him. Bob fought his bonds, keened his excitement; his penis screamed its endless need and finally Jeri began pealing forth the shrieks that had welcomed him to this heaven. She fell back flat, both hands pressing his head down even as she lifted her jerking hips, grinding their connection brutally together. Still Bob sucked for all he was worth. He sucked that ‘little dick’ like it was Mistress Kimberly’s nipple in his mouth, his goatee wet with more than just his drool. Jeri shook and screamed and ejaculated; Bob fervidly sucked her off like the bitch he now was. At last she went limp and released his head.

“Excellently done, slave,” she sighed. “Tidy me up now.”

With a painful wrench Bob managed to wipe his whiskers on his shoulder. Then he bowed again and meticulously licked up every smear and drip. Finally Jeri sat up again. She stroked his head like a pet and then tousled his hair affectionately.

“Impressive, slave. You’re the only man to ever make me climax – by your own efforts at least. That’s not saying much given the sample size, but still…I enjoyed that Bobby. You get to keep the skin of your lips. Remember though, Kim’s clit will be far smaller, and you’ll have to find it on your own. 

“Maybe you can practice on Toni too. I’ll certainly be using you regularly for the rest of this trip. Anyway, I promised you I would do something nice. So you have a choice. Would you like me to tie your head back again, or leave you in relief the rest of the night? It sounds like the others have crashed, and I’m going to do the same.”

“I don’t know. I hate the gag, but I like the rope tugging at my crack.”

“How about I return the favor with a good wedgying and then let you sleep?”

“That would really excite me, ma’am. Thank you.”

“I want to examine you for damage first. Hang on.”

Jeri got up and piled all the remaining wood on the fire. Then she returned and knelt by Bob’s side. Already euphoric with her favor, he moaned as she pulled the rope aside.

“You’re okay. A little red still, but the skin is intact.”

Her hand settled on his ass, the middle finger lying along the groove of his crack. She slid it up and down, stroking him longitudinally, but pausing to rub his bung in circles with the tip once in a while. Bob sighed in bliss, laying his flaming face on the cool stone.

“Like that, don’t you, Bobby?”

“Yes, I do, ma’am.”

“Wedgying you all those times we were kids did some interesting things to you, my perverted little friend.”

“I know.”

“Tomorrow you’ll start to realize just how perfectly it prepared you for your new life. It’s almost as if Kim was purposely grooming you even way back then. For tonight though, I still owe you the closest thing to sexual fulfillment you currently have available. So enjoy it, boy-toy. You deserve to get off at least a little bit after making me squirt so hard.”

That hand moved up to his back, pinning him in place. Bob felt the other take the rope tied to his balls and wind it around her fist a couple times. His toes curled tight in anticipation; his panting breath caught. The with a laugh of friendly relish Jeri began yanking viciously up and from side to side, using that stout cotton cord as she and Kim and all the others had his underwear so often before.

Bob gasped. He groaned. He choked out sobs he couldn’t prevent and reveled in the pain and humiliation and utterly involuntary thrill of being helpless while the female had her fun with him. Lilli had bound his legs so tightly together that his balls couldn’t squeeze between them, limiting the amount of agony that yanking rope could cause them. Rather than retch and howl he gritted his teeth and keened and remembered Kim on the playground, the terror in a jumper that blighted his childhood before they became unlikely friends in junior high. 

He even flashed back to her sitting atop him on the dirty school bus floor, her little fists raining blows on his whirling head while lights flashed and screams too big to get out caught in his throat. Jeri yanked extra-brutally then, and again this caused that indescribable but madly addictive inner twinge. A kind of quasi-sexual echo from his pre-pubescent self, this made him shiver and yelp, lurch against his bonds and grind his puffy, pulsing, bug-bit glans into the stone. Then he slumped weeping in quiet shame.

Seeing that his need had been met, Jeri tousled his hair again before slipping back into the tent. With his first full day of slave-training complete, Bob soon followed her into sleep.


Chapter Six

History Meets Destiny

Edgar Brennan was beyond furious. 

His was the rage of Smaug the dragon, lying upon a mountain of treasure and finding a single gold cup stolen. It was the rage of a man who has wanted for nothing since birth, who has always had every least wish and whim granted him, upon finally finding that he can be balked.

It was the petulant fury of the schoolyard bully, thwarted when its habitual victim makes it to sanctuary before the fun has half-begun. Most all, it was the murderous psychosis of every asshole who ever picked up a gun when his spouse dared to leave him for another. Sequestered in his most private office, defended against any form of eavesdropping either electronic or personal, Edgar gave full vent to his spleen. 

“This is absolutely unacceptable! Worse, it’s unbelievable! I…refuse…to…believe that we can’t fucking locate these people! They’re not exactly some anonymous family plodding along in a station-wagon! Nor are they tooling around out west somewhere like people like that belong. We’re still talking the bible belt here, aren’t we? I went out there to meet her parents and for a reunion, and I never saw a more benighted, happy-sappy apple-pie place. A bunch of fucking lesbian bikers can just cruise around the bible belt these days without raising a few eyebrows?”

The man seated beside his desk while Edgar paced and raved behind it kept quiet. 

Twenty years Edgar’s senior at forty-eight, stocky and lumpen-looking to Edgar’s tall and chiseled Adonis, this was Jack Giambra, the head of security at the New York estate – the only estate now that they’d had to vacate the Boston house. He’d been listening to his employer go on for fifteen minutes now without either of them getting anything accomplished. Unfortunately there was little he could do at the moment but let Ed get it out of his system. Then maybe he could explain, once it was finally called for. 

“They know the territory, boss. They’re using the back roads. They’re paying cash for whatever they’re buying. We can intercept the calls they’re making to and from your ex-wife, but without a GPS tracer we can’t pinpoint exactly where they are.”

“Goddamn it, I want that fucker dead. How the hell did they miss him before he left?”

“They got held up in transit. They weren’t familiar with the area. We didn’t have anyone local to work with; Chicago was the best we could do.”

“Excuses! Jesus, these morons kill a bunch of people, burn down half the street, and the fucker’s already gone! Why the fuck did they burn the house if there was no evidence to hide?”

“I guess their orders weren’t specific enough.”

“The thought of those two running around alive after a fiasco like that makes me nervous.”

“Relax, Ed. So far it’s officially an accident. And those two can’t be connected to us anyway. That’s why we used a couple small-time dumb-ass free-lance guys. There’s nothing to worry about at all on that score. As for this guy Kim intends to shack up with now, this old boyfriend or whatever, we’ll find him before he gets to Boston.”

“We’d better. Trying to hit him at Harborview is just too fucking risky. I’m going to fix that bitch, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to go to prison for it. Why, oh why the fuck didn’t I get a pre-nup? All the time that cunt was smiling sweet and playing nice and fucking my brains out, she was just waiting for me to hit her so she could dump me and fleece me and send for this fuckhead! The same asshole I was going to pop at the reunion!”

Giambra stayed prudently silent again.

“All right. What have we learned about this biker gang?”

“Poseurs they are not. They’re quite hardcore, actually. Nationwide, they number about five thousand, though at last half are behind bars. They’re very active within the prison system, involved in the drug trade, gambling, and the usual extortion rackets there. They’ve also been linked to quite a number of revenge murders involving men who have supposedly wronged new members. These often involved kidnap, castration, and extensive torture. Some factions, chapters, whatever, are reputed to be extremely misandrous.”

“Excuse me?”

“They hate men with an unholy passion. They sodomize them for fun, and as an initiation ritual. The San Francisco bunch was even busted for running a male slavery ring and putting on so-called ‘show dog’ performances. Apparently this involves a kind of competition where bound men are brought out onstage, displayed, whipped and humiliated and finally raped by large dogs before being auctioned off.”

“Excuse me, again – ‘raped by large dogs’?”

“That’s what the investigator said. Rottweilers, mostly, or presa canarios. Big, mean fighting dogs. In front of crowds of women who bet or bid on the performers. There is some kind of underground circuit where these shows are regular occurrences, apparently. Men are bought and sold for both training the dogs and exhibition with them, kept in cages and forced into bestiality for the entertainment of women. This particular bust happened about five years ago. Anyway, the Midwestern chapters, like the one we’re dealing with, aren’t nearly that hardcore. Some are perfectly clean, legitimate clubs – or at least they’ve never been caught.”

“Too bad!” Edgar cracked his knuckles savagely. “They could take this Carlyle and sell him to the lowest bidder! That’d be even better than wasting him!”

“Well look here: according to transcripts from your wife’s cell phone calls, these dykes are supposed to be picking up more members of their gang as they travel this way. That increases our chances of locating them. However, it also makes it tougher to hit Carlyle if they’re shielding him. What we need is an infiltrator. We need to get ahead of them, to find and bribe one of these bitches before they meet up. With someone on the inside, that person could help us track them and set up an opportunity for a hit. Or she could just do the job herself.”

“How do we manage all that?”

“We go back through the phone records of this Jeri Stone your wife has been working with. We investigate everyone she talked to between Chicago and Boston the past few months and winnow them down. We find the gang members, find the ones joining her, learn what we can about them and find the right one to approach. We’ll have to hurry, but it can be done. If they hate men so much, it shouldn’t be hard to buy the right help.”

“Get on it, then. What did you learn about the asshole that came to the house?”

“I’m afraid he came from a very expensive, very exclusive male escort service.”

“A gigolo?”

“Essentially.”

“That cunt! That low-life, white-trash, thieving, teasing, deceiving, gold-digging bitch! Do we have this fucker’s name?”

“Jordan Gates, twenty-three, Tremont Street.”

“I want him killed too.”

“Let’s work on one guy at a time, Ed. I’ll take the bonus you’re paying me for this kind of job, no problem, and we’ll deal with Gates too if you want, same arrangement. But let’s move cautiously, shall we? I don’t want to go to prison either.”

“All right, just get to work on that gang. And keep looking for Carlyle. Maybe we can take care of him ourselves without relying on these man-hating psychos.”

“You got it, boss.”

 Jack departed. Finally Edgar sat down.

“Wheels are turning, bitch,” he muttered to the empty office.

***

For all the fun they had planned, this campsite was of the impromptu variety. 

Already into Ohio, they were making much better progress than Jeri had allotted for. With dinner taken care of and the very best part of the trip imminent, she’d pushed right on past their expected stop. It had only been four-thirty at the time and she’d decided to risk it. Once again she’d been vindicated, and once again she had their slave to thank for it. He’d really come through for them.

Bobby had been in high spirits ever since he recovered from his overnight hogtying. Clearly the intimacies she and Toni had allowed him filled him with excitement and gratitude. Perhaps he even intuited what a big night it was going to be for him next. When Jeri told him he’d be driving the truck all day he clapped his hands exuberantly.

“Permission to make a suggestion ma’am?”

“Go ahead.”

“There’s no need for us to eat up your supplies and live on packaged food all the time. I’ve got credit cards and a bank account I’ll almost certainly never need again. I mean, my kind of money is nothing next to Kim’s, but it should certainly suffice for us. If you spot a nice take-out joint around lunchtime and pull in, I’ll spring for whatever you guys want. Plus we can all use the can. I’m not big on shitting in the woods.”

“Who is? I think it’s an outstanding plan, Bobby. You’re on.”

So at around one Jeri had pulled into a local barbecue shack where they got awesome brisket sandwiches and enough other stuff for dinner later too. Bobby even ducked into the convenience store next door and emerged with cigars, a cheap Styrofoam cooler, ice, and a twelve-pack of fine German beer.

“Planning a celebration, slave?”

“Every day’s a celebration when you ride with the Devil Dykes. And camping out kind of requires beer and cigars, at least once in awhile.”

“How true. And I get the feeling we’re going to have something to celebrate later indeed.”

She’d winked at him and he’d grinned back. Did he suspect what was in store for him? Jeri didn’t know. But when sundown approached and no likely campsite appeared, he’d flashed his lights and she’d pulled over to converse.

“I got cash back when I used my debit card on that beer and cigars. We can stop any place you want. If you guys stay by the road where they can’t see your colors, I’ll talk to Farmer John and give him fifty bucks to let us camp on his back forty somewhere. That way we won’t be accused of trespassing.”

“It’s worth a try.”

And so it had been. Now they were set up on soft turned soil in the back corner of a currently fallow field, far enough from any road or homes that their fire and ruckus would pass unnoticed. They reheated their leftovers, broke out the beer and cigars (and the Jack of course) and sat down to party.

Of course once their killer dinner was over, Toni took off her boots and soon she and Bobby were in another mutual rapture of foot service. When he finished rubbing and tonguing and sucking her, Lilli made him cut a switch from a nearby thicket and lie naked over the saddle of her bike. She didn’t care how many meals or beers he bought, or how much Toni loved it, she was going to make him pay for pleasuring her girlfriend. Staying away from his still damaged buttocks, she striped the backs of his thighs with welts until Jeri made her stop. When he crawled brokenly to her afterward, Jeri let him eat her pussy right there in the dirt. After he’d sucked her off and cleaned her up, watching Toni cheered as Jeri had expected.

“Awesome! Get over here, boy. It’s my turn. 

“I haven’t had a guy eat me out since before prison. I’ve never wanted or even considered it since. But this is about power more than sex, isn’t it? It’s about forcing you to perform and beating you afterwards for any inadequacy. So suck me off, bitch! Isn’t the honor worth whatever Lilli does to you for it later?”

“Absolutely, ma’am!”

After Toni was done shrieking and coming, Jeri gave their slave a beer and cigar while Toni provided fireside service to Lilli, whose feigned disinterest had fooled no one. Together they drank and smoked and watched the show – Bobby no doubt keen to pick up pointers. Jeri meanwhile enjoyed the suspense keenly. 

Soon they would begin to pick up other members of the gang. Tonight was definitely time to unleash the demon on their little bitch, to get that most important part of his training underway before they were obliged to share him. Though the night was still quite young when Toni and Lilli took the bottle into the tent, Jeri didn’t hesitate.

“Go take a piss, then grab that cooler of beer, Bobby. We’re going in too.”

Jeri stopped at her saddlebags for handcuffs, at Lilli’s for rope and then she took a squat herself. She met their slave hesitating at the mouth of the tent. Toni and Lil were already moaning inside; it was lit up red this time by the wallpaper of the freshly charged computer and Hendrix’ Blues was wailing and jamming. Grinning, she goosed his naked butt.

“Come on, boy. Tonight you’ll be bedding down with the Devil Dykes. Doesn’t that sound exciting?” 

He met her eyes with forthright frightened honesty.

“It does. It’s a fantasy I’ve nurtured since my night in the tree. But it also scares the shit out of me. Part of me knows what’s coming now while the rest of me doesn’t want to. Part of me can’t wait for it and the rest would rather die. Memories I’ve avoided forever are glimmering at the edge of awareness. I’m afraid of what they may say about me.”

Jeri reached down and felt his glans. It was hot, bloated around the confining sleeve and pulsing regularly in its attempt to erect. Despite the demon rising inside her, she smiled kindly at her perfectly primed charge and rubbed his little clit seductively.

“Come on, boy. Let’s join the party. Mistress Kimberly wants a report in the morning.”

Boy-toy’s hesitation vanished. He ducked into the tent. Jeri followed. Rows of matched magnets sealed the mosquito screen behind her. Bobby set the beer by the entrance and paused, unsure. Three bedrolls spread in overlapping fashion covered the already soft, twelve-foot square floor completely. On the left half, Toni was using her strapped-on cock to fuck Lilli missionary-style. Utterly oblivious to the tent’s new entrants, they moaned and thrust at each other in captivating fashion. Jeri shrugged off her colors and tugged spellbound Bobby over to her side.

“Kneel, slave. You can watch them all you like in a minute.”

Trembling visibly, Bobby obeyed. Jeri knelt with him, and cuffed his hands behind him. She took her dozen feet of rough hemp rope, doubled it over and wrapped it about his waist. Poking the two loose ends into the doubled one a bit below the belly button, she tugged them through until the doubled rope was looped about his waist with the rest trailing toward the floor. Separating this around his genitals, she passed it through his legs, up along the cleft of his butt and under the loop about his waist. The trailing ends gave her a leash, a set of reins and the means for wicked rope-wedgying in one. She tested this last with a yank, making Bobby moan, then turned him back to face the lovers again. She knelt up close behind him, her knees bracketing one of his calves as she loomed over him. One hand reached around and began to fondle his left nipple as she murmured in his ear.

“Okay, let’s watch a bit now. They don’t mind. This is how the Devil Dykes fuck. You’ve earned your place with us, Bobby. Training needs aside you’ve won us over enough for us to want to include you. If you wish to join us though, which role do you think you are fit to play, you with your unworthy little manhood locked down and anathema to us in any case?”

As Toni’s hard butt bunched and pumped, as Lilli wrapped those amazingly long legs about her back and thrust up in return, Jeri began to rhythmically tug on that doubled rope. Timing her tugs to Toni’s thrusts, she gave their slave what he’d thought he craved and nudged him toward acceptance of the truth about himself. It wasn’t difficult. Soon she had him panting like a dog as he watched, his body deliberately limp as he groaned and jerked to the rhythm of the wedgying rope. At last it was time for the next step.

Toni and Lilli paused to change positions. 

Lilli went to her knees with her forehead to the floor and her rear lifted up for Toni to take from behind. During the changeover Jeri loosened the ropes and even let them fall. Instead she rubbed Bobby’s crack and bung with her middle finger as she had the night before. When Lilli moaned at Toni squeezing into her ass right in front of them, Jeri pressed hard at his opening herself, causing him to gasp and slump back against her. Dwarfed by her big butch body, he was wimpy male putty in her hands. One of these pinched and twisted his sissy-tit harder while the other resumed rubbing him up and down and then circling in around. Soon he was squirming and keening with uncontainable excitement. Involuntarily or not, his butt pressed back against her, inviting fuller contact, greater pressure. The moment had come. She pinched and rubbed and murmured once more in his ear.

“Mistress Kimberly wants this from you. She wants it day and night. Don’t you?”

“Oh goddess, yes, please!” Bob’s voice cracked and warbled like a pubes.

Jeri bent him over, folding him at the waist until his face rested on the bedding just like Lilli next to them. He didn’t object or pretend reluctance or play any silly games to try and salvage his illusions but spread his legs wider and lifted up to her as soon as she resumed rubbing him. She kept it up until he was absolutely dying for it. Then just out of his field of vision she strapped on their smallest cock (a mere eight inches by one) and lubed it up. She began rubbing him again, this time smearing him with the lube too. Boy-toy cried out with a mix of shame and need, arching his back and lifting to her further.

Jeri let him feel what she had for him, rubbing the shaft along the crack that had so far known only the pitiful substitute of fingers, underwear and ropes. She prodded him gently with the head, making him sob with acknowledgement of what was coming. Then she pried him wide, splitting his cheeks and opening him right up the way he so loved. 

Now she would unleash the demon on him, stab-battering him into oblivion at last. It was what every Devil Dyke lived for of course, and what had tempted them to take up Kim’s offer in the first place. But things hadn’t turned out quite as they’d expected. 

This was a willing participant, not some captured booty or miscreant. He was even a friend, and her promise of no permanent damage meant breaking him in gently. 

Too bad, but okay actually. Besides, Kim wanted Bobby to love this as much as fear it. It would be his primary source of sexual expression, fulfillment, and even identity for the rest of his life. So she made sure the butt of the dildo rested directly on her clit, just an extension of her ‘little dick’. She aligned the bulbous head with his helpless entrance. Then with as much care as vengeance Jeri grabbed her old classmate’s hips and took his little bitch-virginity.

***

Crying out, Bobby suddenly remembered everything.

The only chaperones, his grandparents, had been asleep upstairs. His buddies had been drawn away by a phone call, leaving him alone with half a dozen girls. Everyone was drunk on sloe gin fizzes. Machiavellian Kim soon instigated the capture, the wedgying and paddling and bondage. She exposed his erection, stripped him further and led the interminable teasing and tormenting that keyed his unwilling arousal ever higher. Irresistibly beautiful and effortlessly authoritative, she broke down his denial and professions of unwillingness expertly. They were going to give him a makeover whether he liked it or not. The intensity of his erection proved his complicity. She dangled the reward of letting him jerk off in front of them if he quit his pointless resisting. She swore everyone to secrecy and confiscated every phone but her own.

 One thing led to another then: hair-braiding to makeup to ‘gifts’ of lingerie and outrageously elaborate cross-dressing. Then came the vamping and posing in front of everyone, the hours of pony-boy play and assorted other humiliations. And then finally, the long-withheld reward! As if Jeri spearing so deeply into him at last after all this time freed him from a decade of renewed denial, Bob suddenly recalled the other occasion he’d been penetrated, and by his own hand! He remembered kneeling on the coffee table within a circle of girls, not only totally feminized himself but holding the big dildo he’d just been given. 

He would only be allowed to masturbate as a boy after he did so as a girl. Crazed beyond bearing, urged on by the entire circle, still in helpless thrall to cruelly lovely Kim, he’d finally done as ordered. He’d pushed it up in there and slid it in and out in front of them all, more turned on than he could ever bear to acknowledge. Glossy with seepage, he’d jutted so rigidly out of his panties that he practically wept with relief when after at least twenty minutes Kimmy finally gave him permission to finish. One in each hand, he’d worked both cocks together then in a truly insane frenzy, some of the girls laughing and whooping and some just watching his performance rapt, hands to their shocked-wide mouths. And all the time Kim just kept taking pictures... 

In the end he’d fountained for them, enjoying-suffering the most potent orgasm imaginable from the most humiliated interpersonal abyss conceivable. So intense was the experience that he’d buried it, though it had haunted his subconscious ever since. Now it was out in the open however. And just as Bob had feared, nothing would ever be the same. Understanding the past and present was turning history into destiny even as he lost his precious ass-cherry.

Jeri slid in retreat and then drove just as deeply back into him. Bob cried out helplessly again. As he was stuffed right up he was wracked already by that madly evocative inner twinge. 

No wedgie in the world could compare to this. This was the pain and humiliation and female domination those had only hinted at. Quasi-sexual subjugation no more, this was that fulfillment times by a billion. He was instantly addicted to its surpassingly potent and perverse pleasure-pain-shame; it was the ultimate adult extrapolation of his grade school bullying. 

By the third stroke Bob realized that Mistress Kimberly now had an even more ironclad claim on him than all his love and even the chastity sleeve. He needed this. He would do, allow, endure, suffer whatever he had to in order to earn such superlatively demeaning bitch-boy sex now and forevermore – but most especially with her. 

Having his actual childhood tormentor doing this to him had just become his defining ambition. Whether that truly made him a sissy or not was immaterial. Being victimized in this quintessentially emasculating fashion satisfied an imperative Kim had inculcated in his earliest, most impressionable self. That was the only consideration he could entertain. Seconds into his initiation and he was already a raving nymphomaniac for life.

 Best of all, that inner twinge kept coming and coming. Bob was wallowing shamelessly in a state of ongoing emotional orgasm as the hard cock plunging into his most secret center finally began to pick up power and pace.

“Now we see, don’t we?” 

Jeri was breathing heavily already, though surely not from effort. Such a muscle-bound brute could fuck all night. “Now we see how all those playground wedgies prepared you so perfectly for a lifetime of slut-boy service. You love this, don’t you, little bitch?”

“Yes goddess!” Bob blubbered as the invasive pain and indefinable ecstasy climbed relentlessly with that infinitely rewarding thrusting.

“Then welcome to slave-sex, boy-toy. From now on you’ve got to put out for whoever your mistress allows. And she’s given you to any and all of the Devil Dykes until we reach Boston. You’re our simpering little bitch for the rest of this trip. So enjoy it!”

Lilli and Toni were cheering lustily; they’d left off their own efforts to celebrate his deflowering. Meanwhile Jeri just kept pounding into him, driving Bobby to delirium as she constantly upped the force and speed of her strokes. Soon she was doing him rudely and brutally doggy-style, her huge arms yanking him into her even as her hard pubis loudly clapped hands with his ass. And still she held so much strength and endurance in reserve…

Bob’s trapped cock raged like mad. His face was chafed from supporting his weight. His sore buttocks were being spanked to the rhythm of his unbearably evocative violation. 

He was being gored to death and he loved it. He’d never been more exalted and degraded, more wildly, shamefully, incandescently electric. Not even hanging from the tree all night or being ridden around the rec room could compare. And of course the evening – and his inconceivably rewarding and demeaning new sex life – had barely begun.

By the time Jeri hammered him to orgasm, Toni and Lilli were both strapped on too and passing a joint while they eagerly waited for their turns. 

The reddish light from the computer gave a hellish tinge to their sculpted, tattooed bodies; Bobby kept expecting them to sprout horns, fangs and wings, and for their cocks to take on the bony curve and jagged bumps of a baculum. Before turning him over to her fellow demons though, Jeri had one more long-planned formality in store. Pulling out of his jellied insides at last, she hauled him gratefully weeping upright. Enveloping him in her bulky embrace again, she fondled his tits and clit from behind.

“Congratulations, Boy-toy. You’ve earned your mistress’ collar. As I have taken away your potency and virginity in her name, so I now bestow this honor for her. Toni, dig it out of my backpack, will you please?”

Moaning still under the stimulation of his nipple and that other vestigial little organ, his insides throbbing but still oh-so demanding, Bob watched as Toni produced a collar like those worn by dogs, pot-bellied pigs and other pets. 

Lined with decorative little spikes and what could only be diamonds, this was of soft white leather, a very neutral middle between bad black and sissy pink. Similarly it was about three-quarters of an inch wide, not too butch but not overly effeminate either. The buckle was actually a lock (Bobby didn’t need to ask who had the only key) and in addition to a D-ring for clipping on a leash, there was a big gold tag front and center, the name ‘BOY-TOY’ clearly engraved and inlaid in black.

Grinning at his quivering fear-shame-gratitude-and-awe, Toni held it up for him to take in every expensive detail. Then she handed it to Jeri, who ceremoniously fitted it about his throat. The lock clicked closed.

“There: another milestone on the journey to eternal slavery. And from now on our threesome has a new member. Call it a three-and-then-some. Would you like us ladies to fuck you out of your mind now, Boy-toy? I believe Toni has something she’d like to give you, something somewhat bigger than what you just so wildly enjoyed.”

Newly broken-in and collared property, Boy-toy squirmed wildly with a surfeit of stymied excitement. He couldn’t believe what had just occurred. The thought that every person he ever met now would perceive his demeaning status instantly had his face flaming and his remnant maleness throbbing worse than when Mistress Jeri had been stimulating it. He was so aroused he wanted to explode. The cry that burst from him came straight from his deepest needs and with no mediation by his brain.

“Please fuck me goddesses! Make me your little bitch!”

Red flag to bulls, begging like that. 

Under the leader’s direction, Toni slid Jeri’s backpack forward until she could lie him down over it, prone with his arms cuffed behind him. His groin was pressed into soft leather and his ass almost perfectly elevated. 

Boy-toy spread his legs as wide as he could. This time it was Lilli who sat straddling his neck, pinning him thrillingly helpless. Facing backwards, she took up a butt-rein in each hand. Wedgying him with exquisite cruelty, she hauled his ass up higher and split his cheeks apart to their very limit for her just-as-zealous girlfriend. Gleeful with relish, Toni moved in with ten-by-two inches of hard black rubber wet and at the ready. She seized their little bitch by his lifted hips. With a cry of exultant triumph she plunged viciously into him.

Sobbing with the extremity of his ecstatic distress, Bobby was instantly in heaven again. 

The awareness that Jeri was now recording this for his mistress only enflamed him further. Toni was giving it to him with the supremely sexy savagery of a cougar even though she was only five years older. And after Toni was done, Mistress Lilli would get to enact her revenge. She still owed him big-time for eating out Toni earlier, not to mention being born with a penis he was manifestly unfit to use. It was going to be a long, hard, unforgettably impactful night!


Chapter Seven

Ill-advised Indulgences

They slept as late as they could, until tractors began to drown out the birds and the bees. Then Toni came awake with an acute need to pee. 

She rolled over, and saw her eyes weren’t the only ones open. Boy-toy lay on his belly by the entrance. He was just as they’d left him: ring-gagged and hogtied, his head stretched back by the rope-wedgying that held in the giant vibrator they’d jammed up his ass. He met her gaze with the same look of nobly-endured suffering he’d had in the tree. This filled her with wicked glee. But then it unexpectedly stirred her to a pity that was almost affectionate. She held a finger to her lips, indicating quiet. Then she whispered.

“Need to pee, Bobby?”He couldn’t nod without the rope yanking his balls and nudging the huge cock stuffing him, nor could he speak intelligibly. Still his eyes conveyed the urgency of his affirmative perfectly. She giggled softly.

“Me too. Let me take you for a drag through the dirt.”

Naked she crawled to him, got hold of his ropes and hauled him outside. Understanding her wish for privacy, he bit back his groans and cries so that the others remained undisturbed. As promised, Toni dragged him around to the corner where he’d dug them a hole to piss in. Enjoying the teasing exhibitionism as much as everything else about this trip, she relieved herself right in front of him: squatting, splaying and spraying about two feet from his bound-in-place face. Then before freeing him to do likewise, she slipped the ring-gag out for a quiet chat.

“How’s our Boy-toy this morning?”

“Madly in love with you all, my goddess. Thank you so much for last night. I’ll never forget a minute of it. But I’ll never be able to drive today. I’ll crash the truck. I’ve slept maybe one night in the last four.”

“Well, maybe we should get a motel for a couple days. You’ve got the obsolete bank account. We could wash our clothes properly, take hot showers, and have big double beds to fuck and sleep in. We could catch up on our rest and really break our bitch-boy in beautifully before we have to start sharing him with other people, people who only want to hurt him.”

“People like Lilli?”

“I’m sorry for her Bobby. It’s nothing personal; she hates all men. We all do actually. Men have harmed us badly. It’s just that Jeri and I can recognize exceptions to the general rule. And we like you. We like what you do for our pussies, and my feet. We like your little computer; you have good taste in entertainment. We like the way you work for us and the way you carry yourself. And we just love dominating and dildo-drilling you, even if you enjoy it too. We will protect you from Lilli and any of the others that get threatening, don’t worry.

“The question now however is whether to press on for Cleveland or convince the others to shack up and fuck for a couple days. I want your support when I suggest the latter.”

“Yes ma’am. Your wish is my command. I’ll pay for whatever you want. Can we get champagne and caviar delivered out here?”

Toni laughed and tweaked his lips.

“Be a good little bitch and we’ll see. Meanwhile, I’m glad I can count on you. Would you like me to untie you now so you can pee?”

“Yes please, Mistress Toni.”

“After that you will get dressed and rebuild the fire. We need coffee, don’t we?”

“Absolutely, ma’am!”

She loosed his bonds. She pulled that big fuck-toy out of him and switched it off, giggling at his combined relief, woe, and excitement of accomplishment. An anal virgin no more, he’d spent the entire night seriously stuffed! She reminded him that from now on cleaning this and all their many other cocks was part of his daily responsibilities. Then with a big friendly butt-slap Toni left him to his business. There was sound and motion from inside the tent. 

Ducking back inside, she saw Jeri digging in her squashed pack, while Lil was already drawing clean shorts on. She went about her aim craftily.

“Who drives the truck today? Boy-toy ain’t fit for more than being bound up in the back. Fill him full of coffee and he can go until lunchtime maybe. But after that…”

“Okay, what after that?” Lilli was a tiny bit snide. “What have you been cooking up with him out there?”

“Just reaffirming that if he can afford beer and lunch, he can afford a motel too. I want a hot shower, an ice machine, and a big king-size bed to fuck in. We’re well ahead of schedule. I think we deserve to dawdle a little. I never did a guy willingly before. I never met one that actually enjoyed it. I want to experiment, explore, do it some more.

“But we can’t just use him to destruction like we’ve been doing. We need to let him rest and recover a bit too or he’ll be of little use otherwise. We might as well do all these things someplace that has cable TV, air conditioning, and hot running water.”

“She makes a good case!” Jeri was pulling on black spandex workout shorts that made her look a truly Herculean Amazon. “I see no reason not to spend our slave’s money on luxuries we would usually eschew. We’ll drive through until lunch, find a place to check in and enjoy the amenities for a day and a half. Then we can press on for Cleveland.”

“Fine by me,” Lilli shrugged. “Just keep the little cunt quiet when we go to town on him.”

“Good point,” Toni conceded, and they smiled and kissed.

The smell of coffee brought all three ladies outside to partake while their slave cleaned up, packed up and broke camp. All three noted with approval that he followed the code scrupulously: no sign left behind of their tenancy, however temporary. He finished off the coffee, rinsed and stowed the pot and cups and buried the remains of their fire. He kicked dirt in their squirtin’ hole. His raised eyes inquired then, and Jeri answered.

“Now you drive until I find us a motel. Then you rent us one big room with two double beds, two king-size beds that we can push together. Get the picture, Boy-toy?”

“In heavenly splendor, ma’am!”

“Good. Let’s go.”

They continued on, the skies as cloudless as they’d been all summer. The country they passed through seemed to grow ever more Republican, with American flags on every property, churches on every corner and seemingly only white faces to be seen. Naturally Toni was inured to feeling conspicuous. It came with the gang logo. But when they actually passed into a ‘dry’ county (no alcohol sold or served anywhere) she was reconsidering her brilliant plan.

This place was seriously Squaresville. She expected to be rousted by the local sheriff the minute they tried to even stop for gas. Jeri knew what she was doing though. Out of that county and into the next and they found small colleges popping up, and the character of the communities grew a bit more cosmopolitan. She even found a motel down the street from a shopping mall where people didn’t bat an eye at their bikes – though their colors certainly garnered the usual double-takes. 

Boy-toy came back from the office with their key and a bright flush of embarrassment too; he would need to get used to a whole lot of staring, ribbing, and even unreasoning hostility now that he’d been so openly collared. Still he led the way steadily enough around to the end of the rear wing as he’d requested, where they might cause the least disturbance. Once they were parked unobtrusively he immediately began moving their packs in.

“Lilli and I get the shower first,” Toni called. “Boy-toy, get us settled in and fill that cooler with ice and beer again. I’m sure Jeri can order up some food while you gather the dirty laundry. Find the facilities and get it started.”

“Yes ma’am!” All three answered at once, and they had a laugh over Toni playing leader. Once inside she doffed her duds (just put on and already sweaty) and pulled Lilli into the bathroom just as she’d said she would. The water pressure in the shower/bathtub combo was better than they had any right to expect, and she fully intended to use the entire little bar of soap.

Once they’d enjoyed cooling off Toni began to nudge the water warmer, and to lather up that body she’d loved from their first night as cellmates. She worked at soothing away any friction between them at the same time.

“You having any fun yet this trip, baby?”

“Now I am. It’d be a lot more fun if the little slut didn’t love it so much. I want to see him bawling and blubbering and shaking his head in useless refusal as I pound the helplessly tied up little shit bloody. I want to hear his shriek of disbelief go soprano as I geld him with his own hot knife. I want to stick his dick up his ass and his balls in his mouth and hang him slow, so he strangles for half an hour before finally dying. Then I want to shit on his dismembered body.”

“I know you do, baby. And you had him bawling all right last night. You fucked the fun right out of it for him for a while. And it works well for us that way. We’ve got the classic good cop, bad cop thing going on. It’s perfect for training purposes.”

Her hands slid so smoothly over all that lean, hard, sinewy torso. The soap was a delightful lubricant. She loved these nipples, just big hard pegs that refused to go flat.

“Forgive me, lover, but I don’t believe in collective guilt in this case. This one at least doesn’t deserve all that. I never thought I’d say this about a man, but I really do like him. I wish we could keep him for a pet. He’s the only guy I ever met worth having in bed. 

“I know it upsets you, but I can’t help myself. I’m going to enjoy our Boy-toy as long we have him. I’m going to tease and titillate and torture him, ride his face and fuck his lights out. When will I have such a chance again? But it’s you I’m intending to spend the rest of my life with, baby. So please don’t hold this week against me.”

“All right. Don’t you hold it against me if I don’t join in this sissy-sap-fest. You guys can coddle him all you want. I’m going to hurt that bitch, as badly as I can get away with, until we’re finally rid of him. Then it’s on to the rally, and some real fun!”

“I heard that!”

Toni climbed her like a tree, soap sheath and all, to lock lips. Lilli caught her by the butt and lifted her so she could wrap her arms and legs around her. Differences stated and accepted, scrubbing turned to loving in the steamy stall. 

There was nothing to worry about. What male could ever come between them?

***

Trying to keep the directions he’d been given at check-in straight, Bobby took the cooler down the hall to the first junction, where he found the deserted laundry room.

There were half a dozen coin-operated washers and dryers each, a change machine and one selling detergent, a couple more vending snacks and soda – and an ice machine. He filled the cooler and came back.

Toni and Lilli were going at it in the shower, Lilli the noticeably noisier one at the moment. Jeri gave him a wry smile of welcome.

“Did you find the laundry room?”

“Yeah. But I don’t know if we should leave our stuff unguarded there.”

“Well, neither of us is getting in the shower anytime soon. Maybe we should start anyway. You can change into an old pair of shorts and wash mine by hand later. Then you can stay and watch the clothes while I get the beer and food.”

Bob dug out his wallet and debit card and handed the latter over.

“The code is sixteen-twenty.”

“That’s easy enough: the landing at Plymouth Rock.”

“Yes ma’am. The pilgrims ran out of beer too. They were actually heading for Virginia, not Massachusetts but they had to go ashore and brew up. After that I guess they got sidetracked.”

“Oh, the parallels and inversions are delicious. But not as good as the stuff you bought yesterday. What was that?”

Bobby fished a five out for the change machine.

“That was Becks.”

“Okay. Barring something unforeseen, I’ll see you when the clothes are done.”

“You got it, goddess.”

She paused.

“Take Toni’s razor. If you’re going to guard our undies do it right. Just keep it concealed unless you really need it.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I’ll be responsible.”

Jeri left. By the time Bob heard her bike roar into life, he’d changed into the thin gym shorts he’d worn to close up his apartment. They were still on the top of his pack. Adding his own clothes to the load, he gathered up the fiver and the laundry. Uneasy despite his orders, he took the razor from Toni’s colors and slipped it into the back of his shorts. As if in response, it was her shrieking in climax he heard this time as he pulled the door shut behind him.

Back down the hall, Bob felt like he was back at college too. Breaking change, forking in quarters, loading the washer in just his shorts, listening to the ice machine clank: it was all so freshman-year-at-the-dorm. Even the uneasiness was the same.

Back then he’d felt intimidated by everyone. Suddenly there were no well-defined cliques with ready-made friendships like back home, where the sorting was automatic and even sworn antipathy could be overcome by propinquity over time. There was no supposedly repentant Kim easing the skids for him like in the popularity contest that was high school. At college he was no longer the smartest kid in the room either, but a mere mote among what seemed like millions. He was alone and adrift, lost without his instinctive mistress, and that first year was the worst.

Of course, the eighteen year-old Bobby didn’t have a chastity device limned by his shorts. Nor did he have a hugely demeaning slave collar locked about his neck. Remembering the shame of checking in a few minutes ago, all the gradually won self-assurance of the eight years of adulthood since those frosh days deserted him. Never had he so dreaded even a casual encounter with one of his fellow Americans.

Once he had the laundry going, Bob seated himself on the floor in the most unobtrusive corner. He put his elbows on his knees and hung his head to doze, hoping that if he didn’t go unnoticed entirely, perhaps at least his collar would escape easy glance.

Funnily enough, he’d forgotten it was there when he went to check in. He’d been too busy thinking about his assignment (two double beds, remote location) and whether his stylishly long shorts were long enough to hide the welts on the backs of his thighs. He’d just walked into the office, reflecting then on what a rarity it was to see a real motel with a bit of individuality, rather than just another identical chain place stamped from the suburban cookie-cutter. 

It seemed most Americans wanted to be sure they’d get the exact same thing wherever they went, from hamburgers to coffee to the orange roof over their heads when they bedded down at night. He was actually in writer’s mode, thinking automatically about how to frame an article to that effect without ripping off Bill Bryson, for whom this was a perennial peeve. Approaching the counter, he’d tried a smile on the matronly type behind and a cordial nod to the guy lounging in a nearby chair. 

This was clearly a college kid, probably the matron’s son pushed into duty as a kind of valet/bellhop/ bouncer over the summer. He’d been a bit mystified by the sneer he got in return. It wasn’t until he was halfway through the transaction when he noticed how Mom’s glance kept going to his neck that he remembered, and realized how outlandish he must have looked in this conservative heaven. Instantly mortified, he’d stammered his way through the rest of their business, avoiding everyone’s eyes. When the smirking jerk asked if he needed any help parking or hauling bags, he’d only been able to shake his head, claim the key and scuttle out. The guy had classroom bully written all over him, and not being an attractive female was no one Bobby wanted anything to do with.

The washer buzzed, alerting him that the cycle was done. He’d spent almost half an hour reliving the brief encounter. Bob moved the clothes to the dryer, forked in more quarters and sat back down. He fingered the collar, rotating it a little, feeling the spikes and jewels and name plate and flipping the leash ring back and forth. He told himself not to be ashamed, to view it as a badge of pride rather than stigma. The only opinions that mattered to him were those of Kim, who’d chosen him over all the other men in the world, and of Jeri and Toni, who had so surprisingly befriended him on his quest.

With that Bob moved on to assessment. He measured all he’d given up so far on his journey, and set it against all he’d gained and discovered about himself. Not four full days on the road yet, and he considered himself way ahead of where he’d been a week ago. 

Thinking of finally seeing Kim again soon, of reverently bathing her feet and crotch with his tongue and seeing her strapped on and ready to take her lifelong domination of him to unbelievably gratifying new levels, he at last smiled to himself and dropped into a doze. Undisturbed, he slumped against the wall and caught up on what rest he could until the dryer buzzed nearly an hour later. Then he wearily roused himself to resume his domestic duties.

Practically sleepwalking, Bob gathered up the laundry, folded it, and plodded back up the hall to the end unit. Luckily the motel was nowhere nearly full, and he still encountered no one. He gave a tap on the door, opened it and slipped inside. What he found waiting slapped the sleepiness right out of him.

The beds were pushed together, creating a vast expanse of mattress. In the open space that remained, a pair of cheap plastic bowls, one yellow and one blue, sat on the floor. The name ‘Boy-toy’ was printed on the side of each in bold magic marker. One was filled with beer and the other with food from the Mexican restaurant down the street.

Freshly bathed and naked, all three goddesses were simply gorgeous. All three had cocks already strapped on. Lounging indolently on the quadruple-bed, clearly waiting for him, they nevertheless ignored his entrance completely. Jeri had his netbook plugged in and open and she was reading to the other two. With a shock that almost felled him on the spot, Bob recognized his own lurid prose. They’d found his document folder, and were reading his outrageously humiliating porno stories – the ones he hadn’t dared to publish under his own name.

***

Kim was doing it again, and after only two days.

She’d managed to keep occupied yesterday, arranging and overseeing the new modifications to the master suite. Then she’d lounged on the bed, looking up not at the huge ceiling mirror but at the new electric lift and its dangling chains and sling. Designed with the disabled in mind, this would serve those extravagantly incapacitated by bondage just as well. 

She could keep her Boy-toy suspended there around the clock, impaled and supported by a single elastic dildo-strap. That would certainly put what he’d endured in the tree into perspective! Or she could hang him from the adjustable sling in any number of other ways, spinning or swinging helplessly while she demeaned and teased and tortured and buggered him day and night for the rest of their lives. Or she could make him hang there just above her, stuffed at both ends and eternally impotent, her gloating eyes locked to his infinitely anguished ones. She imagined how hard she’d come while fucking an endless succession of anonymous young studs right under his dangling nose…

Fantasizing and masturbating this way got her through the night. This morning however she’d received another report. 

Boy-toy had been broken in and collared extremely successfully. Indeed he’d taken to his new and always-destined sex life with ravenous fanaticism. The video clips of him all tied up and begging for it as one brutal bull dyke biker after another pounded him into ecstatic oblivion had just been too incredible to be believed – or resisted. She’d had to call the escort service again. And against her better judgment she’d done as he’d suggested and asked for Jordan back.

She didn’t like that it was his face and body she saw fucking her now when she fantasized about cuckolding eternally impotent Bobby. She didn’t want to tempt herself into making that fantasy into a reality. Bobby deserved better – though why that mattered grew increasingly elusive. After all, he certainly seemed to be getting plenty of outrageous fulfillment lately even with his dick locked up. Though she’d engineered every step of his grooming and training herself, Kim still felt a bit of jealous pique at the obvious agonized ecstasy he was wallowing in without her. Sending for Jordan again was her betrayed-mistress payback. Besides, Jordan was already broken in himself, in his way. He expected and even treasured the abusive way she took her paid-for pleasure. Some other guy might not be so accommodating.

Even now he was meekly waiting on her, sitting naked and tied hand and foot to a sturdy new wooden chair in her bedroom. (She was still saving the bed and assorted other delights for Bobby.) No doubt Jordan was eyeing that huge bed, the even bigger reflecting mirror and the motor-controlled lift and sling just installed. Perhaps he was doing some fantasizing of his own. If so, she’d be highly interested to see his reaction to the surprise she was about to spring on him.

She’d come into the wardrobe to prepare it for him, and herself for the fun to follow. She was just reading Jeri’s report and watching the clips again to hone the edge of her vengeful lust when she saw another message coming in. Hastily Kim opened it.

Her surrogate mistress reported that they’d discovered quite a trove of pornographic stories on Bobby’s computer. Though attributed to ‘Spike Harding’ they’d obviously been written by him, as they all featured a protagonist that was a transparent homage to Mistress Kimberly. Jeri offered to connect to the little netbook and send her the entire directory. 

Kim accepted with great thanks. Smiling indulgently, she closed the video and email and began flipping through old pictures.

She’d known about Bobby’s stories for years. She’d seen any number of them shared or posted on message-boards devoted to bondage and female domination. The pseudonym hadn’t fooled her for a second. She’d recognized not only herself and their history together instantly but also his distinctive voice. Far more than just flattered, she’d collected every one she could. She considered it the best and only truly inspired writing he’d ever done. And beyond giving her great masturbation material and a delightful window on his obsession (and some highly interesting hints about his lack of experience with women), those stories had reassured Kim throughout her marriage. Every time she discovered another was proof that her future slave remained faithful, that he was still waiting enthralled for her to eventually claim him.

Another comfort through her trials had been the collection of photos she was now clicking through. She had three hundred and forty-seven of them, all of Bobby’s birthday party. She’d told him a little fib about long ago deleting them. That would have been sheer lunacy of course. And she’d liked both putting his mind at ease and flattering his film-ophile conceit. Now she flipped rapidly past pictures of sissy Bobbi preening and teetering in his pumps, of close-ups of his paddled ass and genitals split and constricted by the panties she was incessantly yanking and finally to the big show at the end. Gazing at her feminized slave spouting come while he gouged around inside himself made her smile with proprietary zeal.

Soon he would be here, and her own long-nurtured obsession would come to full flower. Ever since junior high she’d wanted Bobby Carlyle for her own private torture-slave. She loved the ego-boost she got from his intimidated but worshipful submission to her. She wallowed in nostalgia for the days she’d been queen of the playground and he’d been her constant victim. She’d dreamed of taking vicarious revenge through him on all the other males of the world. All the hot ones were such assholes! Bobby’s reasonably attractive, guaranteed complicity made him perfect for this. Best of all though was the fact that she really had come to love and respect him even as she so effortlessly manipulated him. He was sweet and honest and direct and truly just an all-around nice guy. And now he was hers forever. Brimming with love that was as fondly doting as it was cruelly possessive she at last put the phone down and took one final look in the mirror. 

This time she was sleekly naked except for her heels – and one exceptional exception. Curving up from her pussy without any harness or straps to spoil the illusion was the outer half of the brilliantly designed cock she was wearing. Secured just by the pressure of her vagina on the inner extension, it made her look perfectly hermaphroditic – and promised ecstasy unimaginable when she finally got to fuck with it. 

Mistress Kimberly turned and strode from the wardrobe. Jordan was indeed looking up at the lift, and his cock was still hard after waiting alone the past fifteen minutes. He greeted her return with an excited grin that changed instantly to consternation. Kim stroked her own big erection with threatening relish even as she reassured him.

“Don’t worry, Jordan. I’m not going to fuck your slutty butt. How could I, with you tied to that chair? Mostly I just want to model my new organ for you. I want a man’s reaction to it. Don’t I look delightfully dangerous and smashingly sexy like this?”

“If you say so, Ms Strauss.”

Jordan still looked wary, and rightly so. Kim waggled her cock in demonstration as she continued to slink closer. 

“It’s beautifully crafted isn’t it? There are inner and outer halves. Right at the junction there’s a nubbled saddle that rocks against my clit. And at the end of the inside one there’s a bulb that presses on my g-spot with every thrust. I’m dying to know how it feels in action.

“Fortunately for you, I’m saving the butt-fucking for someone else – someone who’s just as eager for it as me. In fact right about now he’s learning how to suck and have his face fucked too. So why don’t we join him in that endeavor, Jordan? Let’s have a little oral sex as foreplay, before I switch my cock for yours and ride us to another amazing mutual climax.”

The look of terrified betrayal on her stud-in’s face was so priceless that Kim had to giggle as she straddled him and the chair.

“Come on Jordan, suck me off. It won’t kill you. Or do want me to force it on you from the start? That might be exciting too.”

In resignation he opened his mouth, looking timidly up at her in all his pretty vulnerability. Kim giggled again and stroked his cheek affectionately. Then reminding herself not to get stupidly attached, she pushed her hard cock in.


Chapter Eight

Doggy Style

“Despite the outrageous humiliation of his elaborate transvestitism, despite bondage so severe his contorted body was wracked with agony and his constricted extremities insensate, despite the truly maddening nonstop mechanical stimulation of his still-virginal prick, despite even the terrible excruciation of the tortures she continuously gigglingly inflicted on him, Ben was in absolute heaven. Every smile Mistress Candace granted him was like smack to a junkie. The gleam of joy in her eye was as necessary as breath. She was the Goddess personified, and if Ben couldn’t be her wife, lover, or boyfriend, he’d her toy, her slave, even her fawning little dog. He’d be the shit she scraped off her shoe if he could be nothing else to her, and revel in the splendor of such a role. As long as he could be with her in any fashion whatsoever he would consider himself blessed. His love, lust and dependence were utterly compulsory. Even if unrequited for eternity they would ensure his allegiance until every last star winked out, and his soul was finally subsumed in her glory everlasting.”

Bob stood rooted to the spot. Listening to his own words, even his most revelatory (if vicarious) insights about himself read aloud in incredulous delight flooded him with a shame so acute it was a physical pain in him. What if they told Kim about what they’d found?

Well, what if they did? Bob used the pain as a goad to get a hold of himself. 

It was all true, if couched in florid hyperbole. If he was going wear her collar, take her whip and cock and trust her with the key to his ejaculatory capacity, he could surely afford to let her see into his hopelessly enslaved soul. As his sense of violation faded Bob forced himself back into motion. He set the stack of carefully folded clothes on a chair, located Toni’s vest and returned her razor. As the goddesses continued to ignore the physical him in favor of the formerly repressed one, he stripped off his shorts, picked up the spandex ones Jeri had shed, and took them both into the bathroom. He scrubbed and rinsed them thoroughly and hung them up to dry. He showered quickly and used the facilities.

This had the effect of reinvigorating him, though surely after this second wind he faced a calamitous collapse. For now though an almost manic eagerness had returned. The Devil Dykes were waiting. When he emerged they were still reading, laughing and even whooping at particularly explicit or debasing passages. Though his stomach still roiled a bit at this, Bob didn’t hesitate. He dropped down onto all fours, crawled over to the bowls and stuck his face in them. 

The food was cold, the beer warm and flat. Despite this, and the ongoing upset of his deepest feelings being gloated over, he forced himself to finish both. He needed his strength. The difficulty involved in using only his mouth added to his demeaning, and by the time he’d licked both bowls clean the combination of humiliations before women had him keenly excited. Or maybe it was just the anticipation. The current story concluded, the goddesses had fallen silent. Surely punishment and sex were next. Still on his knees, Bob turned back to face the bed – and his designated trainers.

“That’s good, Boy-toy.” Jeri was grinning at him with both a new esteem and the same sadistic gleam as the other two. “When I sent these deepest fantasies of yours to your mistress, she sent us back some pictures of you being ridden around like a sissy little pony. Now we learn that you wanted to be her bitch years before you were ever collared. So let’s build on that. Let’s get this dog and pony show on the road!”

In the sudden swoony thrill, the revelation that Kim had not only lied about deleting those photos but had actually broken her promise to never share them only enflamed Bob further. 

He’d never revealed the fact that he was writing obsessively about her, and worse publishing it, prostituting their almost sacred bond for mere money. One deceit deserved another. As for the larger betrayal involved, his humiliation was reliable fuel for his arousal. He forgave and even blessed his mistress for it. Her deliberate indiscretion was no doubt about to inspire an afternoon to put that long ago birthday party ever further in the pale.

A piercing whistle startled him.

“Here, Boy-toy!”

This was Toni, brimming with wicked delight.

“Up on the bed, bitch! Normally that’s a bad doggy, but we already know that about you don’t we? So clamber up here so your mistresses can have fun with their neutered little pet.”

His face burning as hot as his caged cock raged, Boy-toy scrambled over and up onto the linked beds. Jeri turned back to the computer. 

“I’m going to put every Satriani album on shuffle play. We’ll drown out bitch-boy’s barks and our shrieks of excess with insanely motivating guitar music.”

Meanwhile Toni and Lilli met Bob’s arrival with restraints. While Lilli snapped a heavy three-foot chain to his collar, Toni held up a big roll of white strapping tape.

“Make your hands into tight little fists.”

When Bob complied she encased them in tape, turning them into paws. 

Suddenly Joe was jamming ‘Hordes of Locusts’ at all the volume the little netbook could put out. Jeri came back from ensuring the door was locked. Toni folded his legs up and similarly encased them in tape, making his exposed knees into paws too and trapping his heels up tight against his thighs. While Lilli stood waiting impatiently with the ring-gag, Jeri used rubber bands to replace his ponytail with two big pigtails. When finished these sprouted from the top of his head on either side before flopping over and dangling down like dachshunds’ ears. 

As soon as this was accomplished, sneering Lilli moved up. She buckled the ring in, wedging his jaws wide. Then she produced another arcane little restraint. A set of blunt steel hooks was inserted in his nostrils. The attached elastic cord (white of course) was run up between his eyes to bisect his brow before following the part between his pigtails down the back of his head. There Lilli stretched it through the buckle of his gag before being tying it off. This snubbed his nose back into a flattened snout that was as much porcine as canine. 

Toni returned with make-up. She brushed big spots of deep red onto his already flaming cheeks. She used an eyeliner pencil to draw on whiskers and in some way alter his eyes. Then she sat back and gave that whistle again.

“Sit up, Boy-toy! Sit up and beg!”

When Boy-toy hurriedly obeyed, Jeri moved in and snapped her handcuffs just above his limply drooping paws. All three trainers backed off, grinning maliciously as they gave their little bitch space to perform. 

Jeri set the smart phone propped up on the headboard to record video. Boy-toy looked from this to each of them in turn, still crouched up begging and whining now in the intensity of his mortified need. He was panting in his manic heat, and drool from the metal ring was already dripping down his muzzled jowls. The leash hung heavy from his collar. Yet heavier still was that panting, which jingled it against the chastity sleeve. Cold steel on hot throbbing, that stout chain caressed his clit intermittently, adding mad physical stimuli to his emotional rapture. At last Toni began the show by snapping out other commands.

“Lie down!”

Instantly he dropped flat. With his arms trapped between his body and the bed, air woofed out of him. Nearly winded, he still reacted immediately at the next command.

“Roll over!”

He flopped himself onto his back, squirming until he could get his legs properly splayed. He lifted his arms above his head, offering his vulnerability in submission to the pack. He was the omega-bitch here, lowest on the pole. Even on their knees the Devil Dykes loomed over him like monsters as they closed back in. 

“That’s right, Boy-toy, grovel and show us your subordinate belly. Now play dead! Play dead and don’t move while we accessorize you. Every show dog needs a bauble or two to add to their appeal.” 

As Boy-toy closed his eyes, went limp and let his tongue loll out, he felt a threatening hand seize the baubles he was born with. Other fingers began to rub and fondle his nipples, making him want to moan though that first grip kept him mindful of the need for strict control. Despite the wailing, charging, intricate guitar music soaring and crashing around the room, he thought he heard the distinctive flicking of a butane lighter nearby. The toying with his nipples continued, to a purr of approval.

“It’s good you have a nice hairless chest, Boy-toy. One less area to keep shaved, eh?”

Fondling turned to pinching, then stretching. Whoever had his right nipple (Toni perhaps, who’d been doing the talking), seemed to be trying to pull it off. Then suddenly such exquisite agony tore through that highly aroused erogenous flesh that for in instant it seemed she had.

Only the threat to his testicles kept him static. The yelp that escaped him was involuntary, and apparently forgiven. He suffered no sanction for it, only the continuing torture he now recognized as having his nipple pierced with a needle, one heated not just to the point of sterility but of cautery. When the initial slow skewering was followed by a sting of antiseptic and the renewed trauma of a ring being threaded through the hole and closed, Bobby understood that this too was surely being done at Mistress Kimberly’s instigation. 

The chastity sleeve and collar were only the beginning of the ways she might modify her slave to suit her tastes. With this perception came acceptance, celebration, and renewed rapture. When the other nipple was done he broke stasis and jerked not at the exquisite stab of agony but with the power of the inner twinge that wracked him. 

Panting and slavering in aftermath, he heard a jingling of bells that was not usually a part of “House Full of Bullets”. A little tug on each still-screaming nipple accompanied this.

“Okay bitch, come back to life.”

Bobby opened his eyes and lifted his head. 

Gold rings big enough to fit his pinky finger pierced his red, swollen nipples. A small, festive bell dangled from each. Gloating over her handiwork, Toni flicked one of these. But it was Jeri who spoke over the renewed jingle and pain.

“Congratulations on your first piercings, slave. We’ve been ordered to leave your scrotum and glans and everything else for Kim. But that was fun.”

“Not as fun as this is going to be,” growled Lilli. She was holding a whip-thin stick of plastic she’d unscrewed from the room’s levolor blinds. Bending it between her fists, she tested its spring and effectiveness as a cane. “Let’s get the show going again!”

Toni whistled shrilly.

“Up Boy-toy! Sit up and beg!”

Bobby flopped over and struggled back up. Toni balanced a corn chip from dinner on his nose. When it fell, Lilli thrashed him. He tried to fetch one thrown across the bed, but when he struggled over there he had no way to grasp it. He nosed it back across the mattress while Lilli thrashed him. He tried to rear upright and stand on his back paws, failed, and Lilli thrashed him. He did his best to perform any number of other typical canine tricks, and was fabulously thrashed for his inadequacy. Finally, after he proved himself unable to catch his tail or lick his own genitals, Toni got on all fours herself, presenting her far more alluring hindquarters. Surprisingly enough, it was viciously whipping Lilli that gave the order.

“Okay, you useless gutter mongrel. It’s clear you’re only fit for the kennel. Let’s see the rest of your repertoire. Sniff your way over to that butt. Sniff it all over good. Then lick it. Lap at that asshole like you’re trying to coax it to give up dinner!”

Boy-toy whined his eagerness. Aware that Jeri was snapping pictures with her own phone while the one she’d taken from him continued to record video, he wagged his tail like a slut as he scrambled over. Trying to ignore that other sick suggestion, he threw himself into the canine greeting pantomime with all the obsequiousness of any clumsy mutt. He sniffed and sniffed for hints of estrus, the overpowering odor of pussy ambrosial after only a couple days. Yet he had even higher aims today. Keening and squirming in his neutered excitement, he at last began lapping at that beautiful brown-on-bronze bull’s-eye. 

Toni giggled. She gasped and moaned and pushed back against him. 

Boy-toy redoubled his frantic efforts. 

Jeri clicked and clicked and clicked. 

Lilli resumed lashing his already flagrantly abused ass and the soles of his feet.

“Get in there, bitch! Delve deep! Then use your tongue like the dick you never will!”

Ecstatically, Madam! Long and strong and practically prehensile, Boy-toy swirled and bored and forced it in. Right away she seemed to clench and pull before relaxing. Sealing his ringed lips as tightly to her as he could, he drove in and out then, drooling and snuffling and squirming with manic lust as he tongue-fucked his first ass – an incredibly shapely, muscular one that was manifestly too good for him or any other man. 

Meanwhile Lilli’s cane had stopped slashing against him. Toni was crying out with sexual excitement. Jeri was rummaging in her pack, after some new torment no doubt. Joe was goading them all on with “One Big Rush”. Balanced in basically a three point stance (wrapped fists tightly cuffed in front, wrapped legs using knees for feet), Boy-toy arched his back unconsciously. He waggled his tail and yearned it upward, desperate for reciprocal penetration. Lubed up and biggest of them all, Lilli’s hard rubber truncheon arrived to oblige.

There was no careful insertion or gentle consideration about her. She seized him, aligned herself and rammed her avenger home. No doubt angered by his squeal of agony, excitement, and illimitable fulfillment, she right away began bludgeoning in with all the power and hate she could muster. This had proved devastating the night before. Yet this time Bob was ready, and needy enough to wallow in it.

Lilli’s vicious pounding drove him deeper into her lover’s ass. One of Toni’s hands came around to press the back of his head, holding him there. The bells jingled madly as he was puppy-fucked, their little weight swinging and tugging on his traumatized titties. Peripherally Boy-toy was aware of Jeri moving in on one side. A muted buzzing sound joined the bells and electric guitar. Then the symphony of sensation he was reveling in was enriched almost unbearably as she pressed that vibrator to his clit.

Jeri’s other hand reached in, somehow finding his perineum, the spot between his dangling, jiggling blue-balls and the wickedly plunging thickness of Lilli’s prick. She began rubbing firmly, and Bobby almost swooned as yet another intensely erotic wave of sensation engulfed him. It was all he could do not to collapse into gasping bliss. Still Lil pounded him harder, snarling with effort and anger. So brutishly did she use him that he began to yelp helplessly, though the sound of his pleasure-distress was muffled by Toni’s ass and then drowned out altogether by her shrieks of impending orgasm.

The hand on his head pressed him deeper as she bucked back against him, nearly smothering him in ass. Lilli’s violent rhythm fucked them both; his tongue was just an extension of her rampaging cock. Bobby’s balls seemed to boil between the rubbing, fucking, and buzzing. He needed to ejaculate so badly he feared the unrelievable pressure might kill him. Toni was crying out eloquent ecstasy and gushing into his goatee. Jeri laughed with evil glee as she kept expertly maximizing the stimuli afflicting him. Lilli’s savagery escalated endlessly. Some incomprehensible crisis, possibly fatal, was imminent. Before suffocation, stroke, thrombosis or spontaneous explosion could efface his awareness of this heaven however, Toni pulled away gasping. Though his head reeled, the madness receded to a more manageable level momentarily.

Still Lilli fucked him and Jeri rubbed and buzzed him. His prostate was being pressured from two directions and the most erogenous spot on his body relentlessly infused with kinetic energy. This sapped his will and strength even as he was pneumatically impaled to that state of constant psycho-emotional climax. Bobby wanted to collapse on the bed and give himself over entirely to the rapturous experience. Unfortunately he was a performer here, and his training as his mistress’ bitch still barely beginning.

Before his elbows could unlock and drop him to his face, Toni returned. 

From that spiral curl on her brow down that exquisitely hard and tattooed torso she was all illimitable appeal. Her breasts stood proudly forth, the rings glittering in those big dark nipples a thrilling referent to the excruciating surgery she’d just subjected him to. As she knee-walked toward him though it was the cock she’d strapped on that effortlessly captivated him.

Once again he knew what was coming now. Prescience wasn’t needed; numbers sufficed. As Lilli hammered him extra hard he yelped again, both in treasured suffering and anticipation of the greatest humiliation yet. Her grin widening at the sound, Toni moved in.

“That was close, little bitch. Try again. Bark for us. Speak, doggy!”

Without his mouth to shape sounds, similitude was hard. Still Bobby did his best. He woofed a few times, realized it was hopeless trying to sound big and butch, then began yipping like the little bitch he was. Soon each pounding thrust from behind was expelling a high-pitched yelp that did sound remarkably like a small dog: a toy poodle perhaps, being willing taken by Saint Bernard. As if in recognition of this, Jeri at last quit her insidious ministrations and went to get his water dish.

Strengthened by this abeyance, Bobby lifted his head and let his dripping tongue hang out through the ring in invitation. This too he needed to learn to do. Toni immediately took him up on it, closing the last little distance between them.

“That’s right, Boy-toy, it’s time to take it from both ends. You’ve got two holes to use, don’t you? I could tell by the way you went down on my big toes that this was a deep secret need in you. Soon we’ll see how you do sucking and bobbing. Right now I’m just going to fuck you the way my baby is. But first let’s see you service me. Get it good and wet before I ram it in.”

She brought her dick to his tongue and he fell to eagerly slathering it. 

Of course the impetus of Lilli pounding against and into him once a second made this difficult; he almost lost an eye a couple of times. Finally he had the whole thing slickened with spit though, and just as Jeri returned from her errand.

She slid the doggy dish between his knees, and picked up the vibrator again. Reaching in with this and those adept fingers, she went back to work on him just as Toni grabbed his pigtails, levered his head as far back on his neck as possible and spitted him between pricks.

Boy-toy retched helplessly. Handcuffed, ring-gagged and caught between mistresses he had no defense against the hard rubber cock pushed through his mouth and right into his throat. 

He was excited beyond expression, willing beyond words. Yet woefully untrained as he was, his body rebelled. Gagging, drooling like mad, struggling to breathe and pounded onto that penis from behind even as it began plunging savagely in and out of his gullet from the front, he feared he was going to puke and then choke on it. His entire form shuddered from curled-tight toes to snubbed-back nose, his stomach out-churning his balls. Celebrating his distress, the ladies whooped and cheered, smacking his butt and fucking his face and ass more ruthlessly still. 

Streaming tears, Boy-toy grimly fought his gorge and tried to let Jeri’s additional attentions distract him from the violence of his autonomic response to such an unnatural violation. He flashed back to her waggling that giant clit at him before letting him fall to and suck her off. He remembered making frenetic love to Toni’s big toe, and the way she’d forced half her foot into his face in the process. Finally he fantasized it was Mistress Kimberly ramming her divine erection into him, crying out with possessed passion as she pounded her way toward orgasm. 

Beautiful Kim was behind him too, rearing and plunging as sadistically as possible, confident in the knowledge that no slut-fucking could be too brutal for her beloved bitch. And of course it was his eternal soul-mistress rubbing his perineum and madly stimulating his clit too, just tickled to death by the incredible levels of futile arousal she was relentlessly generating in him. Finally there was a fourth and real Mistress Kimberly, watching all this on a computer screen via his cell phone and willing him to rise to the challenge. 

Wallowing in this mad fantasy, ignorant of the way it mirrored a favorite of that distant mistress, Boy-toy’s crazed lust gradually began to win the battle over his automatic physical revulsion.

It didn’t happen immediately, or all at once. But eventually the urge to reverse peristalsis weakened. His body’s rejection became less adamant, as the lassitude spreading from that prostate massage calmed the rest of his system. Finally he was able to stop retching entirely. His eyes quit streaming tears and his saliva glands stopped working overtime. His grunting at each simultaneous double-thrust conveyed as much rapturous fulfillment as distress, and his trainers were as quick to crow at this victory as they’d been to jeer at his distress.

“All right!”

“Trained in record time!”

“You ever see a show dog or prison bitch learn to take it so quick?”

“Never!”

“Fuck taking him to Boston! Let’s take him to San Fran. We’ll pimp him out to gay gangs on the way and make a mint before we sell him on the circuit.”

This was Lilli of course, so Bobby was able to dismiss this obscure malice as he had her coprophilic hint. It was approving Toni he gazed worshipfully up at as they hammered in tandem into him. And it was Jeri’s far more subtle ministrations that began to make themselves felt once he’d finally adapted to servicing two cocks at a time.

Though his imprisoned penis was as hard as it could get, he also felt a phantom need to pee coming on. This was surely illusory; he’d been in the bathroom only forty minutes ago. It was just as surely a product of that prostate massage. If she kept it up…

Suddenly Lilli began shrieking. She had not climaxed at all from using him yet; perhaps it was the suggestion she’d just made, or fantasies of carrying it out, that was finally driving her to orgasm. Whatever the case, the vengeful frenzy possessing her peaked. Empathetically inspired, Toni joined her in escalation, crying out her own ecstatic delight. Compressed between their assaults, more excited and degraded than he’d ever dreamed possible, Boy-toy whined and grunted and slavered and lost himself again in submissive delirium. Relentlessly building carnal pressure tormented him. Savagely misandrous sexual subjugation exalted him. Extreme humiliation before women gratified his deepest need. Then even as the lesbian lovers using him began to pound out the throes of their simultaneous climax, Jeri’s aim was accomplished.

The illusory need to pee passed even as semen began to drain out of him. There was no orgasm of his own involved of course; this was what was known as milking. So much rhythmic pressure on his prostate was causing his balls to empty themselves in a slow, steady fashion that relieved him of testosterone build-up without the catharsis of ejaculation. Even in the agony and ecstasy of his dual sodomizing Bobby could feel it drizzling into the bowl beneath him. He sobbed in bereavement while Jeri cheered and the others shrieked and came.

Finally it was done. Toni and Lilli withdrew from him to kiss and grope each other. Bobby tottered in place, enervated and deflated and abysmally sore. Jeri lifted the bowl to his face and the camera for a close-up.

“Bad doggy! Look at the naughty mess you made! Are you going to lick it up, or will we have to rub your snout in it?”

Boy-toy cleaned his bowl. Though he tried not to breathe through his nose, the odor and taste repelled him. Still disobedience was unthinkable. By the time he’d finished, Toni was brandishing the makeshift cane. Lilli was eager to get at his face, and Jeri was impatient for her own turn. The show must go on.

For the rest of the afternoon it continued. The Devil Dykes pounded beer and jammed guitar. They pounded and jammed Bobby too, taking him together doggy-style for hours on end, the one not currently fucking him tormenting him inventively while she recouped her energy and awaited her next turn. For the slutty little poodle in the middle, this indeed so far outstripped that pony-girl party that he truly wondered what could possibly top it next.

Naturally he would soon find out. But first, a needed intermission.

By the time the ladies were ready for dinner, the predicted calamitous collapse came. Limp as a rag-doll, Bobby could not even remain upright, much less respond satisfactorily to abuse. They simply had to let him rest while they ate and spent the evening watching cable TV and enjoying the other amenities. Freeing him from the gag at last, they hogtied him and dumped him in the bathtub, where he could urinate if necessary throughout the long night.

“Rest well, Boy-toy,” Toni gleamed at him, the last to exit the bathroom. “Tomorrow we’ll do it all again, all day and night!” Considerately she switched off the light and closed the door.

Bob Carlyle was unconscious before his head thumped the bottom of the tub.


Chapter Nine

Violence and Hints of Treachery

Thirty-six splendidly rewarding hours later, Jeri woke up sprawled out over most of one double bed. Music still played over the muted roar of the air conditioner, but not loudly enough to disturb sleep. As usual Toni and Lilli slept on; it wasn’t much after seven. Nor was there a sound from the bathroom, where their slave was spending his second straight night tied up in the tub. Jeri was tempted to try and crash again; they didn’t need to check out for hours. Eagerness for the day ahead and memories of those just past made this folly however. With no more than a yawn or two she eased out of the giant bed.

Bobby’s cell phone still sat on the headboard. She plucked this up and settled herself cross-legged on the floor. As much as she looked forward to getting back on the road, and hooking up with the Cleveland crew, she in no way regretted the delay. They hadn’t enjoyed such fun in months. Of course Lilli wouldn’t agree. Bobby’s willingness and the fact that they couldn’t damage him spoiled it for her. For Jeri this trip was revealing the opposite.

She didn’t mind raping, selling into slavery or even killing some guy if he was deserving of it. Despite the corruption and antagonism of the patriarchic state, there was still such a thing as justice in the world. But inflicting such things on just any guy…that was not justice. What it was, when you came right down to it, was monstrous. Bobby’s principled self-honesty in even the most debased circumstances was forcing Jeri to look harder at her own behavior, and that of her crew. They were not always behaving honorably. Once they delivered Bobby to Boston, she was going to have to seriously consider changing a few things. For now though they had a job to do – a job that was turning more delightful by the day.

She spun through the pictures and video she’d taken of yesterday’s training session, which had devolved into last night’s orgy. She was looking for some representative stills and footage to append to her report. Here was Boy-toy crunching up a dog biscuit and then drinking from the toilet bowl. Here he was prancing around in full regalia while laughing Toni whipped him on. 

He’d been captured in the act of attempting every demeaning trick they could think of, and then in servicing his three mistresses with greedy obsequiousness. She had shots of him using that dog-like tongue of his to clean all of their feet, pussies, assholes and erections in turn. She had him on video performing his first ever blow-job, slavishly tonguing and sucking and then bobbing on her strap-on with perverted abandon. And of course there were hours and hours of him being fucked from both ends and loving it. 

Whether tied up absolutely immobile, free to thrash back and join in or bound to any degree between, Kimmy’s fuck-slave was only growing more insatiable by the day. Jeri had never seen such a rabidly eager slut, male or female, inside or out of jail. And whenever whoever wasn’t fucking him began to torture him he only got more excited. 

Grinning at the memory of the mildest yet most insidious of those tortures, again hearing Bobby sobbing so eloquently as she emptied his balls without orgasm for him, Jeri selected the footage of him licking his vile sperm from his food dish. She added a few other choice highlights, a whole bunch of pictures, zipped the package to the report she then wrote and sent it all on. She added a postscript promising to once again upload the rest to the archive they’d created in his netbook, where Kim could peruse every last bit at her leisure later once she had both boy and his computer in hand. 

Report finished and her interest pricked, Jeri hooked the phone to the netbook and set the files transferring. Then she went to check on her entertaining new friend.

Naked she stepped into the bathroom, and peaked in the shower stall. Still ring-gagged, snub-nosed, ribboned and pigtailed and made up like a poodle, shivering a little in the chill bottom of the tub, hogtied Bobby was sound asleep. He even twitched and moaned in his dreams. Jeri grinned, waiting to see if he would start ‘running’.

Of course he didn’t. But then the odor of stale piss hit her. He’d had to go tied up, and though it had mostly run harmlessly down the drain, both tub and slave needed a rinsing. Jeri grinned again, and turned on the shower.

Boy-toy jerked awake. He didn’t yelp however, which was another mark in his favor. His eyes focused on her through the water pelting down with just the right mix of adoration, deference and request. Then amazement joined worship in crowding out everything else as she stepped into the stall to join him. Gazing up at her sculpted pulchritude as she slid closed the partition he might have been ogling Aphrodite as she rose from the surf. Tickled, Jeri poked a big toe through the ring. Water from the shower ran down her body and leg and followed her toe into his mouth, where he greedily opened his throat and let it flood in.

“Thirsty, slave? Or are you just exalted to be drinking my bathwater?”

She used her toe to hook the gag from his mouth. He choked and sputtered at her feet a moment, then turned his face back up to her despite the downpour.

“Both, my goddess. Your benevolence and expertise in training me this week have filled me with love and allegiance. Your body excites me madly. Seeing you from below like this makes me immediately want to present both my bitch-holes for you to brutalize.”

Jeri used her toes to tweak the hooks from his nose.

“Good boy. I’d say we spent your money and the last day and a half exceptionally well. Mistress Kimberly is waiting though, isn’t she? I hope you’ve recovered enough to drive all day, outrageously welted and battered-in ass and all.”

“Absolutely, goddess.”

“Good. Grovel at my feet in my runoff while I bathe. Afterwards I’ll untie you to take your turn, and begin your morning chores. And just think, by tonight there will be five Devil Dykes to beat and demean and bitch-fuck you across the country.”

“You honor me too much, goddess.”

“After you bathe, be sure to dry and care for that collar properly. It’s treated to be water resistant, but still, you want it to be stout and pretty for the next fifty years, don’t you? Picture yourself being buried in it, along with your chastity sleeve, piercings, brands and tattoos.”

Bobby’s eyes bugged comically, and Jeri tittered

“Oh my, did I spoil the surprise? Of course Kim will insist of branding you herself, and adding her own artwork along with a lot more piercings. But one of the girls we’re picking up outside of Cleveland is an expert tattoo artist. And we have our orders for you, don’t we, Boy-toy? So that’s something else to look forward to besides tonight’s six-way, eh?”

Leaving him gaping up at her in the spray, Jeri took her time showering and shaving. Then, because it was still early and the other two showed no sign of rising yet, she turned off the water, squatted, and un-hooded her ‘little dick’. Smiling at Bobby’s avidity, she stuck this in his insatiable mouth and sat on his face. Moaning with blessedness, he sucked her off beautifully despite the no doubt cramping agonies of his long contortion. When she freed his bonds at last it took him several minutes to even sit up. By the time she’d dried off and left the bathroom he seemed to be functioning okay though.

Back at the beds, Toni was finally un-strapping the cock she’d slept sporting while Lilli sat coughing up the effects of cigarettes and motor vehicles on the human lungs. For the first time since Bobby brought it back, Jeri went to the pile of laundry. While she dressed, Toni stretched and asked about their itinerary.

“Forgive me for being stupid, but what’s the plan now? We just drive straight through to Erica’s place, crash there and push on?”

“You got it.”

“And we’re only picking up her and Naomi?”

“Correct. Everyone else from this area has already gone ahead. Erica wanted to stay open longer anyway and Naomi wanted to ride with me again, so it wasn’t hard to convince them to hang around and join in the fun. Two more people should be perfect for now; I really want to keep our numbers down. Not all our members are to be trusted with a helpless male.”

“Meaning me, I presume?”

Lilli had taken to the carpet and was pumping through a quick fifty sit-ups. 

“Don’t worry, my word is still good. I’ll do my part to get the little shit there safely.”

“Just help me keep Naomi in check, both of you. She mentored and initiated me, and might think she’s entitled to ignore me. We’re not going to let that happen. We’re going to keep my promises and earn our reward.”

“You got it, boss!”

Toni had pulled the netbook over and was trawling through it, giggling at pictures or video of the last two days. Lilli switched to doing pushups. Jeri sorted through the laundry, tossing everyone’s clothes at their pack. Finally Bobby emerged from the bathroom, ponytailed and normal again but for the bells still jingling from his nipples.

He handed over Toni’s razor, upon which she and Lilli went to shower. Jeri unhooked the bells and stowed them, then examined the piercings and found them free from infection. She looked over wounds from belt, cane, and switch and saw none that wouldn’t heal cleanly and disappear given time. She found his anus sore and abraded, but not actively bleeding. Satisfied she gave him a friendly swat on the rump and sent him to dress and begin putting the room to rights. By the time everything was packed and straightened up, Toni and Lil emerged and dressed too. There was half a large pizza remaining from the night previous, and they hurriedly brunched on cold slices.

“Okay Boy-toy,” Jeri interrupted herself with a belch. “We’ll load the truck while you check us out of here. Then it’s on to Cleveland, Erie, Buffalo, and beyond. And speaking personally, I’ll take the rust belt over the bible belt any day outside of January.”

Murmurs of agreement ushered Bobby out the door.

***

Heading to the office through the halls proved to be a mistake. With noon the cut-off time for checkout (after which patrons would have to pay for another day), the place was no longer deserted. Limping a bit on legs latticed with obvious welts, his collar gleaming and twinkling in the bright morning light, Bobby felt horribly conspicuous again. 

The teachings of Jesus aside, American Christians tended to be society’s most judgmental haters. They were the first to reach for the lynch ropes at any hint of deviance, especially sexual. Worse, the word seemed to have gotten around about their stay, even among these transients. 

What: had each been given a warning about the bikers and their bitch along with their room keys? Was the whole place talking about them? Whatever it was, ‘Boy-toy’ had to run a gauntlet of gawping, sneering and glances askance before he even reached the office. And there things proved far worse than before.

There was a line of half a dozen people ahead of him. Another ten or so were loitering around the lobby gossiping. The college-age bully was back, out of uniform this time and snickering with a couple of bully-boy buddies. When Bobby joined the line, his spicy, greasy, bolted breakfast churning queasily within, there was a moment of silence followed by universal whispering, covert studying and looks of blatant condemnation. 

No doubt catcalls and attempts to trip or otherwise humiliate him weren’t far off. There were even a couple of hard-looking middle-aged dudes with ‘thug’ written all over them lurking back in one corner, though these only gave him a contemptuous once-over before slouching out.

Despite the obvious July heat outside Bobby began wishing he’d packed long pants and a turtleneck shirt. But then he caught himself, remembering his determination in the laundry room.

His wounds and collar may be a stigma to others; to him they should be a source of pride. Who in this entire town could claim to be loved by a woman as gorgeous as Mistress Kimberly? Who could possibly have spent a more exciting past few days in this dismally bland hamlet? Cock-locked or not, who could ever have indulged in more insanely rewarding sex, with far more in store for tonight? Bobby’s stomach settled, the heat left his cheeks and he managed to fix a vaguely insulting grin on his face as he met the general scrutiny forthrightly. He even began to pass the time waiting in line by reliving yesterday’s training session, and the unprecedented extent to which he was included in the orgy afterwards.

They’d kept him in costume and character from first taping him up until Jeri freed him this morning. They’d made him balance on fists and knees on the hard bottom of the tub while they bathed him like a dog in a wash basin. He’d taken every meal and drink from his bowls on the floor – except when they filmed him begging for a milk-bone, balancing it on his nose and eating the wretched thing. And of course when he’d been forced to lap from the commode afterwards, for which the bad doggy was then thrashed. 

All day long he’d practiced prancing about and performing tricks, at least when he wasn’t sniffing butts, licking ass, giving blowjobs and being glorious fucked front and rear. Then, oh then how wondrously they’d put it to him all evening and well into the night! At first he’d been disappointed that the only position they failed to fuck him in was missionary. But Jeri explained that besides being out of character for a show poodle, Kim insisted they save that kind of face-to-face intimacy for her. With that he’d been exalted all over again, especially since she then proceeded to do him in the pile-driver while Lilli did Toni likewise right besides them. And still they went on for hours more! Though even walking was now difficult, and sitting on the sprung seat of Toni’s truck all day an ordeal he could barely dare contemplate, Bobby wouldn’t have traded the last two days and nights for anything but already being with Kim.

Finally the line dwindled. Still grinning vaguely, he signed out and returned the key, assuring Mom behind the counter that he had indeed enjoyed his stay at their fine establishment. Blithely ignoring the snickers, sneers and scandalized whispers, he headed for the front door with a deliberately offensive jauntiness to his limping steps. This time he’d walk back outside though, enjoying the lovely morning before it got too hot.

That meant circling most of the building. Bob used the hike to limber up. After so much time spent hogtied or on all fours with his legs folded tight it was good to get the circulation going again. 

Rounding the last corner he came in sight of the rear exit and parking lot where they’d left their vehicles: three big, badass motorcycles and a beat-up old truck with a camper cap. Bob grinned again at how nearly every car was clustered at the other end of the lot. Nobody wanted to associate with the nonconformists even to the extent of a chance encounter. The exception was an industrial gray work van that had parked just one space beyond the truck. How daring of them! The only Devil Dyke in sight was Lilli, loading her bondage gear back into her saddlebags. Bobby reported to her for duty.

“We’re all checked out, ma’am. Can I help in some way?”

She didn’t even deign to look at him.

“Everything’s loaded up. Even your shit. Toni did it. I don’t know what the fuck’s come over her. She and Jeri are using the bathroom before we go. Get in the fucking truck.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Bobby walked around to the driver’s side, into the space between the two tall vehicles. As he did, the side door of the van slid open. Glancing over at the movement, he saw the two thuggish types that had been eying him inside the motel leap out. Only now they had stockings over their faces – and weapons. 

Sun glinted on brass knuckles. Closer though was the taser in the hand of the smaller attacker. This drove straight at his midsection, and only the reflexes and instinctive evasive tactics honed through a thousand schoolyard ambushes kept it from connecting. Bobby sucked in his belly and leaped backward, avoiding the sparking poles by half a foot – not bad. His yell for help was just as instinctive, though there was no playground monitor to hope to alert here. Still the help he needed was immediate.

Lilli came around the truck like a whirlwind. One kick sent the taser flying. Spinning like a pirouette despite the tight space, she brought the other boot around in a high-flying karate kick. 

This connected with the thug’s head, dropping him like a rock. As the gorilla with the brass knuckles lurched forward in his place, Bobby dropped too and rolled at his feet, taking them out from under him. Even as the stocking-covered face was descending, Lilli’s first boot was coming back up. The steel toe connected, and the crunch of teeth, bone and cartilage was the loudest sound since Bobby’s yell. He scrambled upright, looking from the two unconscious (at least) assailants to his savior and then over to Jeri and Toni running up. At moments like this, there was only one thing to say.

“What the fuck?”

“Shut up and get in the truck!” Lilli snapped. “Didn’t you hear me? Toni, give him the keys. Let’s get out of here in case I killed these guys.”

All four of them looked around. Occurring between vehicles as it had, the altercation had so far gone unnoticed. Okay: still shaking, Bobby caught the keys tossed to him and did as he was told. The suddenness of the assault and the ruthless efficiency with which Lilli had dealt with it were no-shit shocking. Still they’d done nothing wrong, and should have nothing to fear from the law. Obedience to the real authority was immediate however. By the time he was behind the wheel and had the motor going, the bikes were roaring to life too. They pulled out in procession, Jeri first, then the truck, with Toni and Lilli riding behind. 

Still no alarm was raised. Not wishing to be the cause of one, they cruised prudently until they’d left the little village behind. Jeri opened it up then, and they sped down the old state road a good ten miles before she turned off. They took another rural route for five minutes and then pulled into another parking lot, this one of dirt behind a currently closed restaurant. Bobby followed the others in shutting off the engine and climbing out to discuss what had happened. 

They met in a rough square. All three women lit cigarettes. When Toni offered him the pack, Bobby took one. He had the same rule for cigarettes as he did for cocaine: it was okay to partake if offered free. Otherwise, never. There were far cheaper ways to kill ones’ self. After the scene at the motel though nicotine was ideal. He dragged deep and kept quiet unless addressed.

“What happened back there, Lil?”

She hawked and spat before answering.

“I’m still trying to figure it out. You guys saw the van parked by us this morning. As soon as Boy-toy here walked near it, two guys dressed like movie gangsters jumped out and tried to grab him. I mean, brass knuckles, stockings over their faces, the whole bit. It was almost funny.”

“I’m not laughing!” Jeri snapped. Toni nodded agreement, and added her own question.

“That taser I saw?”

“The first guy tried to hit him with it, but fucked it up. Boy-toy dodged him somehow and yelled, but I was already moving. I kicked away the taser and then kicked him in the head. That guy might okay, might even be up and around already. The other guy, slave here took him down with a body block – and as he was falling I pretty much demolished his face. If he ain’t dead, he’s looking at some serious plastic surgery.”

She shook a fist in triumph and Toni slapped her a high five. Jeri was still frowning.

“Why would someone try to abduct him though? That’s felony attempted kidnapping. Bobby? You got any enemies we haven’t heard of?”

“I haven’t had an enemy since grade school. And that was Kim.”

“You sure?”

“Speaking personally, yes. No one that I know bears me open ill-will.” He gave an ironic quirk at the exception who’d just saved him. “Impersonally however, there were people at the motel office that clearly didn’t care for what I represent. Now that I think about it, I even saw those two ducking out after spotting me. Anyway, those guys aside, there were a few other young fraternity-type assholes there I wouldn’t put past trying to lump me up in that parking lot. But this was clearly something more serious. This was like they wanted to take me somewhere private and do a Mississippi Burning on me. Who knows? Maybe they really don’t like gays around here, decided I was one too and would be easier prey than you three.”

“Maybe.” Jeri shared a doubting look with the others. 

“I mean if they were real gangsters, would they look so much like caricatures? And would they be so easy to beat? These guys struck me more as wannabes.”

“Or maybe they just underestimated you.” Toni gave him a congratulatory punch on the arm. “You did your part.”

“Thanks.” Bobby savored his last drag and pitched the butt, wishing for one of the other night’s cigars. “Lilli saved the day though. Thank you, ma’am.”

This went ignored of course, but the other two seconded it.

“That’s my baby!”

“Yes, well done. I never doubted your word, but way to confirm it. You may have saved us our reward – or doubled it. Maybe Kim didn’t tell us everything. Maybe her ex-husband …We’ll call her tonight from Erica’s, on a land-line just to be safe. If this is something to do with her, that raises the question of how they found us.”

A moment of silence greeted this. Lilli hawked and spat again.

“All right,” Jeri concluded. “Let’s shuck our asses up to Cleveland. We can use Erica’s internet too to see if we can learn anything from the local news.”

Two minutes later they were roaring back up the road.

***

It was a different day, a different office, but the same ungovernable fury. When Edgar Brennan learned of the latest fiasco, he hurled a piece of delicate statuary (several hundred years old, appraised value twelve thousand dollars) against the wall, where it shattered like a bomb. He ranted and raged like a baited bear in a cage. Unfortunately he couldn’t blame Jack for this. It had been his own bright idea to use the same operatives that had fucked up before.

Why involve anyone else? They were already in the general area, following the trail of debit card purchases, and the less people he had to silence after the job was done, the better. This time they’d had explicit instructions and rock solid intelligence. They knew exactly where the asshole was and almost exactly when he was leaving. All they had to do was grab the guy quietly, knock him out, cart him somewhere private and slowly torture him to death. The only question was whether to send that bitch his head or his balls in a box and he’d have his revenge. Now look at this!

Smoldering, Edgar turned away from the shards of antique porcelain. He resisted the futile urge to try and overturn his heavy mahogany desk and at last sat down behind it. Sensing a possible lull in the storm, Jack spoke up again.

“It isn’t all bad, Ed.”

“Oh really? Point out some positives for me please!”

“All right. To start with, you’re rid of one guy you were worried about at least. And the other guy recovered in time to secure the body and leave the scene without the cops getting involved. We’re still completely in the clear as far as anyone knows. And it was the idiot who insisted on burning the apartment who got whacked.”

“By a broad!”

“By a dyke Ed, a bodybuilder and a hardcore biker to boot. Also, Pete reported that there was quite a bit of animosity toward the gang and Carlyle especially among the locals. People wanted them out of town. They might just interpret this as a quote-unquote hate crime. We might still have surprise on our side.”

“Fat chance!” Edgar snorted.

“Besides, we’ve already got our infiltrator lined up right? Along with enough information out of her to add a couple more if necessary. Carlyle will never make it across New York, much less all the way to Harborview.”

“All right, if that’s such a sure thing let’s go back to this gigolo. That’s twice he’s been to the house, my house, no doubt fucking my slut of a wife in my own bed. I want him dead, and I mean today. Name your price, do it yourself if you have to, and don’t give me any shit about tactics or strategy. I’m going to show that bitch she’s Typhoid Mary for dicks.”

“You’re the boss,” sighed Giambra. He got up. Edgar waved him out. Then he got up himself, turned, and approached the massive window-wall behind the desk.

He was in one of the tallest buildings in Boston. Though the skyline had none of the charm and grandeur of New York, he’d sacrificed that temporarily to be closer to the action. He could even see Harborview from here, though it was little more that a white dot without binoculars. Still he’d searched it out often enough to find it easily by eye. Doing so helped keep his rage incandescent. Now he ground his teeth, clenched his fists and thought about Kim lording it over his second home and fucking a bunch of lowlife scum under the mirror she’d flattered him into installing in the master suite.

That gold-digging bitch! Ever since meeting her at Northwestern she’d been playing him for a fool. He’d known she was barely a step above white trash, but she’d just been so gorgeous, so slim and stacked without an imperfection anywhere that he couldn’t resist. Plus she’d also been the ideal combination of vivacity and pliancy, with a sexual appetite he couldn’t believe. The ultimate trophy wife to parade around on his way from school to hotshot investment analyst to Wall Street trader, she’d picked him out with the same seeming prescience he’d used to choose up and coming mutual funds. And all the while he’d never dreamed she was using him, letting him grow confident enough in her meek demeanor to start slapping her around in front of the help, whom she’d secretly been grooming to testify against him. Then, like a bolt from the blue, divorce papers. She’d cleaned him out, taking the Boston house and tens of millions he’d earned while she hosted dinner parties and no doubt whored herself to the butler, chauffer, groundskeepers and anyone else that caught her eye.

She thought she’d won. And short of killing her or having Harborview burnt to the ground, neither of which he was prepared to risk, what could he do? Well, she would find out. From now on her pussy was poison. He’d see everyone that so much as sniffed it dead, until she gave up and crawled back into the gutter she’d squirmed out of all those years ago. Then he’d go back to New York, and within five years he’d recoup every penny she’d cost him. Then he could look back with triumph and not this grinding jealous betrayal that haunted him day and night. 

Edgar tore his eyes from that infuriating white dot and checked his watch. 

Jack had been gone only fifteen minutes – too early to have taken care of the gigolo yet. Still that first installment of his revenge had at least been set in motion. And despite this morning’s fiasco Carlyle didn’t have long to breathe either. Grinning at the thought, Edgar at last returned to his desk. 

He could still get plenty of work done today; busy hands were prosperous hands. Yet still his concentration wavered. Try as he might, it was impossible to get that hatefully luscious face and body out of his mind entirely.


Chapter Ten

Meeting and Marking

Scudding along at close to sixty, Toni was still having the time of her life.

Of course her motel idea had worked out superbly. Training Bobby as a show dog had been an absolute scream. Of course he wasn’t destined for or deserving of a life as a real show dog, but playing at it was wonderfully titillating. It had brought Lilli into the fun too, salving the friction between them. And she just loved having a fourth body to involve in their orgies. 

Say what you like about ménage a trois, but one partner always ended up feeling either a bit abused or left out, especially when two of the three were committed lovers. Now she and Lilli could get it on more exclusively without slighting Jeri – and she herself wouldn’t have to take so much brutal dual pounding. Let their slave wallow in it, seeing as how he loved it so much. And for a man Bobby was amazingly rewarding to have in their bed.

She still got off on having him tongue-cleaning and sucking on her toes. She loved seeing him with half her foot or more distending his choking face, especially when he was being pounded onto it by Lilli or Jeri fucking him from behind. He was already remarkably adept at cunnilingus (and analingus, even better) and the worshipful fervency he brought to such service tickled her no end. He’d even made her come by sucking her cock. 

The relentless eagerness with which he impaled himself pressured her clit almost as much as when she was hammering his helpless face. And as for fucking that virginally tight ass of his, the resistance was simply fabulous! The extra effort pounding in and out got her off like little else lately. Being able to fuck in a giant soft bed and fool around in a big shower-bathtub combo had also been awesome. Add on quality restaurant food, top shelf beer kept ice cold and free premium movie channels and she couldn’t remember a better two days and nights. Even the unexpected danger that had cropped up at the end thrilled her.

Too bad she’d missed out on the action! She’d have loved taking down a couple of stupid male brutes who thought having penises made them invincible. It was always the same: the look in their eyes as they realized they were getting their asses kicked by a woman. Of course this time there’d been no chance for that delicious recognition. These assholes probably never knew what hit them. Maybe the second had a brief moment of chagrin at being taken down by what he’d assumed to be a sissy before Lilli put his lights out.

And good for her! The chance to waste a deserving male surely helped her vent some of the frustration she felt at not being able to damage Bobby. And way to go, Boy-toy! Their little poodle had some bite to him. It was good to know he could do his part if called upon.

Thinking on this, and the possibility that this might just have been the start of something serious rather than an isolated attempt at gay-bashing, made Toni think of Bobby’s knife, now clipped to the inside of her boot. 

Protocol be damned, she should give it back to him. Lilli wouldn’t agree of course. But Jeri probably would, now that a nice spice of danger had been added to their tame little training trip.

Speaking of danger, she ought to stop and put her helmet on. 

Tomorrow they’d be entering New York State, three hundred miles long with all its mollycoddling laws mandating them. She’d left it off to feel the exhilarating wind in her face and hair one more time before that happened. But what the hell, they were almost to Erica’s place anyway. Then the fun could begin all over again!

Still avoiding the interstate (the Cleveland bypass was nuts at rush hour) they took a circuitous route to the Brook Park area, at the southern edge of the city. Toni’s belly was gnawing at itself in lieu of a skipped lunch, but that was all right. At the scruffy border between industrial and residential neighborhoods they reached Erica’s (as the blood-red neon announced it) in time for an early dinner. A two-story brick structure with a bar below the residence above, the place also had a rudimentary kitchen serving chicken wings, burgers, chili-dogs and the like.

The usual patrons were a mix of bikers, blue collar workingmen from the nearby factories and neighborhood rum-pots. This being a weekday just shy of five, only the first and last groups were likely to be here in any number; the relative emptiness of the lot as they pulled in bore this out. They’d beaten the evening rush. Still Jeri led the way to the very back of the lot, adjacent to the rear entrance. Here the place took deliveries, employees came and went, and there was an enclosed stairwell leading up to the living quarters. Even as they were shutting down their motors the proprietress herself came bounding out to greet them.

About Toni’s size, she had olive skin and the same raven hair, if not so short. Though her blood was Italian to Toni’s Central American, they might have been mistaken for sisters. At forty Erica was a decade older, but still fit and hard and hot, her body just as intaglioed with tattoos – she was the genius who’d done the big one wrapping about Toni’s torso, as well as the finely detailed emblems on all their arms. With a beauty mark on one cheek she had big, dark, expressive eyes. Her mouth was equally wide and mobile, flashing perfect white teeth at the slightest cue. Loud, lively and outgoing as befitted her profession, she was laughing and whooping and practically dancing as she leaped out to join them.

“All right, Devil Dykes! Damn it’s great to see you guys! And damn I can’t wait to get on the road with you too! It has been way too long!”

Wearing her colors as a matter of course, and a pair of tight, black leather pants despite the summer heat, she had high-fives, hugs, and kisses all around, at least until she came to Bobby climbing gingerly from the sprung seat of Toni’s old pickup truck.

“So this is the bitch, eh? The one we’re training and transporting to Boston? Can I kick him hello before I let him in my abode?”

“Be my guest,” Jeri grinned.

Erica stepped up and slammed him in the balls with her instep, dropping Bobby retching to the patched old blacktop. They all cheered at this, though Toni felt a twinge of pity for him. Still Boy-toy took it with exemplary humility, choking out a thank you as he writhed at their feet. The others dismissed him from consideration while they finished their greetings.

“So are you guys hungry or what? You want seats at the bar?”

“I’m famished!” put in Toni, stooping to tousle Bobby’s hair as he struggled to get upright. “I wouldn’t say no to a beer either, or even a pitcher of your famous Alabama slammers.”

“I think we’d better skip the bar,” Jeri declared. “We had an incident this morning that kind of put my wind up. We should keep Boy-toy here under cover at least.”

Bobby had finally regained his feet as Jeri turned imperious.

“Get our packs from the truck, slave. Haul them upstairs for us – after Erica of course.”

Erica led the way in. But rather than head upward right away she drew them into the kitchen, where hot dogs, burgers and onions were sizzling and a great vat of chili slowly simmered. The smells made Toni moan, which brought a prideful laugh from Erica. 

“What are you having, girls? Bacon-double-cheeseburgers with the works and fries?”

“Sounds great!” Jeri enthused. “Maybe we’ll slop a little chili into our mutt’s bowl. That way we can whip him for every fart he dares in front of us.”

Everyone laughed. Heavily burdened Bobby managed a smile too as he limped up behind. Erica passed the order along to the cook and grabbed a six-pack of Corona from the cooler.

“Let’s go then!”

Turning, they headed back out and up the stairs. By virtue of their reversed order Toni was in front now, with the exception of Bobby. Playfully she goosed him on ahead of her, directing him up and then pinching his butt and rubbing his bung as he ascended. 

Weighed down by four backpacks he was panting with effort after just a few steps. Still she coaxed a moan out of him, which made her giggle and redouble her goosing. He stumbled once when she got him in a particularly tender spot, but he made it to the landing at the top without falling or faltering. Confronted with a closed door he hesitated. Erica hollered out from the bottom as she began to crack open beers and pass them upwards.

“Go on in bitch! Or do you need another kick in the nuts?”

“How about an uppercut?”

Toni delivered the mock punch from a step below and laughed. 

Laden Bobby fumbled for the knob and finally got it open. Toni followed him through the door and took in the place at a glance: the large living room with sturdy maple end tables, the same armchairs and a futon facing the adjacent kitchen and dining area. One door was open on the bathroom, others closed on what she knew to be a closet and the two bedrooms. The only difference she could see from her last visit was the size of the TV mounted across from the futon.

Erica and Naomi had upgraded to what looked like at least a seventy-inch monster. Familiar with Erica’s Sicilian connections, Toni seriously doubted it came with a purchase receipt. Enviously she turned away and pointed Bobby to the guest bedroom – also known as the crash pad for the regularity with which friends and gang members used it as such.

“Take the packs in there. Dig your bowls out of Jeri’s and give them to Erica. Maybe she’ll even pour a beer in one. You did well today.”

“Thank you goddess.”

Everyone else filed in as he labored on.

“Where’s Naomi?” asked Jeri after chugging half her beer.

“Down at the bar. I’ll send her up directly.” 

The three late arrivals paused to take a drink. Erica accepted one of the bowls the emerging Bobby held forth, then pushed the other and the half-empty six-pack back at him. 

“You guys make yourselves at home. I’ll bring up dinner and we can catch up while we eat. In fact, you, slave-boy, come down in five and you can carry up the tray. Did I hear a plea for a pitcher of Alabammy-slammies?”

“You sure did!”

“Seconded!” chimed in Lilli as she claimed the remote control from the end table and flipped on the TV. At the same time she dropped her saddlebag full of bondage gear on the futon. 

For a moment they all murmured appreciatively at the gorgeous image that flashed up: a fishing show was on and they could see every gleaming scale of the tarpon being hefted for the camera. Bobby caught Toni’s eye then as he set the six-pack on the dining room table, requesting permission with the lift of his brows.

“Go ahead, boy.” Toni walked over and claimed one of the Coronas herself. “Remember, pour it in your bowl. That’s how you eat and drink around us now – except in rare exceptions.”

She winked at him, wondering if tonight might be the night they introduced the exception she had in mind. Then footsteps on the stairs distracted everyone but Bobby, who was already kneeling and pouring a beer into his dish, as if desperate to get a drink while he had the chance.

Perhaps he was prescient. By the time he was bowed to the bowl and sucking up his first draught, the sound of a dish being placed on the kitchen linoleum brought Bellatrix out from under the futon. A fat old mom-cat as black and shaggy as the eponymous witch, she proved just as entitled and imperious. Hurrying over, she thrust her face in the bowl too, even trying to nudge Boy-toy aside as she lapped at the beer.

Determinedly he held his place, slurping for all he was worth while he could, and while his trainers laughed at the sudden contest. The door swung open then, and even more imperious Naomi came in and put an end to the fun.

“Hey boy! Goddamn you, get away and leave that to Bella before I feed her your nuts! Get downstairs and help with dinner!”

Bobby scrambled up, wiping his chin, while Bella, a veteran bar cat and boozer, sat happily lapping up the rest. He dared an uneasy glance at Naomi with his “Yes, goddess.” 

Also just over forty, Jeri’s former cellmate and mentor, the one who’d recruited and initiated her, was growing more voluptuous and less muscular these days. To Toni it looked like the only lifting she’d been doing lately involved twelve-ounce curls. A dark-skinned Dominican with a tight cap of blonde-frosted fuzz (matched by her dyed and bristle-trimmed thatch unless habit had changed) she’d always had the big boobs and booty prized by the guys of her race. Now however these seemed on the verge of getting away from her. Her vest girdled her and she jiggled more than Toni remembered both above the colors and below her matching shorts. 

Still, judge not lest ye look worse in a decade, and Naomi was still hot enough to spark obvious lust in their mutt on first appraisal. Toni grinned at the way he gawped, belatedly averted his eyes and scuttled out as she came forward to hug Jeri and join the party.

Even as she kissed cheeks and bumped fists, Toni surprised herself by the protective feelings seeing this hard bitch (hard as Lilli in some ways) demeaning Bobby stirred in her. She remembered her promise to Jeri to help restrain her if she tried to unduly damage him and she renewed this conviction. Even Erica might bear watching, though she was more in Toni’s fun-loving mold than Lil and Naomi’s embittered spite. She remembered her flash of pity when Erica kicked him, though Toni had admittedly reveled in doing far worse herself. Maybe she was just growing irrationally possessive of him – surely Lilli would say so. Oh well. Toni banished her introspection, turning her attention back to Naomi, now accepting admiration of the new TV.

“There’s an identical one in our bedroom. The old forty-eight inch is in the crash pad now. Of course they both fell off the truck. Pretty sweet, huh?”

“Fucking right!”

They scanned through the hundreds of channels.

“All three have HDMI too, so you can play video games or stream movies and stuff.”

“Excellent!” Jeri pounded the rest of her beer, inspiring Toni to do likewise. “We’ll have to hook up Boy-toy’s netbook and show you what we’ve been doing to him all week.”

Footsteps on the stairs alerted them again. Toni went and opened the door to admit first Erica, carrying a big pitcher of drinks and a bar tray with five glasses already filled, followed by Bobby with a much larger tray piled high with meals. At once they all moved to the table, the ladies seating themselves and claiming plates. Glasses were distributed, and Bobby’s bowl of chili set on the floor for him. Luckily for him, Bella had staggered off to collapse somewhere, and he didn’t have to battle her for it.

Toni dug in, her moans of savor matched by those around the table. She added her thanks and compliments to those of the others and took a pull off her liquor-heavy drink. Then she concentrated on her death-by-cholesterol indulgence.

She was just lucky she didn’t live here. She’d be twice the size of Naomi by now and a lush to boot. No doubt she’d have breath like a dragon too. Still she crunched into raw onions with relish, juice from the hot, greasy meat lubricating everything beautifully. Catching up on events was put on hold while they chomped through the meal and downed their potent drinks. Bobby finished first despite not using his hands, and looking down Toni saw that he’d crawled to her side like any mutt seeking a soft touch. His nose was leaking and his eyes streaming and pleading: Bella had taken his drink and Erica’s chili was clearly as fierce as ever.

Right away Toni began thinking of Tabasco-flavored tortures for him. How would that do as a lubricant, for example? Paradoxically however she was warmed that he’d come to her. She could spare him the dregs of her drink; he was going to need it come marking time too.

“Sit up, Boy-toy! Sit up and beg and tip your head back!”

Eager and ardently obsequious, he immediately obeyed. Without touching him even with the glass she tipped the last few ounces of her Alabama slammer into his open mouth. He swallowed, dropped down, and kissed her boots in gratitude. Toni laughed affectionately. Watching this little farce, Naomi and Lilli shared a sneer. Erica started the pitcher around and at last they got the conversation started.

“So what the fuck happened today? What’s this about an incident?”

“Lucky Lilli got to kill a guy,” Toni piped up, trying to bolster her bona fides. “Or at least change his face forever. And I don’t think we have to worry about the cops either.”

“No shit!”

“Way to go, girl!”

Palms were slapped and drinks clinked.

“Let’s hear it from the beginning!” urged Erica, and Toni deferred to the girl of the hour. So Lilli described the encounter again to much exultation. After the cheering died down but before the discussion could begin, Toni turned to Bobby still crouched behind her.

“Let’s hear your account too, from check-in to finish. I don’t want to overlook a single clue that might explain this.”

No one could argue with that. So Bobby described the unwelcome he got checking in, and his anxiety while doing the laundry. He told how the communal approbation at checkout was far greater, yet still seemed nothing more than normal hick hostility toward the openly deviant. 

“None of it was especially threatening. I saw the two thugs Jeri creamed, but they slipped out as soon as they made me. I dismissed them. In all honesty, I took refuge from my shame by wallowing in memories of the past two days, the most exciting and rewarding of my life so far. I didn’t think about much of anything else until I met Mistress Lilli at her bike.

“She told me to get in the truck. On the way I noticed the gray van, registered its closeness as an anomaly, and then two guys in masks jumped out. One tried to hit me with a taser, but one of my playground gifts from Mistress Kimberly is that I’m quick to react to an ambush. I jumped back and yelled. He missed and that was it. Lilli hit them like a ton of bricks. 

“Two kicks disarmed and disabled the first guy. Though she surely could’ve handled the bigger guy too, I dropped and took his feet out. And I was right there when her boot hit his face. I heard the fucking crunch. Yet I only saw a little bit of blood. I think his teeth are in his sinuses and his nose is in his brain: death was instantaneous. We should check the six o’clock news and the local affiliates’ websites to see if we’re wanted. They have my name, signature and credit card number at the motel office after all.”

Everyone looked at the clock. It was ten minutes to six. Erica pointed to her bedroom.

Use my computer. Check both the Columbus and Dayton affiliates, since you were about halfway between them. As for the Cleveland broadcasts, don’t bother. One body on the slab doesn’t make the fine print around here and certainly not halfway across the state.”

Dutiful Bobby disappeared. They all took a drink. Everyone lit cigarettes but Erica, who’d somehow managed to quit. She was frowning and swirling her glass.

“So why is this a problem? Assuming you’re not wanted, it sounds like an agreeable diversion on a long trip. The queer-bashers get bashed, and justice prevails.”

Jeri explained their qualms, how it seemed too professional for small-town mischief. The care taken to slip from motel office back into the van without alerting them while they were passing back and forth loading up suggested guile beyond the ordinary benighted hick. Brass knuckles and a taser were not the sort of weapons lying around your typical plough-boy’s closet either. Toni nodded in support.

“Apparently Jeri’s old school chum just divorced some super-rich Wall Street asshole. She took him for a pretty chunk of change too. I wouldn’t put it past some sleazy bankster to target the new guy in her life. It’s the oldest motive in the book.”

Jeri took up the explanation again.

“And if that’s what’s behind this, we have to ask one, how they knew he was even on the way and two, how the fuck they found us. That speaks of law enforcement resources.”

“Or corporate ones,” Naomi sniffed as she reached for the pitcher. “You think the NSA is the only one reading your email or listening to your phone?”

“Good point!” Toni held her glass out for a refresher. “Mister Asshole Bankster is spying on his wife, monitoring her cell phone – and now ours too probably. He might even be following Bobby’s credit card. We never had trouble until we started using it.”

“All right,” Jeri rapped her empty glass down on the table. “No more cell phones and no more bank card, at least until we talk to Kim – land-line to land-line – and see what she thinks.”

Everyone nodded. Toni was about to propose calling Kim right now, then considered how much she hated to be interrupted at the dinner hour. Cell phones may have eradicated huge swathes of manners in most Americans, but Toni still clung to at least this much of her upbringing. She stayed silent as Bobby emerged from the bedroom.

“No report of the incident anywhere. Maybe they cut their losses and cleaned up after themselves: likely if they’re pros, damn unlikely if they were locals.”

“I’m convinced,” spoke up Toni. “Bobby stays up here until we leave. And tomorrow he rides in the back of the truck.”

No one argued. Smokes were butted out and wistful glances cast at the empty glasses and pitcher. Naomi broke the silence.

“So does this mean the rest of us can go back to the bar now? I’m in the mood to party!”

“Hear, hear!” chimed in Lilli and Erica. Toni’s own appetite for drink and socializing woke up too, and she looked to Jeri.

“We can call Kim later. It’s fucking dinnertime, Jer.”

“All right.” Jeri’s answering grin grew devilish. “But we have one more bit of business before we let Erica lose her fine motor control. We’ve got a slave that needs to be labeled as such. Let’s do that, get drunk, then come back up and have some real fun!” This agenda was approved by acclamation. Toni jumped up and pointed Bobby at the bathroom.

“Strip, bathe, shave, and use the can. Here!” she tossed him her razor, earning her an astounded double-take from Naomi. “Be damn quick about it too.”

“Leave the door open!’ demanded Naomi. “I can’t believe you just gave a man a weapon.”

“He’s earned our trust,” affirmed Jeri. “He’s proved himself and even been an asset.”

Studiously oblivious, Bobby got the shower running and quickly stripped. Toni spoke up challengingly.

“I like him. Man or no, he’s a better human being than most people I’ve known. I’m going to be bummed to give him up. A devoted, depraved, yet dignified slave is a fine (and fun) thing to have. I can see why this rich bitch put so much time and effort into grooming him.”

Jeri nodded agreement while Lilli made a face. Similarly Erica shrugged her indifference while Naomi stared at her as if she’d lost her mind. It was clear her conception of a proper male slave required endless misery and bitter unwillingness. And Toni herself might have felt the same until recently, if she’d ever thought about it, which she really hadn’t. Knowing Bobby had opened her up to unfamiliar ethical considerations though, ones she could tell had occurred to Jeri too. Few among her peers were likely to be any more understanding than Naomi and Lil, but that didn’t matter. Toni felt and thought what she did, and would speak and act accordingly.

Erica broke the impasse by standing up.

“Looks like I better break out the needles and stuff. Jeri, there’s a case of vodka under the sink. It’s just cheap crap, hundred-proof Smirnoff, but it’ll do ‘til we get downstairs. Tonic and lime are in the fridge.”

“Want help?” Toni offered as Jeri stood up and grabbed the pitcher.

“Why don’t you hook Bobby’s computer up to the TV? Drag and drop the video player on it, load every video we’ve made so far and cue it up to go.”

“You got it!”

Leaving Lilli and Naomi to their shared disdain, Toni got to work. 

It took a little while to configure the monitor settings properly, during which time Jeri brought her a drink and sat down to roll up a doobie. Erica arrived, laid out and prepared her equipment and finally Boy-toy appeared: clean, naked, and emptied-out inside, ready for his latest ordeal. As soon as he returned her razor, Lil and Naomi seized him. Grimly vindictive, they dragged him to the futon and flung him down.

“All right!”

“Here we go!”

Finished doobie drooping from her lip, Jeri clinked vodka-tonics with Toni. They drank to their needle-virgin’s first tattoo, to his bloating plum and obvious anxiety as the two hard girls pulled him into position for bondage. 

Tying his wrists together pulse-to-pulse, they stretched his arms above his head and bound them to the frame of the futon. Spreading his legs wide, they tied each ankle to either end of a hockey stick that Naomi had grabbed from the closet. With that their precious Boy-toy was utterly helpless again, lying bound out on his back with his head and upper half slightly elevated. 

Though she was as caught up in the thrill as anyone, Toni remained alert for any need to intervene. Once they had him secured however Naomi contented herself with just giving his balls a nasty twist as she and Lilli backed off to allow the artist access.

Erica was sharpening a straight razor of her own, smaller than Toni’s but more professionally precise. She sat on the edge of the futon, leaned over and shaved the hair from the area on Bobby’s belly and flank that Kim’s instructions called for. Though his eyes showed wide white terror, Boy-toy held himself steady even when she splashed rubbing alcohol on the spot and swabbed him sterile. Picking up the bottle of vodka, Toni moved to his other side. When she lifted it to him he tipped his head back and opened his mouth gratefully for her to splash a fortifying draught of alcohol inside him too. 

Suddenly the big TV came to life. The first video they’d made started playing: Bobby hanging bug-bit and ravaged from his underwear. 

His arms were wrenched unnaturally up and back and his eyes bespoke unfathomable woe. Naomi hooted at this as Jeri turned from the computer and lit the joint, but Erica was all business as she picked up the tattoo gun and leaned back in.

“No stencil?” wondered Toni, accepting the doobie and hitting it before passing it on to Lilli. Erica snorted dismissively.

“With a design this simple? I could do it blindfolded.”

Bobby gasped at the first stab of the needle. Nevertheless he gritted his teeth and stilled his involuntary quivering as she went to work.

Behind them the wedgied Bobby hanging from a tree was pledging eternal fealty to his mistress and swearing to serve her forever in absolute impotence if necessary. Dividing their attention between video and the ongoing live show, Toni and the others drank and smoked and watched as Erica quickly and flawlessly inscribed ‘Property of Mistress Kimberly’ in stark, simple black script permanently into his flesh. When finished this stretched in inch-high letters across the side of his belly and partially around his flank at an angle, as though the label designating his status had been carelessly stamped onto a side of beef in a slaughterhouse.

Everyone cheered and drank again, and Toni poured another shot of raw vodka into their sweaty, shaky slave. 

He coughed at the burning of his pipes, eyes watering, and looked timidly up and around at the five women encircling him. Quickly Erica applied a protective ointment and bandaged the wound. She accepted thanks and congratulations and quaffed her own neglected drink in one.

“All right!” she exulted. “Let’s go down to the bar and party! As of tomorrow, this place is closed until after the rally. Let’s give it a good send-off!”

Whoops and high-fives greeted this, along with calls to ‘drink this dive dry’. Toni blew their nipple-ringed, collared and now indelibly marked slave a kiss as they headed for the stairs. 

“Do wait up for us, Bobby.” She gave a wave at the giant hi-def screen, where Jeri was now milking him as Toni and Lilli viciously spitted him between pricks. “Enjoy the show, and look forward to double the fun when we get back!”

They left him bound there, locking the door behind them.


Chapter Eleven

Kimberly Troubled

Kim took dinner by the pool, where she’d spent much of the past two days. The July heat had moderated surprisingly, with temperatures rising only into the mid-seventies. The sky had cooperated too. It remained beautifully clear, and yet always managed to send an isolated, cottony-white cloud by to provide a little relief whenever the sun grew too relentless. 

Unwilling to spoil her perfection of form with tan lines, Kim spent nearly all her time nude, without even jewelry or sunglasses. It was all right though: she’d trimmed the household staff to a bare minimum, almost exclusively female. Only the new pool boy was male, a young buck off for the summer from one of the nearby colleges. As she’d hired him mostly as eye candy anyway, it amused Kim to return the favor, her nudity keeping the splendidly hefty package barely concealed by his Speedo constantly on the brink of bursting out. Whether she was drifting on her float, stroking lazily around the expansive surface or (as most often) lounging on the deck with her drink and entertainment, they tacitly indulged in this game of mutual titillation. Though Kim had no intention of seducing the young stud, she delighted in keeping the situation ambiguous for him. He also served (unknowingly) an increasingly valuable other function.

In truth, she’d spent most of these days troubled and vacillating. Hence the move outside. Besides the luxuries of pool, sun, her flirtatious game and the beautiful views of both boy and bay, she had plenty of other distractions handy. When stretched out on her lounger she had a tablet filled with good books (and Bobby’s stories) to read whenever the attractions of the internet staled. Set up a few feet away was a big, top-end monitor, with live TV and wireless access to just about every movie and program in creation – even though as now she usually had just scenic landscapes playing across it. Sipping champagne and soaking up the sun, surrounded by beauty with endless entertainment at her fingertips (particularly those stories, along with every report, picture and video Jeri had sent her of her beloved’s ongoing training), she should have been superbly contented. Instead she was afflicted with restlessness.

She watched those hours of cell phone footage repeatedly, caught between gloating pride of possession and accomplishment and the unexpected jealousy she experienced. It was great that Bobby was taking to his new life so splendidly, absolutely fabulous in fact. Yet the worshipful way he responded to Jeri and Toni, while utterly understandable and appropriate, still stirred primal, ungovernable resentments in her. She began indulging in vengeful fantasies. 

Foremost of course was that most compelling one: Bobby the eternally impotent cuckold hanging anguished above her as she fucked and fucked and fucked anyone she liked right under his jealous nose. It was so bad, but it turned her on so much! And the more Kim dwelled on this madly tantalizing possibility (Jeri’s idea, boy!) the more she embellished her imaginary scenario. By late last night, masturbating under the sling and mirror in her huge but lamentably empty bed, with her head filled with images of Bobby bobbing voraciously on ejaculating Jeri’s dildo, she’d begun to picture forcing her slave to service real cocks. 

He was weeping and retching with helpless revulsion. Nevertheless, he had no choice but to dutifully lubricate (and afterwards meticulously clean or even finish off) the massive prick of every hung stud she fucked right in front of him. Even imagining the abysm of his humiliation made her come so hard she squirted ejaculate. And of course there was nothing at all to stop her from soon doing the same all over Bobby’s face – or letting a certain someone else do it too. 

Exultation eased her into sleep. And looking back upon waking, even before getting Jeri’s even more outrageous latest report this morning, Kim finally recognized that she just had to take Jeri’s advice. She had to make that insanely arousing fantasy a reality – not forever, necessarily. But she must at least enjoy it as long as subjecting her poor slave to it continued to thrill her. What else was he there for, except to get her off as ecstatically as possible? 

Mistress Kimberly loved her sweet Bobby dearly. She would treasure owning him forever. But she would make him pay for his indiscriminant worship – not to mention all the times she’d had to fuck the undeserving in order to finance their life together.

So that was one source of upset finally resolved. Yet still an even greater one continued to plague her. Once again, only two days after she’d seen him and for the third time in a week, Kim wanted to call Jordan. And here the feelings and implications involved were now truly profound.

As she lay in the sun and fantasized, or floated around the pool doing likewise, or stared blankly through whatever entertainment was failing to distract her, Kim always seemed to see his face and body, and his lovely big cock, as the ones fucking her in front of her stuffed and trussed and hung-up slave. 

At first she tried to ascribe this to the exclusivity of her sex life lately. Who else was she going to picture, Edgar? That was where the pool-boy came in. He at least gave her a face and body and obviously superlative cock to picture, an example to represent the endless succession of anonymous studs she intended to bed. Yet try as she might to superimpose so, she kept seeing her partner morph back into Jordan. Longing and dismay tormented her.

She’d only been with him twice, and for about an hour and half’s total time! She knew nothing about him – except for the fact that he more than requited her passion and attraction. 

Kim marveled, even reveled in the memory. Even after she’d gagged him to tears forcing herself on him, and drew out their subsequent tit-grinding, chair-rocking bondage fuck a properly maddening eternity this time, he’d actually given her his own phone number afterwards. No need to pay anymore, or deal with intermediaries. He wanted to see her whenever possible.

What a can of worms waited to be opened there! Jordan was suggesting they date, couple up and hopefully fall in love, et cetera. 

Kim in all honesty had never loved anyone but Bobby. And she’d never wanted to. She didn’t want to now. This kind of instant attraction and growing emotional attachment to a basically random guy was foreign to her, and as unwelcome as it was heady. All her life she’d fucked merely for pleasure and/or purpose, faking or evading romantic entanglements in favor of her long-term scheming. And now that all that manipulation was about to pay off, and her ideal intended mate was only days away, this silly girlish yearning was suddenly ruining everything!

Tormenting Bobby by fucking other guys in front of him was bad (and exciting) enough. Choosing to do it had required a struggle with her conscience lasting days. Loving and bonding with someone specific right under his jilted and impotent nose however would be a far more unforgivable betrayal. It was one so extreme and personal that Kim doubted she could live with it. Yet at the same time some secret sadistic sliver of her found an unholy thrill in even contemplating cruelty of this magnitude. 

Against her will, Kim’s juices flowed until she squirmed. Pulled by conflicting impulses, horny as a nymphomaniac now that she was finally independently wealthy and free to fuck whomever she chose, Kim both desperately wanted to fuck hot Jordan again (and again and again) and fervently wished she’d never met him. At last she set her dinner aside half-eaten. The pool-boy was rinsing off the skimmer. He was just about done for the day.

For a minute Kim considered abandoning her innocent little game and just fucking his otherwise useless lights out right now. Maybe he could scratch her itch sufficiently that she wouldn’t need to risk everything with Jordan. But then responding to her movement Maureen came out on the deck and either rescued or thwarted her.

“Please don’t tell me the pasta was overdone.”

Kim sank back with a little sigh.

“Not at all, dear. I’m just unsettled today. Please, won’t you sit with me for a minute?”

Matronly, late middle-aged Maureen was one of only two holdovers from the staff Edgar had employed. Formerly the head maid, her forbearers had been in domestic service to Boston’s upper crust almost since the first Irish influx. Kim had cultivated her friendship since early in marrying Edgar, out of policy originally, but their closeness had quickly become genuine. Edgar’s tyrannical way with the help had made getting her to switch allegiances easy, and after she’d testified for her in the divorce Kim had been prepared to reward her friend handsomely.

Of course Maureen had only wanted to keep doing her familiar job. It took convincing to even get her to accept the promotion to head of the revamped staff. Since then she’d proved the perfect majordomo: efficient, discreet and devoted to Kim’s every comfort. As much trusted chum as servant, she settled into a chair at her side now and let the latter role lapse into the first.

“My, what a lovely couple of days.”

“I know. No doubt it’ll be back up ninety soon.”

“Bet on it.”

They fell into a companionable silence, watching the pool-boy stow his gear, check his waterproof watch and disappear into the cabana. Then Maureen couldn’t help but worry.

“You sure there was nothing wrong with dinner? Michaela generally gets everything perfect, but anyone can have an off day.”

“No, no, everything was fine. I guess it’s me that’s having an off day.”

“Well, you should be doing cartwheels morning noon and night after getting rid of that husband of yours. I know I still am.”

“True. It’s just…” Kim paused, trying to put an unfamiliar dilemma into words. “I’m rather caught between my heart and my head just now. Or my heart and my libido, maybe. I don’t know what to do about it.”

“Well, you’re an enlightened, liberated modern woman. You can do whatever you want, whatever feels best and makes you happiest.”

Kim mused on this a moment, and finally smiled.

Why not? There was no guarantee that seeing more of Jordan would necessarily lead to falling in love, and poor Bobby ending up second in her affections. More likely this was just an infatuation that would fade as Jordan inevitably revealed himself to be a narcissistic jerk. Why not risk it? And if he indeed somehow stole her heart, well, she could worry about that when it happened. Bobby would still love her and belong to her no matter what.

Seeing her employer’s brow smooth out, Maureen rose and claimed her half-full plate. Kim gave her a smile and touch on the arm.

“Thank you, dear. You and the others can go home now. I’ll be all right.”

“You’re more than welcome. And thank you – I think I’ll drop in on the grandkids. Have a nice evening, okay? I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Good night Maureen. Just stick that in the fridge. It’ll make a nice snack for later.”

“Will do!”

Kim waited until she heard the patio door shut. She waited until the pool-boy came out, dressed now in his casual college-boy clothes. He waved a respectful goodbye and left. Then she gave into temptation at last. She picked up her phone and dialed the number Jordan had given her. Her heart throbbing with that damn nervous girlishness, she waited through three whole rings, wondering if she was heading for voicemail and disappointment. Then a harsh, authoritarian voice answered.

“Hello?”

Kim hesitated, puzzled, and almost hung up. Then she cleared her throat.

“I’m sorry; I was trying to reach Jordan. Isn’t this his number?”

“Who’s this?” the rude voice demanded. 

“This is a friend,” Kim returned more sharply. “He gave me this number the day before yesterday and urged me to call anytime.”

“I need your full name.” Such a rasping, unpleasant voice and manner!

“Why on earth should I give you that?”

“Because this is the Boston P.D., Detective Francis Larkin. Jordan Gates was murdered approximately two hours ago.”

***

For a heartbeat or two, Kim was stunned into denial. When she found her voice however, its plaintive tone knew the truth.

“That’s absurd. Please tell me you’re joking.”

“I don’t make jokes about murder, young lady. I see too much of it. Tell me your name, please. A friend of his should be eager to help us get to the bottom of this.”

“Of course.” Even semi-reclined, her lips were numb and her head swimming. “My name is Kimberly Emily Strauss.” She reeled off her address.

“How long have you known the deceased? Could you explain your relationship?”

“I met him only six days ago, in a professional capacity.”

“You were a client of his?”

“Yes I was, twice. Then he invited a personal relationship and gave me this number. This is the first time I’ve tried it. Please, tell me what’s happened!” 

The voice hesitated, then thankfully returned her candor.

“He was shot dead in his home this afternoon. Early indications suggest a burglary turned violent. No one’s ruling out a grudge though or anything else at this point. Would you be willing to come down to the station and make a more complete statement?”

“Of course.” Kim checked the time. “Will tomorrow be okay?”

Detective Larkin assented, gave her the precinct address and his phone number. Kim took these down on her tablet, ended the call and tried to deal with at least her surface emotions.

The quick transition from anticipatory lust, daring and the thrill of indulging her infatuation was disorienting. Her fires suddenly in ashes, horror billowed up in their place. Grief and guilt followed, both emotions sickeningly complicated by intentions she’d agonized over and hopes she’d hardly dared admit to. Reaching for her glass by reflex, she found it empty. There were a few more splits in the ice bucket next to her, but this was hardly an occasion for champagne. 

For that matter, her nudity too felt suddenly unseemly. Holding her turmoil at bay with movement, Kim rose and pulled on her robe. Carrying her phone and tablet, she walked over to the poolside bar, set those down and plucked up a bottle of brandy.

One shot stilled her trembling; a second began to settle her stomach. Kim was pouring a third when a horrible suspicion began to dawn. She thought back to her brief conversation with the detective. What had he said? She breathed it aloud.

“No one’s ruling out a grudge.”

What kind of burglary went down during the afternoon? The country was going to hell true, with Republicans like her asshole ex-husband blocking even the most toothless attempts to control guns while at the same time slashing taxes so much that cities had to lay off half of their already overstretched cops – and even firemen. Ungodly wealth was increasingly concentrated while the have-nots swelled and grew ever more desperate. In such a climate it was a cliché but it was true: violence could happen anywhere. Still, statistics count for more than truisms, and Jordan hadn’t lived in any ghetto. Unless he was dealing drugs or mixed up in some other business quite a bit seedier than just servicing wealthy ladies, murder during a broad-daylight burglary seemed increasingly improbable. It was more likely that someone objected to his profession, or more particularly, the person he’d recently been practicing it with.

Edgar was furious with her. Until now that had amused her. But he also had a volatile temper and no scruples that she knew of. He was a controlling personality who’d used violence against her in the past. The police blotter was regularly filled with asshole male oppressors that responded to their victim’s emancipation with stalking and murder. Some men just couldn’t accept a woman leaving them – or besting them. And this man had vast resources.

Had Edgar been behind this? She’d never have expected it of him – but at the same time she wouldn’t put it past him. If he had, that meant he must be spying on her. How else could he know of Jordan? She trusted her staff and none of them knew about her little fling anyway. Edgar could easily have people watching the house though, or more likely, intercepting her cell phone calls. Any private detective could surely do either. Further horror dawned then: if that was how he’d singled out Jordan, than surely Edgar knew about Bobby too!

Still suppressing the complexities of her grief and guilt, Kim’s stomach roiled anew. She wanted that third shot of brandy damn it. But she already had a good buzz on from the first two – not to mention sipping champagne in the sun all day, trying to find the nerve call Jordan even as he was being murdered for servicing her. A sob escaped her as she pushed the glass away, but Kim stifled this too. She could wallow in sorrow later, after she’d figured this out to the end.

Her first impulse was to call Jeri with her suspicions and see if anything had happened since this morning (or earlier) that she might have not reported. If she couldn’t trust her cell phone though, she couldn’t trust Jeri’s either, or Bobby’s. She should wait until they could use a land-line. In fact, now that Kim considered it, she knew Jeri would never fail to report anything important. And they’d been on the road for six days now. If Edgar was behind Jordan’s death and was targeting Bobby too, he’d already had ample opportunity. So far he’d tried nothing.

Maybe she was just being paranoid, and all these speculations were baseless. They might just be a reaction to the shock and potent emotional blow of her lover’s death just when she’d come to such momentous decisions about him – and the other man in her life.

Again the complexities threatened. Again Kim evaded them: she couldn’t afford to try and untangle that knot now any more than she could get drunk. She had to think about the immediate problem. There had to be some other way to investigate her suspicions from here. 

Without much hope, just aimlessly casting about, she turned to her tablet and opened her internet browser. Because she was worried about him, and so troubled about what she’d decided to do to him before all this came about, Kim found herself typing Bobby’s full name into the search bar – as if that could somehow magically bring him safely into her arms.

Naturally that wasn’t what happened. Instead his various by-lines popped up in a long list. But at the very top was the most recent item: a link to the website of their small, provincial hometown newspaper. It was dated five days ago and the headline (“Accidental Explosion Kills 4”) made her blood run cold even with a good dose of alcohol heating it up. Already expecting to learn the worst, Kim opened the link.

Reading through the story, she discovered that Bobby’s apartment had exploded not an hour after Jeri had reported they’d left. The fire had spread to the rest of the building and four people had been killed, an elderly couple and a sixteen year-old kid and his mother, a nurse of some kind. Bobby was assumed to have left well before and wasn’t suspected or blamed, as he had a good relationship with all involved and had lost nearly everything he owned in the fire. The County Sheriff assumed he would soon be in touch and wasn’t actively looking for him.

“Son of a bitch!”

Kim felt a welcome fury burning through her sickly churning. That psycho asshole was spying on her! He’d killed Jordan and just missed killing Bobby! How dare he? The rule of law aside, he should know such effrontery would never go unpunished. She’d see him fucking dead for this if it was the last thing she did.

Rage and crisis now allowed Kim to cut through the tangle of her emotions, to recognize instantly issues she’d been shirking. She grieved for Jordan personally yes, but again, she hardly knew him. She grieved more for the loss of thrills and possibilities she’d just begun to explore. 

She felt guilty that he was killed because of her, though she knew rationally that Edgar bore all the blame. Thus she felt even guiltier over truer, if more nebulous perceptions.

The threat to Bobby was like a slap in the face. Beneath her alarm and rage was the sneaking relief that it had been Jordan they’d gotten and not him. That may have been understandable, but it was not a feeling of which to be proud. Still the keenness of her love and fear for her slave (and for the future she’d carefully planned around him) was profoundly reassuring. Despite those thrills and possibilities she’d been on the brink of succumbing to, she knew beyond a doubt now which she valued more. Yet this then bred a horror of remorse over the betrayals she’d just decided on – and which she still felt a selfish unwillingness to rescind. 

That was the bedrock conflict troubling her. But she could deal with it later. And since Edgar wasn’t within eye-gouging, castrating, and throat-opening reach of her fingernails, she had to bank her rage for later too. She had to think clearly now about how to proceed. She had to decide how much to tell the police. She had to decide whether to abort her destined mate’s romantic quest and training regimen for safety’s sake. She had to ensure her personal and electronic security. But first she had to warn Jeri and talk to Bobby, damn it!

Kim closed the browser and opened the notepad. She opened the plan she and Jeri had agreed on, and consulted the rough schedule they’d drawn up. She already knew from Jeri’s report this morning that they expected to reach Cleveland this evening. What she wanted was the phone number for the apartment they were supposed to be staying at. There it was: Erica and Naomi. There was an extension (indeed a portable) right here at the poolside bar. Kim was already reaching for it when she hesitated.

If Edgar was spying on her cell phone, he could very well have her land-line tapped too. Again, any private investigator worth his salt and unconcerned with wiretapping laws could probably pull it off. Until she hired someone to check the integrity of her privacy, she should call from outside the house. Resolve barely keeping her rage, fear and other emotions in check, Kim headed inside to dress and do just that.


Chapter Twelve

Rising to the Challenge

Bound to the futon, Bobby did as Toni had bid him. Though he could surely use more sleep (and the futon made a far more comfortable bed than any yet this trip), he stayed awake and awaited his goddesses’ return. As ordered he ‘enjoyed the show’, a staggering documentation of his six-day progression from repressed neophyte to bondage-loving masochist to sudden foot-fetishist to eagerly willing butt-slut, then cocksucker then ecstatically double-fucked and triple-teamed torture-toy all the way to his current incarnation as a pierced and collared poodle. 

Shame flamed his cheeks while astounded excitement kept him squirming. His little clit tingled and throbbed as it constantly, painfully tried to turn itself back into a penis. 

From masturbating daily the past dozen years he’d gone nearly a week now without even an erection, and he moaned deliriously in his deprivation. Oh Goddess, he needed to ejaculate so damn bad! Meanwhile the stinging in his belly and flank was an exhilarating reminder of today’s latest marker on his quest to earn the most perfect mistress in existence. 

Reveling in both the pain and fact of his labeling, Bob doted on the icon that was his eternal owner. He fantasized about his eventual branding at her hands and looked forward to whatever further modifications she had in store for him. He wondered timorously if she approved of his performance so far. Tantalized and trepidatious, he pictured her watching these same videos in her mansion and tried to imagine what her reaction had been.

Was she happy, approving, even proud of him? Was she turned on or at least entertained? His trainers had given him no clue. Of course he wished desperately to believe it so. Yet seeing on that giant screen the adoring way he gazed at and fawned upon those trainers even as they beat, demeaned, tortured and rampantly sexually brutalized him made him uneasy. 

Bobby remembered high school, and the way Kim had responded to his every attempt to find a girlfriend. Outwardly supportive, she had at the same time unfailing undermined his efforts by acting all flirty toward him in front of every prospect. This (and his inability not to respond positively to such treasured attentions) convinced each girl in turn that his protestations that they were ‘just good friends’ were lies. No one wanted to compete with the hottest girl in the school and thus none of his dates ever went anywhere.

Kim always commiserated with his failures even as she continued to hop from stud to stud with abandon herself, twisting the knife of his jealousy ever deeper. Only now did he recognize her own jealous possessiveness, and he worried about her reaction to his increasingly obvious worship of Jeri and Toni. He needed to moderate this immediately; he couldn’t bear the thought of Mistress Kimberly being displeased with him. 

Yet even as he made this resolve, Bobby still pined for them both, especially Toni with her winks and smiles and cheeky blown kisses. He wanted her to come back and make him suck her toes and whole foot and responsive clit and finally her big black cock as she giggled and moaned and screamed unabashedly in climax. He wanted her beautifully nude and tattooed and fucking him, just as he wanted big brute Jeri pounding into his body with all her prodigious power while vicious Lilli drilled his other orifice, snarling in her habitual villainy. More, he couldn’t wait to have all five Devil Dykes taking him together or at least in endless rotation. He particularly wanted to be cunt-smothered and butt-fucked by this Naomi: the fact that she was black lent an exotic frisson to the prospect of submitting to her. 

She was also less outwardly butch than the others. Bobby wanted to be buried under fleshy softness for once instead of being endlessly pummeled by hard muscle – delightfully painful and degrading as that was. He wanted to see those big jiggly tits dangling down and dancing all around. He wanted to be tied up tight and pitilessly buried beneath her hefty black hams, desperate for air with his entire tongue up her ass. 

Bob wanted sex, period, the kinkier the better. 

After so long with so little, he was incapable of restraint when confronted with the smorgasbord before him. When Naomi’s big cat followed commandeering his beer by jumping up on top of him and stretching out on his wounded belly (showing just the same proprietary disregard as before), he made no attempt to dislodge this proxy pussy though it indeed made breathing far more effortful and worsened the pain of his marking. A little furry heat and smothering were better than nothing when madly aroused with no possible outlet.

Slowly the hours ticked away. A captive audience in the kinkiest of private porno theaters, alone but for the cat sprawled indolently over his midsection Bobby watched the ever more outrageous record of his training to date. Turned on beyond understanding, he struggled evocatively with the binding on his wrists and the spreading of his legs and made the most of his every imposition while he waited for his constantly growing craving to be sated. The only interruptions to this creeping evening rapture came when the telephone rang repeatedly over a half-hour period and then did so again a while later. This made him remember the urgency of their own unfinished business: that call to Kim. 

For all he knew, this was his mistress trying to reach them. Perhaps she was equally unwilling to trust a cell phone, confirming their suspicions. This added fervency to Bobby’s wish for his current goddesses’ return. Yet it wasn’t until after midnight that he finally heard them thumping their way back up the stairs. And when they slammed in the door drunk and rowdy as only bikers can get, they had no interest in anything he had to say.

Toni was carrying a beer bong and Erica a big foamy pitcher of draft. Perhaps they had a drink for him! Thirsty and eager for intoxicants as he was, Bobby tried to forestall the fun long enough to report the insistently ringing phone. They just laughed and whooped. The sight of him pinned submissively under Bellatrix was too much. Shouting half-coherent jokes about cats and dogs, domineering mollies and little bitch poodles, they ignored his pleas to listen. Instead Jeri grabbed up the hockey stick and lifted it, raising his feet to high above his head. Bellatrix jumped and spat as she was unceremoniously banished.

Painted the same color as the ceiling and running across just below it was a six-inch pipe: how extremely convenient. Leggy Lilly stepped up on the futon, looped a rope over this and tied it to the middle of the stick. Spread legs bound in an equilateral triangle perpendicular to the ceiling he was now suspended from, Bob soon found himself with his body curled up and only his head and shoulders still pressed to the futon. Clearly his hopes for a drink were in vain.

Or maybe just misguided. Though he couldn’t slurp from his bowl, there were other ways to get beer into him: ways as old as the Aztecs – and probably the Sumerians too. It was the method Toni had hinted at earlier, and now she stepped up with a beguiling shine in her eyes. She also had that beer bong. And she didn’t offer the tube to his mouth.

“Okay baby, I talked the others into allowing you to get drunk before we all fuck. But since you’re clearly Mistress Bellatrix’ bitch – and since you like it in the ass so much – you get to take your beer there too. Enjoy it, Boy-toy! This Bud’s for your butt, courtesy of me!”

With that she shoved the end of the inch-wide, two foot-long PVC tube deep into his anus, working it in past the sphincter. Grinning at his deranged groaning and sudden dismay, she held the attached funnel up as Erica moved in with the brimming pitcher.

A joint was now being passed around, and there was more smashed laughing and shouting as the proprietress poured Toni’s blessing into the funnel. 

Like radioactive ice it whooshed in, the enema from hell. 

With his body inverted Bobby made the perfect receptacle, and the prickly chill filled him like a goatskin. Not two feet above his face, his naked shaved abdomen bloated out ever more grotesquely as his rectum was excruciatingly stretched. At last the transparent tube went from gold to foamy white and the whole pitcher was somehow inside him. Like freezing acid its carbonated burning needled into the already abraded, blood-rich tissues of his passage.

Bobby sobbed over inexpressible contradictions. He gritted his teeth against his needed screams and shuddered involuntarily. Toni yanked free the tube and his sphincter snapped tight in reaction, trapping that horribly cramping pressure inside him. Openly affectionate in her drunkenness, as sweet as she was gleefully sadistic, lovely Toni rubbed his insanely aroused clit for a long minute. He barked and bucked like a bitch in heat and thought how he’d easily barter his soul for the ability to ejaculate just once – as if he hadn’t already ceded both.

“We’ll give that a quarter of an hour or more for the alcohol to be absorbed, shall we, slave? What do you say to your unfortunately only temporary goddess?”

“Thank you beyond expression, Mistress Toni. I’m so glad you’re on my side.”

“Good boy. Hang in there now while we get ready for the party!”

It was only after she’d stopped rubbing him and bounded away that Bobby’s mind cleared enough to realize he should have seized the opportunity to tell her about the phone. Groaning and shivering in his agonized bloat, he let it go. It was too late to call Boston anyway. And why put a damper on the party? The orgy of sex and submission he’d spent the long hours looking forward to was finally about to begin.

Indeed: while he hung there with blood pounding in his head and clit, with the excruciation in his poodle-pussy climbing by the minute, he could see his five goddesses moving around the two bedrooms, their raucous excitement only climbing as they stripped down and strapped on.

Jeri had her flesh-colored, naturally contoured cock (substantially larger than the one she’d broken him in with) already deifying her little dick. The shadow of Lilli’s lean stretch showed that she too was sporting meat: that biggest of the boners they’d brought, the one she always used on him. Toni was laughing almost too hard to stay upright as she stepped into her harness, and then Erica passed between the bedrooms, giving Bobby a glimpse of her saucily upturned tits, her heavily inked-up muscles, her boulder-hard buttocks and the conically pointed, blood-red silicone spear she’d sprouted. 

She was handing out implements of discipline: a riding crop and a braided leather flogger. Lilli moved into view already carrying the belt they’d been using on him, so Erica hung onto her handheld shock-wand. Playfully she zapped electricity against Toni’s ass, making her yelp and stagger and then laugh harder. Rubbing her butt, her ebony ten-inches waggling fetchingly, she finally managed to buckle the last strap. Then Naomi emerged to join them, leaving no doubt which was the dread dominatrix in the group.

Rather than merely strip like the others, she’d donned knee-high boots and a skimpy black latex body suit that was so tight it might have been painted on. From a collar about her throat it left her shoulders and arms and nearly her entire backside bare. 

Oval openings in the front let those huge (if not exactly pneumatic) boobs protrude through. The nipples were flat, as big around as coffee cups and black as the surrounding stretch. Her possibly flabby belly was girdled in by that latex, but this was cut so high around her hips that all of her meaty thighs and that fabulously mammoth ass jiggled naked and free. 

Only at the upper waist and down buttock junction was she covered by rubber – though Bobby could see another cutout allowing access to her most sacred areas. Arresting as all this was however, it was of course her truly demonic prick that made him moan with lust and terror as the cold beer tortured him exactly where she soon intended to.

The same seamless black as her suit, indeed an integral part of it this was so huge that it drooped down almost vertically from her. It was also wickedly ridged, if not with the toothy protrusions of their emblematic hermaphrodite. Instead of a separate head and shaft, the entire monstrosity consisted of a succession of several exquisitely molded heads all welded together like coalscuttle helmets in a stack. Each flaring rim behind the next would surely provide excruciating corrugations when pounded in and out. 

As if that wasn’t bum-puckering enough, instead of a weapon she was carrying a basket filled with other toys: vibrators, dildos and pleasuring devices beyond description. There were strings of anal beads, a variety of inflatable insertables and butt-plugs of big, bigger, and truly gargantuan sizes. She was even saying something about her special ice dildos in the freezer.

The other four goddesses cheered her appearance, their exhortations making plain that here was the acknowledged expert at breaking captured males. Then they nearly raised the roof, as with a flourish Naomi produced the fat gram of blow she’d scored for this occasion. 

While Boy-toy whimpered with suspense almost as tormenting as his alcoholic enema (which suddenly actually was getting him drunk, along with unbearably horny), they took another ten minutes to toot this up. Then at last, filled with chemically-accentually intrinsic zeal, they swarmed out and fell upon him.

Lilly lowered him again, onto a basin that Erica pushed under him. Though the effort of containment was equal to and indistinguishable from the madness of his intolerably powerful yet hopelessly impotent arousal, Bobby waited trembling uncontrollably for permission to be given. 

As Mistress Toni had blessed him, he knew instinctively that only she could release him. She smiled at him an agonizing heartbeat or two, making sure that everyone had to acknowledge his scrupulous adherence to unwritten rules. Then she nodded.

“Go ahead, Boy-toy. Spray it out your cunt, you filthy little slut.”

For a moment he cramped in great glassy agony. Then with an orgasmic cry and matching inner twinge his sphincter let go and all that beer gushed out of him. Never had bodily relief been so wedded to sexual humiliation! He jerked spasmodically as he deflated, his head suddenly swimming drunkenly. Weeping uncontrollably, he’d never felt better – though the elasticity of his insides seemed severely compromised. And of course the ordeal proper hadn’t even begun yet. Now that unprecedented distension would be tested indeed.

As soon as he was empty Lilli hauled his legs back up. Only this time she pulled them all the way over his head to where he was bound helpless for the pile-driver. Naturally it was Mistress Naomi that loomed up, savage to show these former acolytes how it was done. 

His evening-long fantasy granted in spades, she squatted over him, huge hams spread and tits dangling pendulously. Toni moved forward too, and Bobby mewled with terror and disbelief as she used a jar of pepper sauce to liberally lube that behemoth penis. Then with only red-hot liquid fire and the residue of cold beer to ease insertion, Naomi began ramming her way in.

The agony and ignominy were indescribable! 

Never had there been so much pain, as Bobby’s tender, still tingling opening and interior were stretched nearly to tearing, while at the same time being subjected to a vicious capsaicin burn. Like demons indeed, the rapaciously erect goddesses crowded around him leered and capered and ridiculed him in his extremity. They set up their phones to record his suffering from every angle and promptly set out to worsen it in any way they could. 

Before even the fourth head of that devil’s staff had excruciatingly forced entrance, Erica reached in with her wand and started shocking him. 

Here, there and everywhere, each pierced nipple and bruised testicle, the tip of his nose and particularly his bloated clit was zapped with enough electricity to make him cry out each time – at least until Toni appeared at his other side. Immediately she moved to stick one of those dicks from their basket-full-o’-dildos into his mouth. Gleaming fondly at his sweaty, bug-eyed distress, she began thrusting it in and out of his obediently pursing lips even as he squealed like a punctured puppy at Naomi achieving compete penetration at last.

Bobby could barely believe it. He had a cock the size of his forearm buried in him to the hilt! Seeing this outrageous coring, Toni snarled and jammed her own organ into his throat until the molded balls bashed into his chin. Even as bobbing, beautifully jiggling Naomi began to pound him violently down in the most degrading position possible with the most punishing cock conceivable, and Erica concentrated her shocking on the very outlet of his urethra, and Lilli and Jeri began to whip the bottoms of his bound-out feet (while the phones recorded every nuance for the record), his lovely Latin goddess quickly established her own brutal rhythm hammering in and out of his gaping face and choking throat. 

So commenced only the first, relatively tame permutation of the booze- and dope- and coke- and insanity-fueled torture orgy that was to last for the next two hundred minutes. And though yesterday’s eighteen-hour extravaganza had been far more marathon, this one easily exceeded it in the scale of the challenges Bobby had to surmount. 

To prove to his owner, to his trainers and especially himself that he was capable of enduring and even wallowing in whatever levels of degradation and abuse were necessary to earn a lifetime as Mistress Kimberly’s property, he was forced to plumb wells of perversity in him so depthless that even I’ve-seen-everything Naomi was astounded. 

Of course she was also enraged. The others were finally forced to intervene to prevent irrecoverable injury. That bit of drama wouldn’t come until the very end of the night however. Until then she led the others in subjecting their fervid Boy-toy to every acceptable assault in her extensive repertoire.

After the pile-driving, it was clear they needed more room and access to him to allow them all to participate equally. And so Bobby was hauled into the air again, and hung up supine waist-high from his wrists and the hockey stick. With his head lolling back toward the floor, his throat was opened for more comfortable fucking and his body swung easily from the ropes. 

This allowed the goddesses unlimited leeway for bludgeoning into him from both ends, and so the madly craved rotation began at last. Two at a time they sodomized him with all the energy and abandon cocaine and man-hate could supply. Meanwhile the other three coincidentally tortured him with endless invention. 

Of course Naomi was always in the forefront. With her viciousness constantly rising in tandem with his willing wallowing, she drove him endlessly on toward some unimaginable apotheosis. In truth, she might have succeeded in making his misery more primary than his perverted ecstasy (helped along by Lilli’s efforts as well of course) if not for Mistress Toni. 

Even as she pitilessly abused him the twinkle of affection in her eye and the unadulterated joy she took in it kept Bobby squirming with need. Rather than brutishly violate his esophagus again when her turn came, she once backed up and let him lick and tongue-fuck her ass instead. What a heart-swelling show of favor! And when everyone at last backed off to let Naomi go to work on his agonized puppy-cunt with her toys, Toni stayed by, smoothing back his sweaty hair, meeting his eyes and gleaming at his tortured cries as Jeri’s old mentor gouged around inside. 

She even kissed his forehead as the semen dribbled out of him in response to the relentless pressure on his prostate. And finally it was she who first stepped in when the enraged and out-of-patience Naomi cursed and gave up on her gigantic plugs, insertions and inflations, huge icicle dildos and wickedly contoured gouging tools.

Though he was surely dilated wide enough to take it by now, he still cringed and cried out when she began forcing her whole hand inside.

“Uh-huh!” Toni intervened. “We promised no fisting. And he’s already bleeding. We have to let him heal up some.”

“No way!” Naomi gritted. “He’s still enjoying this far too much. I can tell. I’m going to pound the pervert out of him if it kills him!”

“No,” Jeri put in. “Toni’s right. I’m not giving up my reward so you can indulge your need to hurt my friend. I swore no permanent damage.”

“Fuck that!” Naomi spat, still trying to get her knuckles inside. Fortunately the other two spoke up as well, even Lilli.

“Come on! We destroy him tonight, what are we going to do for fun the rest of this trip?”

“Yeah, chill out, darling. We still have all week and then the rally to look forward to.”

Outvoted (and perhaps mollified by this ominous reminder), Naomi at last acceded. Still she wasn’t done afflicting him.

“In that case, let’s make sure he spends the rest of the night wishing I had killed him!”

Even Toni agreed to that. And so Bobby was swiftly ring-gagged. Naomi rammed some kind of rubber balloon up his ass and pumped it up to the size of a football, an even more excruciating distention than his enema. He was hogtied more straitly than ever, carried into the bathroom and hung from his bound-together ankles and wrists in the shower stall. 

Gravity savaged his bowed spine and unnaturally wrenched shoulders: his fantasy in the wedgie-tree hideously exceeded. Alligator clips dangled sinkers from his pierced tits and clit, a barbell weight was hung from a rope knotted about his balls and every clothespin in the place was pinched onto him. Finally his neck was bound back as radically extended as his spine. 

Once his head was stretched all the way up, Toni slid that cock into his mouth and throat again. After resting the balls against his chin, she made sure he could expel it in an emergency, but challenged him not to.

“Spit that out if you have to, Boy-toy. Don’t choke to death on us. But it would flatter me immensely to come back in the morning and find you still fervently deep-throating my penis.”

Boy-toy fluttered his eyelashes to signal his devotion and acceptance of her wishes. She grinned and kissed his forehead again, ignoring the derisory noises of her friends.

“Think of me while I sleep. You can crash tomorrow, all tied up snug in the back of my truck. Here’s one more torment to keep you awake.”

She reached up and adjusted the showerhead just above him. The she nudged the ‘cold’ handle enough so that fat, random drips would splash ceaselessly against his forehead: the fabled Chinese water torture. Not to be outdone, Lilli reached up and removed the shade from the overhead light, so that the bare white bulbs would glare into his helpless eyes.

Everyone cheered these strokes of inspired wickedness. Toni and Lilli kissed and slapped palms. Then with pinches and punches and slaps on the ass, and one more wink from Mistress Toni, they left him to his unprecedented torments.

***

Jeri woke to the strident phone.

This wasn’t a muted ringtone, but the jangling clamor of the house line. Despite only six hours of sleep and still feeling half drunk, she sat up on the futon. She’d left the lovers to their rooms and crashed out here to keep an eye on things, and this was the development she’d most expected. While Naomi and Lil were hanging him up for the night, Bobby had told her and Toni about the demanding ringing earlier. 

Erica was consulted, and she confirmed that few people besides pollsters and telemarketers ever called the house line. Sharing Bobby’s belief that it had been Kim trying to circumspectly contact them for reasons related to their own, Jeri had cursed herself for not also giving her the number of the bar. Naked but for her cock she now struggled off the futon. She forged across the sex toy-scattered floor to the kitchen. Passing the bathroom she cast a glance in at Bobby. 

Drool from the dick still plumbing his gullet glistened in his beard and coated his collared throat. Blinking against the glare and the latest drop to spatter his brow, his deep-socketed, badly bloodshot eyes communicated interminable hell to her but also the same urgency she felt. Just as she plucked the cordless handset from its wall mount, a bedroom door opened and Toni came out. Her black cock still strapped about her too, looking as weary and pre-hung over as Jeri felt, she nevertheless bestirred herself to find out what was going on. The others slept unconcerned.

As Toni joined her, Jeri thumbed the button to answer the call and turned the dials up all the way. She held it out and together they leaned over it.

“Erica and Naomi live here. This is Jeri and Toni.”

“It’s Kim. Thank goodness I finally got you guys! Please tell me Bobby’s all right!”

“He’s fine. But something tells me he isn’t intended to stay that way.” 

Jeri began moving toward the bathroom, Toni sidling alongside. Kim’s response was sharp and loud in the sleeping house.

“Why? What’s happened?”

“A couple of guys tried to grab him yesterday.”

As Jeri related the tale they made their way in to where the property in question was stashed. Toni, who really was turning into a soft touch, turned off the light and water and pulled the cock and ring-gag from his mouth. She beamed at him and actually kissed his cheek this time, apparently in reward for so admirably enduring her challenge. 

She ran a hand wonderingly over the tightly stretched dome that belled out his genitals and the entire abdomen beyond. He looked like last night’s excesses had impregnated him, perhaps with a baby demon – or Devil Dyke. Finally she deflated that cruel balloon and pulled it out. 

Sobbing Bobby’s slobbery relief must have been loud enough for Kim to hear. If so she disregarded it for the moment. She followed Jeri’s account with a few questions, a string of obscenities worthy of Lilli, and then shared her own news.

“So the fucker’s only one for three. Thank you both, and wonderfully done. Thank Lilli for me too. Is that my tied-up Bobby I hear?”

“It sure is.”

“Bobby darling, I’m sorry to tell you this, but your apartment was blown up an hour after you left it. Everything you had there is gone. But don’t worry, baby, because your Goddess will provide. You’re starting a new life with a clean slate, and from now on you’ll never have to worry about money or possessions again.”

Toni had begun twisting off clothespins, and Bobby could only hiss and mewl with fresh agony. Not wanting Kim to get the wrong idea about him, Jeri jumped back in.

“What did you mean one for three?”

“I mean another guy I was involved with was just shot to death. Edgar’s lost his mind; he’s obviously hired some creeps to go after the men in my life. I’m supposed to go down and give a statement to the cops in a couple hours. We need to decide what we’re going to do about this, so I can decide how much to tell them.”

With Bobby listening patiently despite the long agony of his suspension, Kim, Jeri and Toni discussed the situation. It quickly became clear that none of them had much confidence in the cops and courts, and a great deal more in themselves. 

Ex-convicts adversarial to the system in any case, the Devil Dykes knew the rest of the crew would agree. If experience was any guide, trusting the authorities would likely lead to Bobby and Kim getting killed, the gang put back in the joint and victorious Edgar going merrily on his evil way.

They quickly decided that for the time being at least, Kim would tell the police in Boston nothing about the gang and Bobby, and only repeat what she already had about Jordan. She would keep her surety of Edgar’s involvement to herself, hoping to avoid drawing attention to the actions of the others. 

Maybe they would get lucky and the cops would catch Edgar without her. Maybe if necessary they could be put on his scent anonymously, to scare him off or at least restrict his maneuverability. In the meantime, Kim would hire some professional help of her own and start planning how to handle this privately. With that resolved, they were left with only the problem of how to get Bobby safely to Harborview. Surely Edgar had other thugs to send after him.

“I need to know what you guys want to do. Say the word and I’ll order plane tickets from the Cleveland airport to here or wherever you each want to go. I can even hire a Lear.”

Toni was shaking her head urgently even as Jeri scoffed.

“What about the job you hired us for? It’s not half done! And I got to say, we’re enjoying it far too much to let some asshole male scare us off it.”

“You expect us to abort an adventure just when it starts to get really good?” put in Toni. “You don’t know the Devil Dykes, sister. A dangerous contest with the asshole males of the world, a chance to prove our superiority yet again, this is exactly the kind of shit we live for. Fucking this luscious slut of yours along the way is only making it immeasurably better.”

“What do you think, Bobby?” Kim’s voice held a sexy undercurrent of daring. 

“The stakes have gone way up, it seems. Are you willing to continue your quest, or should we opt for the quick and easy way out here? You’re the one with your life on the line, and a whole lot of romantic glamour too.”

Bobby didn’t hesitate.

“The only thing I’m afraid of is disappointing you, Mistress Kimberly.” His voice was scratchy but amazingly strong after hanging in here strangling all night. He had no trouble making himself heard. “I will take any risk and endure any travail in order to earn your approval. 

“I want to continue my quest and training. Toni and Jeri will take care of me. And in just a few more days I’ll be basking in your heavenly glory.”

Kim purred with approval already.

“Very well, darling. I’m terribly worried for you, but I think you should continue too. You’re probably safer surrounded by biker bodyguards than you would be wandering around unfamiliar airports anyway. When you do make it here, the ladies won’t be the only ones lavishly rewarded. Look forward to it, my beloved property.”

“I already am, my Goddess.”

“Good boy. All right Jeri, we need to agree on precautions, establish our contact procedures and the like. We don’t want any electronic trail. I’ve got to say, I’m going to sorely miss your morning reports. Keep loading pics and video onto his computer for me, okay?”

“You got it, girl. How are we going to keep in touch?”

“You can call my house from a pay phone, like I’m calling you now. Just give me a day or two to make sure it’s not tapped. If it’s not safe yet, I won’t answer.”

“Understood.” Jeri looked to Toni for contributions, who merely shrugged. She’d gotten everything she’d wanted and her debilitation of ten minutes ago had been banished by joy. She looked downright ebullient. Jeri turned to Bobby.

“Any last word for your owner, Boy-toy?”

“Please!” he whimpered, as Toni turned to removing weights and toothy clips from his tits and clit. “I wish to know if she is happy with me so far. Have I embraced my training satisfactorily? Please tell me what I need to do to improve!”

“Nothing at all, my darling!” Kim’s response was superbly syrupy. “You have performed ideally so far, simply dreamily. Just go on as you have, obeying your trainers and your instincts in everything. You’re becoming exactly what you’ve always been destined to be. Soon we’ll be together forever, and I’ll be the luckiest goddess in the universe. So stay safe, baby. I love you like cotton candy.”

She ended the call before anyone could say anything else.

The Chase


Chapter Thirteen

Setting Out Again

Jeri surprised her by saying exactly what Toni had been thinking.

“Naomi and Lilli are wrong. We’ve been wrong. There’s no excuse for some of the things we’ve been doing. It’s time to straighten up.”

“I’m with you sister.” 

Toni was laboriously unknotting the cord Naomi had bound so intricately around Bobby’s balls. Squashed, swollen and purple, bruised bad from Erica’s kick, bulging against his wickedly stretched scrotum, these looked truly pitiable. Her tugging made that dangling disc swing, yet Bobby limited expression of his obvious agony to a few choked grunts. Impressed again, Toni felt the need to articulate her new position clearly, for him as much as Jeri.

“Don’t get me wrong. Whatever we’ve done to people who had it coming, or even better people who enjoy it, like this delicious bitch here, I’m more than on board with. But I don’t buy collective guilt any more. I’m not going to hurt people that don’t personally deserve it.”

At last she got the rope undone, and the weight thumped to the bottom of the tub. 

“Absolutely right,” returned Jeri. “We’re going to act honorably from here on out.”

Bobby wept quietly but unreservedly now, relief from the last of his interminable torments imminent. Toni felt a silly hope that perhaps he was touched too by the redemption he represented for them. In any case it heartened her to have her change of ways validated by Jeri. 

They would have trouble with the others eventually. But this was still an incredible adventure against a deserving foe they could all share happily. She grinned at her wise leader, who’d just set the phone on the vanity. A twitch of her head referred to the conversation and decisions taken since she’d first picked it up

“What shall we do with our precious cargo now? I say we lower him into the tub and bathe the little bitch all clean and pretty again.”

“Agreed. I want to check his condition too. We’ve been using him awfully hard all week.”

“No complaints here!” Bobby quavered, as Jeri took his weight in her arms so Toni could release the rope suspending him. Pressed to those giant breasts, he wept with relief again as the strain finally lessened on his spine and shoulders. 

Together they lowered him into the tub and untied him completely. Without even a cocked eyebrow Jeri joined her in solicitously rubbing some life back into his limbs. Once he was able to kneel humbly (if still unsteadily) on all fours they gave him another slut-puppy scrubbing.

Toni hummed as she soaped him, still overjoyed at having their slave for another week and the near certainty of more action in the offing. The combination eventually reminded her of another resolve she’d made.

“I think we should give him his knife back, just in case.”

“I think you’re right. Just do it discreetly so we don’t have to listen to any bitching.”

“No problem.”

“Can you turn on the overhead light? We need to inspect the damage.”

Jeri finished rinsing him while she did. Then with the un-shaded bulbs lighting the place up like an operating room, they went over their prize pooch from welted soles to chapped lips, ensuring that while extensively bruised and whipped, he would eventually heal cleanly. Finally Jeri slid her longest, soap-lubed finger up his ass.

Boy-toy moaned and bowed his back helplessly. Carefully Jeri felt all around inside him. When she withdrew all clean and un-bloodied they grinned at each other. Toni gave his ass an affectionate slap.

“You’re good to go, little bitch. I bet you want us to climb into that tub and give it to you from both ends again already.”

“No bet there, Mistress Toni,” he gasped. “Any time, any way, anywhere with you guys.”

“Well that’s too bad. We’re going to do each other instead. Now lie down and roll over. Put your paws in the air. Let’s see how those other wounds are doing.”

Though his nipples were swollen from their overnight stretching, there was no redness of infection in his piercings. Still Toni swabbed and cleaned and administered the recommended aftercare while Jeri changed the dressing on his tattoo. Then, unable to help herself, Toni fondled the little bitch’s locked-up maleness until he squirmed and panted with fetching desperation.

“Okay Boy-toy, out of the tub. Jeri and I need to use it. Get dressed and clean up the living room, put everything away. Just leave that big rubber cock in here. I’m going to swipe it as a souvenir. I like the way you choked on it all night for me.”

“Once the place is put to rights, start coffee and breakfast,” Jeri added. “Use up all the eggs, and any other perishables you can. This place will be empty for at least a week.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Still limbering up, Bobby gathered all the bondage gear and limped to obey. Toni and Jeri stepped into the tub and pulled the shower curtain closed. They smiled a new understanding at each other, moved together and began kissing and groping. Unlike the many frenetic couplings of their orgies, they took their time and enjoyed the private intimacy the quiet morning provided. 

Toni found herself appreciating Jeri’s muscular bulk and brute power far more than usual, and she deferred doing her own fucking completely in favor of glorying in the way the big butch pounded her. Afterwards they bathed each other like devoted lovers. 

This gave Toni a guilty twinge amidst her joy. But it wasn’t like she and Lilli had ever sworn eternal exclusivity. They fucked other people every day. She dismissed the feeling, and by the time they finished their fun and hygiene the smell of brewing coffee was driving every other consideration from their minds.

They left the bathroom, Toni claiming her new cock on the way. The apartment was of course spotless. Bobby was dressed just as when they’d picked him up (plus that collar) and chopping a sizeable pile of potatoes to go with the aromatic bowls of diced onion and bell pepper already waiting. While Jeri went straight to the bedroom where Lilli still slept to dress, Toni paused to hang the phone back up on the wall.

“I’m sorry about your apartment and all your belongings, Bobby. I guess your bridges are well and truly burned now, aren’t they?”

Bobby laughed, a quick riff of self-amusement. He sounded just like the ‘dentist’ in Django Unchained (which they’d watched in the motel a few nights ago) when admitting his true trade.

“I don’t give a crap. I was never going to see that stuff again anyways. Better it went up in a blaze of glory than rot in a basement forever. 

“Better a heroic pyre than a hole in the ground, am I right? I’ll take the fire over the worms any day. Remember that if I get whacked, please; the incinerator, not the landfill. Anyway, at least blowing the place up warned us this asshole is serious. 

“As for burned bridges, I’ve been committed since the Mississippi – since that first night in fact. I faced the truth about myself hung up in that tree. There was never any going back for me. Kim has owned my soul since we were five years old. It’ll take armies and dragons and sharks that shoot laser beams out of their eyes to keep me away from her. 

“Thank you for your sympathy though – as well as last night’s drink and all your other kindnesses. You make a wonderful mistress.”

“And you’re an exceptional slave. But you forgot to mention the tyrannosaurs in F-14s.”

Three days ago they’d all been stitches reading The Complete Calvin & Hobbes on his netbook. Now they laughed again.

“I think I’m more Hobbes than Calvin.”

“Well I’m definitely more Calvin than Hobbes. No wonder we have so much fun together.” 

Reminded of Bobby’s entertainment collection, Toni went and put some Allman Brothers on. As Gregg began belting out “Wasted Words” she went to get dressed.

Jeri was pulling on jeans and had her black leather chaps laid out despite the heat. 

Apparently she was girding for battle, and Toni decided to do likewise. After pulling what she needed from her backpack and stuffing in yesterday’s shorts, she moved Bobby’s knife to the top and slipped the dildo she was swiping in next to it. 

Of course Naomi wouldn’t bitch about a five-dollar dick when she had a whole cornucopia of exotic products. Still Toni felt secretive about her intentions in taking it, even to herself. She closed the pack and started pulling her clothes on.

At last Lilli stirred. She raised her head and blinked at them.

“Was that the phone this morning?”

“Sure was.”

“So?”

“So it’s just like we expected.” Jeri sounded completely businesslike, but Toni still felt the old excitement churning. “We’ll tell you about it over breakfast. Damn, that coffee smells good!” Without another word she went to get some.

Toni dressed and Lilli groaned her way out of bed, neither of them speaking. Lilli shambled for the bathroom before Erica and Naomi might rise and claim it. 

Toni followed her as far as the kitchen table. Jeri had a steaming mug in her hands already, and as Toni took a seat next to her Bobby placed another in front of her. She shook a smoke out of her pack, then another for Jeri when she nodded and lit them up. They sat and enjoyed their morning drugs and watched Bobby race almost gracefully about his work.

While periodically turning and stirring a huge skillet of home-fries, he set the table for five and whipped up a bowl of eggs for scrambling. Into this he threw herbs, cheddar, some minced up leftover sandwich ham and the last half of a jar of salsa: everything-into-the-pot bachelor cooking at its best. Since the toaster only had two slots, he spread out a dozen slices of bread on the oven’s broiler pan. After another dance of piling condiments and such around the plates and forks, he filled another big skillet with breakfast sausages and started them frying. Stirring the potatoes again, he added the diced peppers and onions.

That did it. The aromas soon permeating the apartment at last brought Erica and Naomi out, yawning in their robes. Moving like the wind, Bobby somehow fit in filling their mugs, and then Lilli’s too when they heard her getting out of the shower. Then he hurried back to his cooking.

Naomi sneered at him whirling around the kitchen. Erica on the other hand sniffed appreciatively and tasted her coffee. By the time Lilli joined them he was setting the potatoes and sausages on the table, then flipping the toast and dumping his egg concoction in the hot pork grease. This cooked it almost instantly and everything was hot on the table in under two minutes. 

“Hooey!” exclaimed Erica as she dug in. “I see what you mean, girls. A well-trained slave is a handy thing to have. And we were going to kill him last night! Anybody want a Bloody Mary besides me?” Hurricane Bobby immediately began stirring up a pitcher. Then he set to work cleaning up his detritus while his goddesses ate.

“I heard the phone ring this morning,” Erica finally apologized. “But something turned my mattress into quicksand. I knew you were closer, and the boss of this operation anyway. Was that your friend? Did you learn what we were getting into with this?”

Toni noticed that Bobby hadn’t dished up any of this awesome repast for himself. Beyond being orgasmically delicious, it was hitting the spot with grease and protein and rib-sticking starchy solidity, wonderful fuel for the fighting ahead. While Jeri held the others rapt relating the situation, she helped herself to a larger portion. Then she caught his eye and waggled her empty glass. When Bobby hurried over with the nearly empty pitcher, she stopped him refilling her at the dregs. She pitched her voice low through the exclamations of the others.

“Finish that, boy. Then come and kneel by me when you’re done with your duties.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

By the time that happened the tale was told and the reaction of the others confirmed their expectations. A misandrous, violent group of adrenaline lovers, the Devil Dykes were united in their savage acceptance of this challenge. Toni set her plate with its uneaten portion on the floor by her feet for Bobby. Then she joined in the celebration.

By and by the defiance and exultation gave way to practical considerations. Though it wasn’t generally advisable to go biking merrily across any number of state lines packing heat (at least in the Northeast), and that it further violated the agreed rules for the rally that was their eventual destination, they had to talk about guns.

This guy Jordan had been shot. Their adversaries had blown up a building, killing innocent people. They were playing for keeps. The Devil Dykes had to be ready to fight. Their patron had it in her gift to set them up for life, but now they were risking those lives. Erica and Naomi looked at each other before revealing the extent of their arsenal.

“We’ve got three pistols in addition to the shotgun under the bar.”

“We shouldn’t have three, and we’d be nuts to use that one!” returned Naomi, indicating that this was a running source of contention. Erica ignored her.

“The shotgun we can carry in the truck, all aboveboard and legal anywhere. Naomi and I each have concealed-carry permits for our personals too, her nine-mil and my forty-five. So no worries there. Then there’s the Walther from the lost and found.”

Naomi snorted and huffed. “You’re crazy to keep that fucking thing.”

“Somebody left it in the bar one night.” Erica explained.

“You have no idea where it’s been or what it’s done!”

“Naomi says it’s stupid to use it, but I say it’s stupid to die if you don’t have to. Judge the risks for yourselves. Carry it if you want to.”

“I’ll carry it,” declared Jeri. “Naomi’s right that found guns have generally been lost for a reason and that New York and the New England states frown on firearms without the proper paperwork. Massachusetts is the worst. But I’ll take the chance. I am leader for this trip, and Bobby’s ultimately my responsibility. I’m not going unarmed.

“If Toni has the shotgun in the truck, that just leaves you, Lil.”

“I’ll be all right. Ask those fuckers at the motel if I need a gun to fuck someone up.”

“That’s my baby!” Toni slapped her five.

“All right,” Jeri nodded. “Let’s arm up. Boy-toy, clean this breakfast mess.”

While Lilli dressed and Naomi ducked into the shower, Erica took Toni and Jeri down to the bar. The shotgun kept for robbery reprisals proved to be ideal: a short-barreled, pistol-grip, pump-action twelve-gauge. Erica loaded it, even jacking an extra shell into the chamber. She gave Toni the box of remaining loads (number four buckshot) and after unlocking an office cabinet produced the small but deadly Walther .380.

This too was loaded and then passed to Jeri, who led them back out to the truck. The shotgun was hidden within easy reach under the front seat on the driver’s side, and they moved around to open the back. While Erica and Jeri rolled her bike over, Toni jumped inside and began rearranging their supplies. When the others returned she called out to Erica.

“You guys still have that bulky old tent?”

“Until a better one falls off the truck.”

“One just did. Bobby’s is brand new, top of the line and beautifully compact. He hasn’t used it yet and likely never will. If you guys take it over, that’ll save us some space.”

“Sounds great.”

“Can we maybe trade it for a blanket or an old sleeping bag? I don’t want Bobby bouncing around on the dirty bed of this rattletrap truck, not with a fresh tattoo and other open wounds.”

“Sure thing.”

They wrestled the bike up inside and locked it down. Toni continued consolidating items and clearing a spot for their slave while the others returned upstairs. Presently Jeri reappeared with the requested old sleeping bag, which they used to pad the hidden space she’d created.

“Erica’s in the shower. Everyone else is ready to go.”

“Okay. Send Bobby down with the backpacks and Lilli’s saddlebag. I’ll get him snuggled in, arm him, and make sure he suffers appropriately while I’m driving the damn truck.”

“Will do.”

When Bobby staggered out laden with baggage (it actually took him two trips), Toni smiled brightly at him and pulled the rope and ring-gag from the saddlebag. 

“Inside, Boy-toy: beyond my bike, up against the back of the cab. I’ve got a nice cushy covert ready for you. Lie down there on your belly.”

He climbed in promptly. Dragging her pack, Toni jumped into the crowded dimness of the camper after him. She found him prone as ordered, his limbs already bent and presented for hogtying. Though he’d spent most of the last eighteen hours in bondage, his appetite for restraint seemed un-sated. Toni giggled as she squirmed in close.

“You’ve wanted this ever since you earned your way out of it that first night in the tree!”

“You know me too well already Mistress Toni.”

“Indeed I do.”

She wedgied him until he cried out some perverted consummation, then yanked his shorts and briefs down. Instructing him how to turn and when, she looped a doubled rope about his waist, pulled it down through his crotch and back up his crack just the way he loved. Before she pulled it tight though she dug out her secret dildo. Using the survival knife Jeri had taken from him a week ago, she cut a deep groove three-eighths of an inch wide across the base. Craning his neck severely, Bobby watched her as she slid the head and shaft in and out of her mouth.

“Oh I’m sorry, am I taking your job?”

She thrust it in and out of his face too, almost giddy at the ease with which his gullet greeted it. Finally it seemed acceptably lubricated.

“I told the others I was going to continue your training by making you suffer back here. But this won’t be suffering at all will it?”

“No goddess.”

“If I’m a goddess, then welcome to heaven.”

She shoved her rubber cock up his ass, until its balls banged into his own. She pulled the wedgie-ropes through its grooved base to hold it in place, then put his clothes back in order. He opened his mouth willingly for the ring-gag, which she then bound to that doubled rope coming out the back of his pants. Stretched back, wedgied-up and butt-stuffed, he moaned joyfully as she finished hogtying his arms and legs. When she was done, Toni sheathed the survival knife.

“I know this is no use to you right now. But I’m sliding it into your shorts at the hip for later. You heard Jeri and me. Don’t advertise that you have it and only use it honorably.”

He garbled some grateful affirmation. Toni pinched his cheek. She made sure the sliding window between camper and cab was open so that she could check in on him. Then she backed out, piling their packs into the space she vacated to conceal the presence of their precious cargo. Slamming and locking the tailgate afterward gave her such a thrill of possessiveness that she giggled to herself again. 

She was half-tempted to bail on the others, to tear out of here and head for South America with him: the intercontinental kidnapper. Heavy clumping from the stairs announced the arrival of her sisters though, so Toni put on a straight face and slung Lilli’s saddlebag back on her bike.

“We ready to go?”

“Just about.” Lilli took over securing it. “Got your little pet packed away?”

“Safe and sound.”

“I can’t believe I’m risking my life for a man.”

“You’re not. You’re risking it for the fun of the fight, as always. And because this Kim has the money to not only make us rich in return, but to level the playing field, and allow us to take down an epitome of the kind of ultra-rich asshole male aristocrat that embodies everything sick and unfair about this country. Never will we have a better chance to strike a more honorable and satisfying blow against our oppressors.”

“That works for me!” enthused arriving Erica, and Lilli had to smile and nod. But Toni read her lover’s eyes and knew what she wanted to say. 

Despite all that rhetoric she, Toni, was risking her life for a man, this man, and would do so even without all that other crap. That she could value him above their gang’s raison d’être made her immediately suspect among them. 

“You’re absolutely right.” Toni told her, just as if she’d spoken. Then she turned her attention to Jeri, who was now outlining their itinerary.

“We’re headed for Lake Chautauqua, near Jamestown, New York. It’s barely three hours away but you all know the cottage there. I checked, and we can use it if we choose. I say we head there first along I-90, all open and public highway until we get to Erie. We’ll make like we’re going to take the interstate all the way to Buffalo and then straight on east, which would be the quickest and easiest thing to do. But instead at Erie we’ll duck off onto the back roads again, and cut across that little chunk of Pennsylvania into the butt of New York. 

“We’ll see what happens travelling each way. Watch for tracking, pursuit or attack. At the cottage we’ll stop and take stock, have lunch and decide whether to stay or push on, and how.”

“Sounds good!” Toni agreed, eager to get on the way. Everyone else made gestures of assent. They checked weapons and leathers, snaps and buckles.

“I’ll lead with Naomi,” Jeri finished. “Lilli and Erica in back. Whenever possible, we stay in a defensive box around the truck. Got it? Okay, Devil Dykes, mount up!”

Toni ran for her cab.

***

Claustrophobically tucked into the back of the truck, Bob heard and felt her jump in and slam the door. It made his whole world rock and clang.

He’d squirmed onto his side in a position that kept his weight off his tattoo and his gaze on the window to the cab. All he could see of this was the interior roof, but then Toni’s face leaned in and looked down upon him. Her dusky skin with that short-short sable hair trailing that single spiral curl were all more attractive by the minute.

More attractive still was the fondness and excitement she beamed at him. She looked less a hard-bitten, thirty year-old biker and more a carefree playmate every minute. 

“Here we go, slave: on the road with Mistress Toni! Don’t you worry about a thing back there baby; mama’s going to take good care of you. We’re off on the adventure of a lifetime, and not just for you anymore!”

Bikes were roaring to life around them. She blew him a kiss and that sparkling smile disappeared. Their own motor turned over and within a minute they were in motion. 

Bobby now appreciated the closeness of his confinement. Though he rocked back and forth as they moved, and felt every bump they went over with his whole contorted body, he was packed in here like an egg in its cradle. Protected by his cushioning, he was prevented from sliding or bouncing around too much – or breaking outright. Once the ride evened out some, indicating that they’d joined regular pavement, he sighed and closed his eyes.

His need for rest was again severe. Compose himself as he might however, his ungovernable thoughts and feelings kept sleep more at bay than either the pain of his renewed restraining or the rattling discomfort of his bed. He was scared of course (someone was trying to kill him) but other emotions were even more pressing.

He hadn’t talked to Mistress Kimberly since lying in his loser’s shoebox jerking off for her. Hearing her voice again had been enthralling. Even over the little speaker its rich timbre fulfilled him indescribably. Her angry, protective response to the threat against him was thrillingly cosseting. When she’d promised to provide for him forever he melted with devotion. And when she’d praised his performance as dreamy he soared on a euphoria more transcendent than any drug trip. Her word of a reward made him downright silly with giddiness. Yet behind all this still lurked a dismaying sickening he couldn’t shake.

Hearing that Kim had been involved with another guy between divorcing and claiming him opened possibilities too nightmarish to consider.

Kim had promised that they would be together forever and make love every day. Bob had assumed an exclusivity to their relationship: his reward for all his faithfulness over the years. He’d expected recompense for the endless agony of jealousy she’d subjected him to. Mistress and slave, they were going to grow old together as inseparable soul-mates. Yet what if he’d assumed too much? With his penis now locked down a week and the horror scenario Jeri had recommended suddenly recurring (along with his own promise willingly delivered from the wedgie-tree), Bobby was suddenly fearing the worst implications of Kim’s dalliance.

Perhaps the emotional torture and celibacy of high school were not about to redeemed, but rather renewed, exceeded and even made eternal! 

The possibility was almost too hideous to entertain, let alone credit. On the one hand, his deepest guts told Bobby that they had an understanding, and that Kim would never betray him in such a devastating way. This certainty argued that perhaps she was just relieving her need while waiting for him. That would certainly be fair play, with the mount of fantastic gratification he’d been getting at the hands of his trainers. If watching those videos had turned her on as much as he’d hoped, why wouldn’t she go out and pick up some temporary stud to fuck? That was Kim. Still once the nightmare scenario had raised its head it was hard to dispel.

Bobby took a deep breath in the musty truck. 

His only option was the one he was already committed to. He had to ingratiate himself endlessly, to serve so perfectly that his owner couldn’t in good conscience deny him the ultimate heaven of her exclusive affections. 

Rededicating himself to this more fervently than ever, Bobby felt again the blaze of joy and hope (and validation of his suffering) at Kim telling him he was doing ideally. 

She’d said not to change a single thing and to follow his instincts. Did that mean she accepted the helpless way he lavished worship on his trainers? Did it excuse or permit the obvious attraction growing between him and Toni? 

Remembering again Kim’s romantic and sexual sabotage in high school, Bobby could only hope so. He knew he was helpless to resist any attractive woman who intimately valued him by this time. His mistress could hardly blame him for being what she’d made of him. Still he worried again what this new permissiveness said about Kim’s intentions for them.

For a moment all the torment of deprivation he lived constantly in surged upward in him, making Bobby squirm and whimper in the doggy-bed that doting Toni had crafted him. The truck rattled over railroad tracks, bouncing him mercilessly about and reawakening the agony in his shoulders and back. His flexed legs cramped, wailing painfully to be straightened, and he had to bite back a burst of miserable weeping. Even the cock stuffing him up and the rope waggling and wedging it ever deeper were momentarily more distressing than exciting. 

Still none of this hell approached what he’d endured overnight – the drag on his balls and tits, the blinding light and drips, the excruciating suspension and even worse distention… The endless struggle to contain Toni’s cock without puking or suffocating had tested him worse than anything ever. In the end though she’d kissed his cheek and claimed it in their name. Gradually the crest of Bobby’s desperation receded.

A long, curving turn pressed him hard to one side, g-forces climbing. Then the ride both sped up and evened out, indicating that they’d joined the interstate. 

Soon they’d be cruising the shore of Lake Erie. His mental turmoil eased by the passing of the recent crisis, Bob at last felt his exhaustion catching up with him. Too weary to ponder the various dangers of his situation further, he reminded himself how he’d fantasized about being transported like hogtied cargo. He thought of Toni’s delight at having possession of him. She’d looked like she wanted to run off and keep him for her own. He felt again the empowering strength her caressing hands transmitted and the deep connection between their locked eyes as Naomi tortured him with her gigantic, Tabasco-coated ice dildo. She’d stopped the bitch from fisting him too, and kissed his face more than once. He was dreaming of her naked and grinning and taking him even before he fell asleep at last.


Chapter Fourteen

No Worries Yet

Once they’d agreed to proceed with Bobby’s quest, Kim tried to keep her anxiety at bay with simple forward motion. 

Part of her insisted that she was crazy. This Kim believed she should have chartered a private jet, filled it with professional bodyguards, flown to Cleveland, taken an armored limousine to pick up Bobby and flown him home to complete his training herself in safety. Yet the Kim who’d spent so long planning every step of her life and every nuance of her partner’s grooming rejected this as vehemently as the Devil Dykes did. 

She was so unwilling to sacrifice the romantic glamour of her slave enduring lesbian biker hell to earn her! The added danger of Edgar’s attempts on him even magnified that glamour. What an incredible way to start their life together, if he should succeed! They’d have a triumph they could savor forever. Besides, the best the cops could do was put her asshole ex in jail, and she highly doubted they could manage even that. This was America and he was just too rich. She meanwhile wanted him dead for this affront, and her intuition told her that by letting the contest play out, she might have a chance to make that happen. She already had some formidable allies on her side in the form of Jeri and her gang. Today she would obtain some more. But first she had to manage the police. That challenge made a nice distraction from worrying about Bobby – as well as her continuing grief, guilt, and other unresolved issues.

So Kim bathed and dressed respectably, got in her sleek little Mercedes convertible and drove down to the precinct house. Detective Larkin was late to the appointment they’d made, but Kim had expected this: police were overworked in every city in the country, and often compelled by the idiocies of local politics to misallocate resources or pursue ridiculous priorities. This suited Kim’s interests however, so she waited patiently until he bustled in. Squat and grizzled, several thousand doughnuts from top physical condition and perhaps twice her age, he still proved efficient and attentive taking her statement.

Openly Kim again admitted that she’d broken the law by hiring a sex worker. She hardly expected to be prosecuted for this, and Larkin showed no interest in doing so, or even expressed any disapproval. Her story was told almost as quickly as over the phone and Larkin seemed to accept her at face value as someone simply associated with the tragedy through poor timing. Her level of upset was commensurate to her relationship with the victim, and the fact that she could obviously afford any number of lawyers but had brought none must have spoken in her favor. The matter of her divorce only came up briefly and it set the wheels turning nicely for her.

“Are you married, Ms Strauss?”

“I was. I divorced earlier this year.”

“Your ex-husband’s name?”

“Edgar Brennan.”

Larkin wrote this down and that was it, they moved on to other matters. Still if evidence suggested this was more than a case of simple burglary, the police would surely follow this up. They would learn that the divorce was not only quite recent but acrimonious and for emotional and physical abuse. That should be enough to start them sniffing around after Edgar and hopefully limiting his options. In the meantime she was thanked courteously and bid good day – and given room for some maneuvering of her own.

First she enjoyed lunch on the patio of a cheery café. 

Without being obvious about it, she studied everyone she saw, looking for potential tails or even assassins. No one struck her as shady. Then she went to her next scheduled appointment. This was at the offices of the most highly recommended private security firm in the city.

Known as Stafford & Hodgson’s Associates, they were supposed to be elite, discreet and yet completely aboveboard. They didn’t do dirty work, in other words, which Kim was fine with. 

She and Jeri would take of that. She just wanted to openly take the perfectly legitimate and understandable precautions any wealthy young woman living alone might take after a dismaying brush with lethality. 

Knowing they’d sided against her, she’d dismissed Edgar’s security staff in favor of trusting her alarm system and the local authorities. Now she would fill that vacancy. If her perhaps tardy precautions included sweeping her residence and checking her electronics for surveillance, who could blame her? That was the world they lived in.

She could look for help of the more underhanded kind later if she needed it. Kim was hesitant to do so however. Looser principles led to corruptibility. Any crooks she hired might well sell her out or already be in Edgar’s pay. 

Enough for now: after a few reassuring meetings and being introduced to the man in charge of her case, and hearing him arrange to begin work immediately, Kim felt better and ready for a break. She still had to apprise Maureen of the situation, and meet the guards and technicians when they arrived. But if she hurried home she might sneak in an hour in the tub – an hour in which to relax and fantasize about her wonderfully courageous slave.

***

So far, so good. Traffic wasn’t heavy at midday, and once they reached I-90 it was clear sailing up the coast of the world’s largest inland sea, albeit of fresh water. It still amazed Jeri that people had managed to kill these vast Great Lakes within a century or so. Even worse, it seemed the oceans were next, what with the giant floating garbage patches, a melted Japanese nuke plant spewing radioactive contamination constantly into it and whatever life survived the plastics and poisons being systematically strip-mined. But hey, she didn’t have any kids. 

Jeri recognized the futility of trying to keep humans from shitting up their nest until it was unlivable. Too much money to be made baby, and as long as assholes like Edgar Brennan ran the world, civilization would remain doomed by its excesses. So far though trash-strewn shorelines and undrinkable water aside they’d seen no immediate threat to themselves. All the way up 90 no one molested them. No one appeared to be following them or even looked suspicious to Jeri’s watchful eye. Gradually she relaxed. Maybe by quitting with the cell phones and bank card they’d lost their stalkers again.

From 90 they turned off on 17, then eschewed this freeway too for more rural two-lane blacktop. Cutting across a little jag of Pennsylvania – included to give the state maritime access to Lake Erie, or so Jeri had been told – they were soon into New York. Still they encountered no problems at all, and reached Lake Chautauqua by mid-afternoon. Jeri led the procession along the shore until they reached the little summer cottage, another gang-owned property.

The lake was a sparkling blue jewel (unlike Erie) and the cottages were crammed closely together, much closer than a gang of rowdy, partying bikers with a secret to conceal and defend would have preferred. 

Unlocking the gate, they pulled into the gravel drive. The cottage on the left appeared unoccupied, while on the other side a middle-aged couple lounged on the dock next to theirs. These good citizens returned Jeri’s wave and then dismissed them.

The Devil Dykes shut down and dismounted. Toni climbed from the cab still alight with excitement. Jeri shot her a smoke as she lit up her own and inquired about their cargo with a lifted eyebrow.

“Sleeping like a trussed-up baby.” Toni pronounced as the others gathered around.

“Anybody see anything funny?” Jeri exhaled toward the sky to keep from blowing smoke into their faces.

“Nothing.”

“A walk in the park.”

“A sunny summer drive.”

“So do you want to push on or what?”

“Where do you plan to camp tonight?”

“Letchworth State Park. It’s another two and a half hours.” Jeri took another drag. “Tents, in other words.”

“Rules, in other words.” snorted Toni. “Let’s stay here. Look at that fucking water!”

“That’s not exactly hurrying to complete our hazardous mission.”

“Half the job is preparing that puppy for his life as a slut. As far as I’m concerned, that means abusing him to exhaustion day and night the whole way. Let’s be comfortable while we do it. Besides, the house is more defensible than tents out in the woods. We can set a watch, be on our guard, this first night at least, while we make sure we’re not being followed.”

“What do you guys think?”

“That water does look good,” admitted Erica. Lilli and Naomi shrugged.

“All right,” Jeri agreed. “But we keep the cargo inside. And we keep a watch tonight, like you said. Toni, wait until the coast is clear to bring him in. I’ll open the cottage while you guys grab your stuff.”

Jeri retrieved the hidden key and unlocked the door. 

The place was dusty but not ransacked or littered with trash and beer cans. Past the entryway and kitchen was a living area with couch, chairs, coffee table, TV. A hallway led back from this, a bedroom on either side followed by a bathroom and facing closet. 

With Toni no doubt still doting over their slave, the others soon followed her in. 

Lilli was grumbling about having to lug her own backpack, ironically enough. Erica and Naomi moved right into one bedroom and Lil took a left into the other. By the time Jeri flipped the breakers and got the power going, and checked to see that the stove, refrigerator and sink all worked, all three emerged in panties and t-shirts: makeshift and minimally acceptable swimwear for this semi-public waterfront.

Out the door they went, heading for the dock. While every eye in the vicinity was watching and surely waiting breathlessly for water to turn those thin garments clingy and transparent, Toni suddenly hurried Bobby covertly in from the truck.

Without asking, Jeri knew their three packs remained outside, so she hauled them in, along with Lilli’s bag of bondage gear and her own handcuffs. Again without asking she tossed Toni’s bag into the room Lilli had taken and left her own by the couch. Toni and Bobby were going through the kitchen cupboards, talking and laughing companionably. Realizing the place wasn’t stocked, Jeri sighed and went back out to the truck.

She too missed having their slave do all the baggage handling. She selected enough stuff to make a huge meal and grabbed two bottles of Jack Daniels. Once back inside she stuck the booze in the freezer and dumped the cans on the counter. Bobby was dusting everything down and now Toni too was wearing only skimpy, snowy white underwear. Nipples already limned by the fabric she looked impossibly alluring, no doubt to them both. 

Jeri wanted to enjoy this morning all over again, and saw the reciprocity in her ally’s smile.

“Are you coming?”

“Almost.” All three enjoyed the double entendres. “Go ahead. I’ll be down soon.”

Toni grinned and almost bounced toward the door.

“Make dinner ready at six, Bobby. Clean up in here and do any small repairs the place might need.”

“You got it, ma’am!” 

Jeri made one last trip to the truck, smuggling the shotgun and shells inside. Bobby watched her slide them under the couch. She met his eye.

“You see where it is. I know Toni told you to fix the place up. Keep watch while we’re swimming and partying too.”

“You can count on me.”

At last Jeri swapped her suffocating leathers for light cotton and headed out to the dock. 

The neighbors greeted their display with covert glances amid exaggerated disinterest. Passing boaters occasionally did double-takes. By and large however they were ignored as they swam around their patch of lake and sunned themselves. Without letting her guard down entirely, Jeri joined in the fun. It wasn’t for an hour or more that she returned to the cottage. 

Intending only to check on things and grab a bottle, she found that in cleaning out the little closet in back Bobby had found some old fishing poles. He’d sorted and repaired and rigged these with lures, something no Devil Dyke had ever had the patience and inclination to do, and Jeri took these back to the dock with the booze.

Soon they had a little party going, though after last night and considering the situation no one began any hard drinking. They fooled with the fishing poles until Erica educated everyone and then took turns casting off the dock toward the untenanted property beside them. Only Erica landed anything, a couple of bass she carried flapping up to the house: more work for the cook.

Indeed the six o’clock Toni had suggested for dinner arrived on the fly – evidence of how much fun they were having. Before the sun began setting over the lake, the smells of canned gumbo simmering (and fresh fish frying) called them back into the cottage.

No one complained about the gumbo over rice, though all envied Erica her catch. Afterwards they pulled on their leathers to varying degrees, before heading back out to watch the sun decline and build a fire in the circle of cinderblocks provided. Once this was going and the bottle making the rounds again, Toni moved to her side. 

She’d shed the sheer wet t-shirt for her colors, and merely pulled chaps on over her bare legs and panties. Once again she looked incredibly sexy, no doubt especially to their slave. That’s what she wanted to talk about of course.

“How shall we manage tonight’s training? We can’t very well do it out here, but who wants to miss the beautiful night?”

“We’ll go in shifts,” Jeri declared. “Two at a time can slip inside to take their turns. Why don’t we go and get him suitably set up for that?”

While the other three crowded around building up the fire, they headed back to the cottage. As soon as they were out of earshot Toni spoke their understanding.

“One of us with Naomi on her turns, right?”

“If we can manage it.”

“It’s too bad.”

“I know.”

“You and me and Bobby make three.”

“We still have most of a week if we keep dragging our feet.”

“I’m going to enjoy it!” swore Toni vehemently. “With him, with you, and both at once.”

“I hear you sister. Let’s just keep our eyes open and not fuck this up while we’re at it.”

“I heard that.”

They stepped through the entryway into the kitchen. Bobby was just finishing with cleaning up the dinner dishes. Jeri pulled the handcuffs from where she’d looped them through her own chaps-over-panties.

“Let’s go into the living room, shall we slave? Push all the furniture back to the walls except for the coffee table.”

While he did this Toni got a towel and then Lilli’s belt. She spread the towel over the top of the table, now isolated in the center of the room. She took Bobby’s knife from him and hid it in the couch cushions above the shotgun. Then she assisted him wrenching his clothes off. Their shared eagerness was entertaining, though Bobby was due for a disappointment soon. Once he was naked Toni eased him down onto the table.

“Get on all fours baby. Put your tattoo right on that towel to protect it.”

Once he was doggy-style atop the little table, she bound him firmly to it at the belly with that wide heavy belt. Jeri lifted his arms and cuffed his wrists behind him, setting him up kneeling helpless for a night of endless double-teaming. Still the restraints were simple enough that they could free him rapidly in an emergency. They even left off the ring-gag.

“You yell out good and loud if you have to Bobby,” Jeri ordered. “If something happens we don’t see or even if one of the others tries to hurt you too much. You know who I mean.”

It dawned on Bobby that they were not going to fuck him together now either, just as they’d denied him this morning. He wilted, looking crushed, and Toni seemed sorely tempted to turn back and oblige him. Jeri grabbed her hand.

“Don’t worry, bitch. Somebody will be in to bugger you shortly. We just have security issues to discuss and a sunset to enjoy. Ta-ta!”

She began rummaging for a joint as she drew Toni back out to the fire.

***

Toni didn’t want to go.

She wanted to stay and fuck Bobby, among other scandalous things. Hearing him talk so openly about facing the truth about himself this morning had again moved her to do the same. While she had him safely cradled in the bed of her truck, her foot on the gas and her hands on the wheel, she’d engaged in some inspired self-analysis. Soon she knew why she wanted to kidnap him. She knew too now why she’d wanted that rubber dildo. All that was left was to use it. Still she had to bide her time, enjoy another party and remember her responsibilities.

Jeri was handing out plastic cups and setting down a jug of tap water. Though she had a doobie drooping from her lip, she was counseling moderation.

“Maybe we should start watering our whiskey a little. I don’t want anybody falling asleep on watch. For all we know, ten guys with Uzis might appear out of nowhere.

“Toni and I just set up our slut for fucking. Whoever is in there using him, try and keep an eye on the approach to the house. And remember: no permanent damage. Hurt that boy and I will permanently damage you. I shit you not. That guy could mean never working again for every one of us. I will not let anyone fuck up my one big shot.”

Everyone shrugged agreeably, even Naomi. Jeri lit up the joint. As the sun was just dropping toward the horizon they fell silent, just smoking and taking in the spectacle. Everyone accepted their cup, and they traded slugging Jack straight from the neck for sipping semi-civilized drinks. The fire crackled on and added to the ambiance. It was a moment made for mulling. Toni took the opportunity to finish reliving her revelatory ride.

Reveling in the smugness of her possession, especially after trusting Bobby had fallen asleep, she’d finally faced the end demand of her attraction to him. Vengeful, man-hating dyke or not, she wanted to commit what eighty percent of her sisters at the rally would consider the ultimate sin. She not only wanted to humiliate and abuse and hurt-fuck this male. She wanted to make sweet passionate love to him too.

The truth was that she was gay by choice, not natural inclination. She’d been straight until sent to prison. There she’d discovered the love of women (as the saying goes) and found identity with the gang that enveloped and protected her and helped to avenge her victimization. She’d since rejected men sexually out of ideology rather than attraction. Now the attraction was back, while ideology was taking a deserved beating.

Like her recent epiphany that it was wrong to blame and punish every male indiscriminately for what she’d suffered, she now saw that it was foolish and unjust to automatically eliminate them all from considerations of intimacy as well. She knew the truth of her logic and glands both and saw no point in denying either further. Lilli’s unspoken accusation before they’d left had already forced the admission from her. She valued and yes, wanted this man, period, and the only shame in that was that nearly all her peers were too blinkered by bitterness to understand how she could.

Toni supposed she wasn’t much of a Devil Dyke anymore. But after they got to Boston, all of their prospects and outlooks might be transformed. Jeri had spoken of making changes too. They might all end up going separate ways. She could worry about her future – with the gang, with Lilli – then. In the meantime, she’d be crazy not to take this opportunity to enjoy more rare delights with this one-in-a-million guy who’d somehow bettered her whole perspective.

So: out with reasonless, misandrous lesbianism, and in with situational bisexuality. Toni couldn’t wait. Fortunately she had plenty of pleasurable diversions until the time came to carry out the plan she was still developing.

The sunset was stunning, the weed and whiskey premium. A fire was always romantic, and the lake was cobalt under molten gold. For a time they just stood and took everything in, chatting and laughing a little, but mostly just enjoying their buzz and the gorgeous summer evening. Finally Erica announced that she was going in to fuck the slut. Right away Toni chimed in before anyone else that she would join her. Though her ultimate intention remained hours away, there was no more agreeable pastime than strapping on big black and pounding Bobby’s greedy ass.

So they used him by twos or threes all evening. While half the gang had their fun banging and torturing their trainee, the other half partied around the fire. They also fished off the dock, gazed at the scintillant skyscape or just kept a general watch. Still there was no sign of any trouble. The idea that their property had a price on his head began to lose immediacy among them, yet Jeri kept them all on their toes. Before it could get too late or they could get too loaded, she gathered everyone in the living room to organize the overnight watches.

Actually she and Toni were already there, finally fucking Bobby together – though without the privacy they would have preferred. Erica had brought her shock-wand, and was gleefully zapping him as they hammered him to blessed jelly between them. But after coming (Toni was still trying for her third), Jeri pulled out of Bobby’s gasping, grunting, slavery mouth and sent Erica to bring Lilli and Naomi in.

Toni got her climax by the time they arrived. Still she saw no need to stop what she was doing. Kneeling behind their coffee-table bitch she held onto his hips and kept thrusting leisurely in and out of him as they talked.

“So nobody’s seen anything suspicious.” Jeri made it a statement of fact. Heads shook.

“All right. We’ll set two-hour watches. I’ll sleep on the couch out here; you lovers can have the bedrooms again.”

“What about Boy-toy?” Toni punctuated her question with a harder jab of big black, making him cry out wonderfully.

“We’ll tie him up and leave him in the closet.”

Perfect: Toni had trouble concealing the flare of fierce joy that erupted in her. She channeled it into making Bobby yip like a bitch some more, expending her excitement in the best way currently available.

“How do you want to work the watches?” Erica asked. “I’m certainly not tired yet.”

“You can go first. Just patrol around in and outside; find an inconspicuous spot to keep surveillance from. Wake me up at two and I’ll take over. Toni’s on at four and Lilli at six. Naomi gets eight-to-ten if the rest of us are that lazy. Okay?”

Everyone voiced or nodded assent. Still having trouble controlling her delight, Toni gave Bobby one last lusty flurry and pulled out. While Lilli and Naomi muttered their way off to their separate bedrooms and Jeri began doing what she could with the couch, Toni accepted Erica’s help un-belting the exhausted bitch and hauling him to his feet. She removed the handcuffs and helped him work the life back into his arms. 

“Can you tie him up and tuck him away okay? I want to bait a couple hooks with something and toss them way out deep to try for catfish overnight.”

“No problem,” Toni laughed, rolling all sevens since she’d made her decision. “Come on, Bobby. Limp your way back to the bathroom for me.”

She waited until Erica left. Then Toni retrieved Bobby’s knife from the couch, grabbed a pair of ropes and followed him to the back of the cottage. While he used the bathroom, she opened and examined the closet.

Bobby had been thorough in following her orders earlier. Everything was neat and swept clean. Shelves on one side held tackle, tools, and household odds and ends, on the other was stacked a couple of old tarps and blankets. Four orange life preservers, floatation vests for boaters or jet-skiers, hung from a clothes-rod that ran along the back wall.

Toni grabbed the least moth-eaten blanket, folded it in half and laid it on the linoleum floor. Hearing the toilet flush and the sink running, she yanked the vests off their hangers and piled them atop the blanket against the unfinished back wall. When Bobby came out naked and smiling tentatively at her, she invited him in with a brilliant smile of her own.

“Come on baby. Mistress gonna tuck ya in again.”

She sat him down on the blanket, leaning him slouched against the wall and pile of padding. She tied his wrists above his head and to the bar up there. Then she tied his legs together out straight: by far his least stressful bondage yet. He looked at her with shy inquiry and she held up his knife. Leaning in close, she spoke low.

“I’m going to slide this behind you, under the life preservers where the wall meets the floor. Now, use your fingers to feel the knot on your wrists. You feel that loose end sticking up? If you pull on that, the whole knot will far apart. The same goes for the one on your legs.

“If we are attacked, you free and arm yourself. But don’t fight unless you have to. Try to hide and stay out of the way. Otherwise…”

“Otherwise I remain just as Mistress Toni has left me. And I don’t tell anyone but Jeri.”

“Exactly.” Toni hesitated, then dropped her voice even lower. “Don’t panic and stab me if I sneak back in here later.”

At last she kissed him on the lips, hard. His sharp inhale of surprise snatched the breath from her, and she pulled back before getting carried away. Winking at his aching amazement, craving intimacy with him now even more than she did with Jeri, Toni left him there. She killed the light and closed the door firmly behind her.

After visiting the bathroom too, she found the bedroom she’d been assigned already dark. She stripped and slipped into the queen-size bed next to Lilli. 

Her former cellmate, lover and companion of the past six years was either asleep or ignoring her. Feeling guilty again at their inevitable parting, sad with the knowledge that Lilli would never accept or be able to share with her the improved perspective she’d acquired, Toni wiped away a tear. Still four o’clock felt like it would never come.


Chapter Fifteen

Overnight Developments

A lifelong bachelor and insomniac, Jack Giambra rarely went to bed before two a.m. After overcoming dependencies on booze and then pills, he’d given up and become accustomed to functioning on only four or five hours’ sleep. This had given him prematurely pouchy eyes, but that didn’t matter. 

The only female company he bothered with was of the paid variety. He’d never loved anyone, and indeed suspected himself incapable of the emotion. The concept of sharing his home and personal space (much less his heart and head) with anyone else was alien to him. So what he looked like was irrelevant. His mind still stayed sharp and ruthless from his morning coffee until it finally relented and let him sleep, generally around three. Thus when the disposable cell phone he’d chosen for the Carlyle job rang at shortly after one, he was still fully dressed and watching The Getaway (not the original with Steve McQueen but the nineties version with naked Kim Basinger) in his living room. He answered on the second ring, pulling a pen and pad closer.

“Go ahead.”

“We’re at Lake Chautauqua. You know where that is?”

“South of Buffalo, east of Erie.”

“Tomorrow we’re stopping by Letchworth State Park, probably around lunchtime. There’s a deep gorge there with minimal safety features.”

“I understand. Can you do the job yourself?”

“Hell, no.”

“Why not?”

“Because I want to live through this, asshole. If the gang finds out I betrayed them, all the money in the world won’t mean shit to me.”

“All right. Just keep cool, keep feeding me intel.”

“That’s the deal.”

Jack ended the call. He jotted a few notes on his pad and then paused, thinking. At last he pulled out his smart phone and checked for distances and estimated travel time. 

His guy in Buffalo should be able to get somebody out there, providing they got an early enough start. He didn’t need to call and bother anyone just now; first thing in the morning would be fine. He shut off both phones and put them away.

Alec Baldwin was blasting at the cops with a shotgun. Jack picked up the remote and lowered the volume. He hated that shit; movies these days jacked the sound up and down like a teenager’s weenie. You had to strain to pick out dialogue, and then suddenly machine guns and explosions were rattling your windows. Jack couldn’t count the number of times he’d finally fallen asleep with the TV on only to be jerked back awake by cataclysmic cinematic violence. Now he turned the sound off altogether so he could think.

His guy in Buffalo was reliable. They went back to the Gulf War together. Yet he knew little about his crew. Once again he was trusting this job to flunkies he didn’t have complete confidence in. Despite (or maybe because of) being in a position of authority and a business that required constant delegation of responsibilities, he believed firmly in the old adage. If you wanted something done right, you usually had to do it yourself. Take the hit on that gigolo.

He’d wanted it to look like a burglary, so he’d made it a burglary. He watched the house until the kid went out. Using the simplest of tools, he’d forced entry and ransacked the place. Grabbing some jewelry and disarranging the mattress so it looked like he knew where to look for a stash, he also removed the lid from the toilet tank: the other classic spot for hiding considerable quantities of drugs. Leaving the medicine cabinet open with bottles scattered everywhere, he simply waited for the guy to return from his client and shot him entering the bedroom. Using a.22 to keep the noise down, he put one right in his heart from two paces away. 

The kid was dead almost as soon as he’d registered his presence. No big drama or mess. Turning out his pockets and harvesting his cash and watch Jack had simply walked back to his car and driven away. Two miles later he crammed the gun and swag both deep into a festering dumpster behind a seafood restaurant. 

Edgar had been exultant and Jack was now due for a serious pay upgrade. The cops didn’t have a clue yet and there wasn’t anything to tie them to the crime if they got one. 

At the same time though they’d alerted the ex-wife and blown any remaining element of surprise regarding the primary target. That had been inevitable; Jack hadn’t needed his infiltrator to confirm that they were now onto them, which was why he’d tried so exasperatingly to get Ed to delay on Gates. 

That led inevitably to worrying about what the ex might have said to the cops. Jack had listened to her cell phone call and he knew about her trip to the precinct. What he didn’t know was how soon the cops might show up to interview Ed, and how well the boss could carry it off.

Of course Kim had gone straight to hire security after that. Worse, she stopped using her cell phone and email completely. Jack sighed for the hundredth time at his boss’ stubborn irrationality. Then he thumbed off the mute button. The shower scene was coming up.

***

Debilitated Bobby was deep in a sleep of rare comfort and utter exhaustion. Nevertheless he woke immediately when the door creaked open and a lance of light pricked through his lids. 

The flashlight was Jeri’s. He recognized it from using it himself. But it wasn’t Jeri’s bulk slipping through the door and shutting it quietly behind. His fingers were feeling for the slipknot just in case. But he knew who it was before she whispered. She really had come back, for reasons he could barely dare consider.

“Shhhhh… It’s me. Relax – or get as excited as I am. Just be quiet!”

The light left his face. While he blinked at afterimages, Toni advanced to crouch next to him. She set the flash on the floor pointing deep into the corner. In its wan illumination Bobby saw that she’d pulled her chaps and vest back on but was naked otherwise. Framed by black leather, her tattooed crotch called to him. Toni began to unbutton her colors.

“It’s my watch, Bobby. But Jeri promised to cover me for an hour. Let’s not waste it.”

With no more warning than that (and no time to try to believe this was a dream or consider the ramifications) she melded her naked torso to his. At the same time she took his tied-up body in her arms and started kissing him. And no one had ever kissed him like this.

Aggressively demanding, she devoured his mouth with the same abandon she fucked it with. Yet the deep feelings she betrayed when dominating him were here unbelievably realized. Toni moaned and murmured wordlessly, driven as if truly living out her heart’s desire. She tongued and sucked and slathered him with breathless passion. From clutching his face as if unwilling to ever give it up her hands began to roam and squeeze all over. 

Enveloping him in her urgently loving maturity, Toni opened Bobby to romantic gratifications he’d only and endlessly dreamed about. Unable to do anything but glory in this initiation, to feel his heart’s response reverberating through him, he could only follow his instincts and the lead of his mistresses as he’d been told. 

Whether Kim had scheduled or would have sanctioned this four a.m. education or not he just had to wallow in it. Toni obviously considered this an illicit tryst and her breath scorched him with ungovernable lust and daring. Still she paced her pleasures to the time allotted. She groped and made out with him like they were kids in a movie theater (lucky kids that is) for a good ten minutes before her insatiable lips wandered across his cheek to his ear. Her almost subsonic growl made him squirm with excruciating exigency.

“I want to do it with you, Bobby. Really do it. I want to smother you with my lips and tits while I ride you like a bitch. I want your hot cock hard and shooting spunk up deep inside me. Is that such an awful thing?”

“That’s an incredibly heavenly thing to want, mistress,” Bobby gasped. “Whether I am worthy of it or not is the question.”

“You’re worthy of it enough for me,” Toni purred, now pinching and rubbing the maddening little clit that was all the manhood he had left. “Unfortunately your owner made sure this couldn’t happen, didn’t she? She didn’t trust our restraint and what do you know, she was right! Poor us. We’ll just have to do the best we can, won’t we?”

She bent to his lap and again began to passionately slather and suck. 

Bobby squirmed indeed.

The intensity of the stimulation, the novelty of the sensations, the unthinkable honor afforded him: all were as exalting as they were deranging. He wondered how he could possibly ever become more insanely aroused. He scrambled through desperate fantasies for some further miracle Toni might spring to free him – or at least somehow relieve his pathological need. He honestly didn’t know how much more wildly crazed impotence he could take. What if he blew a blood vessel or something? Then giggling quietly at his mewling, Toni’s head came up at last. She reached into that inner pocket of her vest.

Could her razor cut through steel? Could she possibly have a key? Could this be the miracle he’d dreamed of? Of course not. Instead she pulled out that rubber dildo he’d trained on overnight, the one he’d had roped up his ass all morning. 

Either ordeal would be welcome in this intolerable excitement he couldn’t possibly relieve. But then wondrously kind and cruel Mistress Toni sprang another staggering surprise on him.

“This is our cock, darling. I’m going to keep it always. And I knew I’d find another use for it. We’re going to make love after all.”

She murmured intimately at him. She smiled with mischief and love. Then she forced that groove she’d cut across the base over the downward-pointing steel of his chastity sleeve. The tough rubber gripped it tight. Suddenly he had an erection twice the potential of the one perhaps permanently locked down pointing perpendicularly up from it. Aghast with understanding, Bobby could only goggle at this. He seemed to equally crave and dread the depravity intended.

“Come on baby. Let’s get it on!” Toni swung astride him as though mounting her motorcycle. “Let’s dream a little at least. I know it won’t be as good for you as it will me, but I’ll make it worthwhile. Imagine that we have a future together where I hold the key and fuck me!”

She straddled him, all inked-up muscle and leather. Then Toni began as she’d said she would, with lots more kissing, and yes, the unprecedented gift of her tits. Looming over him in the dimness, her vest spreading like the wings of a demon, that boldly patterned torso closed in. 

Small but excitingly shaped, huge protuberant nipples dangling rings of their own, those beautifully firm breasts were thrust in his face. He got five minutes of foreplay maybe to tongue and suckle and wallow in more wonderful novelty. She even ground them against him, the stuff of sublimating stories and schoolboy dreams. But their hour was ticking away, and the illicit wonder and torture they would surely cherish forever (however this all ended) was overdue. 

Toni lifted and shifted. Plenty wet already, she fitted that big prong in.

“I’m so sorry baby,” she breathed, as if she’d never whipped him or set cold water dripping on his head. “I’m so sorry this isn’t really you!” She mounted him then, sliding down on his insensate Norseman’s organ with a hiss and a shiver. 

For Bobby this was novelty and amazement, paradise and perdition of another order entirely. Once Toni was socketed atop him, her weight compressing his hips and her crotch clutching his, he was so close to apotheosis – and so miserably distant. In the pearly backsplash of the flash her face was all interminably-deferred ecstasy and savage possession. Among so much else, he’d never had a woman look at him like that. It was even more arousing than her breasts in his face, her squared shoulders and bunched hips and the warmth of her skin. The way she bit her lip to keep from crying out in consummation thrilled him out of all proportion. When she began rocking atop him, pumping with her hips to slide that big dick in and out of herself, his devoted heart nearly burst with the favor being shown him. 

Yet his own little penis remained the epitome of cramped misery. Cruelly pinched off, it shrieked with pain and need and felt only a remote, rhythmic pressure instead of the greatest possible pleasure. As glorious as this occasion was, it was also the very nadir of sexual hell, the ultimate torture of unrelievable need he’d been building toward all week. It was the most testing trial ever. And yet still it was a heaven he could hardly be worthy of. Lovely Toni had spoken truly. Though her own gratification infinitely outstripped his, she still made their joining more than worth it. Even as she lunged ruthlessly against his bound slump she ducked to kiss him as voraciously as ever. Or she rose up higher to crush her breasts back into his face. She clasped and stroked him, panted with effort, keened and moaned and filled him with blessedness at the evidence of her transcendence. Bucking and thrashing and fighting to stifle her cries, she made the absolute most of their forbidden tryst, and her passionate attack was its own reward. 

Taking all of their stolen hour that she could, Mistress Toni rode Bobby to climax. She pumped him slow and easy and kissed him all over while she recouped her energies. Then she rode him to an even more galvanic one, her hard muscles shuddering in joyous ague. And though he felt that quasi-climactic inner twinge repeatedly, by the time she slumped quivering atop him Bobby was still so tortured by unrelieved extremity he couldn’t help but weep. He’d been fucked right out of his unworthy mind at last. And yet he was still a virgin at twenty-six.

Toni stroked him soothingly as she rested atop him. She murmured wordless praise. She sighed with bliss, as though this one hour might have made up for the entire lifetime they couldn’t have. Her breath tickled him as she nibbled on his ear and whispered.

“That was fabulous, darling. I hope we get to do it again. Did I make it worth it?”

“Any time spent with you is worth it, mistress. Thank you so much. At least now I have a better idea what of I’m missing.”

“Me too.” She kissed him again, then disengaged and climbed off. One more intolerable tease tormented him as she wiggled that cock free of his sleeve. He groaned woefully and Toni giggled a little. “Poor Boy-toy! And to think how I celebrated when we locked you up! You must have heard me screaming across the creek. I’m so sorry again slave. I’d let you come if I could, preferably right up into my baby-maker. I’d have your child in a heartbeat, brave slave.

“And wouldn’t my sisters shriek to hear me admit that!” Toni laughed quietly. “Don’t give me away later, okay baby? The others mustn’t know what I’ve been up to with you. Making love like this whenever we can is our little secret.”

“You have my word, mistress.”

“Good boy.” She picked up the flashlight. “I’ll see you in a few hours for breakfast.”

She might have winked in the dark, or blown him a kiss. Bobby couldn’t tell. In any case she left him there again: tied up in the closet deprived and depraved like never before – and filled now with flabbergasted emotional turmoil.

***

Jeri was sitting in a deep corner of the living room, where she could see out two sides of the house and all the inside. She smiled when Toni emerged and crept back down the hall to join her. Valuing this time alone together more than sleep, she rose and beckoned toward the kitchen with her head. Though they were both barefoot and wearing only chaps and vests (and Toni’s was misbuttoned she noted with amusement), Jeri led the way outside and right onto the dock.

Toni was still flushed and gleaming, like you can only be after a really good fuck. If Bobby wasn’t locked up she might have worried. She wondered a little what intimacies they’d shared, but without any censure or jealousy. She had a future with Toni; Bobby did not. After abetting her little sin, Jeri sensed it was time to talk about that.

“Have a good time?”

Water lapped at the dock’s pilings. Rigging on nearby sailboats jingled in the light breeze while Toni smiled at memories and considered her response.

“I had a great time. I love that guy. If he wasn’t spoken for, I’d like nothing more than for the three of us to ditch the others and settle down somewhere. Fuck being a Devil Dyke.”

“I know what you mean. I’m starting to feel like an imposter. What about Lilli though?”

Suddenly one of the catfish poles Erica had left wedged out overnight wriggled. Clearly it had a fish on it. Along with the stringer of bass and pike still in the water from last night, the girl may have caught them all breakfast this time. They watched the line thrum for a minute before Toni answered.

“I don’t think we’re going to make it. She’ll never change, and I have for good. I don’t hate and want to hurt men any more, or at least not all of them. Some I could even enjoy coupling with. That makes me an apostate to people like her. She won’t want to be with me anymore. And frankly I’d rather be with someone after my own heart anyways.”

“After this…”

“After this we pair up. We take our reward and either leave the gang or establish a more honorable chapter of our own.”

“You read my mind.”

“Amazing what a difference a week can make.”

The kissed in the lovely pre-dawn peace. Jeri was tempted to drop down and do it right on the dock and to hell with any peeping early fishermen. Toni had obviously just somehow had the delight of her life though, so tempting as it was to try and top that she restrained herself. Toni finally broke away.

“I’m supposed to be on watch.”

“You filthy shirker.”

They laughed as light crept into the world. Then Toni read her mind again.

“I think it’s a mistake to keep Bobby cooped up in the truck. Are we still going to stop at Letchworth? That’s a pretty cool canyon. It’s not the Niagara, but hey, it’s on the way.”

“We can stop. Then after dawdling the way we have been, we’ll push on straight across New York as far and fast as we can before camping out rough tonight. It’s best to keep our movements unpredictable.”

“Right.” Toni had noticed that her vest was fucked up and was fixing it. “Anyway, he’s a sitting duck all tied up. We can still shield him with all our care, but let him defend himself like a man if he has to. That’s not the kind of demeaning our little puppy deserves.”

“You’re right,” Jeri returned. “He can ride in the cab. You’ve still got the heavy artillery.”

“Fuckin-a.”

Mist was rising off the lake; swirls marked fish taking insects. They watched while dawn crept closer until the appearance of the day’s first fishermen reminded them they were standing there with their asses and pussies hanging out. It was time to patrol and go back inside. Jeri checked her watch.

“Half an hour until Lilli’s turn.”

“We could take her warm bed.”

“It’s what we’d usually do anyways.”

“I’d feel funny making love there.”

“You just had something really special with Bobby.”

“I really did.”

“Snuggle and sleep then.”

“Sounds divine.”

They headed back up the path.


Chapter Sixteen

The Gorge of Eternal Peril

While Jeri and Toni slept and Naomi and Lilli used the shower (for more than just bathing by the sound), Erica hopped on her bike and ran to the nearest plaza. Before even taking her own shower she’d taken inventory: her four bass, two walleye and even a big sunfish Lilli had caught last night (their slave could have that one) were still strung submerged from the dock, still flapping feebly. To this had been added the big old catfish she’d hoped for. The other line came up empty, the bait picked away. Oh well. In any case they now had the basis for a proper breakfast. They just needed to add a few essentials.

Pancake mix and beer for batter (and drinking) was the first priority. Erica hit a supermarket for these, and grabbed a bag of frozen French fries too. Fish, chips and ale: the old English staples should set them on their way. She grabbed tartar sauce as well and headed back to the cottage.

Now Jeri and Toni were in the shower, and Naomi and Lil out smoking on the dock. It was time to clean the fish. Erica would be damned if she’d do it. She went to the closet and untied the slave, checking her work on his flank and reapplying the bandage. Then she snapped her fingers.

“Into the kitchen, boy. Don’t waste time getting dressed. I’m bringing breakfast in from the dock. If you want some you’d better get busy.”

“Yes ma’am!”

Within an hour they were gorging themselves. Within another they were closed up, loaded up and readying to push on. Unlike the night before, Jeri had gone back to letting their slave haul and pack, seemingly unworried about him being seen. She even looked to be letting him ride openly in the cab of the truck. Clearly security was being relaxed after only one eventless day and night. Still Jeri remained tight-lipped about her plans for after visiting the gorge.

“Everyone stay alert, all right? Maybe they’ve lost us, and maybe the asshole’s even given up after what Lilli did last time. But I’m not taking any chances. Once again, we’re in box formation around the truck. Keep your weapons close to hand and don’t hesitate to repel any attack. Get that boy to Boston safe and we’ll be partying hearty before we even hit the rally.” 

Knuckles were knocked and palms slapped. Toni gave the slave a goose in the ass to hurry him to the truck. Everyone else mounted up. Engines roared and they were on their way.

Erica led up front with Jeri; Lilli and Naomi rode drogue. Close enough to use the cottage often, originally from the area around Buffalo, Erica knew the way better than anyone. Though it increased their travel time, Jeri took an unpredictable route. They burned down ever emptier back roads, avoiding major arteries wherever possible. When the smell of cow shit or the sight of silos and barns got too much, Erica studied her rearview mirror.

What was up with Toni these days? 

She was even more protective of their cargo than Jeri was, and she hadn’t even known him a week. Plus her motives looked far more personal. Though she tortured and raped him as exuberantly as anyone, she flirted with him and doted on him too, treating him as if he was her special pet, or even some kind of boyfriend. Even now she could see them talking animatedly together and laughing a lot in the cab of the truck. What kind of Devil Dyke carried on with one of the contemptible sex that way? It was strange and troubling. But was it any of her business?

Personally, Erica didn’t care. The guy would be gone before long anyway. Nor was she a zealot, determined to root out apostasy for the sake of gang ideals. There would be hundreds of bitches from dozens of different chapters at the rally ahead, most no doubt posturing and trying to show off as the most hard-core. But that way lay intolerance. 

She liked Jeri’s Midwest crew precisely because they were more moderate than usual. She didn’t have to worry about things getting out of hand. If Toni wanted to push the bounds a little in the opposite direction this week, Erica wasn’t going to lead a jihad against her. Still her gaze kept flicking to the cab behind her as they sped monotonously on.

Due to their roundabout approach it took them the better part of three hours to reach the park. There was a ticket gate out front, but no perimeter security, not even a token ranger. Nor was there a line or crowd to negotiate. The beautiful weather had turned cloudy and sticky and attendance was sparse this early afternoon weekday. They paid a small admission free and breezed right in with the other tourists. Eschewing the historic hotel and visitor’s center, Jeri led them further in to a parking lot from which they could take one of the paths along the gorge. 

Erica shut her bike down. At the same she geared up inside, wanting to be ready for whatever might lie ahead.

***

“Here we are!”

Effervescent Toni gleamed at him.

“This place is awesome! Wait ‘til you see it baby. There’s a reason the gang comes this way. It’s not super well-known, so it’s rarely crowded and they don’t have a million rent-a-cops standing around telling you to stop smoking. In fact contrary to what I said about rules, nobody has ever really messed with us. And it really is a wondrous sight.”

“Sounds great.” Bobby unbuckled his seat belt. He was reaching for the door handle when Toni stopped him.

“Wait a minute, baby. I talked Jeri into letting you out to see the sights with us. But we need to take precautions – and continue your training. You need to work on your deportment and disposition while appearing in public.

“I don’t know your owner’s plans for you. Once you reach her mansion she might lock you inside forever, even keep you in some kind of torture chamber far below the ground. That’s why I wanted you to see a little of the world you’ve hidden from all your life before that happens. On the other hand, she may want to parade you around public gatherings or host large parties with you as her show dog, servant or communal slut. You need to get more used to flaunting your subservient status among strangers. You need to continue as you began in the motel office.”

She leaned on him with affectionate familiarity as she reached over and thumbed open the glove box. Inside a pile of coiled chain twinkled like her smile. The light suppleness and elegant configuration of links identified it as the kind of expensive leash favored at competitions, or by upscale ladies taking their pets for a stylish stroll down the boulevard. One end featured a classic chromed snap, the other a loop of the same white leather as his collar. It was clear this had been provided beforehand, probably at the same time as that collar, his chastity sleeve and the rings for his nipples – and who knew what else. 

This at least was all part of Kim’s plan. Bobby still wasn’t sure whether Toni’s proprietary gleam and their mutual love and excitement as she snapped the chain to his collar was.

“I believe I’ll take Mistress Kimberly’s bitch for a walk. Why not? I’ve rather usurped her prerogatives in other ways lately, haven’t I?”

Toni giggled the laugh that had been charming him all morning. She tugged him across to the driver’s side door.

“Come on Boy-toy. Remember: be proud but not ostentatious. Don’t call attention to yourself, but don’t hang your head either. Be humble yet dignified. Be honored to be seen on my leash, delectable specimen of dominant womanhood that I am. And in turn make me proud to be in public possession of you, prouder than I already am. Okay?”

“I will do my best mistress.”

“Good boy. Let’s go.”

She drew him out of the truck and paused to lock up. Though he squirmed with uneasiness (this was the only part of his training he hadn’t taken to eagerly), Bobby bolstered his resolve on Toni’s confidence in him – as well as her amazing favor. Struggling with unfamiliar concerns after last night and this morning, he could still only do as he was told and go with the flow. He followed the tug of Toni’s leash toward the others.

Everyone was off their bikes, rubbing and stretching. Jeri nodded approval as Toni led him up, though Lilli sneered and Naomi predictably jeered.

“Oh isn’t this cute? The doggy’s going for a walk!”

Bobby’s abashment was instinctive. Before he could avert his blushing face though Toni bolstered him again.

“That’s right! I’m going to be envy of every woman here whether she dares admit it or not. Heel, Boy-toy! Let’s go show everyone what a perfect little bitch lives to submit to me.”

There were more snorts at this, but no dispute. When Toni set out across the parking lot, her nose in the air and beatific smile announcing her pride as much as her body’s set and stride, everyone else followed. Right behind her, Bobby tried to match her example as well as her gait. 

While careful to keep slack in the chain, neither did he let it trail on the ground, always keeping a respectful distance between himself and his beloved leash-holder. At the same he concentrated on appearing completely at ease as they began to encounter strangers.

Jeri had moved the gang into a ring around him, which helped. He was shielded from having to witness every reaction to the spectacle they made in this rural corner of New York. Still enough gawping and whispering followed them to keep embarrassment tainting his pride and devotion. Fortunately the sight of so much muscle and leather and that demonic emblem intimidated everyone. A wide berth was granted as they approached their first sight of the gorge.

Actually it wasn’t their first sight. The road followed the river and they’d caught plenty of glimpses on the way here. But this was an open scenic vantage, where they could approach right to the waist-high railing that was all that separated them from the plunge. There they could finally see to the bottom, and up and down the canyon both ways. 

For a while Bobby forgot all about the leash on his neck, the beguiling woman who held it and all the joy and upset she represented. He was staggered, both at the wonder of nature and the fact that apparently not many people cared to see it. Somewhere in the precipitous gulf below he caught movement, a bird, no three of them. His jaw sagged lower as he indentified them.

He was looking down on circling hawks. Big buteos, probably red-tails, these plied the chasm between the walls, where they likely had their nests. Far below, the river churned white and brown, and Bobby blessed Toni for bringing him here. In the truck she’d told him this was known as the Grand Canyon of the East and he could see why. 

Of course the hawks weren’t California condors and this gorge was nowhere near the scale of the Colorado. But at seventeen miles long and five hundred feet deep (according to a nearby plaque) it was easily the most spectacular thing he’d ever seen. Stunned, Bobby spoke without being aware of it. No one censured his presumption.

“What river is this?”

“The Genesee.” It was Erica who spoke, Lilli who followed up.

 “As in the beer?”

“That’s right. This is where it comes from. Though I wouldn’t drink the shit, and not just because it tastes like piss and gives you the runs.”

“Why not?”

“Because the river’s polluted. It joins Lake Ontario at Rochester, right?”

“Okay.”

“So it flows past Kodak on the way, you know, the big film and camera company. The way I hear it, Kodak swore up and down for decades they weren’t dumping chemicals in the river. So then some wise guy shot a bunch of film, took it down past the outflow of the plant, and tried to develop it in water from the river. And of course it worked. That water was so full of emulsion and shit that it actually developed the film.”

They all laughed bitterly.

“Just another American river,” ventured Bobby.

“At least it didn’t catch fire like the Cuyahoga,” Erica finished up.

“Come on,” Toni prompted. “You have to take the path to see the really cool stuff.”

Bobby followed her, his leash suddenly spangling brilliantly as the sun found a gap in the clouds. The others closed around as they moved across the wide viewing terrace. Still more people goggled at the chained slave and his retinue of butch bikers than at the scenery. Bobby was hard-pressed to keep smiling vaguely as if his lot in life were simply wonderful and his minders cherished friends. The fact that both were mostly true helped. Yet humans are very social animals. Pack instinct runs deep. Tribalism remains rampant and nonconformity is rarely encouraged. There seemed an almost genetic urge in Bob to cower or flee from even imagined communal disapproval. He was delighted when Toni began to talk over her shoulder to him, giving him other things to concentrate on – not least her example and appeal.

“There must be a dozen waterfalls in the park. But this one…what’s it called, Erica?”

“Inspiration Falls.”

“It’s like three hundred fifty feet.”

“Sometimes it dries up in the summer,” Erica warned from her place near the back.

Their protective bunching was forced to thin as they joined the path. Running downhill as it followed the gorge, it didn’t always allow them to walk three abreast, and once in a while they were forced to string out single file. Still Toni led the procession, handling the leash with easy joy and chatting vivaciously on, just as she had in the truck. Listening to her stories and observations, responding when appropriate while enjoying her performance as much as the endlessly amazing scenery, Bobby soon fell under the spell of both. Finally he was able to completely dismiss their audience from awareness and respond to her and their surroundings without artifice. 

“Some places it gets really narrow, like only four hundred feet across. You used to be able to go right down to the riverbed and look up. It was so cool to do it super-wasted. Erica, don’t you have some fossils in the bar you found down there?”

“I sure do. They don’t let you do that anymore.”

“Dicks.”

After maybe a mile and hundred incredible sights, they finally came to the scenic lookout Toni was seeking. The burgeoning hardwoods had been cut away from a shale outcrop a dozen yards across. Once again there was dizzying view of the gulf cut into the Devonian stone, the stacked layers of strata telling the tale of millions of years of slow erosion. The reason for this vantage splashed down the stained face opposite: the promised falls, down to a trickle with the season but still a breathtaking spectacle. As they gained this break in the trees the tourists currently there beat a retreat, leaving the outcrop to them. Pulling Bobby to the railing next to her, Toni took up the leash slack in loops before squeezing his arm.

“Awesome: it hasn’t dried up yet!”

She pressed against him. While the others spread out along the rail around them, Bobby had to resist the urge to take Toni’s hand, or put his arm around her. 

The warmth of her body, the rapture of the view and especially all they’d shared recently filled him with silly romantic yearnings. Emotions that had previously been reserved only for his unattainable owner were proving irresistibly compelling in the outlet. Yet was this not a betrayal of that owner? Surely Kim had kept him innocent of such joys for a reason; she required not only his virginity but the absolute entirety of his devotion. 

Even as this certainty took hold of him though, Bobby remained helpless not to respond to Toni like some kind of suitor courting the lover he’d never been allowed to have. And of course she encouraged this, suddenly throwing her arms around him and kissing the side of his head.

“God, I love this place!” she exclaimed, ignoring the theatrical retching of everyone but Jeri. Their leader was looking up the canyon at an old railroad trestle that bridged it a mile or so off. She glanced back at Naomi and pointed.

“Remember when we climbed across that thing?”

“Are you kidding? I didn’t drop acid again for years after that!”

“Then Toni couldn’t get down from the spire for like an hour!”

Everyone laughed, even the butt of the fun.

“Hey, there’s a reason cats get stuck in trees! Going up is exhilarating and fun. Getting back down is a fuck of a lot scarier!”

Toni was indicating a solitary spire of stone that rose up at least a hundred feet from the riverbed below. Near the opposite wall, this phallic upthrust must have been an orogenic injection of igneous rock left standing as the softer sedimentary stuff around it eroded away. 

Bobby could easily see how it could be fun scaling but unnerving to descend from, especially on LSD. One could be killed as quickly as fooling around on that old trestle. He could also see why the park had moved to ban people from partying down there – though how such a ban might be enforced was open to question. They still hadn’t seen a single authority figure.

The Devil Dykes were ignoring him temporarily, hilariously rehashing old times. Bobby took the opportunity to enjoy and worry about the girl clinging to his arm some more. Beyond wondering how Kim would feel about his feelings, he had to consider whether Toni’s might affect his training in some unexpected way. Certainly their growing closeness gave him strength he might not have had. He’d already managed to ignore the reactions of strangers thanks to her, another important step in his development. Being valued and maybe even loved by an attractive woman he’d just met also did wonders for his self-esteem. Riding in the cab with her all morning had been exhilarating. He hadn’t thought once to put some entertainment on his netbook. Her charm and conversation had held him captivated. She teased him, talked to him, drew him out about his life before they met, made sly allusions to their forbidden tryst and openly credited him with changing her life. She even teared up a little at the prospect of losing him so soon.

So much for the hard-bitten, man-hating ex-con lesbian. The question was though, if these changes in Toni were so unexpected, what kind of random element did that introduce to his own meticulously planned transformation? Could it fuck things up somehow, ruin him for his owner?

Struggling with such unknowns even as he wished Toni would throw her arms around him again, Bobby was oblivious to everything else. Still indulging in mirthful reminisces the ladies were distracted as well, all of them strung out on a line along the railing. Despite all their earlier vigilance and sworn intentions, the attack caught everyone completely off-guard.

Suddenly a hard blow struck Bobby in the back. Sky and gorge and trees spun about him as he toppled over the railing. Stunned disbelief refused to accept what was happening; surely he wasn’t now falling hundreds of feet to his death. Only the pain in his neck had any reality.

The gathered loops of chain in Toni’s hand slowed his tumble some as they burned her palm paying out. His collar suddenly choking him, Bobby grabbed at it instinctively. His hands found the chain instead. 

Just in time: suddenly that tether snubbed up short, and only his grip on it kept the collar from breaking his neck like a hang-rope. Choking, his shoulders straining (the agonies of his recent shower suspension returned) Bobby looked up to see the outcrop at least six feet above him. Silhouetted against the clouds, Toni was bent double over the railing. 

Muscles bulging, the white loop still trapped in one fist and the other gripping the chain as desperately as he did, she was in danger of being dragged off the shelf herself. Still she hung on, her normally dark eyes wide and white as gravity tried to finish its job.

“Bobby!” 

Suddenly sound came back into the world. 

It was if Toni’s cry had cured him of deafness. He became aware of shouts, running feet, the distant roar of the river and the ever-present trilling of insects. His pulse throbbed in his head. Congested with blood, his face felt fat and hot. His eyes were starting from their sockets. What was the weakest point of that leash? He could feel himself slowly descending; they were both on their way into the river – though only after a bone-smashing tumble down the canyon wall. He cried out wretchedly, a strangled plea to Goddess Kimberly. Through her agents she answered.

Suddenly Lilli was there, grabbing Toni by the waist. Jeri appeared as well, leaning over to add her hands to the chain that was the only thing preserving him from perdition. Larger muscles bulged now and the chain drew him upward. The connection between loop and leash: that was the most likely to fail. He was choking to death. Black rosettes bloomed, blotting out the rest of his rescue. Still he was aware of his arms’ desperate efforts to ease the stress on his neck. He could hear Lilli screaming for the others to come back and help. He jerked and flopped like a fish on a line, his spine seeming to writhe. Strangely, he felt his penis trying to erect. Then, just when consciousness was on the brink of ceasing, her felt Jeri’s hand close like a clamp on his forearm.

With a prodigious adrenaline-aided heave she yanked him back over the railing. All four of them sprawled on the blessedly hard stone. Jeri and Lilli were cursed ripely. Bobby whooped for breath as Toni clutched him fervently to her. While the other two scrambled back up she hugged him and rocked him, gasping in aftermath herself and kissing his still flaming face as if unable to credit that she hadn’t lost him.

“Everyone okay?” Jeri was panting too.

“I think so.” Lilli was seething. “Where the fuck did those guys go?”

“Chasing the asshole that did it.”

Jeri crouched back down next them.

“Okay, she-bear let him up for air. Let me have a look at your cub there.”

Toni finished her kissing with an urgent wet one on the mouth that reminded Bobby of last night. Then she drew back a little, though she continued to cradle him.

Jeri touched the abrasions on his neck and the underside of his jaw. She spun the collar about his throat and checked the integrity of clasp and snap.

“I wish we could take this off for just a few minutes. Are you all right?”

Bobby’s breathing had already eased. The warmth in his face was more pleasure at their concern than constriction of his jugular. Toni’s embrace was bliss – not heavenly bliss, but bedrock-solid safety and contentment. He never wanted to give it up. And though he knew responding positively was the first step toward doing so, he answered dutifully.

“I’m fine, thanks to you guys. You saved my life again. I’m never going to forget it.”

Though his hoarse voice tried to belie him, the passion in his tone was unmistakable. Jeri smiled her relief and tousled his hair. Toni went back to ardently kissing him. Lilli hawked and spat over the railing.

“I’ve got to leave before I get sick. I’ll go see where the others are, make sure they haven’t killed anybody – at least not publically. Get it together, lovebirds. The honeymoon’s over.”

“No shit!” Jeri growled. As Lilli stalked away she held out a hand to help Toni up. Clearly as reluctant as Bobby to end their contact, she nevertheless accepted it. Still she clung to him, assisting his rise as Jeri pulled them all to their feet. They could hear the next group of tourists coming down the trail and see flashes of color from their clothes. She drew them off the shelf, back into the trees on the opposite side of the path. There she spat like Lilli.

“That was unforgivable indiscipline. We lost our shape and we lost our focus. It if it wasn’t for you, we’d have lost everything. Well done, Toni. We should all line up to eat your pussy.”

“First dibs!” Bobby croaked, and then broke into coughing while Jeri laughed and Toni gave him a swat on the back.

“Seriously, we’ve got to do a fuck of a lot better. We know they haven’t given up now.”

No one argued with that. After a minute Toni voiced the obvious question.

“How the fuck did they find us?”

“Who knows? Maybe they can track our cell phones even when we’re not using them. They sure didn’t follow us.” 

Toni glowered, her relief turning to anger.

“Chickenshit pussies sneaking up from behind! Why don’t they try and take us on face-to-face? God, I want to paint the rocks with one! Those guys better have caught him.”

“Doesn’t look like it.”

Jeri nodded down the trail, where the others were ascending. Disgust and fury were plain on every face. Naomi lagged behind a little, clearly winded from the pursuit and climb. A sullen silence reigned, as though they’d been arguing. Bob wondered if Lilli had upbraided them for running off rather than help. Toni was eyeing the Cleveland returnees with narrowed eyes too. Jeri stepped forward as leader.

“Report!”

Lilli snorted and Erica shrugged.

“Fucker got away. He was too fast for us, wearing sneakers.”

“What’d he look like?”

Erica shrugged again.

“Just an ordinary guy: shorts, t-shirt, brown hair, average size. He sure could move, though. I put him about the same age as your slave.”

“So if you lost him down there, he could still be in the park.”

“You want to try to box him in and catch him?” 

Still puffing, Naomi did not sound eager.

“Fuck no, I want to avoid him. Let’s remember our priorities here, girls. I know it’s Devil Dyke instinct to seek battle and vengeance. But we’ve been hired on as bodyguards here. Let’s guard that body first and look for assholes to waste second.

“We fucked up bad, all of us. If not for Toni it would be all over. We absolutely have to up our game. So, before we head on, who has any idea how this asshole found us?”

“Cell phones.” Toni spoke up darkly. “Who knows what kind of shit they’re capable of? Maybe they can GPS us even if we don’t use them. I’ve heard of shit like that. Unless this fucker has his own satellite or something.”

“All right. We shit-can our phones right now – everyone.”

“I just bought this thing!” Naomi protested. “It was fucking expensive too.”

“We’ll stop at a post office or Fed Ex and you can mail it home. In fact, I’m going to mail mine and Bobby’s to Kim, so her security people can pick ‘em apart and go over them. Those are the two most likely to be compromised.”

Naomi nodded reluctantly. Toni, Erica and Lilli all surrendered their phones with varying degrees of grace. 

“You can add that to the bill you present to your friend,” the latter grumbled.

Jeri dropped them and stomped them. She scooped up the shards and threw them in a trash barrel positioned by the plaque describing the view.

“Inspiration Falls,” she grunted. “It should be called ‘Almost Falls’.”

That brought Monty Python’s Holy Grail to mind for some reason, and Bobby couldn’t help the reference.

“The Gorge of Eternal Peril.”

Toni and Jeri both laughed, leaving the others wondering. 

“And there’s the Bridge of Death.” Jeri pointed at the decrepit trestle. “But where’s the old man from scene twenty-four?”

“What is the airspeed velocity of an un-laden swallow?”

They laughed some more and then dropped it. Hard as it was to believe, there were people who thought standing around quoting Monty Python bits was silly or a waste of time. Lilli was lighting a cigarette with deliberate disinterest.

“All right, Devil Dykes: back in formation and back to our bikes. And this time we’re going to do it right. Keep an eye out for this bastard and stay close. I want to make it tough for even a sniper to get a bead on Bobby until we get him back in the truck.”

“And then?” asked Naomi, lighting a smoke of her own.

“Then we head on east,” Jeri declared. “All the fucking way.”


Chapter Seventeen

Intermission

“What is that, nine to four?”

“That’s right.” Edgar wiped his brow with his terrycloth wristband. According to Forbes, squash was rated the healthiest sport to play. Right now his mind and body were in overdrive. Elated and expectant, he was in inspired form. His opponent, a broker for a firm in the same building, was quick to admit it.

“Wow buddy, stay off the crystal meth. You’re kicking my butt today.”

“Nah, it’s uncut Columbian. Your serve, chump.”

The squishy ball rocketed toward the wall. Edgar threw himself joyously into competitive activity again.

Revenge was his at last! 

One of Kim’s lovers was dead and her intended ‘soul-mate’ soon would be – if he wasn’t already. Ed was just waiting to hear from Jack. Even better, his cunt of a wife couldn’t pin anything on him, even though she knew he was behind it. Whatever she’d said to the cops none had come nosing around. Nor had she and her dyke friends altered their travel plans. She was defying him again and was about to re-learn the price for that. He couldn’t fucking wait! – and smashed the ball off the wall and past his opponent’s racket before he could react.

He ought to hurry up and run this guy off the court. He had a massage scheduled afterwards, a rubdown and a rub-off as they say, and if he timed things right he could whip this joker’s butt, get the good news from Jack and then celebrate by ejaculating in some luscious bitch’s face. After that he could return to New York and business, and just pay to keep an eye out for the next poor schmuck the slut tried to fuck.

After some initial frustration, everything was finishing up beautifully. Game, set and match, you deceitful gold-digging whore! Take that. Edgar used another scything kill shot to likewise finish the rival broker. As they were shaking hands and agreeing to play again soon, he saw Jack passing a window above the court on his way downstairs. Perfect: he still had twenty minutes. He went to meet him in the locker room.

Actually they met just outside where Jack’s noncommittal expression told him nothing. 

The guy had a hell of a poker face: weary and hangdog maybe, but always inscrutable. Edgar led the way to his massage cubicle, savage with expectation of victory.

The girl was already there. Trina, one of his favorites, was wiping down the table.

“I’m a bit early.” Edgar pulled off a wink. “Can we have a minute in here first?”

“Sure, hon.”

Trina left, closing the door. Jack had to draw out the suspense fretting.

“This isn’t secure.”

“It’s good enough to be discrete.”

“Just keep your voice down.”

“So is it good news or bad?”

“I’d call it disappointing, but not disastrous.”

“Goddamn it!” All of Edgar’s triumphant spite twisted itself into balked fury again. The semi-erection he’d been sporting only made itself noticeable as it wilted away. It was all he could do to keep from shouting. “What the fuck happened?”

“Guy got bumped off a ledge and fell into the gorge. It should have finished him.”

“So why the hell didn’t it?”

“According to the spotter, he had some kind of leash on him. The others caught it and pulled him back up somehow. Even that should have broken his neck, but apparently it didn’t. Anyway the pusher got away clean and there were no hassles or casualties.”

“Try and try again.”

“That’s about the size of it.”

“All right. I’ll meet you in my office in ninety minutes.”

“Yes sir.”

“Tell the girl to come in after five.”

Jack left. Edgar began stripping off his clothes, resisting the urge to try destroy everything in the room. By the time he stretched out on the table he felt he had himself under control – though he continued to grind his teeth in frustration. His intended celebration soured, he seethed with such anger that by the time Trina arrived he’d convinced himself that it was all just as well. 

Falling off a cliff was too good for this asshole. That’s why he’d rejected Jack’s recommendation that he just hire a sniper to shoot him. He wanted this cocksucker to suffer. Even more, he wanted Kim to know how he’d suffered. Ideally he still wanted Carlyle abducted and tortured to death, every bit of it filmed so he could send her an anonymous DVD.

“Holy crap, where’d all this tension come from?”

Perfume enveloped him as Trina started right in on his neck and shoulders. “Did you lose your squash game, or maybe a hundred billion dollars?”

She wasn’t expecting a response, and Edgar didn’t provide one. He did react to her efforts by trying to relax though. That’s what he was paying for after all. He reminded himself that he’d gotten the gigolo, and just a couple of hours before Kim had tried to fuck the guy again. 

Ha – try the bedpost, bitch! With this success still fresh he began to recover his confidence. He’d get Carlyle too; it was just a matter of time. Though they’d already made it more than halfway to Boston and were no doubt seriously spooked now too, he and Jack (and their helpful friend on the inside) would figure out some way to snatch the asshole. Then he could put a fitting end to his treacherous wife’s schemes.

“Thatta boy!” Trina purred approval. Her fingers dug in harder and his body slumped gradually into jelly. When this was done with, he’d squirt it out all over her face. 

Edgar Brennan sighed. Even in the most vexing of times, life was still good if you had enough money.

***

It was funny how fast you could get used to the conveniences of modern electronics, and how quickly you came to miss them. There were no such things as smart phones when Toni got sent up. Now the one Jeri had crushed for her carried more computing power than the average 80’s spacecraft. When they needed the address of the nearest Fed Ex, Toni reached automatically for the pocket she’d just emptied. The six of them had made their way uneventfully back to the parking lot, and now it was time to mount up and sally forth.

“Naomi, you’ve still got your phone. Can you find us a Fed Ex out here in East Bumfuck?”

She could, though the place took a bit of getting to. Half an hour went by before they arrived at the office. Jeri stepped up to Toni’s open window.

“Naomi and I are going in. Toni, stay in the truck with Bobby. You others remain on guard. Think we should use that pay phone to call Kim and report?”

“No!” answered Toni and Bobby together.

“It’s only been a day or so,” Bobby offered. “It might not be safe yet.”

“Besides, we don’t want her getting cold feet and trying to abort the mission again.” Toni was unashamed of her motive. “I don’t want to give this Boy-toy up until I absolutely have to.”

“Got to admit I’m not looking forward to telling her how badly we fucked up, and that we almost lost her property altogether.” Jeri glowered with her growl. “All right, we’ll be right out.”

She hulked off, with Naomi jiggling after. Lilli and Erica put their backs to either side of the truck. With no one to sneer and cheapen the moment, Toni reached out and took Bobby’s hand. She pitched her voice not to carry beyond the cab.

“I’m so glad you’re okay, baby. I honestly don’t give a shit about any reward. I’ve been doing this for the adventure, and lately for you. I could never have forgiven myself if I’d lost you like that. I think I’m love with you.”

“I know I’m in love with you,” Bobby averted his eyes. “Far beyond the obligatory goddess-worship. And that scares me, because I doubt that’s part of the plan. I’ve never loved anyone but Kim, never gotten farther than a second date. She didn’t allow it, and after high school and college my confidence was shot. I highly doubt she’d approve now, even though we all know this is temporary. Still, if the strength that loving gives us helps to keep me alive...”

“Like it just did.”

“Perhaps she’ll be understanding. I just know I can’t help myself.”

“Me neither.” Toni grinned, capering and cavorting inside. “So I’m going to make the most of it. It’s not every day that you meet someone that totally changes your life. We’ll worry about broken hearts when we have to. We could die anytime after all. And I for one want to be with someone I love if I do.”

“Well said, ma’am!”

“I want to have vaginal sex with you again too. Tonight. I want to ride our big cock like there’s no tomorrow.”

“You can do whatever you like to me. I would cherish that particularly. But in all honesty, mistress, it would be easier for me to keep my sanity if you did me the other way afterwards. It’s the only thing that even comes close to substituting for orgasm.”

Toni laughed. She touched his face in commiseration.

“You poor guy. I can’t imagine how you stand it. If I don’t come at least five times a day, the day’s wasted. And darling, you know how much I love to fuck your sexy butt! I want to do it to you as a wife or lover too, and not as a cruel bitch dominatrix this time. So we have that to look forward to as well. Whatever gets us through the night, baby.”

That made Toni want to ask him how he’d ever endured that night in Erica’s shower with the drips and the light and their cock in his throat. She wanted to tell him how much it meant to her that he had. But now Jeri and Naomi were coming out, and the moment was over.

“All right,” their leader announced. “I sent them by overnight shipping. Tomorrow we’re due to pick up Syd and Psycho at Schenectady. We can call Kim from there. Maybe she can learn something from them. In any case, after that it’s a straight shot across Massachusetts to Boston. Barring any difficulties, we should be able to do that in just one more day.”

Only two days left! Toni’s heart sank; its breaking was so near! Jeri sympathized, for she reached through the window and squeezed her hand, reminding her of their own union ahead. 

All would not be lost, and a fuck of a lot gained when they reached their destination. A new beginning for all of them waited. Heart lightened despite her sorrow, she gave her mate-to-be a smile of promise and thanks. Jeri pulled on her helmet and Toni started up the truck. Bobby tried to hide a yawn. As bikes roared to life around them, Toni turned her fond look that way.

“Sleepy, baby?”

“It’s been a busy week,” he grinned with winning understatement. 

“Well, I think we should keep you out of sight for a while. And if I have to give you up in just two short days you’re definitely going be up in the middle of the night again. Why don’t you put your head in my lap? You can keep my cunt company and take a nap.”

“For that mistress, I’ll dangle over any canyon you want.”

Toni laughed with delight.

“Are you saying I have a gaping pussy? Put your face in the Gorge of Eternal Joy then boy. Just let me get back on the road first.”

They backed around, turned, bumped out of the lot, turned again and then followed Jeri and Erica out of town. Sweet Bobby offered an apology before accepting her largesse.

“I’m sorry you can’t be out there riding.”

“I’d much rather be in here with you. Lie down now. But put some mellow music on first.”

“The Grateful Dead?”

“Good choice.”

Once the tunes were going Bobby unbuckled his seat belt. He stretched out, somehow affixing the old-fashioned middle belts around his torso. Safety first and skipping it was a fifty dollar ticket in New York! Once secure he curled himself on his side. Oh-so respectfully her love nestled his head into her lap. Toni pulled his ponytail free so she could play with his hair as she drove. Bobby’s sigh of blessedness as she stroked him warmed her all over again. With that they were back on their way to Boston, or wherever fate might take them.

***

Jeri hadn’t been kidding about pushing straight on fast. They headed almost due east, cutting across the southern half of Central New York. 

Clearly they were skirting the Finger Lakes, which was a shame. Spread like the bones of a skeletal hand, these glacial claw marks were much larger (and more beautiful) than Chautauqua. Bobby was going to miss out. Still, they’d done enough sightseeing for today. And he seemed perfectly happy anyway.

Running her fingers idly through his hair (so clean and soft and not short), Toni became aware that he’d already fallen asleep. 

She wasn’t surprised, considering how he’d managed to crash hogtied in the back with their dick up his ass. Grateful – so incredibly grateful – that they were both still alive, she listened to the Dead singing about railroads, prison, frontier justice and other traditional Americana and let her mind wander. But of course it kept coming back to the same place.

What an unbelievable week. She hadn’t even wanted this guy along. She’d only wanted to get to the rally, party hard with her sisters and celebrate their mutual misandry. Now she’d didn’t give a shit if they ever made it to Maine. Her sisters’ global hatred seemed childish now, their crimes completely unjustified. She was ashamed to have partaken in both attitudes and actions she’d outgrown. Being a Devil Dyke had meant everything to her; suddenly it was shit.

It was time to put all that behind her, and finally put what had led to it behind her too. 

Growing up in Chicago, lower middle class Antonia Acosta had been one of the best students in her grade. She’d also loved to read the books and listen to the CDs her absent father had left behind. Mostly guitar virtuosos like Zappa and Santana (another reason to love Bobby was his taste), the collection was also heavy on mind-blowing progressive stuff: Yes, ELP, Jethro Tull and Genesis.

 Similarly the literature was expansive fantasy, along with a lot of cutting counter-cultural humor like Vonnegut, Ken Kesey, Tom Robbins. The wider perspective this gave her (along with her excellent grades) threatened to put her at odds with her peers however, make her inherently suspect, so she compensated by running a little wild, using her vivacity and daring to live out those rebellious ideals while preempting any possible shunning. Unfortunately what ended up happening was far worse than being ostracized. She got a firsthand chance to experience the perversity and injustice of the system those authors so often attacked.

At fourteen she got caught shoplifting, and was sent to juvie. At sixteen it was pot, and back inside. She grew harder with each incarceration, but these busts were her own fault. It was what happened when she was nineteen and free again that warped everything that came after.

She was pulled over for having a taillight out, a failing of which she was unaware. Unfortunately she’d had an ounce of reefer she’d just scored under her seat, the stinkiest premium buds you can imagine. The asshole that pulled her over, Deakins by name, smelled it, searched her and found it. She was arrested again, for possession of a plant, an intoxicant far more benign than alcohol or legal pharmaceuticals. 

Back at the station, she was photographed, fingerprinted, strip-searched – and raped. In fact Deakins and two other pigs took turns raping her. Her accusations went as ignored as her screams, and this time she was sent to the big house. She got five years and her car was seized: apparently it was guilty of possession too. And though she ended up serving only a little more than three of those years, by the time she came out she’d buried the softer parts of herself deep.

She’d become a weightlifter and learned combat skills to start with. No one would ever victimize her again. She’d also found sympathy, acceptance, protection, great sex, love, a treasured identity and allies in striking back with the gang that courted her. Yet since joining the Devil Dykes she’d lived not only in righteous defiance of her oppressors and in joyous revelry of her freedom, but also in blinkered bitterness and occasionally outright evil. She had victimized the innocent and guilty alike; how then was she any different from the late and unlamented Officer Deakins? What she’d suffered because of him was terrible and unjust, but it had been avenged. I’d didn’t give her license to become an oppressor herself. Nor did it have to blight her whole life and put her at permanent war with half of humanity. 

Somehow it had taken Toni most of a decade to grasp this. Thank goodness for Bobby, dropping unexpectedly upon her like an honesty bomb and pushing her to belated self-evaluation. Yet that was last week. Beyond this priceless service, and all the other services he provided and the attractions he held for her, in the last day and a half this man had somehow become more important to her than anyone else ever.

Even before the terror of seeing him dangling by his neck over a quarter-mile plunge, her own weight teetering to follow, she’d recognized this. Making love to him in the closet had been even more magical than in the shower with Jeri. Poor Lilli’s appeal had been forever superseded: she just had too many associations Toni now wished to eschew. It was Bobby she wanted, and Jeri too. In her fantasies she saw them in domestic bliss somewhere, she and Jeri married and Bobby their shared slave, the father of the children she now suddenly wanted to raise. She even began to entertain crazy speculations.

How grateful would this Kim be, when she heard of how she’d saved Bobby’s life at the risk of her own? Would she say “Name your price?” And how would she respond if Toni asked her to share something far more precious than any amount of cash? “Please, ma’am, would you unlock your property and let me fuck him until I conceive? Then I wish to stay at least an occasional part of his life as I raise his kid.” What woman wouldn’t jump at such a proposition?

Toni snorted sardonically against the pain in her breast. Her fingers brushed lightly over Bobby’s collar, and lingered on the warm skin of his neck. She felt light abrasions over a strong slow pulse. Regardless of what happened in Boston, she was going to smother this boy with loving tonight and tomorrow night and every chance she got until the end.

***

The beating his body had taken lately, the chronic shortage of sleep, a reaction to the adrenaline dump of falling off a cliff; the settling of his upset due to their mutual admissions and understanding, that soothing stroking but most of all his divine pillow kept Bobby slumbering wonderfully. His dreams were filled with kisses, a vivacious grin and not a hint of danger. Looks and touches, feelings and experiences he’d always been starved of left no room for threats to his life or brushes with the plunge. He didn’t wake up until the truck left the track and bounced from gravel onto grass. Before his head got another bump against the steering wheel he carefully extricated it, fumbled free the belt twisted around him and sat up.

Dusk was approaching. Bobby’s belly grumbled; he hadn’t eaten since this morning. They were now driving across a shaggy but surprisingly even open field. A half mile to one side sat what looked like a boarded-up elementary school. Soot fans above blank windows and doors indicated a fire sometime in the past. Weeds and even little bushes and saplings encroached on an old playground. They were traversing a similarly overgrown soccer pitch. Beyond a central drainage swale sat another, beyond that a wall of scrubby second growth forest was sending out pseudopods. Clearly Jeri meant to camp in the middle of the second rectangle, where the ground was still flat and smooth and they would have a clear line of sight all around. Toni greeted his rise with the same grin that had enlivened his dreams.

“Sleep well?”

“Beautifully, thank you so much.”

“My pleasure, pretty. Here,” she handed him the rubber band from his ponytail. “Fix your hair before the others get the right idea about us.”

Bobby used his comb and the rearview mirror. Toni grinned approval.

“There’s my prizewinning pet. Though I think you look cuter as a poodle. Good boy.” 

They dipped through the swale and continued about two-thirds of the way across the second field before pulling up beside Jeri and Erica. The vehicles stopped, motors died and Toni handed him the keys. Retrieving the shotgun from under the seat, she issued unnecessary orders.

“Set up the tents before it gets dark, then jog over to those trees and gather firewood.”

“Yes ma’am!”

Enlivened by his love and rest, Bobby moved like a dervish. He unloaded packs, inspected the ground, and set the tents up back-to-back for maximum security. Using a collapsible army spade from the truck, he cut turves for a latrine and fire-pit and then used the edge to mine fuel from the bordering scrub forest. Observing that this was too dense for anyone to quietly sneak through, he hurried back and got a fire going.

With Venus rising behind them the gathered goddesses crowded around, wreathed in smoke and speaking of insignificant things. Fireflies wove streaks of gold through the gloaming.

Sometime while he’d slept they’d stopped at a roadside stand and picked up a dozen ears of corn. Bobby went to the cartons of staples and added butter, salt, and more of those family-size cans of stew. He looked in the cooler he’d bought back in Indiana. Though the ice was mostly melted, the half-case of beer left over from breakfast was still superbly chilled. He drained some of the water, sneaking a drink as a man. Then he closed the lightened cooler, piled everything on top, grabbed a bottle of Jack (the other staple) and lugged everything over to the fire. As soon as it burned down some he could start dinner. In the meantime he did the prep work: peeling back the cornhusks, rubbing the ears with butter and closing them back up to roast in the coals. He dumped the stew in the kettle and everything was ready to go.

The ladies had taken their seats and were passing the Jack and a joint. Toni had removed her boots; her bare feet beckoned. As Bobby knelt and went to rubbing, Naomi at last turned the talk to the situation at hand.

“Where the hell are we?”

Jeri shrugged.

“Southern Central New York State. Somewhere between Elmira and Binghamton.”

“So what’s the plan?”

“Same as it was this afternoon.” 

“No, I mean are we partying hard here? Are we going to have another torture orgy?”

“Let’s wait,” Toni proposed right away. “Tomorrow we’ll have a house and relative safety, not to mention some extra toys and participants. Let’s not let our guard down again.”

“Toni’s right.” Jeri took a sparing swig. “This bottle and the beer with dinner, and that’s it. Two hour watches all night. Let the slut heal up before the pre-delivery gangbang tomorrow.”

Bobby dipped his head and began cleaning. No more was said. Though Lilli and Naomi showed growing hostility toward them both, Toni continued to openly favor him throughout the evening. She split one of their precious beers with him, pouring from her own into his empty dish. She even let him use his hands to eat one of those delicious ears of corn. After he’d cleaned up she was going to grant him more worshipful foot service while they kicked back and finished the bottle, only Erica and Jeri both wanted a turn now too. So Bobby worked his way around the circle until the alcohol was gone. Finally Jeri patted his head approvingly.

“Okay, it’s almost eleven o’clock. Naomi, you’re on first this time. Tuck into the darkness between the tents facing the road and keep an eye out. Wake Erica at one. Then the three of us in the big tent will take over: first me, then Toni and finally Lilli if necessary. Toni, you bed down with both Bobby and the shotgun. And don’t bother with the usual bondage. Just keep him on that lucky leash. Whatever happens, keep him safe.”

The party broke up with visits to the latrine and finished cigarettes. Naomi made a nest as advised and the rest returned to their respective tents.

Without a word, Lilli took her bedding separately to the very rear of the tent, where she rolled up facing away from the others. It occurred to Bobby to worry how she might feel about him ‘stealing her girl’, but the sublimity of the prospects at hand left him little room for anything but amazed euphoria. Jeri and Toni combined their bedding as usual, leaving room for him in the middle. With Jeri by the tent flap they stretched out parallel to Lilli at the back. Though clothes were left on in case of attack, Bobby still found himself snuggled down between deities. Goddess Toni even entwined herself with him, leashing him up close and kissing him repeated ardent goodnight before falling asleep in his arms. 

Jeri’s warm bulk pressed protectively against his other side. Bobby marveled at the heaven he found himself in, and ached for the one his current divinity had planned for them. He knew he was going to be suffering madness of a soul-rending sort – all while adding risk to his safety and training. Still the lure of loving congress with such a special intimate was irresistible. Salving his conscience with the memory of their agreement in the truck, Bobby reveled in blessedness and the promise of more as the others slumbered around him.

After his glorious afternoon nap he wasn’t about to sleep through even better bliss like this. Or so he thought. But four hours is a long time. Gradually paradise modulated through further realms of the fantastic. He dozed, and dream imagery began to invade his awareness. Imagined kisses took on texture; sometimes it was Kim and sometimes Toni delivering them. Still he registered every twitch and murmur from the live body wrapped about him. This was too precious a novelty to waste. 

A deliriously enjoyable interlude that stretched like warm temporal taffy ensued. 

Suspense was suspended in this nirvana; tactile, emotional, and even spiritual pleasure was all. Nevertheless when the tent flaps finally parted and Erica hissed Jeri awake Bobby’s arms tightened involuntarily. Toni stirred eagerly in response. It was time.


Chapter Eighteen

Looking Ahead

She waited until Erica left. She waited until Jeri did. She waited until she heard Erica settle into the adjacent tent. She even waited until she was sure Lilli hadn’t been disturbed. Then she could wait no more.

Toni gave her bedmate another simply scrumptious kiss and untangled herself. 

Stealthily she sat up, the leash still looped over her left hand. Her right went unerringly to the shotgun. Obediently silent and motionless, Bobby waited until she gave the chain a twitch. Then he too sat up. Carefully they crawled from their bedding, over Jeri’s and outside. Standing up, they looked around.

The moon was only an argent grin. The stars sparkled in celebratory splendor, but otherwise the night was three-a.m. black and quiet. Even the omnipresent insects seemed muted. Taking Bobby’s hand with the one that held the leash, Toni drew him silently over to the truck. 

Reaching into the open back, she pulled out the ratty old sleeping bag they’d traded for Bobby’s tent. Both her black strap-on and their special shared cock were already rolled up inside. She pushed the bundle into his arms.

“Come on,” she whispered. “I squared it with Jeri. We’ve got four whole hours this time.”

Just saying that got her heart swelling and her motor revving. Relishing the way his hand trembled with anticipation in hers, Toni led Bobby over to the decrepit playground, where they were blocked from the sight of Jeri and the mouth of the other tent. Circling the slide and swings and jungle gym, she pulled him over to the splintery old seesaw on the far side. 

Pushing on the raised end of this, Toni found that it was rusted in place, giving them a narrow, firm, static incline to play on. Looking around one last time, she set the shotgun near to hand and unclipped the leash from Bobby’s collar.

“I know Jeri said to leave this on,” she husked. “But no restraints today, baby. We’re going to do it as equals, okay? We’re just two people who love each other and want to share that love. Don’t you dare even call me ma’am.”

“Thank you, beautiful.” 

“Double that and spread it over the board. Then get naked for me.”

By the time she had her own clothes off, everything was ready. 

Intuiting what she wanted, her lover was already lying on that padded incline, his legs spread and feet resting in the grass. Starlight glimmered on that cursed steel sleeve, and picked out the white bandage on his torso. 

Toni didn’t like that reminder either. But it was better than seeing the label underneath. She moved to where her spoken-for mate waited so docilely for her. Though she’d meant what she said about them being equals here, the knowledge of the inherent power she still held over him as a sexual being was as thrilling as the illicit spice of their love. She fondled what Jeri called his ‘clit’, and found it pulsing and swollen.

“I know this drives you crazy darling, but I just have to. I’ve watched it too many times. Do you mind?”

“Anything for you, beautiful.”

Straddling the bottom of the board, Toni went down on him. Wishing fervently that she had the whole erection to enjoy, she kissed and tongued and lovingly suckled that little plum. But this time she wet two fingers first, and slid them up inside him. 

It must have taken her twenty minutes to milk him completely. Yet not a second of that was wasted, nor a single drop. Another unforgivable apostasy by Devil Dyke ideals, Toni reveled in rebellion almost as much as she savored that long-missed deliciousness. Lovely Bobby squirmed and groaned throughout, writhing under her ministrations as though he was being tortured and loving it. That made it even more priceless.

After that he yearned to return the favor. So Toni moved up to use his face as a fulcrum. 

Oh, he’d gotten so good at this in only a week! Jerking helplessly as she came into him at the end, she felt her need to scream her ecstasy to the heavens might burst her racing heart. 

How could she possibly continue to contain it? And was this perhaps the barest suggestion of the desperation Bobby lived in around the clock? If so she pitied him and valued him and was more in awe of his commitment than ever. 

Still she would use him as voraciously as her love and appetites demanded. He worshipped her and wanted her to and that was the most wonderful thing about him.

Toni climbed off and picked up the cock that would forever connect them. She brushed off a bit of grass and dirt, then proved that they really were equals here by sucking it clean before sliding it through his lips to let him do likewise. 

Gazing humbly up at her, his eyes were as round and open and unguarded as his gullet. She thrust in and out until she’d lubed up a lather. Then she pulled it free and kissed his dribbling lips. He made a little sound of trapped distress when she wedged that cock firmly onto his sleeve, making sure it wouldn’t shift or worse come off. But there was no stopping her now. Selfish and inconsiderate or not, she had to ride this guy!

“Do it!” obliging Bobby urged her, and she leaped astride him. Mounted, it again took all her survival instinct to keep from screaming her consummation to the stars. 

The hard, narrow board provided the perfect perch and optimal amount of purchase; the exact angle for exquisitely deep penetration. Pain and pleasure shuddered out together from the point of her impalement. Yet even in the ague that wracked her Toni wanted more. Having known that she would have to, she grabbed Bobby’s hands and placed them on her breasts. Then while he kneaded her as if sanctified she flung herself into fucking him.

Everything was so much better than the last time. And she’d thought that the acme! The frozen seesaw might have been an ergonomically designed device for maximizing the mechanics of this position. In place of the musty closet and ghostly glow of the flash they were out in the open air, in a gorgeous summer night under the twinkling gems of heaven. And instead of passively submitting to her attack her beloved was finally joining in. From clinging almost desperately to her breasts his hands leaped at their latitude to explore. They cupped and caressed and slid wonderingly over bunching muscles and flexing curves to finally grip her hips and butt and assist her frenetic rhythm. The two of them moved in almost psychic syncopation then as Toni drove to once again make this a night to make up for all the thousands fate denied them.

Bobby gasped and grimaced. He groaned as he lifted his hips to her. He panted and worked his arms as tirelessly as he’d ever labored around kitchen or camp. He whimpered and even wept a little at the unfathomable travail of remaining an impotent virgin throughout the most insanely passionate sex. Yet thanks to the cruelty or wisdom of that emasculating sleeve, he also couldn’t suddenly fail her before she’d had her fill of him. She was free ride this lovely buck to as many wild climaxes as it took for her need to be satisfied.

Or so it should have been. Unfortunately at the height of only number three (not counting the one he’d sucked her to that is), with keening leaking through her gritted teeth and love and euphoria soaring piggyback on genetically encoded ecstasy, Toni felt their connection faltering. 

Bobby wasn’t failing her, physics was. By the time she’d wrenched through her last tremor the rubber lost its grip. She could only collapse kissing him as their cock slipped off, out of her body and away in the dark.

“Oh God! Oh Jesus!”

Toni caught herself calling on the Christian Lord and quit. Jesus had never done shit for her but inspire hypocritical demagogues to take away her freedoms. She opted to call on someone far more deserving of her adulation.

“Oh Bobby, that was so fantastic! Are you sure you don’t want to run away to Mexico with me? We’ll make getting a pair of bolt cutters our first stop.”

This bit of treachery was also out of her mouth before she could call it back. She kissed his nose to make it a joke. Then she settled against him with a sigh, squashing him cheek-to-cheek while they recuperated. Before her heart could start to grieve in the aftermath of such transcendence, Toni began to squirm her tits against his. They still had a good three hours yet, and she hadn’t forgotten his request.

“You want me to do you the other way now, don’t you baby? You want hot mama to pound how much she loves you unmistakably in.”

Bobby’s moan was eloquent and answer enough.

“Just let me rest a bit darling. You’ve got me doing all the work here.”

He kissed her neck in agreement and they subsided. Still his hands ran reverently over her butt and hips and especially the small of her back. Resting, petting that sexy long hair, another heresy occurred to Toni, and she realized that she needn’t do all the work after all. Bobby could seek his fulfillment at his own pace, at least for a while. She just had to let him get on top.

What was one more cardinal sin, when in her heart of hearts she’d already quit the church – or gang, as it might be? Toni was suddenly eager all over again. As soon as she had her breath back, she rose up enough to let Bobby nuzzle and suckle her breasts. And as soon as her thighs stopped quivering and her pussy dripping, she climbed off him altogether.

Her strap-on lover watched her strap on with an expression that always tickled and titillated her – and made her want to hammer him until he shrieked. When she turned to him girded and he went to spread himself though she stopped him with real regret.

“No baby. Jeri reiterated the rules for me; made me promise. No missionary or face-to-face. Mistress Kimberly wants some things kept for herself – we already know that, don’t we? And it’s time for you to put a little effort in. So get up and let me lay there.”

They switched places while an owl hooted nearby. Crickets trilled, but civilization seemed struck dumb. Toni beckoned her best guy forward, lust brimming again already. 

“Lube me up baby. I forgot to bring anything.”

Bobby went down on her as eagerly as ever. Only now he delighted her with his initiative, taking their equality at her word. He slid two fingers into her. These were longer than her own, easily reaching and pressing on her g-spot as he bobbed. 

Toni only choked off half her cry, and almost slithered down the incline. Now it was she who was moaning under welcome torture, and if she hadn’t just come so hard she might have done so again. At last she managed to push him back.

“No, this is your turn, baby. Turn around and ease down onto me now. A Devil Dyke is letting you get on top. Let’s see if the earth cracks open and the heavens rain fire and brimstone.”

Bobby hesitated – not out fear of infernal consequences, or even the concerns of propriety that so obsessed some of her sisters. Though honored to assume a supposedly dominant position, they were acting as equals here. Toni could tell his uncertainty came from the notion of powering his own fucking.

It was one thing to lie or hang helplessly tied up and have shameful things done to you. It was quite another to freely initiate them. Toni waggled big black, glistening in the starlight.

“Come on, baby. Ride me. Show me how much you love my cock. Then we’ll spread the bag on the grass and I’ll make love to you properly.”

Bobby turned around, hiding his blushing face and presenting that sexy butt. He backed over her and lowered himself. Still Toni made him do all the work of aligning her and fitting that big prick in. Moaning helplessly, he worked his way down on it until he was sitting on her lap. Only then did she place her hands on his hips and pull him back against her. Taking his weight so she could fondle the nipples she’d pierced herself, she nibbled on his ear.

“Do you like me so far inside you, darling?”

“I love it, Toni.”

“Then show me. Sit back up and bounce up and down. Ride me, baby. Fuck yourself.”

Bobby’s hesitation was done. He lurched upright and immediately began pogoing, moaning deliriously as he discovered the penetration benefits of this position for himself.

“There you go baby. It’s not Lilli’s big thing or Naomi’s monster, but it will do, yes?”

“It’s absolutely divine. It’s yours, and that makes it more rewarding than anything else.”

“Then let’s get it on, baby!”

Bobby responded not with words but actions, accelerating his mad self-skewering. While Jeri kept watch and the others slept unknowingly on he rode her with unabashed urgency at last. 

Silhouetted by the stars he bobbed frantically atop her, panting and grunting as she assisted his rhythm just as he had for her. For what must have been twenty minutes they delighted in this novelty. Finally Toni needed to be in the driver’s seat though, and she knew Bobby preferred it that way too. She caught him by the ponytail and pulled him back against her again, giggling at the way he groaned as her big prick gouged him.

“Are you ready for some old-fashioned romantic sex then, baby? Do you want mama to put you down and pound you into the ground?”

“Please Toni, I want that so bad!”

“Get up then, darling. Let’s get more comfortable.”

Bobby beat the grasses flat and Toni spread the sleeping bag. They met on their knees in the middle, where they kissed and groped for a timeless interval. Then Toni turned him around. Bobby went eagerly down, lying spread-eagled on his belly.

Toni took her sweet time mounting him. Once she had him pegged she stretched out atop him. Sliding her hands under his arms to grip his shoulders, she lovingly tongued his ear until he shivered. Her body lifted as he arching his rear up to her in pleading.

“Here we go, baby. I love you.”

Toni fucked him with long, slow, adoring strokes. They moaned in mutual bliss and fulfillment. Bodies melded together from top to toe they reveled in every nuance of sensation that their connection provided. Gradually their pace increased, as did the rewards both physical and emotional. Wallowing in these as always they worked their way through several escalating frenzies. Toni repeatedly pounded him until she came, rested her way through more sedate thrusting and then pounded him again. As gloriously fulfilling as this was however, love has even more sublime pleasures than sex. By almost telepathic consent they left time for these too.

Finally Toni pulled out for good. Whimpering and exhausted, hopefully compensated somewhat for all the frustration he’d endured for her, Bobby rolled laboriously over. Giggling despite her own panting weariness, her last orgasm still reverberating through her, Toni fell into his arms. As the sweat began to cool they wrapped the open bag around themselves and cuddled. 

Toni helped herself to an endless succession of smooches. Dawn was not far off. Together they watched the stars fade without speaking. Every time the sadness threatened, Toni kissed him again and forced it away.

She could cry all she wanted in just a few days, hopefully in Jeri’s understanding arms. She hadn’t cried since prison, but that was another outlet stupidly closed off by her life in the gang. Defiantly she looked forward to the release. For the time being though she had all she wanted in the world: Bobby in her arms and some quiet time to love him in.

***

Jeri was smoking and watching for the first limb of the sun when Lilli emerged half an hour early to relieve her. The occasional half-stifled cries and the distant slapping of flesh had finally ceased, but Toni and Bobby hadn’t returned yet. Wary of the possibility of strife, Jeri stayed seated, merely shooting her a smoke as she joined her. Lilli lit it up.

“Where are the lovebirds at?”

“Over by the playground, doing what lovebirds do.”

Lilli shook her head, coughed as she often did in the mornings and spat.

“Doesn’t that worry you?”

“She’s got the shotgun. It’s been quiet all night.”

“You know what I mean.”

“No, it doesn’t worry me. He’s locked up. It’s not against the rules she laid down, so Kim can’t blame me if she doesn’t like it. The guy’s been deprived all his life, and might be forever after. I’m going to let them play like lovebirds all they want.” Jeri didn’t add that maybe Toni had been deprived of something a long time too. She merely finished. “What harm can it do?”

“You mean besides tearing our chapter apart?”

Lilli had never been dumb. Jeri sighed.

“That’s not his fault. Or hers or mine. Relationships, even people are like chemical reactions. Elements or compounds come into contact. Sometimes nothing happens. Sometimes one or both are transformed, often in unpredictable ways. That’s life.”

“I suppose it is.” Lilli hawked and spat again. “I can still add him and this Kim to the list of people I hate for ruining everything though. You guys are quitting after this aren’t you?”

“Me and Toni?”

“Yeah. The two of you…” Her tone emphasized the implications.

“I’m sorry, Lil. We don’t feel right about hurting guys that don’t have it coming anymore. And you’re not ready to give that up.”

“They all have it coming. Every fucking one of them.”

“I understand how you see it. So…”

“So that’s it. No hard feelings. Maybe I can take over as leader when you’re gone.”

“I really am sorry about Toni.”

“That’s all right. I’m glad you understand her, because suddenly I sure as fuck don’t.”

They fell silent, smoking. Jeri thought to try to explain and realized she already had. Lilli would either get it one day or not. As long as she was being adult about the situation it was all right, and she continued to indicate that.

“Don’t worry about me. You’re still the leader and I gave you my word. Once we get rid of your little pet and meet up with the rest of the chapter at the rally we can discuss dissolution or succession. Until then it’s business as usual.”

“Good enough.”

The sun came up in gold and red. As they watched, they heard Toni and Bobby approach the other side, stop at the truck and slip back into the tent.

“Go on,” Lilli growled. “I got it. I’ll get everyone up at nine.”

Jeri touched her knee, thanking Lilli for many things. Then stiff from sitting so long she levered herself up, circled the tent and ducked back inside.

The lovebirds were already cuddling up again. As Jeri joined them, Toni whispered across Bobby’s sappy incredulity at the sleeping arrangements.

“Is Lilli okay?”

“She’s not happy. But nor is she vengeful. She doesn’t understand and I don’t think she wants to. But she’s not going to cause any trouble.”

Toni nodded in relief, trying to stay somber as the three of them nestled together. She too noticed Bobby’s expression though and couldn’t help but giggle.

“From hogtied outside or hanging in the shower, this is a bit of an improvement isn’t it baby? Someone should chuck you off a cliff every day!”

Jeri wanted to be stern but had to laugh too.

“We’ll get back to some proper training when we get to Schenectady, boy. Now let’s try to grab a two-hour nap. You guys are making me baggy-eyed.”

Ignoring their thanks for abetting their love, Jeri pulled one of Bobby’s arms free and then around her so she could pillow her head on the shoulder opposite Toni. Each of them threw a leg over one of Bobby’s; fingers met and linked. Within minutes the long watch claimed them all.

***

Though he’d been up until nearly three, Jack Giambra was out of bed again shortly after seven. Today should see the end of this business, and maybe tonight he could get some sleep.

He put the coffee on, and shambled blearily to the bathroom. 

The first blast of the shower brought clarity.

The call had come while he sat up looking at porn on his computer. Old enough to remember scrounging in dumpsters as a kid for a castoff Penthouse, he was continuously amazed at the availability of every imaginable fetish on-line. Got a thing for grannies and grizzlies? Interested in inserting lobsters in odd places? All you needed was a search bar. Still when the Carlyle phone rang at last Jack killed the entire program rather than just pause the video he was watching. He snatched up the phone and thumbed it on.

“Talk to me.”

“What do you think I’m doing?”

“What’s going on?”

“Jeri made us give up our phones. I still have this one, but if they find it on me…”

“Just leave the GPS on, and we’ll finish it tomorrow. What’s the plan?”

“We’re going to Schenectady to pick up two more.”

“Names?”

“Sydney Neale and Psyche Oates.”

“Address?”

She gave it to him.

“All right. Stay cool. You’re going to be rich.”

The phone went dead and he’d thumbed it off.

This time there would be no screw-ups. He already had his own guys in place; he’d dispatched them immediately after his meeting with Ed. He just had to give them final instructions. Under the hot blast of the shower, Jack debated what those should be.

Ed wanted the guy snatched and brought to him personally now. Jack considered that a stupid accumulation of unnecessary risks. These bitches were armed. They were capable of putting up a fierce resistance. The last thing they needed was a public shootout with multiple bodies and forensic evidence splattered everywhere. It would be so much simpler to just whack the guy from a distance. Listening to Ed go on about pulling fingernails and cutting off each digit and appendage half an inch at a time had actually made him wonder if the boss was getting unhinged a bit by recent failures. At last he sighed and shut off the water.

He’d try it Ed’s way one last time. If that didn’t work, he’d just have the guy gut-shot and say to hell with it. In the meantime, after he’d called his operatives he’d start looking into these two in Schenectady, just in case. That was today’s job.

Jack sighed again, toweled off and went to get his coffee.


Chapter Nineteen

The Third Attack

Rumpled and effluent, wearing the same clothes they’d started yesterday in, the Devil Dykes smoked as Bobby broke camp. 

Though Toni remained buoyant and Jeri was all equanimity, the others were irritable and grumbling. Jeri hadn’t wanted to rebuild the fire and everyone was jonesing for caffeine. She also refused to break out the weed: there would be no buzzed distraction while they remained in danger. Bobby heard the exasperation in her voice as he fitted the turves back over their latrine.

“Look, we’re stopping for gas first thing anyway. We need to fuel up for the stretch run. Even the emergency jugs in the back of the truck are empty. 

“You ever see a gas station that didn’t sell coffee, soda and junk food too? Twenty minutes and you can be swimming in caffeine and sugar. A few hours after that and we’ll be partying with Sydney and Psycho. So suck it up, bitches. Two more days and it’s on to Maine.”

Bobby tucked the little shovel back in the truck and they were ready to go. Toni gave him a private gleam and Lilli a venomous look. Erica and Naomi remained sullen. Jeri clapped her hands decisively.

“All right, Devil Dykes, mount up. Lilli and I are in front this time. Let’s go get some gas. Remember, Syd and Psycho have a complete garage, so any little repairs or fine-tuning can wait until we get there. Fuck men!”

“Fuck men!” the others replied. Bobby had heard this a dozen times before – it seemed to be a kind of war cry, or maybe it was the gang’s general declaration of purpose. In any case Toni winked at him this time as she gave it. And as they climbed into the cab and motors revved all around she reached over and gave him a goose.

“Yes, let’s fuck men, shall we? They have such lovely bodies! Or at least this one does. Damn, I wish I could unlock your cock! Come on, lover-boy. If we’re not going to ditch the others, let’s make some miles toward the time I can at least hammer your ass again. Plug that computer in and get us some tunes cranking.”

Once that was accomplished, Toni had him scoot right over. Unconcerned what the others might say (Erica and Naomi were now blocked by the camper anyway) she squeezed him tightly against her. Like a smitten teenager she even kept a hand hugging his thigh whenever she didn’t need it for driving. Feeling a bit fluttery, Bobby waited out the first mile before trying to talk.

“Thank you for last night. That was fabulous.”

“It certainly was. And don’t thank me. That was my most sublime pleasure. I’ll remember it forever.”

“I wish we could do it again tonight.”

“Tonight you’ve got seven Devil Dykes with a garage and power tools to contend with. You might not be quite fit for private loving after that kind of torture-orgy.”

“As long as you’re a part of that, I’ll be in heaven again.”

“You can bet the farm on that, baby. Just because I love you doesn’t mean I’m going to give up cruelly dominating you.”

“I’d never have it any other way.”

“Good doggy.”

She gave him a grin and a squeeze of the thigh. His penis shrieked for release. But there was nothing either of them could do about that.

They fell comfortably silent, until Toni began to sing quietly to the music. She had a nice voice; Bobby enjoyed her accompaniment. They hadn’t been back on the state two-lane long however before the ideal pit stop appeared up ahead. Jeri was already signaling. 

A classic crossroads waited: two long straight routes meeting in the middle of nowhere. Yet even here well between towns with no houses around there was a gleaming gas station and convenience store holding fort. One of those ubiquitous chain outlets, it boasted at least a couple dozen gas pumps; these were lined up in a double row of concrete service islands out front. 

Even better, business was light. The only car at the pumps pulled out as they turned in, and the attached lot held less than half a dozen other vehicles. Most of them probably belonged to employees. All the pumps were self-serve, and Toni followed Jeri and Lil pulling past the first island to flank the second, leaving room for the others behind them. As the racket of four bikes died, Toni took the keys from the ignition and pulled Bobby out the driver’s side door. There she pressed the keys into his hand.

“While I fill the tank, I need you to open up the back and dig out those big gasoline jugs.”

“Sure thing.”

“Just stay close to the truck.”

“Close to you I can do.”

Bobby opened the tailgate and camper. Unfortunately he’d packed the truck before learning they needed fuel. He had to unload half the shit to reach the emergency gas cans. With all but his feet inside, he heard the metallic clanking of the pump nozzle and the gurgling whoosh of rushing fluid. He heard Naomi taking coffee orders on her way in to pay; Erica was filling their bikes. At last he got hold of the cans and backed out of the truck.

A van had pulled up to the pumps next to them. Unlike the industrial-looking one back at the motel, this was a flamboyantly painted recreational model: all swirling clouds and stars and doe-eyed unicorns capering over a twilight ocean. Nevertheless Bobby was hardly surprised when the same fucking thing happened. The side door slid open and a bunch of thugs leaped out.

This time there were three of them, and they hadn’t bothered with the stockings. They carried saps and tasers and barreled straight for him.

Bobby threw the gas cans (actually a pair of heavy-duty plastic five-gallon jugs) at them and tried to run back around the truck. Unfortunately Toni was already coming the other way.

Clearly she’d seen the van as a threat even as it was pulling in. Running to his protection even as he ran for her safety, they slammed straight into each other at the corner of the camper. It was like some kind of black comedy shtick. Boxes and backpacks were scattered as they sprawled to the tarmac.

Before they could recover, the thugs were upon them. Before any blows could be struck though, Jeri and Lilli landed too. Like Toni they must have recognized the danger as soon as the van appeared. Blows were struck high and low as Bobby scrabbled to get out from under. He wanted to crawl under the truck, but Toni was pulling him back toward the pumps.

Someone connected above him. One of the attackers suddenly collapsed, taking Toni down under him. Bobby saw the guy was about his own age, and what they would have called a ‘rock’ in high school. He was gagging and clutching his throat: obviously out of action from a blow to the larynx. Toni’s grip was broken as she squirmed out from under, and after a moment of paralysis Bobby resumed trying to squirrel away beneath the truck. Then he heard Lilli and worse Toni cry out and he couldn’t help himself. He stopped and looked back.

Now Lilli had fallen, jittering out of control from a taser jolt. In the process she once again knocked Toni flat, whose shriek was as much outraged disbelief as pain. Jeri and the third guy tumbled away, grappling. That was all Bobby had time to register. 

Suddenly a fiery agony ripped up his trailing leg. Just like Lilli he found himself convulsing spastically in place, flopping like a fish out of water. 

Erica’s little shock-wand was exposed as the toy that it was. Helpless to resist, Bobby felt himself dragged out from under the truck and across the rough concrete. As Toni fought to extricate herself and Jeri climbed up from a second incapacitated thug, as Erica arrived way too late to make a difference and Naomi abandoned her coffee to rush back out of the store, he was dragged by the feet twitching and jerking on his face right over and up into the waiting van.

“Go! Go!”

“What about them?”

“They’re out of it, forget ‘em, we got what we came for!”

The door slid and slammed shut. The van peeled out. Face down on the dirty carpet, rocking with the movement of the vehicle and still unable to make his thrumming muscles obey him, Bobby felt his hands and feet bound with those plastic ties riot police use. Tape was plastered over his mouth and a cloth bag smelling strongly of coffee was pulled down over his stinging, brush-burned face. As the van rocketed away from the gas station toward his surely gruesome end, Bobby found nothing arousing at all about being in bondage.

***

Rage, terror, desperation and frustration flamed through her veins as the van roared off. Ignoring her long-time lover groaning at her feet, and the shouts of Naomi and Erica, Toni leaped into the back of the truck.

The timing of the attack was close to fatal! 

All of their vehicles were either next to empty or still gassing up – all but this one. And thanks to Bobby moving everything out just now, it was accessible. Feverishly she yanked the tie-downs free and shoved her bike out the back of the truck.

Jeri was waiting with Naomi while Erica helped Lilli out of the way. The bike hit the ground and bounced. Toni yanked her keys from the camper and jumped on even as Jeri stuffed that little Walther into the outside pocket of her vest. “Safety’s off!” she yelled. The engine caught immediately and Toni tore off after the rapidly dwindling van.

There was no considering the odds or the advisability of this. She had no way of knowing if the bastards had support or sanctuary near, if she was flying headlong into a deadly ambush. All she knew was that they had Bobby and they were getting away.

The fuck they were! Behind her the others were surely following. Toni had the fastest bike though, the lightest body. The van had gone from a dwindling speck to a spot that was slowly growing rather than receding. 

Savagery was welling up within her, the need for vengeance displacing her fury at her own clumsiness. Maybe in fifty years they could laugh about running smack into each other. Right now the memory mocked her intolerably. To lose Bobby like that was unthinkable – just like what she intended to do his kidnappers when she caught up to them. And if she didn’t, she was going to make hunting down this ex-husband and going absolutely medieval on him her number one priority. Let them put her back in the slam; give her a lethal injection even. Nothing was going to stop Toni from pulling his guts out through his asshole and strangling him with them. 

The clouds that had moved in this morning parted. Sunlight gleamed gaily on the incongruously painted van; she was definitely getting closer. It was slowed more by the occasional car they had to pass than she was and it took the road’s few curves less easily. Perhaps they hadn’t expected pursuit, or for her bike to be so powerful. Perhaps they considered their larger vehicle safe from her.

Whatever it was, she was going to teach the bastards better. She just hoped they wouldn’t kill Bobby rather than lose him, or that they didn’t crash the van in a panic. Unbidden images began to assail Toni in her desperation then, fears and memories tormenting her. 

She saw the van hitting another car head-on and exploding. She saw Bobby weeping and grimacing as she made love to him but never faltering in his eager participation. She saw his assailants cutting his throat and throwing his body from the fleeing vehicle, his neck jetting red as he bounced across the pavement. 

She also saw him bouncing ecstatically on her lap, all inhibitions banished as he took his turn for pleasure with her. She saw his captors scorning and laughing at his helpless terror; she remembered cuddling in the breaking dawn, never feeling happier and more cherished in her entire warped life. Blinking away the tears that wanted to weaken her, Toni saw that she’d closed to within a quarter mile of her quarry.

She patted her pocket to make sure she still had the gun – the one Naomi hadn’t wanted them to bring. Right now she didn’t care if it was the gun Hitler had used to kill himself, or if it implicated her in every gangland killing since Jimmy Hoffa. It was her only way of stopping the van. She certainly wasn’t going to bump it off the road with a motorcycle. Before she could get close enough to start shooting at the tires though, the assholes began shooting at her.

***

The second Toni was gone, Jeri whirled toward the others. Lilli was sitting up now: okay but still out of the game. She knew where the spare ignition key to the truck was though, in a magnetic box under the bumper.

“Everyone mount up!” she barked. “Lilli, stay here and pay the bill, clean up the scene and come after us when you can. If those guys aren’t dead, don’t kill them. We don’t need the pigs after us too.” With that Jeri ran for her own bike, stopping at the truck just long enough to grab the shotgun.

Bobby’s netbook was still cranking tunes, some Elton John album from the seventies full of love songs. Heartened by the reminder that Toni was even more motivated than she was and wouldn’t fail her, Jeri saw that the automatic cutoff had stopped feeding gas to her bike – the tank was full. She yanked the nozzle out and dropped it. She spun the cap back on the tank and jammed the shotgun among the saddlebags where she could grab it in a hurry. Mounting up, she started the engine and wheeled around.

Erica was firing up too, the butt of her personal now jutting from a hip pocket. The two attackers remained where they’d fallen and Lilli had regained her feet. But Naomi was still fucking around trying to start her bike. Fuck it; she could catch up too. With Erica right behind her Jeri opened the throttle and followed Toni.

Both she and the van were out of sight. Jeri just had to hope they didn’t turn off somewhere. Working her way up through the gears as quickly as possible, she at last had the spare time to berate herself. 

Even though they’d been prepared and alert, and recognized and responded to the danger immediately, they’d failed again. Bad luck had fucked them up. But they should have kept Bobby in the goddamn truck! 

She’d seen them both get out and said nothing, trusting in them both and her own proximity. And while no one was at fault in their response (except maybe the Cleveland crew, who seemed a bit reticent in defense), she shouldn’t have allowed the vulnerability to arise in the first place. She was leader, and the fault for this latest fiasco was again ultimately hers.

Now Erica was pacing her. A glance at her mirror showed Naomi a hundred yards behind. She’d actually paused to put on her helmet.

Jeri ground her teeth as she got everything out of the big motor possible. This made twice those guys were nowhere around when it really counted. It was a slap in the face to all their sisters and to her personally as leader that they were not at their best this trip. Their timing and decision-making were proving unimaginably costly. If they didn’t get Bobby back – and even if they did – she was going to want some answers out of them.

For now though everything was still on the line. She had to place her trust in Toni, which remained extremely easy. Nevertheless she rode with as much rage and dread as hope and intent.

***

Whoever was doing the shooting was using a handgun. Bullets skipped off the pavement once in a while, but there was no evidence any were coming anywhere near her. Without an automatic weapon or stable firing platform (preferably both) shooting from one moving vehicle at another was a lot harder than pop culture suggested. Toni didn’t bother trying to weave or otherwise make a hard target of herself other than to scrunch down and lower her profile. Speed was her friend here, and she wasn’t going to slight it for anything.

Soon she would be in range for some shooting of her own. Unfortunately she only had nine rounds, eight in the clip and one in the pipe. If she couldn’t halt them with that, there was nothing she could do but chase them indefinitely.

A lull in the pistol reports indicated the shooter was reloading. Likely alone in there with Bobby and the driver, this was the piece of filth that had tasered Lilli, tasered Bobby and snatched him away from her. She could kill him a hundred times and not consider the score settled. Taking advantage of his distraction, she opened it up to the limit and pulled closer, working her way out to the driver’s side where he’d have to open the side door to shoot at her. Perhaps she could get close enough first to take out the rear tire… 

So far they’d blown through a few intersections without stopping. Even though the route they were on was little used for through-traffic, this wasn’t somewhere in Nevada or even Iowa. There were eventually towns and houses and people traveling between them. It was amazing that they hadn’t hit anyone yet, or attracted the notice of any local cops, or inspired some civic-minded townie to call them on his cell phone.

Much as she reflexively despised all police, Toni would have welcomed their appearance, unlicensed gun on her and everything. Right now she welcomed whatever help it took to get Bobby back safe. And suddenly this looked promising…

The next intersection was busy; it actually had a traffic light. Two cars waited at a red in front of them while a whole string surged past. Three more waited similarly on the other side of the busier artery. Still the van showed no sign of slowing, not even bothering with its horn.

Luckily the stentorian roar of the bike was as effective as a siren. As the van swerved into the oncoming lane to pass the stopped traffic (and Toni closed in pell-mell) cars waiting on both sides of the light edged wide or stood on their brakes. As they careened around and shot into the cross traffic tires shrieked, horns blared and the van aimed for a gap between a little red Nissan pickup zipping by and the boxy sedan following. 

Instinctively Toni gauged the vectors. She saw it was going to be close; didn’t think they’d make it unscathed. She picked her own insertion into the intersection, swinging wide of the van in case it got clipped. That saved her and Bobby too. The sedan indeed clipped the rear corner of the van, adding the shattering of glass, the crumpling of metal and the concussion of impact to the cacophony of horns, tires and brakes.

The sedan screeched and shuddered to a stop. The rear of the van flirted around; it would have creamed her or she’d have run into it if she’d followed it in. And though it wasn’t disabled, continuing through the intersection and swerving back into the proper lane, its momentum was deflected. It lost speed even as Toni was gunning full-throttle through her own gap, her bike’s maneuverability advantage allowing her to draw even at last.

With nothing but open road ahead now, Toni drove with one hand and pulled out the pistol with the other. She fired three times at the rear wheel. Each time she missed from a distance of less than six feet. Before she could curse or fire again, the side door slid open a crack.

She heard the report and saw the muzzle flash. She felt the hot passage of the bullet graze her bare deltoid and had to resist the instant urge to empty the gun at that crack. Instead she dropped back a bit. She made a much larger target than a tire up close, and she couldn’t risk firing where she might hit Bobby. Staying just off the side of the rear bumper where the shooter had a poorer angle and yet the driver couldn’t slow suddenly and wreck her, she fired three more times, praying she wouldn’t hit the gas tank even with a ricochet.

Toni wasn’t worried about instant incineration. That was more cheap movie crap. Shooting into a gas tank from up close might make it explode, but only under the right conditions. More likely she’d just put a hole in it, which would certainly help stop them eventually. Still the van would then be a bomb trailing a fuse everywhere it went, and the next little crack-up might indeed end in immolation. 

Again all three shots were without effect. Soon she would have to put the gun away again to handle the bike – and risk dropping it when she did. Better to take this chance while she could.

A panel truck blew by too close for comfort, the turbulence of its passage almost spilling her. After that the oncoming lane was empty again. Her arm on the bike quivering with strain (this was her weaker one) she swung out wide and gunned the gas again. Risking the fire that came immediately from the open door, she pumped her last three shots at the front tire this time.

Just as she fired the last bullet a cramp struck her driving arm, forcing her to drop the empty gun and grab the handlebars. What had been lost and found was now lost again. Yet it had served its purpose. 

The front tire had blown with a bang that drowned out the sound of her last shot. As shredded rubber flapped, the van swerved erratically toward her. Toni had the bike under full control again though. She swung all the way onto the opposite shoulder as the van shuddered and slowed and wove up the road. She stayed there while a couple of cars roared past, horns blaring. Then she dropped back again as the van, still slowing and seemingly out of control altogether, careened across the road and into a ditch.

Immediately someone jumped out and began running away up the road. It was the fucking shooter – and zapper and kidnapper. She could still see the gun in his hand. 

Devil Dyke Toni from ten days ago would have revved the engine again and run him down, risking a bullet to the head for the pleasure of painting the pavement with his guts and brains. If anyone deserved it, it was this asshole. This new Toni had other priorities though.

Bobby could be bleeding to death right now, needing immediate first aid. The driver was still in the van. Indeed she had no idea how many enemies were still in there. Her assumptions had been wrong before. Any one of them could be murdering him at this very moment. And even if he was perfectly fine, she’d take having her arms around him instantly over any number of murders no matter how richly deserved.

Toni gunned the motor once more, racing up to the canted, hopefully abandoned van. The passenger-side door had been left open. Letting the bike fall and stall, she jumped through this, not thinking to pull out her razor, not wondering if a nine-millimeter slug was about to explode her braincase. The question of Bobby’s condition was so compulsory that she barely noticed the driver beyond the fact that he was dead and an obese slob. Over the passenger seat and between those front buckets, Toni couldn’t have clambered more urgently into the tilted back if she had feared a fuel tank explosion.

Shell casings and cigarette butts littered the floor and collected in the lowest corner. An oil can ashtray had spilled and rolled with everything else. And there, twisted awkwardly against the partially opened side door, was her bound and hooded baby. Blood stained the bag over his head.

“Bobby!”

He responded to her shriek by writhing and bleating, and reality went gray around the edges. Relief and love almost too poignant to endure nearly swept her away from everything. At the last second she bit her lip hard, and colors and sound and urgency came back into the world. 

Stumbling forward, now pulling her razor out even as she fell on his back, Toni opened this with a practiced flick. She sliced the tie on his wrists (his hands were already purple, the bastards) then the one on his ankles, which he was bending helpfully back toward her.

Bobby yanked the bag off his head and twisted around to her, revealing a lump on his brow, a scraped forehead and orbital and a duct tape gag. She ripped this off him, taking a good number of beard whiskers with it, but that was probably a treat for her beloved little masochist. Certainly his face showed only adoration as he gasped at the freer air.

“Toni! How did I know it was you chasing us? Holy shit, thank you so much!”

Toni couldn’t talk; the world was receding again, crowded out by feelings too potent for it to permit. She just grabbed him as he grabbed for her. This time their collision was entirely intentional. They clung so tightly they were squeezing the breath from each other.

Toni could have spent the next ten years or so just so – especially considering that she still had to give him up tomorrow or the day after. A knife of grief cut into her swooning love and relief; her eyes burned and she barked out a tortured sob. Before another million could follow, she hauled him to his feet.

“Come on baby, we’ve got to get you out of here. The pigs will probably show up anytime to blame and arrest us for this.”

That reminded Toni of the driver. She looked closer at him as she pulled Bobby past and back out the door.

Fat as a fucking pig he was, wedged in behind the steering wheel. The floor up here was littered with fast food wrappers and even the stub of a giant cigar, still soggy at one end and smoldering at the other. The porcine face gaped in a rictus and the eyes bulged with surprise, as if no one had ever told the fat fuck that obesity, smoking, greasy food and too much excitement might be bad for the old ticker.

Alert for the sound of sirens as they climbed from the van, Toni heard instead the distant buzz of motorcycles being pushed to their limits. The others were almost here. Looking around, she saw that no gaggle of rubberneckers had arrived to gawk yet, and passing cars continued to speed blithely by.

Perhaps the ratio of good Samaritans varied with one’s proximity to New York City. Back in the Midwest they’d already be fending off invitations to the local church’s potluck supper. Still unwilling to release Bobby’s hand until she had to, Toni hurried to her fallen bike.

“Help me get this up baby.”

By the time they had it upright and had climbed aboard (Bobby wonderfully warm and solid against her back with his arms tight about her) Jeri and Erica were pulling up with Naomi a ways behind. Toni fired up the bike, wheeled around and shouted into Jeri’s beaming relief.

“Where’s Lilli?”

“Coming with the truck!”

“Go back for her or wait?”

“Let’s get the fuck out of here!”

Toni heard that.

“Hang on baby!”

Just as Naomi arrived they turned and roared back the way they came. Only Naomi had a helmet on; it would be typical for the pigs to show up now and bust them all for unsafe operation of a motor vehicle. The sooner they linked up with the truck, got legal and into the next county, the better off they’d be.


Chapter Twenty

Deliberations

Lilli had just passed an intersection featuring a car with a crumpled fender. To one side stood a typically irate asshole male jabbering madly into his phone. Glass had crunched under the wheels of the truck as she went by. She expected this was a sign the chase had been nearing its end here – this was about how far she judged Toni would have needed to catch up to them.

Like Jeri, she had little doubt Toni would reclaim her pet – or get them both killed trying. She was the least surprised woman alive when she heard and then saw the four bikes returning her way. Naturally Boy-toy was safe and sound with his arms around his valiant rescuer. How revoltingly touching.

Contemptuous as she was of both of them, Lilli was glad. Personal interests aside, it was good to see the asshole males lose. Despite possible complications with the police, she ardently hoped Toni had killed the motherfucker that tasered her. It had taken all of her restraint not to finish off the other fuckheads left behind.

She and the bikes were approaching a T-junction from opposite sides. The road joining theirs had been recently resealed, suggesting that perhaps it actually went somewhere and wouldn’t just turn them in a circle or bottle them in. Jeri signaled to take it, and Lilli fell in behind the bikes when they did. No doubt their leader wanted to get out of the immediate area before pausing to rebuke them all for another close call. Soon they were tearing along at ten above the speed limit.

Now she had to look at the lovebirds scooting along in front of her. Lilli still couldn’t believe Toni had suddenly grown a conscience and fallen in love with their ridiculous cargo. They’d been as intimate as sisters and spouses for the better of a decade, and now after a week she was like a complete stranger. That was quite the chemical reaction.

That Jeri understood, shared and validated that reaction was even more confounding. That neither of them fit in the gang anymore was obvious and keenly regrettable. She was losing her lover and her next best friend over this sissy. That hurt worse than having to take a taser for him in the process. What the fuck was his appeal? What was it about him that could make her sisters willing to destroy the great life they all had over their mere temporary possession of him?

Okay, so he was handy around the camp. So what? They could find some young girl enamored by their glamour to keep, some pretty little slut who could serve just as well as their trail slave. Hell, they had members already who would gladly take on the role under the right pressure. This fucker offered nothing unique. And while torturing him was certainly diverting, his willingness and value ultimately ruined everything. 

Torturing and raping a hated male was pointless if he actually enjoyed it. And doing it without castrating and killing him at the end was like sex without an orgasm. Until this week Toni had seemed to agree. How many times had they gloried in it, and fucked like they were possessed by demons afterward? Now it was as though she’d suddenly got religion – or lost it, the fucking apostate.

Some of the chapters she’d seen would kill her for that. Some of the gangs waiting up there in Maine took a dim view of members that fell in love with men and tried to leave the life. It was a tribal, almost cultish culture. Jeri and Toni might be advised to stay in Boston.

Toni was a jilting sister-traitor. And Jeri wasn’t fit to lead anymore. Yet Lilli had given her word. And there were serious rewards in the offing. She had no complaints about having to risk her life and fight. Still she seethed thinking about the way it went down this time.

She saw the van right away. The idiot sissy was safe in the back of the truck, so of course he jumped out right in front of it. Then instead of fighting to buy time he turned like a coward and ran smack into Toni, fucking everything up. Erica and Naomi were off somewhere with their heads up their ass, and she and Jeri were outnumbered.

Lilli fought to kill. Aiming to crush the larynx and asphyxiate, she took one guy down with a shot to the throat. Unwilling to use her gun for some reason, Jeri still disarmed and neutralized another guy. That left the one Toni should have been dealing with, who got her with the taser and then got away with the pathetic prize.

The humiliation of being beaten even by superior numbers and weaponry was made worse by her subsequent weakness. Her body refused to respond to her will, and instead of sallying forth for revenge she was left to cripple around and clean up the mess.

The risk of being arrested aside, this required her to deal with people in ways that went severely against the grain. First instead of murdering her foes she had to check their condition.

The one she’d taken down was whooping and crawling feebly away. She hadn’t connected hard enough to kill him. Still he wouldn’t be speaking, eating, or breathing easily for a few days. The other guy was out cold. Jeri had hammered his head against the pavement nearly hard enough to crack his skull. He’d have a nice concussion when he came to. 

Satisfied that neither was dead or a threat, she pocketed a dropped taser. Then she had to go inside, play nice with the gawking locals, pay the fucking bill and take the tenor of the town.

Her function almost entirely back, she grabbed their emergency cash stash from the glove-box and strode into the station at fast casual. Everyone backed away but the guy at the counter, who was probably expecting to be robbed. Lilli, who would have loved to oblige him, forced herself to smile instead. She lifted the fat roll of bills.

“What’s the charge, sir?”

“Um…” He jerked his attention to his register and named the number. As Lilli peeled notes free one of the other guys, probably what passed for a manager, had to ask.

“Wow, lady, what the hell happened out there?”

“Some assholes jumped us and stole something from us. I have to pay up, load up and get after them with the others.”

“Fuck me! You want us to call the cops?”

“I’d actually much rather not. I haven’t got time for cops. This is life and death right now.”

“Speaking of life and death, how about those guys? They dead out there?”

“No, just moderately fucked up. If they don’t make it off on their own, or their gutless buddies don’t pick them up, you could call the ambulance after I’m gone. They’re just a couple of hired goons with hard heads.” Lilli added an extra fifty. “Sorry for the ruckus. Now I really got to go. Keep the change and thanks for understanding.”

“You want some help loading up that truck?” This guy looked about sixty but still hale, the only non-employee in the place. “I mean if it’s life and death and all…”

Accepting help from men was more repugnant than having to smile at them. Lilli was forced to both. Two other guys helped out as well, which saved her a ton of time and labor loading her bike and all their other crap. Her thanks were inwardly grudging yet genuine and she was back off quicker than she could have ever expected.

At the time she’d only been relieved to avoid the pigs. But now that she’d rejoined the others and everybody was safely in one piece, her anger had returned. 

She couldn’t hate the slave any more than she already did, so she moved beyond his blunders to curse the Cleveland crew. 

Between Naomi waddling off to get her precious coffee and reducing their numbers when she should have waited until they were finished refueling, and Erica taking forever to join the fight despite being right at the next service island, the two of them seemed rather less than completely committed to their cause. After they’d run out on them while Toni was going over a cliff with their meal ticket, this made twice in a row. 

Lilli was tempted to call them out, give them each an ass-kicking. Clearly it was time for a little authority and discipline. That was Jeri’s job of course. But lately unfit as she was, their fearless leader would be reluctant to ‘weaken them with dissention’ or some such crap. Grinding her teeth as she watched Boy-toy resting his head lovingly on Toni’s shoulder, she rattled along in the old truck for a good ten miles before Jeri finally pulled off into a graveled lot in front of a decaying old barn. Lilli shut down. She jumped out of the truck, eager for conflict.

***

Jeri maneuvered over by Toni and Bobby as they parked. She pitched her voice low.

“Still got the gun?”

“I had to drop it, sorry.”

“Oh well, easy come, easy go. At least it was lost in a good cause. Super work hon – you saved our bacon yet again.” She gave her a kiss like they’d exchanged in the shower or out on the dock with the mist rising all around. That was all she had time for unfortunately. The others were gathering around. Jeri turned grimly on the Cleveland crew.

“You guys fucked up again. I might have erred and let Bobby out of the truck, but even so we should have been able to handle it. Naomi, you didn’t need caffeine so bad you couldn’t stand guard five minutes first. You were the only one of us who wasn’t occupied. Is this an amateur organization or what? Besides risking everything and making Toni save the day again, you could have got us all killed.”

Naomi glowered at being upbraided by her former initiate, but didn’t respond. Jeri turned to Erica.

“What the fuck happened to you?”

“I didn’t see it coming alright? I was filling up the bike and watching the gauges. I didn’t notice a thing until the fighting started. Then I had to run around bikes and pumps and that asshole rolling on the ground to get there. By then it was over.”

Lilli hawked and spat contemptuously. “If I was leader, I’d kick both your asses.”

This was a breach of protocol, but an understandable one if Lilli meant to succeed her. Jeri limited herself to a quelling glance. Then Toni spoke in a low, deadly tone that caught at everyone. She had the most reason to be aggrieved. 

“I want to know how they keep fucking finding us.”

Only silence replied. Everyone gave the impression of thinking hard. Erica was the first to come up with something.

“Maybe they snuck a transponder onto one of your vehicles before you even set out. Even before they bombed his apartment maybe. We should check everything thoroughly tonight at the garage. Outside a GPS trace, that’s all I can think of.”

“That makes sense to me,” Jeri sighed. “I can’t believe we didn’t think of that the first time. We may have shit-canned our phones for nothing. And we would have needed them if that van had turned off somewhere and we got separated.”

Toni and Lilli didn’t look convinced. But no one offered another theory. Jeri turned to Lilli.

“Report: are the pigs after us?”

“Unknown. The townies were obliging. They didn’t call while I was there and even helped me load the bike. They were sympathetic to me and not the assholes. Still they may have called nine-one-one the minute I left. I paid cash and added a fat tip though. So even if that didn’t win them over, they don’t have any names or bank information.”

“Well done. I knew we could count on you.” Jeri nodded and swiveled.

“Your turn, Toni. What happened back there? Any bodies to worry about?”

“Just one. But I didn’t kill him. It looked like the driver had a heart attack when I shot out the front tire. He was a disgustingly fat pig.”

“I heard it,” Bobby confirmed. “I heard him making weird noises and the other guy asking him what the fuck was wrong before we went into the ditch.”

“So what about this other guy?” Lilli interjected. “Please don’t tell me you let him get away after he fucking tasered me.”

“I had to,” Toni returned calmly. “Bobby might have been dying. And Jeri’s right: every body on the slab complicates our job. I don’t want to end up back in prison just when I’m going straight. He was running away when I got there, so I let him go to check on Bobby.”

Lilli said nothing, though rage seemed to radiate from her. Erica and Naomi looked confounded, possibly by Toni’s declaration that she was going straight. Jeri backed her up.

“You did right. With Bobby safe and hopefully no cops on our ass, one thug running away means almost nothing strategically. Excellently done. From now on the slave stays in the truck or on the leash at all times though.”

“Agreed.”

“All right.” Jeri reached into her saddlebag for a road atlas. “Let’s find out where the fuck we are and plot a new route to Syd and Psycho.”

That didn’t take long, though again Lilli regretted ditching her phone if it hadn’t been necessary. They ought to pick up some cheap simple new ones. Even those had internet. With Toni and her leashed pet going back in the truck with the shotgun, Lilli agreed to take Toni’s bike rather than unload her own and load everything up again. They mounted up and headed out.

***

Jack hung up the phone. He’d gotten the good news before the bad at least. Now he just had to decide how to lay it all out for Ed.

There were all kinds of complications involved. He had to manage the boss’ irrationality over the bad news and make sure he didn’t decide to do anything particularly stupid. He had to convince him to finally let him try it his way, even though his good news suggested possibilities Ed would surely consider irresistibly superior.

He’d just heard from the remainder of the latest failed attack. Despite his dismay (and worse, realization of his own mistakes), Jack Giambra felt a professional respect growing for his adversaries. Three times he’d been bested – or at least his proxies had. And though this time they’d actually had the target in their grasp (and could have killed the fucker anytime), one of the bitches came after them and heroically snatched him back.

That’s where he’d been at fault. He shouldn’t have trusted to just one team. He should have had backup available. He’d expected casualties, maybe even a gunfight, though he’d told his guys to avoid shooting anyone if possible. Why didn’t he at least have cleaners waiting to mop up? Now he had two guys in the hospital waiting questioning and another guy dead of a heart attack of all fucking things. Shots had been fired. The van had been in a hit-and-run before crashing and all that was enough to interest the cops even without the corpse.

The van had been stolen, so no worries there. The driver could only be connected to him through very deep digging indeed, and the guys in the hospital knew better than to open their mouths. For some reason the gang seemed as keen to avoid police involvement as he was, so all indications were that the cops would file their reports, get nowhere and go back to racking up traffic tickets and busting blacks for pot. Got to keep the money coming in and those private prisons filled. So all was not lost by any means. They still had plenty of opportunity to take a couple more cracks at it.

Still it should be fucking over already. Beyond not having backup handy, Jack once again should have given more specific orders. 

For the first failing he had an excuse. Stuck in Boston, he’d had to rush guys across the whole state. Sending them up from Manhattan would have even slower and he wasn’t giving orders like this over any phone. Finding and sending an additional team would not have been easy. For the second mistake he had no excuses though. He simply hadn’t considered the possibility of a recapture; hadn’t taken his enemies seriously enough.

 Without being ordered to kill the target rather than give him up, the survivor of the assault hadn’t done so. This had undoubtedly saved him to make his dismaying report and Jack could hardly blame the guy. On foot against motorcycles, he’d have been easy prey if the gang had chosen to come after him. And once they’d caught him they’d surely have done extremely nasty things to him. These stories of rape, torture, enslavement, castration, forced bestiality and such were not only well-documented but had just recently been confirmed. 

Jack himself would have run like his pants were on fire and his ass was catching. Fuck Edgar Brennan’s sick obsession. And he’d have shot himself dead before letting those infernal bitches get their hands on him. Still he should have told the guy to waste Carlyle rather than give him up. He might have been dumb or crazy enough to do it. 

So much for the bad news. The good news was that he was about to have two more agents on the inside. And these new informants were bearers of more interesting news. They had suggestions of their own, an idea Ed would absolutely love. Jack had told them to work on it. But once again this was introducing complications and random factors he didn’t like.

Jack drummed his fingers on his desk. At last he admitted that he didn’t like this ‘Psycho’s’ idea for reasons beyond the simply operational. 

He honestly had no personal emotional stake in this at all. Kim Strauss could make a public fuck of herself at every homeless shelter in the city as far as he was concerned. Ed’s obsession with her struck him as infantile. The difference between ungodly wealth and even more ungodly wealth was ultimately trivial. 

So he lost a house and about forty million more. He was still in his twenties on the fast track to becoming a billionaire. And the woman might be stunningly hot, but open your Internet browser, fella. The world was full of stunningly hot women eager to rip their clothes off for money. As for Carlyle, he’d never done Jack or Edgar or as far as he could tell anyone else any dirt in his entire life. 

The guy was the dictionary definition of innocuous. Jack could kill him for money; business was business after all. But sociopathic or not, there were some things he wouldn’t wish on his worst enemy. They shouldn’t happen to a dog, pardon the little joke. The more he dealt with these crazy dykes, the more male solidarity he felt.

Besides, there was that growing professional respect too. It had been a long time since any adversary had impressed him. It was the dykes that kept thwarting him of course, but sissy or not this guy was doing his part. He deserved better. It would be so much cleaner, not to mention easier, to just shoot him and have done with it. Then he could take his windfall and retire. Let Ed find someone else to chase around after his ex-wife’s lovers. Hell, maybe he could hire these sadistic bitches to do it. 

At last Jack decided to keep the new infiltrators’ plan to himself for a while. He could use this latest failure to convince Ed to finally let him just shoot the guy, even if he had to risk doing it himself. There would still be time for placating Ed with the gruesome option if that failed too.

Marshalling his arguments, bracing for more screaming and destruction of furniture, Jack heaved himself up and went to make his report.

***

As soon as they were back in the truck and on the road again, with Lilli and Naomi behind them this time, Toni gave him a tug on the leash. Bobby would have followed that into hell for her by now – if she didn’t have heaven in mind instead.

“I want you back in my lap, baby. Even if you aren’t sleepy. I want you hidden, and my pussy needs the reassurance. But put that playlist back on first. It was just getting really good.”

Once Bobby had Elton hammering his piano again, he turned to the seat. The shotgun was between them.

“What should I do about this?”

“Make sure the safety’s on and cradle it in your arms. Come up shooting if I tell you to.”

“You got it.”

This time Bobby didn’t bother with the belts. Instead of lying fetally facing forward he took to his other side. Facing the seatback he clutched the gun and bent his legs up as though begging to be hogtied. When he placed his head in Goddess Toni’s lap, he was able to look right up into her face. When she unbuttoned her vest oblivious of passing traffic, he could ogle her boobs and tattoo and kiss her hard flat belly too. She pulled his ponytail out again so she could pet him and right away began that soothing stroking of her fingers through his hair. 

Bobby murmured worshipful bliss and she cupped his cheek in acknowledgement a moment before resuming her petting. Neither spoke of the recent crisis, though they understood they would. For the moment it was paradisiacal simply to be safe and alone together again, and able to share loving touches.

Less than an hour ago he’d had a stinking bag over his head. Now Bobby filled his lungs with the heavenly scent of his rescuer. 

There was both old and new sweat there; leather, dirt, cordite and both fresh and burned gasoline. Perversely alluring and reassuring as he found this almost macho mélange though, it was merely a piquancy over Toni’s own unique bouquet. That pheromonic musk spoke of healthy young flesh and fertile mature woman (among other things) and had been recognizably precious to him ever since she’d straddled his head to restrain him for his inaugural whipping. 

Trusting their intimacy to excuse him, Bobby poked tongue into belly button. Eagerly seeking to add taste to smell, he reveled in the melded dimensions of his senses. Now he was getting salt and steel too; a little stud pierced her. She giggled; he knew she was ticklish.

“Is that the only hole you can reach, baby? You better quit it unless you want to end up in the ditch again.”

This could have led Bobby to think about all the times he’d eaten his mistress out, or how he’d lapped at her like a hound before delving deep inside. She was the first bitch ever to offer him her anus. He might have remembered soul-kissing in the closet too, feeling like the luckiest teenager in the movie theater. Instead in a kind of mental rewind he flashed back to yes, going into the damn ditch. Maybe that had been her intention in bringing it up.

Bobby heard the bang as the tire blew just in front of him. He felt again the erratic movement of the stricken vehicle. He remembered shaking and bouncing and sliding from elation to terror. He remembered earlier things. 

The concussion of the pistol inside the tin can of the van was relentlessly bludgeoning. Disoriented, he recalled rolling and kicking blindly at the shooter, trying to disrupt his aim until he was clubbed with the gun and stunned. He heard again the pursuing motorcycle growling ever louder. The particularly angry rasp of its motor was as identifiable as Toni’s odor. Further back he remembered her grip slipping from his as bodies toppled atop them. He even thought of running smack into her like the most blundering idiot ever, getting himself captured by his error. 

Tears of chagrin, love and relief seeped from him. Something inside strived and twisted almost orogenically. Still Bobby remained okay until the current track ended. Then he heard the opening notes of the next one. This was one of his all-time favorites, and would henceforth be indescribably enriched for him. Synchronicity skewered him with “Someone Saved My Life Tonight” and before he could help himself he was crying. 

The entire insane nine or ten days, his two horribly close calls and all the emotional extremes and confusions of love he’d been feeling overwhelmed him. He wept with pain and grief and relief; with worship and gratitude and fears for far more than just his already freely ceded life. Ashamed but unable to help himself, he cried like he hadn’t since grade school, when a certain classmate had continuously victimized him.

But there was no need for shame. That message came through silently but clear. 

Goddess Toni cradled and petted him, singing softly along with the unbearably poignant song. She comforted him through its entire seven or so minutes. Then by the random magic of shuffle play (or synchronicity again) came the boisterously combative “Saturday Night’s All Right for Fighting”. Raucous British pub songs do not usually conduce to sentiment. At last he managed to regain control. Releasing the shotgun a moment, Bobby wiped his eyes. That heavenly petting paused. Fingers under his thick hair palmed his oblongata.

“Feeling better, baby?”

“Yes goddess, thank you. And thank you so much for saving me again. I know I already said it, but I really can’t say it enough. I should be dead meat twice now. It seems you Kim and Jeri are the only people in the world who want me alive.”

“I want that enough for the whole damn planet baby. If you get killed in my charge, I’ll never forgive myself. I’ll be heartbroken ‘til the end of my days.”

Bobby looked up and saw that Toni was leaking too. Though she kept her eyes on the road, her voice cracked a little.

“I’m going to be heartbroken already just to give you up. I love you, Bobby. You changed me for the better. Now you’re a part of me forever. So let me ask you something, baby. This might be my only chance, our last private time together.”

That blessed petting resumed.

“I don’t know your Kim at all. Do you expect you’ll have kids together?”

Bobby didn’t have to ponder.

“I doubt it. Kim isn’t the maternal type. And as you pointed out and Jeri so helpfully suggested, she might just keep me in a dungeon and never let me ejaculate again.”

“Send me a psychic semaphore if that happens, baby. I’ll come and bust you out. No, my real question is this. How appreciative might she be to me? Do you think I can convince her to let me have your child? I’ll settle for artificial insemination if I have to.”

She spoke into his dumb reverence.

“I never thought of having kids before. It didn’t jibe with my stuck-on-nineteen lifestyle. But you changed all that too for me. Now I’m thirty. I want a baby and I want your baby, baby. 

“If I can’t have you, I want a part of you more tangible than just the terrible ache forever lodged in my heart. I want a more treasured remembrance than just a souvenir dildo. I want a living, breathing piece of you that I can love and hold and nurture for the rest of my life. 

“Jeri and I will mate and raise it in honor of you every day. Your genes are way too good to waste, baby. I want them entwined with mine until humanity goes extinct.”

Still silenced by the gravity of all this, Bobby kissed that trim belly. He tried to imagine it swollen with his offspring, the navel protruding from a beautiful oblong bulge. Beyond the immense flattery and joy he felt was an acknowledgement of the rightness of this request. 

If this is what she wanted, it was the least she’d earned. And it was a beautifully appropriate culmination of all they’d come to mean to each other in the short time they’d shared. It would be a living testament to what their unintended but priceless connection had helped them overcome. Bobby kissed that magical midriff half a dozen times more before he was able to talk without breaking down again.

“You make me too happy and sad to speak, goddess. I promise you I will beg for exactly that reward for us both. I’m supposed to have one coming too after all. We’ll present our case side by side when you deliver me to her. 

“I honestly don’t know what Kim will say. But if necessary I will remind her that I proved my love and loyalty to her by not ditching my commitment and running off with you. The temptation is ever more terrible.”

Toni giggled, obviously delighted with this answer. 

“Yes it is my unfortunately locked-up and spoken-for slave-mate! If I didn’t fear your resentment and regret I might have already kidnapped you for my own dungeon!”

Bobby giggled back. 

His tormented groin throbbed. 

He thought about diamond saws and bolt-cutters, and promises made in trees. At last he kissed that wonderfully receptive belly again, sighed with joy and woe and nestled in. 

Toni petted him endlessly. Elton began on “Madman Across the Water”, another of their favorites. The miles rolled away toward Boston.


Chapter Twenty-One

Plans within Plans

Staying well north and west of the Catskills, Jeri led them through an afternoon of more rural landscapes, more cookie-cutter suburbs and into the outskirts of a middling city. Bypassing the nearby capital of Albany, delayed by the diversions of earlier, they entered Schenectady at around three-thirty. 

Smog hung over a sprawling, cindery stretch of train-yards. Empty, decaying industrial buildings and other infrastructure testified that they were still well inside the rust belt, though scenic Vermont lay just to the other side of the border. With the Green Mountains rising there, the Catskills below them and the Adirondacks above, they were surrounded by great places to bike and camp only hours away. Unfortunately they were stuck by their itinerary to this grimy anthill. As they closed in on their next home-on-the-road, Jeri took a moment to consider the sisters waiting. Erica and Naomi had given her cause to wonder whether the original three of them might not have been better off just doing this on their own.

Sydney Neale was in her mid-thirties, another ex-con who’d joined the gang in prison. Like Lilli, she’d been convicted of murdering an assaultive, control-freak boyfriend who’d habitually threatened her own life. Instead of being given a medal and some kind of civilian citation for extraordinary valor, she’d gotten the slam. The fact that the judge, prosecutor, public defender, most of the jury, the cops, witnesses, bailiffs and even the janitors in the hall were all male had not sat well with Sydney Neale. Her misandry was as ineradicable and indiscriminate as any and she carried the same commitment to physical fitness and weapons prowess in pursuit of sexual revenge that was the hallmark of the Devil Dykes. While not close to any of them personally, she was still a loyal sister. Jeri expected her to join the fight with glee. She’d be an asset in any combat and her home and garage were supremely convenient. Like the rest of her sisters however she’d bear watching around Bobby. The further they came from the Midwest, the more hardcore the chapters tended to get.

That brought her to Psyche Oates, also known from coast to coast as Psycho. As always, Jeri had to grin a little contemplating the kid. Still in her early twenties, she’d never been abused by men and never been in prison, never even suffered a serious bust despite a wild streak as wide as the Mississippi. Not a recruit, she’d somehow either stumbled across or sought out her local chapter while still in high school and quickly earned membership with her appetites and daring. 

A little spitfire at just over five feet and maybe a hundred pounds, she was always the first to instigate fun or trouble and yet the last to get caught somehow. She bounced around from job to job, chapter to chapter all over the country on an almost monthly basis, seeking ever new thrills and leaving chaos in her wake. When Jeri had been setting up this trip and heard she was currently staying with Syd, she’d added this stop with delight. With Boy-toy’s training scheduled to be maxing out at this point, Psycho had seemed an ideal addition to the ultimate orgy. After that she’d promised to be great company on the way to and at the rally.

Things had changed of course. Bobby’s training had been subordinated a bit by concerns for his safety. While Psycho could also be counted on to embrace the upped stakes and fight like a demon if needed, and her instincts for somehow avoiding busts could be valuable too, Jeri now worried whether her unquenchable fire might not prove too volatile under the circumstances. She and Toni were going to need to be on their toes even more than before.

In any case it was too late now. Even if she’d wanted to ditch the original plan and just keep driving all night straight to Boston, they needed the temporary sanctuary of the garage to go over their vehicles and regroup. And despite any qualms she might have, Jeri still couldn’t stop grinning at the thought of seeing that pint-size dynamo again, and wondering what sort of bizarre hairdo she might be sporting this time. That was Psycho for you: you couldn’t wait to see her, but then you breathed a sigh of relief and set about cleaning up the mess the minute she kited off to Vegas or Acapulco or San Fran or wherever her infallible instinct for mayhem led her next.

They were almost there. They drove through an environmentalist’s dystopia of cavernous parking structures, extinct mills, crumbling smokestacks and broken-window warehouses to the cinderblock structure where Syd lived in an expansive loft over the garage where she rebuilt, repaired and refurbished motorcycles for a living. 

Ironically it was spending so much time in places like this (combined with their extensive travels) that made the gang so sensitive to environmental issues. Men had royally fucked up too much of the world; it was on women now to prove the better stewards. In any case the doors to the big bays stood open and welcoming despite the large ‘closed’ sign, and proprietress and her guest came leaping delightedly out at the combined racket of their motors pulling up.

Jeri saw that Psycho had gone spiky in honor of the rally, her hair short but standing out like psychedelic pink and purple and red and orange quills. Spangled rainbow eye-shadow and nail polish (atop fearsome acrylic talons) accented the look, and it was her peppermint lipstick as much as her wild enthusiasm that made Jeri laugh as she shut down. 

To this day she had no idea what her real hair color was; had never seen her without outrageous makeup. The fiery sprite climbed her like a mountain to give her a squeeze and plant some of that lipstick on her the second she took off her helmet.

Sydney was already bumping fists with Naomi, the other black girl in the growing group. Her dreads were longer than ever but bundled back away from her beaming face. As usual her café au lait skin was streaked to the muscular shoulders with engine oil and grease, her own nails kept brutally short and permanently grimed. Despite her reservations, Jeri found their friendly faces a sight for sore eyes. The relief of reaching safety after an eventful two days also helped to restore ebullience among the travelers.

“All right, I can’t believe you guys are finally here!”

“Party time!”

Amid the babble of greetings came the beep of the truck horn. Jeri looked over. With Bobby still hidden, Toni had neither climbed out nor turned off the motor. Now she pointed at the open garage bays. Jeri understood and approved. She whistled for order.

“Let’s hold the party ‘til we get inside, okay? Toni won’t unload her cargo until we’re all behind walls.”

“Yeah, let’s go!” Psycho rubbed her hands with relish. “I want to see what kind of male is so special he can’t just be thrown off a cliff like garbage. I wasn’t aware they existed.”

Everyone laughed but Jeri and Toni, but everyone got moving. Soon they were all inside the garage, motors killed and the doors rolled down and locked. Bobby appeared behind the windshield, hastily trying to gather his mussed hair back into its usual ponytail. When Toni drew him leashed out of the truck at last, Sydney laughed and clapped while Psycho merely snorted.

“I don’t get it. You guys are risking your life for this?”

“No, we’re risking it for an unspecified but supposedly enormous reward,” Lilli snorted herself. “Most of us anyway.”

Toni was apparently done dissembling.

“I’m risking my life for him. This is Bobby. And hear me well, sisters. If he dies or is permanently damaged, I will kill whomever’s responsible, even if it’s one of us. I am not fucking around here. I’ve hauled this boy out of a five hundred-foot gorge and rescued him from a kidnapper’s van going a hundred and ten miles an hour. I will not lose him now.”

Lilli and Naomi rolled their eyes. Syd looked perplexed. But Psycho lit right up.

“Something else happened after Letchworth? What, what? Regale us with the tale! It’s been so boring around here just waiting and getting organized for the rally.”

While Syd put together a blunt and Bobby was released from the leash to begin unloading the truck completely, Jeri and Toni (with rare interjections from Lilli) described the attack at the gas station and the subsequent pursuit and rescue. 

Psycho was the ideal audience for this: gasping, laughing, cursing and cheering and above all bemoaning the fact that she’d missed it. Still skeptical that Bobby could be worth millions (much less love) she understood plenty about challenge and risk, battle and adventure. As expected she was on board immediately. Syd proved enthusiastic too once the blunt was going around, and nodded firmly at the need to go over their vehicles for hidden tracking devices. While their slave continued laboriously unloading and stacking she went to an old refrigerator with a spigot on the front and a stack of perhaps a thousand plastic cups beside it. There she began drawing them all drafts. 

“We’ll get on that job as soon as we’re done catching up. Did you hear about the rally?”

All their heads came up. Jeri took the blunt but didn’t hit it yet.

“What about it?”

“You don’t know?” Psycho jumped right in. “Oh this is so awesome! You’re not going to believe this!”

“What, already?”

“The pigs got wind of it and they had to move the location. You’ll never guess where.”

“Where already?”

“Right up here in the Adirondacks! We’re talking an hour away baby, and not three days! We don’t have to trek to Maine and back at all! Everyone’s coming practically right to us!”

Conversation faltered as all five travelers gaped at this break. Internal agendas and conflicting considerations were weighed. Finally Jeri recovered from her surprise.

“We still have to go to Boston and back,” she pointed out, maintaining the fiction that she and Toni still intended to attend. Maybe they even would, depending on what happened. She accepted a cup of beer and drained it in one. 

“Yeah, I know. And New York isn’t as beautiful as Maine or as libertarian as New Hampshire.” Psycho made a c’est la vie gesture. “But I sure like having a base of operations we can retreat to if need be, so that if it pours rain all week or something we’re not stuck sleeping in mud and wiping our asses with tree bark. You know what I’m saying?” 

Everyone heartily agreed they did. They drank to it and finished the blunt of chronic.

 Lilli’s bike was the only thing left to unload from the truck. Jeri and Toni went to help with that while Psycho put some tunes on the garage sound system and the three other travelers helped themselves to the keg again. Syd came over to join them at the truck. Once the bike was down and all their rides lined up for examination, she gave Bobby the close up once-over again. Her nose wrinkled. 

“You ain’t shittin’ me are you? You guys have been riding hard, sleeping rough and fighting like you mean it. Bathroom and laundry are upstairs.”

Toni picked up her pack as Bobby grabbed two more. Her eyes gave the orders that came out of Jeri’s mouth.

“Toni, you’ve been here before. Take your puppy up and bathe him. Change but leave him naked and put him to work on dinner while we work on the vehicles. Just have him move all our stuff upstairs first, get us settled in. As long as we’re not rushing to get to Maine anymore, we may even stay an extra day, depending on what all goes down here tonight.”

Cruising on that chronic, hankering to hit the keg again, looking keenly forward to the ultimate orgy ahead despite all her weighty concerns, Jeri smiled indulgently. Her two loopy friends were hurrying for the elevator under the grip of the most compelling addiction there was. 

Mentally she wished them well. Then she wished success on herself and the rest of them in finding some kind of transponder. Not finding one would lead back to unsettling possibilities. Jeri spat on her hands and went to work.

***

There was a stairwell in the corner, but screw that. There was also a large freight elevator in the center of the rear wall. They dragged all six packs and bedrolls in there and took them all up at once. When they rose enough to see through the double sliding gate Toni noticed the place was essentially unchanged, though she hadn’t been out this way in a while.

Huge banners for Harley-Davidson and other motor companies gave color to what was essentially a drab industrial space not originally intended for tenancy. The ceiling was high indeed, the immense airiness accentuated by a bank of enormous west-facing windows that brightened the general living area to the left. Stacked stores for the business downstairs created a perimeter within which thick rugs and tumbling mats softened the concrete floor. Secondhand furniture was grouped around top-shelf electronics and cables snaked away toward the corners. There was only the one big bed with a movable three-fold screen for minimal privacy, but also a couple couches, a futon like back at Erica’s and tons of padded floor space. They lugged everyone’s stuff over here and left them to settle in for themselves in whatever arrangement they later chose. Toni pulled fresh clothes out of her bag and crooked a grinning finger.

“Let’s go, baby. We don’t have much time. Let’s not waste it.” 

To the other side of the elevator a kitchen and utility area spread out, where they could see that Sydney had already made preliminary preparations for feeding eight people. Before this however they turned through a doorway adjacent to the big elevator shaft and into what was essentially an old locker room with toilets, sinks and showers of industrial style and number. 

Here too Sydney had humanized the space somewhat with hangings and stacked essentials. But there was no getting around the row of eight contiguous showers with no separation, or the urinals and toilet stalls without doors. Toni gave her guy a quirked eyebrow.

“Not very romantic, is it?”

“It depends whether you consider being gang-raped in a prison-like shower-room by half a dozen brutal ex-con biker bodybuilders romantic,” Bobby winked back. “Some might consider that a fantasy worthy of a triple-x movie or two.” He’d heard Jeri’s orders and was already stripping. Toni had to laugh with love and glee. 

“Oh baby, you still can’t get enough of what we do to you, huh?” She likewise began wrenching off her leathers. 

“It’s too bad we’re in such a rush right now. I’d show you how I treat a slutty little prison-bitch!” She flexed up for him, showing off muscles and tits and tattoos. “I promise, after dinner tonight we’ll have the ultimate orgy, the training session to end all of your training sessions!”

Naked they stepped into the sunken arena together. They met under steamy torrents, bathed and loved and reassured each other that their bond and bodies were intact and strong. That was all they had time for. Toni shooed him out to get to work on dinner. 

The bandage over his tattoo was finally lost for good. It hadn’t been necessary anyway but now his marking stood out starkly on his shaved, sleeved and collared nudity. Despite her very natural jealousy Toni thought it looked good on him. 

She found all of him attractive of course, though he could surely use toning up. She hoped this Kim kept up with all the exercise and nonstop use that was already improving his writer’s physique. After finishing her own hygiene Toni got dressed in just shorts and a black Jack Daniels muscle shirt, though she pulled on her boots to protect against the cold concrete. Leaving her lover to his labors she moved across the room to the windows and took up an unobtrusive spot to watch the neighborhood from. 

It was rush hour but you’d barely know it around here. Looking outside was pointless anyway. The sun was either glaring at them or burying them in shadow. She could pick out movement here and there but not focus on or identify it. She caught herself watching Bobby instead before long, bustling around in his bizarre domesticity. 

She wanted to join him and help out. She wanted to lock the elevator and barricade the stairs and keep everyone else out. She wanted to steal him away and install him in her own home. Instead of doing any of these things she turned her eyes back to the window and her mind to the problem of whether she could trust anyone but him and Jeri.

Naomi and Erica had already proven themselves either unreliable or treacherous. Perhaps one or even both of them was secretly working for the other side. They could have a phone or tracker with them personally, such things were so small and easy to hide they could strip search everyone and go through all their bags and still not be sure of finding it. 

The idea of treason, of sisters betraying each other at the behest of some superrich asshole male was so abhorrent that most Devil Dykes would refuse to entertain it. Toni was still a Devil Dyke in name only though, and it had finally occurred to her that the kind of unlimited money they were dealing with here could pay for a lot more than just hired goons and law enforcement resources. It might have suborned anyone.

Anyone but Lilli – she’d proved her loyalty fighting. And there was no amount of money in the world that could lure her to work for a man. Still she was perfectly capable of bearing a grudge and committing murder on her own behalf. Once they reached Boston and her word to Jeri had been fulfilled, all bets were off. 

Toni sighed, conflicted. She wanted this trip over with and Bobby safe in his new home. At the same time she needed it to continue forever, so she could go on loving and being with him. She looked over again; now he was setting up collapsible wooden chairs around the table. Toni was about to either go help him after all or see what she could find on TV when she heard the others trooping up the stairs. She held her post to wait for them.

Sprightly Psyche popped up first, giving Toni a look that told her they’d been discussing her shocking hetero love. Toni smiled challengingly back.

“Find anything?”

“No. But I didn’t think we would. The days you find a big blinking box the size of your hand are over. Nowadays a GPS trace can be a little black disk the size of a dime. They could stick it someplace you’d have to tear the entire truck apart to find.”

The others followed, Jeri and Lilli looking grim. Syd and Naomi were laughing about something with Erica bringing up the rear. Toni was thinking about movies again, movies where they know there’s a traitor but don’t know who: The Thing, Reservoir Dogs. If only there was a simple test they could use to tell who the hell was who – anything to keep them all from ending up shooting each other. As this thought occurred Toni realized that the shotgun was downstairs in the truck, and that only the most suspect among the crew were now armed. 

***

Once all seven goddesses were seated and eating, Bobby scraped the crap from the bottom of the pan into his doggy dish and took it to the floor in the corner. Naked he knelt, bowed down, clasped his hands behind himself as though bound and fed as decorously as possible. He’d already become so used to taking his meals in this manner that he hardly thought about it. His trainers took it as a matter of course too, except for the ones that hadn’t seen it yet. Psycho laughed fit to split and Sydney crowed triumphantly.

“Awesome: locked-down, permanently collared and meal-trained too! You guys have done your job well.”

“Wait ‘til you see it suck and take cock,” grunted Naomi. “Training it has hardly been necessary. The slutty bitch can’t get enough of it.”

“Oh yeah?” Sydney had to laugh. “We should take it to the rally with us then. See if five hundred of us lined up to fuck it are enough!”

“What a killer idea!” Psycho cried immediately, as Bobby almost choked on his dinner. 

“We can parade it around the place in dildo-stuffed bondage, impress everyone with the willingness of our captive bitch, publically whip and fuck the shit out of it and finish up its slave training properly!”

The whole table laughed uproariously, as if appreciating a particularly rich joke. Bobby managed to swallow. His heart was just recovering from a skipped beat when she unbelievably persisted in this madness.

“Seriously! We could make an outrageous splash with him. Then we could deliver him to Boston properly broken in.”

“I’m on board!” shouted Naomi, and there was more laughter and cross-chatter, more ‘can you imagine’ and ‘wouldn’t it be crazy if’ and ‘I can just see her face’ among the jubilant gang. Even Jeri and Toni were topping each other with suggestions and scenarios for humiliating and subjugating him in front of a rally they had both privately considered skipping. The possibilities were just too delicious to resist at least hilariously speculating about. 

Listening to all of this Bobby went through the motions of eating still. He actually mostly finished his meager dinner. His roiling guts truly refused to accept any more though when Lilli began to offer genuine support for the idea.

“Think about this though: our enemies have been waiting at every step of our proposed route. They’ve been ahead of us all along. Now they’re getting desperate. They’ve already started shooting. I wouldn’t be surprised if they were waiting between here and Boston with Uzis for us tomorrow.

“This could be a way to throw them off the track. Even better, it can be a way to draw them onto our turf, where we have backup and all the advantages. Maybe we can lure them in and put an end to them. And if we can’t, we can at least put together a caravan of a hundred sisters or more to accompany us on the last leg. What do you say Toni?” For the first time Lilli addressed her ex-mate directly. “You can deliver your little pet at the head of a parade.”

“Hold on,” interrupted Jeri. “You guys have gone nuts. He’d get eaten alive up there.”

“No listen!” Psycho was bouncing on her seat with excitement. “We’ll keep him in a cage the whole time. For his own protection, see. I know just where to get one. We display him like helpless bait for a couple days, even put on some kinky performances. We lure our enemies in, land on them like a ton of bricks and then parade triumphantly on to Beantown baby!”

Boy-toy’s face was flaming so hotly he had to dip it in his water dish. He crouched over it dripping then, watching ripples distort his ghostly reflection. At the same time he saw himself off in the mountains somewhere, at the nonexistent mercy of the most misandrous mob of women, being tortured and gelded and torn to pieces for the crime of his penis. 

Or perhaps the crime was how madly that penis tried to get hard at the prospect of this self-sacrifice. Terrifying as Psycho’s suggestion was, it was quite literally insanely arousing too, even after the sickening ordeal of his abduction. Rationalizations leapt to Bobby’s mind as fast as they came to the other’s lips.

He had sinned terribly with Toni, was still doing so and intended to do even worse. He needed to make restitution for his disloyalty, and to earn the unbelievable indulgence they intended to beg for. Had he not sworn over the phone that he would brave a hundred lesbian biker gangs for Kim if necessary? With this idle boast suddenly returning to mock him, Bobby saw that fulfilling it might fit the bill. Only such an extreme risk in the attempt to rid his mistress of their mutual enemy might suffice. And Toni would take care of him. Closing his eyes, he waited with perfect stillness to hear what his beloved (maybe) baby-mama might say.

“I have to say, it does sound like outrageous fun. One last ultimate Devil Dyke blowout before Jeri and I retire! And if it means we get to keep Bobby for another half a week, then where the hell do I sign? 

“Still this could be crazy-dangerous as hell, while Boston is only about four hours from here. We have to call his owner and find out what she thinks before we commit.”

“Let’s finish eating first,” protested Naomi. 

Supper proceeded with a lot more mirth and brainstorming of ways they could use Bobby to show off in front of their sisters. Expecting it, the slave in question nodded when Toni caught his eye and snapped her fingers. As unobtrusively as he could he hurried around to crouch behind her. Leaning over, she hooked a finger through his collar ring to pull their heads together.

“You want to do this, don’t you? Why?”

“For the same reasons you do, mistress. I have forever to be with Kim. I want to be with you a little longer. I want find a way to destroy these assholes for her and I want to do my part to earn our baby. But I also want to wallow in some outrageously dangerous and degrading adventures in sexual subjugation.”

Toni gave him a grin that stirred his heart and groin equally.

“You’re going to get that tonight, baby. As soon as we’re off the phone with your wife.”

She kissed him hard on the mouth. Then she pushed him down to crouch subserviently behind her while supper finished up.


Chapter Twenty-Two

Power Trip

“So the phone in the house is okay.”

“That’s right, ma’am. No tap, no infinity transmitter, nothing. And no bugs either. We’ve swept the entire property for listening devices. It looks like you’re clean.”

Kim frowned in thought. The man from the security service (Ennis was his name) waited respectfully. Maureen slipped in long enough to take their coffee cups and disappeared just as discreetly. Kim drummed her nails on the table.

“Have you learned anything from those cell phones yet?”

“They appear to be perfectly normal. If someone’s spying on you and tracking your friends, they must be using some other means.”

“All right.” Kim ran a hand through her hair and sighed. Now she needed another distraction from her worries and upset. “Thank you, Mister Ennis. Is there anything you or your men need before I settle in for the evening?”

“Not at all, ma’am. We’re at your service.” He bowed himself out.

Kim got up and wandered from the ornate dining room. She passed down halls wide enough for a tractor-trailer to the even more ornate drawing room where she’d ravished Jordan that first time. Moved by grief, anxiety and confusion, she sat down in the antique chair they’d almost demolished. A tear tracked down her cheek and she gave another shuddery sigh.

It was hard to believe it had been only three days since he’d been murdered, and she’d learned that Edgar was after Bobby as well. For all she knew he might have succeeded there too. Bobby had been alive yesterday when Jeri shipped those phones; since then anything might have happened to him. And all she could do was wait, hope and stew in her guilt.

It was bad enough Jordan had died for her. It was worse that Bobby’s life had been in danger while she had been planning an absolutely unconscionable betrayal of their tacit pact. Worst of all was that even in her remorse some selfish part of her was still turned on by Jeri’s idea. Fingering the key she’d taken to wearing on a chain around her neck, Mistress Kimberly pictured Bobby’s expression at watching her drop it into a beaker full of acid. She imagined it plinking against the bottom of the toilet bowl, and making him be the one to flush his manhood forever down the sewer. She saw him bent over the commode and weeping miserably as she righteously fucked his ass afterward. Then she saw him tied up, hung up, and watching her fuck, waiting for her finish her nightly fun so he could take the load and suck them both clean. 

Kim felt horrible even thinking of such things. Then she found herself thinking of them again ten minutes later. Her worst intentions faltering and resurging in almost tidal fashion, she sat like a penitent in that chair and wished-hoped-prayed for the damn phone to ring. And just when she was about to give up and start getting drunk, it finally did.

She leaped up, toppling the priceless chair in her haste. There was no guarantee this was Jeri. It was just as likely a telemarketer. With that Kim heard Jordan’s first words to her again, almost as clearly as if he were sprawled with the chair behind her. Can I interest you in some rubber cookware, or the First Church of Morons? Suppressing a sob, she hurried away from that voice as much as toward the nearest extension.

Maureen and security both were under orders to let her answer the phone. It took her nearly three whole rings to get there. Heart thudding, she snatched up the handset.

“Strauss residence.”

“It’s Jeri. We’re safe and sound in Schenectady, about four hours away.”

“Thank you! Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Kim’s heart tried to settle, thought better of it.

“That bastard’s still after him, isn’t he?”

“Oh yeah. Enough so that we’re reconsidering trying to continue straight there.”

“Fuck me!” Kim moaned. “Tell me what’s happened!”

“Well, we stopped for a little sightseeing and public deportment training at Letchworth State Park. While we were there someone tried to knock him in the gorge. Toni saved the day though, and no was harm done. That was yesterday. Today some fuckers hit us out of the blue at a gas station and actually snatched him away for a few minutes. But Toni saved the day again. She went after them, fucked them up and snatched him right back. He hardly got a scratch and the cops still don’t seem to be onto us. Still it looks like your ex is getting desperate.”

Red fury blotted out everything. Strangled curses were coming from her.

“That pig-fucking, shit-eating, snake of a cock-sucking testicle boil! I’ll have that motherfucker dead over a slow fire if it’s the last thing I do!”

Somehow Kim got a hold of herself enough to listen to the entire report. Nevertheless she was shaking by the end.

“Suddenly I love this Toni like my own sister. I see why Bobby looks all puppy-eyed at her in those videos. Tell her that for me, and that the treasury is open to both of you when you get here. I mean it. What I have is yours. Lilli too; she saved him before. About the other ones…”

“They haven’t been much help.” Jeri was unusually dismissive. Kim waited a beat.

“Not sure you can trust them are you? Those phones you sent were fine.”

“I’m reserving judgment,” Jeri drawled. “Right now we’re worried about being met with machine guns on our way to Boston. These fuckers are getting desperate; there’s already been shooting. They seem to be able to find us wherever we go. We want to throw them off the track by doing the unexpected, and pick up some serious reinforcement before we head on to the coast. Maybe we can even lure these fuckers in somehow and deal with them on our own ground.”

Kim listened with appalled dread as Jeri explained how their rally had been moved and hundreds of their fellow bikers were now streaming into the state. They wanted to ‘splendidly overtop’ Boy-toy’s training by taking him up there, parading him around and publically using him in front of their lesbian sisters. They hoped to stir things up enough to bring Edgar himself or his top deputies within their reach. Failing that, they at least hoped Bobby’s worshipful performance would earn them a following, a celebratory caravan of dozens or even a hundred or more to accompany him safely to the new life and owner he’d so extravagantly earned.

Kim looked at her watch. 

He could be here by midnight. Or she could be there, sharing whatever hazards waited.

That wasn’t playing the game though. They had unfathomable amounts of romantic glamour on the line. And what about her intuition that she might be revenged on Edgar if she only had the guts to let this play out? The risks and rewards were being raised again. If the guy who had the absolute most at stake had the balls to risk so much, perhaps she should accede to his wishes. Topping from the bottom wasn’t always a sin.

“Bobby’s totally on board with this plan?”

“Care to ask him?”

“Please.”

“Here you go.”

There was a pause while Kim fought the aching need to see him immediately. Not counting the mortification of their reunion it was eight long years. What cost a few more days?

“Good evening, Mistress Kimberly.”

“Bobby! I’m so glad you’re okay!”

“I’m glad I am too. And hearing your concern makes me feel especially blessed.”

“It’s so good to talk to you…” Kim’s voice gave out and she had to stop a moment. “Are you serious about this? Are you sure you don’t want to just come right here as fast as you can?”

“I do want that,” Bobby affirmed, making Kim clutch herself. But then he continued. “I want to try and rid you of your enemy first though. And I want to truly go through the crucible for you before I arrive. I want to burn away any selfishness or hesitation and emerge the perfect slave. I want to truly earn the almost inconceivable honor of forever bearing your brand.”

This time Kim more than choked up. The thought of what she still wanted to do to him in the face of his fealty and valor wrenched an irrepressible sob from her. Who was more worthy of whom here? Somehow she regained control.

“You truly are special, Bobby. I’m so scared to death of losing you. You really think they might try to gun you down on the highway?”

“What else is left for the coward to try?”

“Good point. And before you ask, I do remember you promising to do this if necessary. The things you say with your dick in your hand come back to haunt you, don’t they darling?”

Bobby’s voice came back strong and sure.

“I say this with my dick in my hand (or at least as much of it as you’ll permit me to touch): I will brave the very fires of hell and every whip-wielding, hermaphroditic demon denizen of them to earn your loving benevolence. You are my Goddess, Mistress Kimberly. My soul is yours. Soon my body will be too. Treat it as you feel I deserve.”

Bobby waited dutifully to see if she had a response to that. But what could she say to match him? Carefully Kim cleared her throat.

“Good luck then darling. I love you and I’ll see you soon.”

Kim was about to hang up when she heard the other receiver being reclaimed. Maybe Jeri had details to work out.

“Kim?”

“Yes.”

“This is Toni. We spoke when you called Cleveland.”

“Yes! I’m glad to get a chance to thank you personally.”

“My pleasure. Thank you for sharing this wonderful guy with us. You’re right, he is special, and you can count on me to take care of him. I want you to write down the number here.” She recited it carefully. “It’s still three days until the rally. You could reach us – or do research. Call back tomorrow okay? Bye!”

Though the phone went dead Kim held onto it a moment, thinking fast. That odd line about research…Toni had stuck it in there at the end as if unwilling to speak openly. Like Jeri, she had doubts about some of their ‘sisters’. Was it so nuts to think that Edgar with all his resources may have suborned someone? Clearly Toni was suggesting Kim do a little telephone snooping of her own: like finding out what numbers might have called this one in the last day or even week.

At last Kim hung up. She tore the page with the Schenectady number on it from the note pad. Despite the huge gamble just agreed to and the emotional toll of the last few minutes, she felt immeasurably better suddenly to have something constructive to do. She set off at a fast walk. It was time to have a delicate discussion with security.

***

Bobby cleaned up the dinner mess with more than his usual alacrity. He flew around that kitchen as fast as he could without risking breaking dishes. He was so scared and exhilarated he wouldn’t have been able to sit still if he’d had to. 

It would have taken elaborate bondage indeed to restrain him. Even then he’d have squirmed and struggled irrepressibly, the intensity of his arousal striving madly for any outlet. He hadn’t ejaculated in ten days now, since masturbating in his lonely loser’s shoebox and wondering what it would be like to travel with a vengeful lesbian bike gang. 

Now in seventy-two hours he would face a hundred of them, some extremely hardcore. And any minute now the group currently in possession of him was going to torture him in ways he couldn’t dare imagine. The anticipation of extreme suffering (and perverse gratification) had his hands shaking and his glans bloated grotesquely where it protruded from its prison.

Across the huge room, the Devil Dykes were kitting up again. 

Each stripped down and pulled leathers back on over naked flesh: demon-emblazoned vests, riding chaps, fingerless gauntlets and boots. As always they would take him in their colors. 

Spikes and studs and decorative chain flashed silver on black. Flexing muscles made tattoos writhe as though alive. From behind the bed Sydney wheeled out a large bin on a little dolly. This was filled with a phallic collection that put Naomi’s cornucopia to shame. As they had at Erica’s, the seven of them bantered excitedly as they girded up for vengeance, competing to don the biggest or most insidiously-designed penis. Once every goddess was as fearsomely endowed as the demon she housed, a little baggie came out and made the rounds. Then they turned to their slave-in-training just finishing up in the kitchen.

Lilli had her belt in hand and a face full of malignant hate. 

Naomi loathed him too and considered his anal enjoyment an affront; her fondest wish was still to fist him to death. She carried a heavy wooden paddle.

Erica had her shock-wand while Sid pushed that bin full of sex toys and torture devices. 

Psycho looked as wildly primed for excess as Boy-toy felt; her giant, viciously-ridged weapon seemed truly monstrous against her petite slenderness. She had not a cell phone but an actual high-def video camera already trained on him. 

Jeri was carrying her handcuffs. But it was lovely Toni who met him as he came willingly forth to face this latest ordeal. She had a tiny square of paper on her fingertip.

“Open your mouth to me, baby. Ride the magic bus with your mistresses.”

Knowing he was in for four or five hours of far worse madness than he could hope to imagine, Bobby let her put the dose of LSD on his tongue. She kissed him afterward and whispered her love for him. Then like Jeri that first day she punched him hard in the stomach, folding him up helplessly gasping.

They swarmed around, laughing and whooping. The air was thick with pack-fever and the musk of their shared sadistic lust. 

Quickly Jeri cuffed Boy-toy’s hands behind him. They dragged him along with that dolly into the elevator. Penned in the creaking cage with a gang of hermaphroditic satyrs as they descended to the hell below was so terrifying and suspenseful that the bitch hadn’t properly caught his breath yet when the gate accordioned back. Naked and defenseless he was hauled out into the mechanistic demesne where these bikers worked on their machines – or the cavern where these demons attended their dragons. 

Handcuffed he was thrown to the stain-patterned stone. 

Around him grease gleamed on shafts and actuators. Huge power tools hung on mounts, ready to be swung into action. High shelves on two sides were a jumbled wonderland of black rubber and steel implements. Hooks hung on cables slung from hoists impending above. His clit flaming against the cool hard grit, Bobby felt his legs unceremoniously split. Painfully spread perpendicular to his torso, these made as straight an angle as the eight-foot long, one-inch pipe laid down along them at the top of his buttocks.

Exuding an air of infernal possession even before any psychoactive stimuli could suggest it Bobby’s demon-goddesses chained him to that pipe at the ankles, knees and right at the bunched junction of his thighs and buttocks. Cables were lowered and connected to either end of the pipe and another hooked to his handcuffs. The whirring of a winch hauled him up, and he was hung waist-high and terribly sway-backed again – though the pipe along his kidneys made this more tolerable than when he was suspended hogtied. 

Still Bobby’s shoulders strained at their sockets and the cuffs bit into his wrists. He writhed just as automatically as he’d expected; his bowed torso thrust out his tits invitingly. Below him his caged criminality waggled. Cheering his oh-so woeful-joyful groan, the goddesses gifted him with additional torments.

Someone hung small iron tools from his nipple rings. Someone else wrapped a chain around his balls and hung so much more weight from this that his stretched scrotum pulled open his slutty mutt-cunt. Someone rubbed thick heavy oil on this. They crammed an enormous conical metal vibrator up there before dialing it on high. Slyly smiling Toni fit the ring-gag in his groaning mouth. Jeri used it to bind his head way back, opening up his throat. Those blunt little hooks snubbed his nose up into a snout.

“Show us that amazing tongue of yours, doggy,” his lovely Latina temptress cooed. “Stick it all the way out for me.” 

Murmurs from the latest additions greeted the length and taper Bobby thrust forth. Then Sydney used some kind of metal automotive clamp to seize it and prevent its retraction through the ring. Tongue stretched in stressful full extension, the muzzled puppy began to pant and drool around that cold steel immediately. Then Erica stepped up and got the foreplay underway.

Had he called that shock-wand a toy earlier? If so it was a damn effective one, making him mewl and flinch and cry out as it zapped his tongue, his nose, his tear-wet cheeks and his cruelly stretched-out nipples. Yet no sooner had others begun to belabor the soles of his feet with lengths of tough rubber hose when Sydney proved the truth imparted that afternoon. She rolled up a handcart carrying a big new battery with jumper cables already hooked to the terminals and hung over the handles.

The excellent thing about electricity is that if used judiciously it leaves no lasting damage or visible marks. 

Long after his feet had been beaten, his legs and butt welted with the belt and bruised by the paddle and his torso whipped to past the point of prudence, the Devil Dykes were able to keep hitting his dripping tongue, his bulging balls and clit, the butt of the copper plug jutting from his ass and anywhere else with prolonged jolts of vicious current. 

Soaked with a conductive brine of sweat, Bobby swung helpless in his agony and felt his muscles convulse almost continuously. Strangling on his screams or shuddering mutely with his clamped tongue clutched by one of the endless succession of assholes he was blessed to investigate, he felt the dangling dance of his weights only distantly. 

Indeed he was so transported by the euphoria of proving his devotion that he couldn’t tell exactly when the hallucinogen began to magnify everything. 

His brain was already overloaded on import and input. Gorging on a flood of neurotransmitters, his synapses fired a conflagration of excitation across his cortex. That sensory storm was just getting underway though, preparing to drown him in detail and imbue every perception with profundity. Glorying in his worship of femininity with Kim as Godhead and Toni and the others as sacred embodiments, Bobby slid seamlessly into a fantastical torture trip. 

Thanks to the time dilation that comes with such dissociation this state seemed as eternal as it was harrowing. Yet it was also as exalting as any religious or mystical visitation. Under the geas of acid and agony and the musky envelopment of cruel femininity, Bobby soon soared to a rarified clarity. A deep self-acceptance enabled absolute immersion in the mindless imperative to submit that his early experiences had inculcated in him. Yet when the foreplay was finally finished and the demons capering around him could restrain their need to punish him in their preferred fashion no longer, he was possessed by an animalistic estrus that was infernal in its own right. From transcendence to the most primitive rutting fever conceivable, the drug took whatever baton it was passed and ran with it. 

Slobbery and sobbing and futilely fighting his chains, the walls and shelves and machinery expanding and contracting and playing intricate geometric games, Bobby implored his torturers with his eyes and will and mind and a plaintive puppyish whining. Like a mutt trying to cadge a treat be begged them to batter him with excruciating abandon as they moved in primed for rape.

Of course despite his bondage he was the opposite of unwilling. But let his enactors of feminine revenge have their illusions. His lovers knew the truth. As Jeri poured amber motor oil over the gigantic cock she’d donned, Toni freed his tongue from the clamp and his teeth from the ring. She loosed his ponytail and buried her fists in sweaty silk. 

Big black jutted at him in succulent insistence. The LSD made a plaything of perspective and that familiar erection loomed and stretched like an incoming ICBM. He stretched himself, reaching his sore oral organ for it, and whimpered when he came up short. His beloved gut-puncher growled at him in his desperately needy heat.

“This is what makes it all worth it, isn’t it, bitch?” 

Psycho with the camera was moving in for a close-up of his confession. 

“As long as you get fucked enough, you don’t care what else we do to you. You live for butch bitches like the Devil Dykes to make you take it like the women you so worship!”

To hell with their illusions. Bobby felt Jeri moving behind him as he barked out the truth.

“Yes Goddess!”

“You want to make it up to me, that I was once raped by men like yourself!”

“Please, Goddess, make me pay for what they did to you! Make me pay for every rape ever committed! My function in life is to suffer for the sins of my sex!”

Oh, his craving for it was killing him! Fortunately his lover-tormentors didn’t test his derangement further. Jeri wrenched the giant vibrator from him, making him yelp with pain and the need for more. Then as roars of savage misandry satisfied broke out all around, the women who’d secretly asked to raise his child plunged their huge pricks in vicious tandem into him.

Bobby’s inner twinge was like a snapped harp string. From hormones and endorphins, psychotropics and memory engrams and the unquantifiable apotheoses of arousal, his inner being alchemized an emotional ague that shook him like the orgasm he couldn’t have. Face broiling, clit throbbing, he squealed his consummation as he was spitted and shuddered wildly even before those penises could begin to properly pound him between them.

Lilli and Naomi snarled their disgust. 

Sydney watched with jaw-dropped astonishment. 

Erica smirked and reached in with the jumper cables. 

As Bobby choked and convulsed with the renewed electrocution of his balls, and ecstatically celebrated the relentlessly bludgeoning in-and-out dual rhythm finally beginning, Psyche danced in place with insupportable thrill, not minding that she was surely shaking the camera frame. 

Meanwhile Lilli and Naomi went back to work flaying his soles with fresh fury. Sydney was over making some insidious adaptation to her mechanical equipment. And so the latest interminable tag-team double-fucking gangbang, the torture-orgy and sexual service extravaganza to put all previous training sessions in perspective, was underway at last.

Bobby’s trip was peaking just as this most compulsive part of his addiction was upon him. 

Slickened with engine oil, powered by Jeri’s monstrous brawn, the behemoth penis she’d chosen to deify her ‘little dick’ with this time (nearly as terrible to take as Naomi’s back in Cleveland) stretched his split haunches intolerably. It stuffed his rectal cavity beyond capacity and hammered into him like a rampaging juggernaut. 

With normally protective Toni bashing his lips and plumbing his gullet just as brutally, he had two of his three favorite people in the world satisfying his most extreme and debasing need in ways that ensured his eternal allegiance. Every sensation keenly accentuated, every perception vastly enhanced in significance, his surroundings drenched in phantasmagoric distortion, Boy-toy wallowed and reveled and gloried in his ultimate function like never before. And this time he had a baker’s half-dozen, a lucky, magical seven goddesses to take their insatiable fill of him.

Lilli and Naomi brought every iota of execration they could muster into abusing him. It was agonizing and terrifying the way they cursed and reviled him as they sought to taint his reward with their vicious hate and fury. They failed though; even in his traumatized weeping Bobby welcomed their worst. 

Erica too laughed spitefully at his distress as she took her turns at each hole. Yet her efforts seemed pedestrian without the others’ motivations of love or hate. 

Naturally Sydney proved as violent and zealous as any Devil Dyke when presented with an opportunity to bitch-bugger a captive male. And as with Naomi earlier, honky Bobby enjoyed immensely the racial as well as sexual justice of being pitilessly subjugated by a descendant of slaves herself. Every slur and epithet she spit at him was inflaming as well as degrading. Still it was Psycho’s assaults that came closest to matching the agonized ecstasy and exalting ignominy of Toni and Jeri’s use.

Under the grip of LSD and his submission-rapture, her exotic appearance lent an unearthly frisson to being violated by her. The way her humungous, wickedly pointed and corrugated cock so outsized her was additionally thrilling. 

She was like some extraterrestrial being, a unisexual predator from a planet without men, determined to force her fatally alien phallus on him. With her vest shed, her elaborately tattooed torso took on the look of an intricately patterned hide. At the same time this adolescent had the most delectably pointy little breasts, and the slenderness of her belly and the tight lyre of her hips made the trapped man in Bobby rage with derangement. As wildly exciting as he found that hundred pounds of slinky whipcord though, it was the way she used it that challenged and rewarded him far beyond most of the others.

Bob Carlyle had heard it said that petite women were particularly mobile in bed. 

The inner-miserable virgin had laughed and feigned appreciation at times like these, while filing the observation away for use in his stories. Now he wasn’t in bed, and no naïve fantasy could have possibly posited this scenario. Still the dictum was proved true. 

As exhilarated to be dominating him as he was to suffer her, inflamed with an insane passion befitting her name, inspired rather than offended by his ecstatic response to her abuse, Psycho sodomized Bobby with such sewing-machine speed and unquenchable energy that the others at last backed off to cheer her on.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck that mutt! First in show, first to go, one more bitch is sold!”

Endlessly they chanted this obscure gang mantra, which seemed to carry special hilarity. 

Inspired even further, Psycho grabbed the swinging pipe and fucked her way through a simply incredible multi-orgasmic marathon that had the cables snapping and jerking him, the weights flying wildly all about and Bobby’s dilated eyes bugging wide at the extremity of the subjection she endlessly blessed him with. 

Like an alien queen indeed she seemed superhuman not only in speed but in stamina and need. Still the assault persisted, the acid mixed his metaphors, and after eons of this possessed heaven the fit young nymph finally faltered. Temporarily sated, the demon in her retreated. Shaking with orgasmic excess, she disengaged her monstrous organ and stumbled back.

“Whew! That was sensational! Too good for a fucking mutt – I can’t go another stroke.”

“That’s okay.” 

This was their hostess, turning to the work bench where she’d been tinkering. 

“It’s time to put the power tools to use. Naomi may not have been able to break this bitch with her ice dildos and cruelly contoured vibrators. But I think my industrial machines might manage the task. Who’s got that jug of motor oil?”

She turned back, her open vest showing off sizeable breasts. The big muscles in her arms bulged excitingly as she hefted a heavy appliance. 

Boy-toy saw this was an electric drill. Only instead of a boring bit in the chuck this had been fitted with a giant, lifelike, but wickedly curved cock. Relishing his cringing mix of horror and depravity, Sydney grinned and touched the trigger. As the motor shrieked that cock was spun so fast it appeared to be an oblong solid as big around as a football. Bobby whimpered with dread, squirming uncontrollably as Toni fingered his clit.

“Time for your first drilling, bitch,” she purred in his ear. “I think you’re going to like it.”

That fierce shriek cut out. The oblong solid blurred and turned back into a big hard dick. 

Naomi poured oil all over it, and they moved out of his field of view. Toni stayed with him though, still rubbing his plum as he felt that enormous organ forced into him. Grunting at the immense stretching and stuffing, trying to somehow brace himself for the insanity coming, he took strength from her loving touch. Then that enormous erection was all the way inside him. The Devil Dykes’ communal sadism crested and exploded in contemptuous exultation as Sydney simultaneously pressed the trigger and pushed in deeper. 

Bobby shrieked like the drill, his entire body vibrating violently as the machine had its way with him. Pressing, tilting and gouging, Mistress Sydney leaned into him, exacerbating the furious agony unleashed in his ridiculously reamed-open bitch-hole. 

Sweat scattering from his shuddering, struggling to believe he could somehow get through this, Boy-toy was given no quarter whatsoever. Excited all over again by the outrageous extent of his sodomy, Naomi stepped up to resume fucking his face while Psycho took up the jumper cables and began pressing ever longer infusions of electricity into him.

Already he was being tortured far worse than ever before. And still the night was young. 

After everyone had a turn drilling him, Sydney next produced a reciprocating saw. This too had its blade replaced with a giant dildo. Rather than spin when forced into him and motorized though, this moved like a piston, jack-hammering his abraded interior with the truly superhuman speed and force and inexhaustibility that Psycho had only aspired to. 

Meanwhile the drill dildo was switched to one that would fit (barely) into his mouth. Soon he was being power-penetrated from both ends, the shocks and other tortures continuing as a matter of course. Swapping tools and holes the demons kept this up for hours, only pausing a few times to give him terribly cramping, icy needling beer enemas before examining him for damage. 

Once Jeri gave her approval the simultaneous drilling and pneumatic hammering resumed. The most degraded excruciation imaginable reclaimed him. Yet though the bikers not actively torturing him began to pair off and sate their excitement together as the time passed, Goddess Toni stayed with Bobby throughout. 

Whenever she wasn’t wielding one of those power tools herself, she rubbed his clit, smearing the semen that seeped from him maddeningly all over it. Or she gently squeezed and palpated his horribly squashed balls, tweaked his terribly stretched nipples, smoothed his sweaty hair out of his face, kissed him intermittently and smiled for him constantly. Whatever she did or he endured, she was always there for him, and this priceless reminder of what this endless nightmare was for somehow enabled him to once again get through it without breaking. 

When Jeri at last determined that any further damage might verge on permanent, Bobby still hadn’t lost his endlessly, hopelessly stymied arousal and blind worship of his torturers. Hanging in exhausted, drunk-and-coming-down agony he listened listlessly to the last debate of the night. Once again Toni came through for him.

“All right, if the party’s over, what do we do with the dog? I say we leave him just like he is until tomorrow.” This was their host Sydney.

“With all of us upstairs?” Jeri was still looking out for him. “No way is that safe.”

“Well, how about we hang him the shower like at back at home? That’s the safest place of all: no windows and someone would have to pass all seven of us to get to him.”

“Not good enough,” Toni answered Naomi. “He sleeps with me, and I sleep with the shotgun. I’ll keep him stuffed and hogtied. But I want him in my arms, and after being kidnapped and enduring us all night I’d say he’s earned it. I don’t care what any of you think. I knew you couldn’t break my baby and I claim rescuer’s privilege to comfort him in the aftermath.”

“Good enough!” pronounced Jeri, though there were sneers and snorts from the others. 

So fifteen minutes later Bobby found himself back upstairs on the padded floor amidst his recumbent goddesses. He was hogtied as promised, with that giant vibrator back in his abysmally sore ass and Toni’s special cock probing his stretched-open throat. Still he was bound with secret slipknots and bedded down with his beloved, so compared to hanging in the shower this was just another version of paradise. 

Sexy Toni cuddled up. She pulled the cock and ring out a moment and licked the seeping slaver from his lips. Then she locked on and soul-kissed him long and slow and sweet. She whispered in the dimness. 

“Was your training enjoyable tonight darling?”

“It was heaven and hell both, Goddess. Thank you for making the former outlast the latter.”

“My pleasure, baby. You know how much I love you. And now we have two more days to sneak some private time before your ultimate challenge.”

“I love you too, Goddess. I can’t wait for both those things.”

“That’s my good Boy-toy, my pretty young poodle.” She stroked through his hair the way they both loved. “Try to get some sleep now, okay? Baby’s had a busy day.” 

She kissed him again and again and again and then gagged him and slid their shared cock back in. Bobby accepted it with bliss, holding it easily in his throat now. She snuggled up breast to breast with him, fondling his clit a bit as she settled in. 

With her arm pillowing both their heads she pulled up the covers, sighed happily and dropped right off. Soon despite his numerous discomforts the incredibly eventful day caught up with Bobby too. Bound in his beloved’s arms, he slept like a trusting suckling.


Chapter Twenty-Three

Day Ten

Edgar never slept past six-thirty in the morning. Even when on vacation he was too driven to lie around in bed while the world grew light and there was money to be made. He took his time bathing and dressing of course. The only novel he’d read since fulfilling his high school literature requirement was Bret Easton Ellis’ American Psycho. It had tickled him to read the exhaustive detail with which Ellis had described the protagonist’s daily hygiene routine, right to the brands of the various cleansing products and the correct procedures for using them.

It was funny because it was true: appearances counted for as much on Wall Street as they did in Hollywood, or a Milan fashion show. Everything had to be perfect. He used the intercom to place his breakfast order as he finished up, then went down to find it waiting, along with his three morning newspapers. A tablet computer sat nearby for email and internet access, and Edgar busied himself catching up while he ate. Though this damn infuriating Carlyle thing was reaching a head, he still had his day job to do. And keeping himself occupied was his only defense against the fury that so constantly tried to overwhelm him.

They’d come so close! They’d actually had the cocksucker in the van, all trussed up for delivery to the abattoir where Edgar intended to personally oversee him being slowly cut up into so many pieces that Kim wouldn’t be able to tell his dick from his nose. He going to have them heat the cleavers and bolt-cutters red-hot, so that every cut was instantly cauterized and he didn’t bleed out before the fun was done. And somehow Jack’s idiot flunkies had lost him!

A heart attack, Jack said. Of all the shitty possible luck, who could have guessed something so random would screw things up? Now the bitches were almost to Massachusetts with him. They realistically had only one more shot at getting Carlyle, and after exhaustive argument Jack had made it clear that just shooting him from a distance was about the only option left. 

Edgar ground his teeth and somehow resisted the urge to fling his breakfast across the room. After all the aggravation he’d caused him, he wanted Carlyle to suffer for days, months, even years before he finally died, cursing Kim the entire time. He wanted it all on DVD too, so he could send it to her and let her see for herself what was going to happen to every guy the slut even thought about fucking. The only thing more unacceptable than just shooting him was letting him get to Kim safely though, so Ed had at last acquiesced. At least he’d insisted Jack do the job himself this time, so there would be no more screw-ups. 

In fact Jack should be in Schenectady already. By this afternoon it should be over. Still being balked at getting exactly what he wanted infuriated Edgar. 

With the amount of money he had, that should be inconceivable. But then as he was finishing up the last of his coffee a new email arrived. Hoping for some good news to put the shine back into his morning, Ed picked up the tablet and opened the message. It was terse with the need for discretion, but it was good news.

“Heard from ally inside. Group to stay put for two more days. Ample chance. Failing that, better opportunities may open. Stay cool.”

Ed rather resented that last line. He’d never liked being told what to do and this smacked more of an order than a plea. But at least this wasn’t an all-or-nothing shot anymore. And he wondered what better opportunities Jack expected. If it involved grabbing the bastard at last, he almost hoped Jack failed at shooting him.

Never give up on your dreams: that’s what they said. He still might have a chance at a proper revenge. Grinning, Ed deleted the message. Then he got up to go in to work.

***

Breakfast was a boisterous affair.

Everyone agreed the night previous had been priceless. While some of them found torture and rape ‘for fun’ ultimately unsatisfying, still tripping and drinking with the sisters was always a blast. And the spectacle of their pig-snouted, testicle-electrocuted bitch hanging from his wrenched-back wrists and cheerleader-split legs, violently shuddering nonstop as motors drove one gigantic cock pneumatically in and out of his gaping mouth and opened throat while an even bigger one drill-reamed his ass beyond belief would not soon be topped. The combination of helpless horror, inconceivable suffering, and utterly compulsory worshipful arousal in his bulging eyes had to be seen to be believed. 

So they couldn’t kill or castrate him, or condemn him to subhuman usage, or even pee on him or unduly damage him or do any of the other things Kim had forbidden. Even Lilli and Naomi had had to admit that what they’d done had still been enormous fun.

Sydney and Psycho lamented that they’d missed out on the earlier orgies, particularly that thrill-loving little fireball. She sat there at the table with Bobby’s netbook in place of her half-eaten pancakes reviewing his previous training sessions – and practically screaming with laughter at him prancing around in costume performing tricks. She gawped open-mouthed at him hanging by his underwear and accepting eternal impotence if necessary. She cheered fiercely all the outrageous insertions of Naomi. Then she wanted to learn how the milking was done.

“That is so awesome! I never knew you could make a guy empty his balls without orgasm. Of course it’s more fun to keep those balls permanently blue and bloated, so the bitch lives in a forever unrelievable frenzy. But that can lead to aggression and rebellion, and you often have to put them down before you can get full worth out of them. Maybe that’s why this mutt is so well behaved: you keep him almost continuously empty and sexually exhausted, encouraging docility even in his unbearable impotence. 

“Then again, maybe Toni was right and he just craves cock so much that he can’t even dream of disappointing those who provide it.”

“I know we drained him pretty thoroughly last night,” put in Toni, as Bobby bustled naked around the stove and sink, seemingly oblivious. Jeri knew better though. She caught a nervous clattering of pans from him as Toni continued. “We can coach you through how to do it this evening though. In fact, with your nice small hands you might get away with fisting him in the process – though I think we promised not to.”

“That’s right,” intervened Jeri, deciding it was time to redirect the conversation. “So let’s talk about the rally instead. If I can barely keep you guys from breaking the rules I don’t know how I’m going to beat the rest of our sisters off him. What were you saying about a protective cage yesterday?”

Psycho was already nodding.

“I know exactly what we need. Not the usual wire mesh transport or kennel cages you see at shows – those are too ordinary, and they obscure the view too much for display purposes. No, I worked for a little while at this lab where they did animal testing on monkeys and stuff. Those cages are just the right size. They have straight narrow bars and look a lot more classy. I’ll get online and either find someone in town that sells them or some place that will ship one overnight. 

“That just leaves the question of whose credit card we use. We’re talking at least a few hundred dollars here, maybe even a thousand.”

“Why not mine?” Bobby was picking up their emptied plates. “It seems likely the bad guys know I’m here already. And one way or another I’ll never need money again.” He smiled wryly. “Buy yourself some nice presents while you’re at it. That account has over ten grand in it.”

Psycho whooped. She spanked his bare ass, almost making Bobby drop a plate.

“I think I understand what you see in him, Toni. Outstanding!”

Jeri considered objecting, thought better of it. Bobby was right: the enemy knew they were here. They had a traitor, a tracker, or both on them. As Psycho stood up to go to Syd’s computer Jeri reached for the netbook.

“Here, give me your camera too. I’ll add last night’s session to the record. Then we can USB it all to the computer here so you guys can watch everything you missed at your leisure.”

“Awesome!” enthused Psycho.

Jeri pulled out Bobby’s bank card and handed it over. While their selfless (or merely practical) pet hurried through the kitchen clean-up, Psycho dropped off the camera (it was actually Syd’s) and raced to the desktop in an office corner.

“First the presents!” she gloated. “I’m going pick out the finest switchblade I can find. Come on you guys; let’s try to order from the same site to speed things up. Who else wants an elegant, supremely crafted edged weapon to remember this adventure by?”

Everyone but Toni, Lilli and Jeri followed her. The three that began this trek together stayed seated. They lit up smokes and looked at each other.

“I’ve got my souvenir,” Toni observed. Her eyes reminded Jeri what she really wanted out of this trip. Jeri concurred.

“I’ll wait for our reward in Boston.”

Lilli eyed them narrowly.

“I don’t want any fucking mementoes. I want to forget this trip as soon as it’s over.”

“Even last night? Come on, that rocked.” Toni was trying to ease things between them. “We had fun at the motel too, and at Erica’s. You got to kill a guy who deserved it.”

“If I remember last night, I’ll have to remember you slobbering over a man and insisting on sleeping with him. If I remember the rest, I’ll waste my life trying to figure out at what point you guys turned into people I no longer know.”

“We’re sorry, Lilli.” Toni said it directly at last. “I loved you since Thompsons. I still do. We were great together. But I can no longer justify some of the things we’ve done. Bobby has taught me that not all men are to be despised and condemned. They are not universally at fault for what I’ve suffered. Some are very special and admirable people, and the world is a far better place with them in it. If you don’t agree, then I can’t be with you anymore. I could never stand by and watch you cut or kill or sell another innocent guy.”

Jeri nodded her support of this. Lilli made a derisory face and then shrugged. They finished their cigarettes while Bobby finished his chores by wiping clean the big table. Jeri crushed her butt out and stood up.

“All right, slave. If we’re assuming they know you’re here, and that they’re desperate enough to shoot at you, then we have a problem with those windows.” The long, high bank of these opposite the kitchen had no blinds or shades. Nearly the entire loft was open to anyone motivated enough to get high enough to look down in. “As long as it’s light out, you stay in the bathroom. And as long as you’re in training and not immediately needed, you’ll stay restrained and appropriately suffering in there.”

“Yes Mistress Jeri.”

“Let’s go then. Toni, can you grab some stuff to keep our pretty puppy humbled?”

“Gladly, Jer.”

Leaving Lilli to sullenly light another smoke, they took Bobby into the bathroom. Since he was going to be there all day, she had him sit on one of the commodes in case he had to go. Since she wanted to be able to free him quickly in an emergency, she limited his bondage to handcuffs, securing these above his head and around a pipe that rose behind the tank for six or so feet before bending into the wall. 

Right now this arched his back a bit uncomfortably; in eight or so hours it would be a stress position worthy of Guantanamo. Still, he should be glad she hadn’t made him lift the ring and sit in the water. Toni appeared shortly, and Jeri stepped back to let her finish the job. She noticed she’d brought makeup and hair ribbons too, and nodded approval.

“I’d nearly forgotten how fun it was and how cute you looked as our little motel poodle, baby,” she cooed as she sat right down straddling this lap. 

“Me too,” laughed Jeri. “Let’s practice the look we want for when we pull into the rally.”

Humming and giggling, Toni brushed out his hair and used pink silk to tie up those big floppy poodle ears. She slathered him with makeup, buckled on the ring-gag, snubbed up his nose and stretched back his head. She slid her souvenir penis all the way in to the balls. 

Seeing the groove cut across the base of this, Jeri at last deduced how they’d been having sex – very clever, darlings. Since Bobby’s piercings had nearly been ripped free by the flying weights of the night before, this time Toni contented herself with hanging those little silver bells from his nipples. Finally she got up and finished by painting his toenails a bright hot pink to match his hair ribbons.

“Beautiful!” Jeri gave her a hug and kiss as they watched him whimper and shift about uncomfortably – and adorably. “Let’s go see how the others are doing.” She turned to Bobby. 

“Have a nice day, Boy-toy. Don’t worry about cooking. You can buy us all lunch and dinner. We’ll let you out for fun when it gets dark.”

They held hands as far as the door, which they shut firmly behind them. Then they faced the crowd just now breaking up around the computer.

“Found one!” Psycho exulted. “I’ve already bought it. We’ll have to go to Albany to pick it up though. Can I take your truck, Toni?”

“Of course. Who’s going with you?”

“Me,” announced Naomi.

“The rest of us are going down to work on the bikes,” explained Syd. “You coming?”

“Toni and I will stand guard up here.”

“Good enough.”

After the others left, Jeri took the camera and netbook and sat down at the computer herself. Knowing she was going to do it anyway, she sent Toni to have her lovebird fun.

“Maybe you should guard Bobby a little closer. From like, right on top of him you know?”

Toni threw her arms around her from behind and kissed her cheek emphatically. She gave those huge boobs a grateful jiggle and squeeze. Then she practically bounced back into the bathroom and closed the door again. Grinning at her next mate’s almost equally adorable eagerness, Jeri plugged the camera and netbook in and got to work.

First she transferred all the raw video in the camera to the netbook archive. Then she edited and selected choice bits to send Kim. 

She had daily reports to catch up on, and what a couple of doozies to have to write! Two days, two more attempts on Bobby: she would have lost him twice now but for Toni. Jeri almost wished she could get the slave to write this part. 

Surely he would be less critical of her than she felt she deserved. And he would make a thrilling tale of it; she wasn’t much of a writer. For every A Bobby got back in English class, she’d gotten a C or a D. Nevertheless she grimly set down both incidents, including all the cliffhanger details she’d glossed over on the phone. Assuming their communications were monitored no matter what they did, Jeri made no overt reference to her suspicions or plans. She just set down the events, an officer reporting in, and trusted Kim’s intuition. 

All that writing took her nearly two hours of hunting and pecking at keys. But finally she appended the video clips from last night and sent the whole mess on.

Across the huge loft and through the solid-core bathroom door, Jeri could hear the lovebirds going at it again. She tried to imagine the sexual derangement their impotent virgin must be enduring so that Toni could sate her long-repressed man-lust.

Attempts to kidnap and kill him (to say nothing of power tools) weren’t the only unanticipated challenges the poor guy had faced this trip. Now that she knew and valued him, Jeri regretted her recommendation to Kim. 

Bobby deserved to fuck and come more than any guy she’d ever met. She’d like to ride him herself, the first guy she’d felt that way about since the confusions of high school. She was willing to forgo this since Toni obviously wanted it so much more. She was damn sure going to throw all her support behind her new mate’s request for his baby.

Jeri had no wish to suffer giving birth herself. But if Toni wanted to do it, and wanted them to raise it raise together, Jeri would be delighted to oblige. Toni was right: Bobby’s genes were too good to waste. He was an example of what humanity needed more of. And in turn she and Toni could start making up for all the harm they’d done by settling down and taking the enormous honor and responsibility seriously.

Leaving all this for later, Jeri just typed out a quick second message to Kim repudiating her earlier advice. Please don’t destroy the key she said, or make him spend his life in open impotent cuckoldry. Read and view what he’d been going through. Was it not obvious he deserved better?

Good enough: the groundwork had been laid. Jeri lit a cigarette and began transferring the entire video archive to Sydney’s hard drive.

***

Thanks to his agents on the inside, Jack had not only the address where they were staying but a pretty complete rundown of the building itself and the neighborhood around it. He knew all about the west-facing windows and had even been tipped off which of the high buildings around were untenanted. Un-bathed, unshaved and dressed like a derelict, carrying a scuffed old suitcase bound about with twine as though on the verge of falling apart, he parked his vehicle (another stolen van) a few blocks away and walked to the abandoned apartment tower he’d chosen.

Like a vagrant seeking shelter he approached it from the opposite direction of the garage. Its points of access had been bricked or boarded over or locked up with a diligence that had so far defeated squatters. But then Jack wasn’t the average homeless junkie looking for a crash pad. He quickly picked the lock on a graffiti-covered door and slipped inside.

Rats scurried from the disturbance and the smell of mold made him sneeze. Cursing the allergies that had come upon him unexpectedly in his forties, he poked around until he found a stairwell. Then he started lugging his case up the dozen or so flights to the top.

His ass was dragging by the third. After flying in to Albany last night, stealing the van and switching its license plates and driving on to Schenectady, he’d hoped to finally get some rest. Unfortunately his insomnia was even worse than usual. He hadn’t dropped off until almost five – just about the time he would have preferred taking up his position. Then he’d slept for barely an hour or two before the Carlyle phone rang and he had to snap awake and answer it. 

Learning that he now had two whole days to make the hit, he’d sent a message to Ed and tried to get back to sleep. He’d just been about to give up and get started when he dropped off again. This time he crashed for another three hours before the noises of the cheap hotel he’d chosen woke him. The brief, broken rest and the lingering aggravation and resentment that had contributed to it sapped Jack’s strength and will both. He had to stop and rest and remind himself why he was doing this three times before he reached the moldering top floor.

Sneezing and wishing he’d brought a painter’s mask, he forced entry to one of the units and moved straight to the window. This was grimed over with pollen and soot. The lock was corroded and stuck, but at last he forced it open. 

The fresh air was cleansing to his sinuses and spirit both. Look out he saw the garage half a block away, saw the big bank of windows stretching up to the roof. That was good enough for the moment. Until the sun reached its zenith and began to move behind him it would be idiocy to glass the place with either scope or the binoculars he’d brought. 

No one might be on the lookout, but he’d paid for underestimating them before. A single lens flash could be enough to give him away. Jack saw them suddenly swarming out on bikes to surround his building and felt a little sick. He turned, put his back to the wall and eased down until he was sitting on the floor.

He felt uneasy even being this close to the bitches, and even though almost half of them were now secretly on the payroll. After reading the reports on this crew, especially about that bust in San Francisco, and listening to the evil glee of this one called Psycho as she proposed exactly what Ed would consider ideal, Jack didn’t want to be in the same state as them. He didn’t want even the most peripheral involvement.

The cops could put him in jail, even stick a needle in his arm and kill him. Dealing with the mob always carried the chance of a bullet in the back of the head, cement overshoes or at the worst being buried alive in a landfill. These were dangers he understood and could accept. The shit these bitches did to men just for being men was another order of horror altogether. The longer this business dragged on, the more Jack regretted being dragged into it. 

The weariness was back. So was the resentment. He could hear Ed’s tirade yesterday echoing around his head as it had done for much of last night.

“You said we’d be able to snatch him! God, can’t I rely on anyone anymore? I absolutely hate just fucking shooting him. This is the asshole she’s been planning to replace me with since before we were even married. He’s got to fucking suffer, and she’s got to know exactly how much! How the fuck do they keep getting away?”

“Because they’re good, Ed. They spend their lives fighting and dodging authority and they know how to do it. Kim knew what she was doing when she hired them.”

That had driven Ed off on another infantile rant. More impatient with his obsession by the minute, thinking of far more important work being neglected, Jack had endured another half hour of stubborn irrationality before finally getting him to settle for just shooting the guy.

As he’d foreseen, this came at the cost of doing the job himself. He’d also had to promise to aim at the groin or gut, to make a wound that would not be immediately mortal but cause slow, drawn-out suffering before death.

Jack squirmed, uncomfortable in his grimy stink and slept-in clothes, his derelict disguise. His stubble itched and it was sweltering in here after the sun had been baking this face of the building all morning. Sweat was running off him. Worse than these physical aggravations though, and his atavistic terror of somehow being captured by his adversaries, and even his resentment of his asshole boss was that most alien of troubles to him: moral discomfort. 

Ludicrous as it was for a sociopathic murderer to cast judgment on others, what Ed was bribing him to do didn’t feel right. He wanted it over with so he could take his dividend and retire. At last the direct sun had stopped coming through the window though, so Jack sighed and pulled his suitcase over.

He slipped free the twine and opened it. Besides the binoculars and some food and drink he’d brought in case this took all day was a disassembled sniper rifle. Jack put it together blankly, letting the simple, familiar task distract him. Finally he leaned it against the wall by the window. Picking up the binoculars, he swung around to study the target building.

Focusing in on those big windows, he found them similarly filmed with the grime each rain and snowfall left on a Northeastern industrial city. The interior of the loft was so spacious and empty though he had little trouble picking out the one human shape. Though blurred, he even recognized it as their hulking leader, the one who’d planned it all with Kim. 

Dropping the glasses to the lower floor, he found the view clearer but more restricted – with a lot more activity. Members of the gang moved around carrying tools and pushing bikes. When there was no sign of Carlyle after ten minutes, Jack sighed and lowered the binoculars. 

From the suitcase he withdrew a collapsible tripod. He set this up and attached the glasses. Mopping sweat from his face, he settled glumly in to watch and wait for a shot.

***

Kim was trying to enjoy the pool again.

She hadn’t been out here since her days of lazy vacillation, when she’d finally decided to cuckold Bobby and even explore the possibility of falling in love in front of him – only to then learn that Jordan had been murdered. 

In the time since she’d shunned this place, afraid of its associations. She’d even regretfully dismissed her eye-candy pool boy, remembering how she’d titillated herself by displaying her nudity and fantasizing about ravishing him too. Now a sprightly girl in a nice blue one-piece suit had the job. It was another lovely late July day and she’d decided to get on with things.

Still unwilling to get tan lines Kim was nude again, though she kept her robe handy in case security needed to talk to her. She was drinking fruit juice instead of champagne, but again she had scenic landscapes on the monitor and her tablet in her lap. 

Finally she had reports from Jeri to read again, along with clips of Bobby’s training to enjoy. Even with all the danger and uncertainty that had arisen the Devil Dykes weren’t stinting on that part of the job – wonderful. Before reading about attempts on his life and no doubt hair-raising escapes, she opened the hour or so of edited and compiled video clips. How would Jeri and the gang top that unbelievable night in Cleveland?

Oh my God! Kim gaped at the sight of her slave split and suspended like an acrobat. She tittered at the way his nose was snubbed, his tongue clamped, and the weights on his balls and nipples danced to his helpless swinging. Then the discipline began.

They beat his feat with rubber hoses, whipped his ass and thighs with a belt and his back and torso with rubber-covered copper cables. No longer content to zap him with quick little shocks, they pressed jumper cables to his body for minutes at a time. They even clamped one to his chastity cage and one to the giant metal plug up his ass, electrocuting him sexually from both inside and out. Still in those brief times he wasn’t squalling and jittering spastically at the savage whim of the current, he lapped and delved frantically at whatever asshole was offered him. He gazed at his torturers with as much exaltation as terror and pain. If he could respond so extravagantly and willingly to women he hardly knew, how much more blessedly intense would their own daily discipline sessions be? Kim shivered with delighted anticipation.

Next the video cut to the fucking. Now she gaped at the size of the cocks he took, the way he welcomed the most brutally bludgeoning dual assaults imaginable even as they kept shocking and beating him. Not even gaping was enough when they brought out the power tools though. Kim winced and tensed with dread suspense. Then she was truly astounded.

How was it possible a person could even survive such combined electrical and mechanical punishment? Yet he more than survived it. No matter what these bitches did to her precious slave, he endured and even reveled in it for her. 

She didn’t miss the way he focused his tortured yearning on Toni, or how she kissed and comforted and doted on him. Though jealousy stirred deep down in her, Kim couldn’t help but approve. Clearly Bobby needed any spar he could cling to during such an ordeal. And Toni had heroically saved his life twice. That she obviously loved the guy was not only completely understandable (this was Bobby after all), but was surely proving a critical factor in getting him here safe. With his virginity under lock and key she needn’t worry.

Now Kim was ready to read about those heroics. This video was turning her on too much, especially since it was going to be another half a week before she could do those things to him herself. Saving the rest to watch later (in bed don’t you know), she opened Jeri’s reports.

Soon she was aghast once again. Reading about Bobby dangling by the neck over a four hundred-foot plunge, of Toni refusing to let go even as she was being dragged over herself, made the world swim about her. Yet the next report was even worse. 

Tasered, dragged into a van, bound and hooded and spirited away: what hideous fate had her slave-mate barely escaped? And reading about Toni running them down, shooting out the tires and rescuing him from the crashed van had her tearing up with gratitude and relief.

By the time Kim got to the second brief message Jeri had added, she was in no emotional state for it. 

Here was the friend who’d first put the idea in her head begging her not to destroy Bobby’s key. It would be a crime to condemn him to eternal impotent cuckoldry after all. Here was Jeri confirming for her what she already knew and was tortured by: that he inherently deserved, and had unquestionably earned so much better.

Kim cried despite herself, oblivious of the teenage sylph skimming the water. 

She was so furious with Edgar she could hardly think straight. She was angry with Jeri for even floating that sickeningly exciting suggestion. And she absolutely hated herself for even now being unable to completely banish the temptation. When a call from security came through on her tablet she seized on the distraction. Choking off her sobs, she thumbed it on.

“Yes?”

“Doug Ennis here, ma’am. Are you available at the moment?”

“Of course, Mister Ennis. I’m by the pool. Just give me three minutes please.”

Kim set down the tablet. She picked up her robe and used it to wipe her face. Standing up, she slipped it on and moved to the bar, where she poured herself a calmative. Setting down the glass she faced the man as he emerged.

“What can I do for you Mr. Ennis?”

His courtesy as impeccable as his expensive suit, the outwardly bland yet wiry and poised operative inclined his balding head. 

“I’ve spoken to my boss about your situation. I’ve managed to persuade him of the importance of checking out that number. He’s willing to bend the rules, but only so far. We’re only allowed to ascertain whether that number received any calls from this area code on the day in question. We can’t seek further details. But we won’t really need any, will we?”

“No, that would be evidence enough for me.”

Kim shivered a little despite the warm afternoon and the warmer shot of brandy.

“How long will it take to find out?”

“Maybe a day. We don’t do this kind of thing often.”

“I understand. Thank you very much! I won’t keep you from it.”

Ennis inclined his head again. Then he retreated to his office. 

Kim poured another shot. The possibility that one of those hardcore bitches she’d just seen drilling and hammering, gagging and reaming and viciously electrocuting her lovely Bobby was secretly a traitor, working for Edgar and maybe just waiting for the right moment to strike, made the neck of the bottle chatter against the glass.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Coming to a Head

For the second straight day Bobby found himself bound in the bathroom.

In its way, yesterday had been as trying an ordeal as the insane night before. Filled with thrilling love and submission as much as suffering and derangement, it had been heaven and hell, paradise and perdition all over again. And of course the demon-goddess presiding over both had been the impish Mistress Toni.

When she’d returned to the bathroom mere minutes after they’d left him to fear a long day of suffering alone, she’d made clear which facet of her personality was in charge. Swinging gaily astride him as she had prior to decorating him, she’d kissed him all over his made-up face and snubbed-up nose without freeing his stretched-back head or pulling their cock from his mouth. She nibbled and gnawed on him, toyed with his nipples, played with his pigtails, slathered her tongue in his ear and sent shivers through him with her purring.

“Today you’re going to play my pretty little poodle again, Boy-toy. We’ve got hours to get it on in here now, just Mistress Toni and her puppy-love. And you’re going to let me use you all I want, aren’t you darling?”

Bobby couldn’t nod or speak or even whine appeasingly with his esophagus full of cock. Still the increase in his labored breathing was answer enough. So began a private day as mistress and slave. There was no buggery for the puppy; Mistress Toni hadn’t even brought her strap-on. Nor was there any relief from his increasingly distressing posture: Jeri still had the key to his handcuffs. Missing too was the apologetic solicitude for what she was putting him through. 

Toni clearly felt she’d earned the right to ride him all she liked and she was right. After saving him on the highway, saving him from breaking under the electricity and power tools and saving him from hanging in the shower overnight, Bobby’s allegiance was absolute. 

Though it kept him whimpering and squirming and gritting his teeth against incipient madness, he submitted to her endless repeated riding without a hint of complaint. When she rubbed her breasts in his face or let him suckle them, his head swam with blessedness. While she jerked atop him and screamed in orgasm, he adopted her ecstasy as his own. When she left him alone for lunch and fellowship with her sisters he pined miserably, and when she returned to tease and toy with him and fuck the late afternoon and early evening away too he was honored and exalted beyond expression. Then night arrived.

They took him back down to the garage and bound him sitting splayed out as though in an obstetrics chair. Giggling Psycho got to milk him. And when it was pointed out to Jeri that her hard little fist and forearm were far less dangerous insertions than the drill-dildo, she at last relented and allowed this breaking of the rules. Psycho gave Bobby his first ever fisting then. 

It was so agonizing, degrading and far more personal somehow! Still in his poodle persona, Boy-toy yelped and yipped and mewled and loved it. He tried to imagine brawny Jeri doing the same thing to him. After that everyone strapped on. The power tools and battery came back out, and hell descended upon him again, though not so severely as the night before. They were just playing with him now. At least he got to sleep with Toni again afterward too.

Now he waited, filled with fear and hope. Would she join him again for more of their treasured private sex? And if she did, which Toni might it be: the impish mistress or the loving equal? Or would there be yet another facet of this jewel of a woman to appreciate and explore?

This time it must have been at least two hours of increasing anxiety and discomfort before the bathroom door creaked open. All was quiet outside. When Toni slipped in she was carrying the ratty old sleeping bag they’d used on the playground – a wonderful omen indeed. She smiled widely at him in his arched, handcuffed distress.

“Peek-a-boo, baby! I finally got a chance to slip away.” 

She hurried forward. “Everybody else is working on your cage: fitting it to the back of the truck, arguing about how to modify it for your most effective presentation and such. Jeri can handle that. And look what she gave me!”

Toni twinkled like the key she held up. 

“My poor darling doesn’t have to stay in his stress position all day after all. And speaking of positions, I want to explore a few more with you, forbidden or not. I know I keep saying it but this might really be our last chance together.”

She pulled the cock from his mouth and freed Bobby’s head, taking the ring-gag off completely. She wiped his mouth with her hand, wiped her hand on her pants and kissed him hard. Only the paint on his toenails remained of his poodle costume, and Toni confirmed that she was here as his lover and not master.

“Equals again today baby, okay? Equals and more – I’m going let you do some things to me that my sisters would just shit to see. But fuck them. Who cares? I can love and even submit to a man all I want. It’s a free country.”

She unlocked the handcuffs and helped him up.

“Come on. Lets spread this bag out in the shower. It may not be as romantic as a summer night under the stars, but at least we don’t have to make love among the toilets.”

They moved as far from the door and row of stalls as they could and bedded down in that tiled depression. Toni stripped naked and placed Bobby’s hands on her breasts as she went back to ardently soul-kissing him. Fifteen or so minutes of heaven later they were ready for more, and she broke away.

“I want your come, baby. I want it in my pussy and my womb, my mouth and my belly. I want to feel it jetting hot and wet against my face. How’s that for being an apostate? I know Psycho just emptied you early last night. But I’m going to do it again. I’ll take every little dribble I can get. Do you want to try the fabled sixty-nine?”

Toni tickled his clit.

“Your training has so far omitted this, since no Devil Dyke would ever go down on a man unless she intended to bite it off. I’ve done it for you already of course. But I want to do it some more. Are you going to return the favor baby?”

“Guide me to it, please. I can’t wait.”

So Bobby sprawled splay-legged on his back while Toni sat on his face and then defied nearly every gang convention. She bowed to his genitals and orally pleasured them. Alternating her attentions between his clit, balls and even his ass, she suckled and tongued every available bit of him with nearly the same fervency Bobby brought to his reciprocal service.

How long they dallied in this exchange of experience became impossible to judge. 

Bobby wallowed in his training; Toni in treats her misguided ideology had denied her. For once completely untied during service, Bobby got to use his fingers while he ate. Quickly he grew more adept than ever at coaxing ejaculations from her. 

After any number of these Toni likewise replaced her probing tongue with those longest, strongest two digits. Though it took another eternity after last night, she rubbed and sucked from him every little drop of juice he could produce.

Feeling as docile as Psycho posited after his draining even though his caged capacity continued to rage, Bobby cuddled with his girl then. Fixing her with utter adoration he basked in her favor as they stroked and giggled and talked lovers’ nonsense for a while. The fact that they were sequestered in a dank, sordid city bathroom grew remote enough to become irrelevant. 

Likewise the proscriptions of her sisters seemed to all but disappear from Toni’s concerns. 

Despite the possibility of conflict if they were discovered, she was increasingly eager to break every one of their taboos. When she finally fitted their cock to his sleeve she went down to more than just lube it up. She went to demonstrate her dearest intentions for his flesh. Then she truly showed her devotion and daring.

“Get up on your knees, baby. Later I want you to pound me missionary, just like in the marital bed. But now I want to take it like a bitch myself. You’re going do me doggy-style this time darling. Let’s hope we get away with it, because no one but Jeri would understand.”

Bobby’s own mind was blown. 

Holding this splendidly dominant older woman by the hips and having her cry out delight as he thrust urgently into her was an honor and exaltation like nothing he’d ever experienced. Yet now he perceived a new dimension to his rapture. The fact that his maddened manhood could feel nothing but a rhythmic pressure and the barest wet brushing of his glans was actually beginning to give him a perverse satisfaction. 

It still made him want to cry and tear his hair, beat his head on the wall and offer up his ass to the most extreme insertions in his desperation. The more his futile craving for culmination came to dominate him though, the more it seemed to define him. 

This was his ultimate gift to the women he so worshipped: that his lifelong quest for intimacy with them should come at such expense. For the honor of providing them with endless excessive sexual pleasure, he must suffer the insanity of sacrificing the pleasures of the penis himself. Unthinkable as this fate might once have been, Bobby could now imagine worse. He might have been timid enough to have stayed home and never met Toni all.

So despite the anguish of fucking such a surpassing and beloved woman without actually fucking at all, Bobby didn’t just labor dutifully as a slave or perform as an equal partner. He turned his torment into passion and battered Toni tirelessly until her shrieks reverberated around the enclosed space. Then he kept going and even poured it on until she’d had all the ecstasy she could momentarily handle.

Panting and dripping, Toni pulled off him. While she got her shuddering under control, he tightened the fit of his cock, making sure it wouldn’t slip off. Perhaps he was prescient.

“Rub that thing in my sweat, darling. Then fuck me in the ass.”

Bobby could have hesitated for any number of reasons. Questions of perceived propriety and advisability might arise. But Toni hadn’t asked him to second-guess her. She’d asked him for sexual pleasure. The selfless provision of this was now integral to his identity. And the opportunity she offered was too exciting to shirk.

Already sticky and slathered, he rubbed big rubber though the film and drips of perspiration covering her. For good measure he swiped a palm-full of sweat from himself, puddled it in her pucker and used a finger to rub it in and her open. Her groan was as demanding as any of his own, and he immediately did unto her as he would have done unto himself. He withdrew his finger and used a smooth, firm, but gently respectful stroke to push his insensate erection in its place. Then scandalously or not he began fucking his goddess-lover’s ass with the same anguished exaltation as before and more.

His hands had a controlling grip on her lovely haunches. She was kowtowed in her transport, face to the padded shower floor and back bowed as she offered up her holiest portal. His waist and pubis spanked her ass enthusiastically as he jabbed as quickly and powerfully into her as he could manage. And whether she somehow perversely intended to provoke her ‘sisters’, didn’t care if she did or failed to consider the possibility at all in her mad estrus, Toni’s shrieks eventually turned to exhortations.

“Yes! Yes! God yes, oh fuck me baby! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeeeeeee!”

Bobby eagerly obliged. Toni put her face right on the floor to reach her hands up and pry herself as widely open as possible, still getting earsplitting volume out of her orgasmic affirmations. Madly inspired as he was, Bobby maintained consideration, lifting her weight as he battered her, keeping the pressure off her face. Still the picture of abject submission to him Toni presented was the worst possible one for her soon-to-be ex-gang to see when they suddenly burst through the door and caught him butt-fucking her.

Whether arriving at an inopportune time or drawn all the way from the noisy garage, it was those most contemptuous of Toni’s relationship with the slave that led the way to investigate the outrageous sounds echoing around the bathroom. As Naomi banged open the door followed by Lilli and Sydney, Psycho and Erica with Jeri trailing helplessly along, it belatedly occurred to Bobby how cavalier they’d become about their stolen hours together. With Jeri abetting them and Lilli likely aware but not interfering, they’d gone from sneaking a quickie in the closet to this sudden shocking bust.

The stupefaction, stunned disgust and appalled outrage were instantaneous. Psycho’s scandalized shriek drowned everything a moment. Lilli’s sneer said all she needed to. But then Naomi led the slut-shaming, or this subculture’s version of it.

“Jesus Christ, what the fuck are you doing in here?”

Immediately defiant, Toni slipped off his dick and leaped to her feet.

“Trying to get it on if you don’t mind! Is that such a crime?”

“Taking it from a man might as well be!” Nods were followed by more accusations.

“You were on your knees!”

“Were you letting him fuck you in the ass?”

“Jesus Toni, I knew you were sweet on him but this is ridiculous!”

“Listen!” Toni stepped forward, naked and coiled. “Nobody tells me who or how I can fuck! Don’t like it? Kiss my ass or make your move!”

Though Psycho appeared only in this for the drama, Naomi and Sydney both looked ready to take her up on it. Though Lilli had the most reason to be aggrieved and the most personal malice, she chose to challenge on technical grounds.

“Maybe nobody can tell you how not to debase yourself. But you can’t just fuck whoever you want. That male is property. Isn’t he supposed to remain an impotent virgin?”

“He’s a virgin?” 

Everyone ignored Psycho’s new shriek.

“He still is.” Jeri spoke up in support. “She’s using a dildo for heaven’s sake. I don’t see the harm. I’ve been letting them get it on all they want.”

An overlapping babble broke out over this. Impatient, Toni gave a piercing whistle.

“Listen! You don’t think I belong in these colors anymore? You’re fucking right, I don’t. I’ll take ‘em off at the end of this trip or renounce them right now if you want. But I’m staying with Bobby to the end. I’m protecting him to the death. And I’m goddamn well fucking him however I want!”

Jeri spoke over angry mutters.

“Come on you guys. We’ve got enough enemies. Tomorrow we’re likely going into battle against them. Let’s stick together long enough to get our reward. Then anyone who likes can have it out or resign their membership.”

There was more grumbling at this. Black looks were cast at Bobby too, and he grew uneasy remembering Toni’s worries about treachery. Still no one challenged Jeri, though she was getting her share of frowns now too. Psycho at least seemed to consider the show over.

“Come on you guys, I’m hungry. Let’s order in some food. Then I want to put those motel videos up on the big screen. That show dog training is a scream!”

***

By the end of the second day of his stakeout, Jack had had enough.

Two straight days in this moldy, rat-infested sweatbox and he hadn’t caught a glimpse of his target yet. The bitches weren’t stupid. They must be keeping him against the wall, right under the bank of windows in the one place that was out of his line of sight.

They’d be leaving in the morning, no doubt driving the truck right out of the garage and not giving him a chance to make the shot then either. It was time to give up on this idiocy.

During the long vigil he’d made up his mind. 

He didn’t need the money that bad. With what he’d made from the Gates hit, he could still retire – or at least take a less taxing job. And he wouldn’t have to deal with such an irrational, infantile boss – not mention risk his balls and life messing with a bunch of sadistic psycho dykes. If Ed wanted this guy so bad, let him deal with them. Jack was through.

He disassembled the rifle and binocular stand and packed everything away. Tramping back through his dusty footprints (and those of all the vermin) he went back down all those stairs and slipped out into the dusk. Breathing deeply of the fresh air Jack headed back to the van, his spirits rising with every step. 

He still had a contentious phone call ahead. But he could at least hang up the phone. He wouldn’t have to endure Ed trashing the furniture or control the urge to roll his eyes while he ranted. If worse came to worst he could just quit right there.

Back at the van Jack helped himself to a can of soda from the cooler he’d brought. The caffeine and sugar rejuvenated him further, though as always he regretted not being able to have a beer instead. 

Overuse of alcohol treating insomnia had led to addiction. Jack had quit cold turkey with no help as soon as the hassles of maintenance and the detriments of performance had outweighed the relief of getting some sleep. Unfortunately he now had a broken switch inside. He couldn’t take even a sip of liquor without craving a river of it. It was a terrible shame; the effects of the drug aside there was nothing like the taste of a cold beer or good aged whiskey. Now he couldn’t have either ever again.

Jack drove to his hotel without looking back. He picked up a pizza on the way and scarfed it watching a professional soccer game on TV. 

It was at least a month until football season but he’d be damned if he’d watch baseball, golf or auto racing. The only pursuit he could imagine being more boring was watching people play cards on TV, which most of the so-called sports channels also regularly featured.

Soccer didn’t have a lot of scoring. And there was too much diving from players that came from corrupt cultures. But at least the game kept going, without any commercials or other breaks. Jack finished his pie and watched to the end of the half. Then he could put off his call no longer. 

He sighed and pulled over the room phone. He dialed Ed at the place he was staying in Boston and let it ring. No doubt feeling entitled to good news Ed snatched it up himself rather than wait on a servant. 

“Jack? What the hell’s going on?”

“Nothing. No luck. I haven’t seen a single peek of him. They’re keeping him hidden.”

“Okay, so you can’t even shoot the bastard. What are you going to do?”

“Nothing, Ed. I’m giving up. This job is no longer worth the aggravation.”

“What?” Edgar’s yelp was incredulous.

“I don’t need the money that bad, Ed. You can find someone else or take it over yourself. I’ll give you everything I have on it. But I advise you to drop it too. These bitches are not to be messed with, Ed.”

As expected, the boss immediately went off on a rant about loyalty and betrayal and who owed what to whom. Jack listened a minute, then hung up in the middle of it.

He had to grin doing that – it was not something the asshole was used to. He waited five minutes and then called back.

“Listen, Jack!”

“I’m listening, Ed. But I’m not going to listen to a lot of bullshit or abuse. Fire me right now and we’ll happily go our separate ways. Or simply understand that you have to count me out on this job. It’s too risky personally.

“Did you read the report on this gang I gave you? They torture, rape, castrate and kill men for fun. These are not people I want to deal with.”

“You’re afraid of them!”

“Fuck yes, I’m afraid of them! I like my balls between my legs and not stuffed down my throat. I’ll take sex with the occasional hooker over being buggered by dogs the rest of my life.”

“Are you still telling me they really do that?”

“Fuck yeah, they do it. That’s what my source on the inside wants to do to this Carlyle. That’s why she convinced them to divert to this rally. She knows people there on this circuit they have. She wants to sell him into forced bestiality. We just have to pay her what the danger is worth to betray her friends and he’ll end up a performer in these underground dog-rape shows.”

“You’re just telling me this now?” Ed practically shrieked. “Why have you been trying to shoot him?”

“I just told you why,” Jack repeated exasperatedly. “These bitches are indiscriminate. They’d be just as happy to see you or me dead, raped or enslaved. I want nothing to do with them. And I want nothing to do with condemning anyone else to them either.

“This Carlyle never hurt you, me or anyone Ed. As a fellow male I feel some sympathy for him. I’d shoot him for money sure, but I draw the line at canine rape. If you want to pursue that, you’re on your own.”

“Damn right I want to pursue it!” It was like Ed hadn’t heard a single admonition. “How do I get in touch with these bitches? How do I make payment?”

Relieved that the argument was over but still feeling a certain reluctance, Jack gave Ed the numbers of his turncoats.

“But you can’t just call them out of the blue. You have to send a coded text asking them to call you.” He explained the procedure. “And they only have the number of this throwaway phone here. You’d be nuts to use any other. You’ll have to wait for me to bring it there or come here.”

“I’ll be there tonight, as soon as I can arrange it. Give me the name and address of your hotel and the room number.”

Jack reeled them off. As soon as he finished, Ed hung up on him.

Okay, fair enough. Shaking his head at Ed’s obstinacy Jack put the phone back on the cradle and turned the TV up. Halftime was over and the game back on.

***

Psyche ‘Psycho’ Oates was privately elated. 

The exposure of shocking apostasy on Toni’s part had the potential to make her and Sydney’s job immeasurably easier. It also changed the moral dynamic decidedly in their favor. They would no longer be betraying their sisters at the behest of a man, but quite justifiably punishing and expelling a pair of betrayers themselves.

Toni admitted her deviance from Devil Dyke ideals. Jeri proved her own unworthiness to wear the colors (much less lead) by supporting her. They could get rich, be in the right and have the adventure of a life. Three of them were already in secret agreement. Recruiting the other two should be a cinch now. Once they got to the rally, Jeri and Toni would be alone against hundreds. The apostates and their pet male would all get what was coming to them.

In a way it was a shame. Psyche honestly liked Toni and Jeri. They’d had great times together. She could even appreciate Bobby, and understand why they were so devoted to him. 

Toni had guts too, standing up to them all, defiant in her deviance. Psyche admired that, if she couldn’t fathom what inspired it. Still, she knew which side she wanted to be on in the approaching endgame. So when Sydney suggested they go down to the garage for a couple beers on the eve of the rally, she was delighted when Jeri and Toni elected to remain and guard their slave. They needed to have a talk amongst themselves.

Everyone else seemed to agree. After a first toast and drink (“Fuck men!”) a tense silence fell. At last Sydney as host approached the matter obliquely.

“We got to talk about those guys.”

Naomi snorted. Lilli spat. Erica’s eyes admitted what Psycho already knew. Finally Naomi spoke up.

“I can’t believe what’s become of the kid I initiated. Jeri ought to go lead a girl scout troop. She isn’t fit to lead us. I consider any promises I made to her invalid. I made those promises to the person I thought I knew.”

Lilli nodded. 

“I’m taking over our chapter when this is done – if there’s anything left of it. I gave my word to Jeri to see this out first. But I could be talked into breaking it.”

Her narrowed eyes studied Erica and Naomi.

“Which of you guys is it? Or have you both been bought off?”

Naomi’s jaw dropped. Erica’s gaze darted furtively. Psycho reassured her.

“Don’t worry, Erica. They got to us too.” She nodded at Sydney. “And it’s not a betrayal when your sisters have lost their way. We’re going to punish the apostates. We’re going to get filthy rich. And we’re going to teach that poodle what show dog slavery is really like. He’ll have all the opportunity in the world to discover just how perverted he can be. Are you guys in?”

Naomi’s mouth closed. Her gaze turned stony.

“Fucking right I’m in! Those cunts need to be taught a lesson. And I want to see that bitch truly suffering, and not fucking enjoying it. Maybe life as a lowly kennel slut will do the trick.”

Everyone looked at Lilli, who went back with these guys the longest. She and Toni had been cellmates and lovers for long years before she threw him over for a man she couldn’t even have. A slow grin stretched across her face.

“What do they say about a woman scorned?”

Psycho answered for her. “Hell hath no fury.”

“Well this is a demon scorned. My fury is that of a hundred hells. And I will bring that to my enemies and lay them low. Fuck men!”

“Fuck men!” the others chorused. They drank to their nefarious plans.

The Crucible


Chapter Twenty-Five

Exhibits

Like the rest of the Appalachian chain, the Adirondack Mountains are almost inconceivably ancient. The rocks that form them are a billion years old. In a time before there was life on Earth (or at least recognizable life) they reared up higher than the Himalayas, jagged ramparts of rock bare of the simplest algal fuzz. Now, thirteen million human lifespans later, they’ve eroded low and rounded, their highest peaks little more than a mile above sea level. 

Home to thousands of lakes large and small, their slopes and crowns (luckily spared the atrocity of mountaintop removal mining that has so devastated the lower Appalachians) are draped with a thick covering of boreal forest. Kin to the taiga that stretches across so much of Russia, this mix of conifers and broadleaf trees shelters moose, deer, otters, beaver, ermine and minks; coons, fox, bobcats and lynx; coyotes, black bears and even a rumored cougar or two. 

Quite a few humans make their home there as well, and many more come to vacation. Within the six million acres of the Adirondack State Park are wilderness trails and campgrounds almost beyond count, many run by the state but many more privately owned. The one chosen by the Devil Dykes for this summer’s rally was remote indeed. 

Situated between a pair of small lakes known only as ‘Bub’ and ‘Sis’ (neither lake boasting a single home; none of the surrounding peaks hosting even a fire tower), the campground featured a general gathering place by the shore of Sis. 

From here an intaglio of trails led to dozens of little individual campsites that honeycombed the surrounding forested valleys and slopes. With Toni driving the truck (her bike reluctantly left at the garage) and Syd leading the way in, Jeri took her composite crew up one last rough dirt road to within half a mile of the place. There she signaled a halt. 

Encouraged by the uneventful run up from Schenectady – no Uzis met them on departure, no thugs in vans attempted to snatch their prize – Jeri deemed this a safe enough spot to begin displaying their bait. Indeed she was eager to find out how their slave had endured the bouncy ride up here. If she knew Boy-toy it was with unfathomably extreme yet welcome suffering. 

Obeying her signals Syd and Psycho turned off into a small meadow already crowded with trucks and motorcycles. Clearly this had become an impromptu parking area, which was exactly what they needed. Toni and the trailing bikes (Lilli, Erica and Naomi) pulled up beside them. 

A few other crews were milling around – maybe three dozen women all told. With their bikes shut down, Jeri could hear other engines ahead, along with the rowdy clamor of the hundreds already here. Well, they’d give them something to whoop and laugh about all right. The last of the supposedly tame Iowa Devil Dykes had arrived. And were about to make a hell of an entrance. Jeri climbed off her bike and strode to the truck.

Toni was already out and moving around the back, releasing the T-locks that secured the big camper cap in place. 

The others came over to join them, spreading out around the truck to help. Once the cap was free they took hold of it, three on each side with Lil by the tailgate. Clearly Jeri’s excitement (and interest in the condition of their cargo) was shared: everyone was fired-up and eager.

“All set?” Jeri asked. “Everybody ready to show off our captive male?”

“Hell yeah!”

“I can’t wait!”

“Let’s do it!”

“Okay on three then: one, two, three!”

Together they lifted. The fiberglass cap came up easily. Moving together they carried it to the rear, setting it out of the way on the grass behind the truck. Formerly filled with all their crap (most of which had been left behind with Toni’s bike) the bed now held only their tents, packs, the nearly empty case of booze, a box of food and their water jug, all packed low around the sides and tailgate. Back against the cab, locked down to keep it from shifting around, was the gleaming steel cage Psycho had found. And in it was their wonderfully suffering slave.

Positioned upright in a rectangular prison of circular steel bars (these spaced about four inches apart), his legs were splayed out wide, each chained ankle-to-thigh. 

His arms were similarly splayed above him and identically chained wrist-to-shoulder. This complete flexion of all his limbs gave him four stubby little puppy-legs. Bungee cords ran from his spread elbows to the sides of the cage at the top. Two more stretched his knees straight out to the sides. A last pair tethered his ankles to the bottom, restraining him suspended spread-eagled in the center like a bug caught in a black widow’s web.

That suspension was a matter of degree however. Boy-toy was also supported (somewhat) by an absolutely enormous, progressively thicker dildo. Jutting upright from the floor of the cage, this was seated at least foot deep in his ass. Hugely impaled from below, every little bump of the truck thus bounced him up and down between elastics, forcing that enormous organ further in and out, reaming him ever wider and ramming him ever deeper. Iron weights on springs alligator-clipped to his nipples and clit (and hung from his collared balls) likewise bounced up and down with his slightest movement, constantly torturing those most erogenous spots.

Chastity sleeve shined up and glittering conspicuously, his marked-as-property body covered with the layered bruises and welts of the past week, Bobby was again puppy-nosed, poodle-eared and elaborately made-up like the most lubricious slut – which of course he was. 

Finger and toenails painted pink to match his lipstick, Psycho had even used a curling iron to style his drooping pigtails into fetching little ringlets. Ring-gagged again, his head was stretched all the way back to show off his fancy collar and tag. Balls resting on his chin, Toni’s souvenir cock impaled him nearly as fully from above as below. His neck was slick with slaver, and his face with constantly dripping tears. Bloodshot eyes eloquent of woe blinked at the sudden sun and then rolled to take in his mistresses as they crowded around the bed of the truck.

“How’s our poodle-on-a-pole?” crowed Psycho. “Ready for the big show?”

Heavy with mascara, Boy-toy’s eyelashes fluttered a terribly distressed affirmative. Even Lilli seemed to have shelved her resentment now that the fun was imminent.

“We should have taken him all the way across the country this way!” she laughed. 

Boy-toy whimpered piteously at this, more drool spilling from his circle-stretched lips and more tears from his crazed-with-extremity eyes.

“It’s not too late!” cried Naomi. “From here we can go right back, all the way to LA or Mexico, and sell him on the circuit down there. A trained-up bitch like this would bring a pretty price. And by the time we got him there, he’d be perfectly primed for his degrading new role.”

“Bite your tongue!” growled Toni, the only one of them still showing reservations about all this. “No one’s doing that to my baby. I’ll see you all dead first.”

“Oh, lighten up, girl!” cried Psycho. “It’s party time. Let’s go join the fun!”

“I heard that!” Jeri responded for them all. “Let’s mount back up and move on out. Same formation as before. Another half mile and we’ll be the talk of the mountains!”

Toni scowled and climbed back in the cab. The rest hurried for their bikes.

***

Now that they were actually here and any horror at all might be only minutes away, Bobby tried to put everything but the hugely challenging ride from his mind. 

Yesterday’s amazing liaison and ugly argument, last night’s warnings and the foreplay of this morning had occupied him enough. A new noon was upon him now. It was too late to escape whatever fate he faced. So for Jeri and Toni and Mistress Kimberly he could only experience, endure and attempt to appreciate every nuance of it. Perhaps he could somehow earn an eternity of all their doting ownership – if he passed through the trials ahead properly.

Still the fallout from Toni’s audacity was troubling. It complicated an already dangerous situation so much that she’d been openly reconsidering the wisdom of this ever since. Though everyone was outwardly friendly and unified, strain and suspicion underlay the gang’s fever of eagerness. Jeri and Toni were all too aware that sentiment had turned against them. The only question was how far. With the others having a beer in the basement last night, the two of them had discussed this while once again inspecting him for damage 

“Let’s play ‘guess what they’re saying about us now’,” Toni sighed, rubbing a little ointment into Bobby’s inflamed and scabby nipples.

“No bets there,” Jeri snorted. “Something about how you’re a man-loving sex criminal and I’m an unworthy leader no doubt.”

“You think there’ll be more trouble?”

“Hopefully not. Lilli gave her word to wait ‘til after delivery. And Erica’s never been much of a zealot. As for Naomi, she knows she’s no match for me, especially now that she’s getting old and fat. I don’t know Syd all that well though and who can predict Psycho?”

“Who indeed?” Toni took another squirt of the ointment. “I’m sorry Jer. I shouldn’t have got so carried away. I’ve just never believed in being sexually discreet. And pretty Bobby here was just fucking me so beautifully.” She smeared her goop all over his clit, making him moan and squirm uncontrollably. “I almost think I wanted to rub their faces in what they’re missing, being so insistently anti-man about everything.”

“I don’t blame you,” Jeri sighed, taking the ointment from her. Bobby tried uselessly to hold still this time as she rubbed more of this into his abraded but always fuck-hungry bung. “Love is love: never explain, never apologize. What I’m worried about is which of them is a traitor. The enemy has been finding us way too easily. Someone’s been bought off.”

Toni frowned, petting Bobby almost absently.

“I asked Kim to research this number and get back to us. She never did. That could mean she found nothing suspicious or that she’s still waiting to hear. You’d think she’d have warned us if she turned up trouble.”

“Right,” Jeri carefully rolled and palpated his balls, feeling for damage. “In any case, keep that shotgun hidden but handy. There’s supposed to be no guns at the rally, so I’ll tell the others to leave theirs behind. I’ll carry Bobby’s knife, since he’ll be too tied up to use it. 

“I’ve got to say, that cage is going to be a scream. Psycho’s ideas just keep getting better. You’re going to have a fun ride into the mountains tomorrow Boy-toy!”

So he had. 

After another night hogtied in Toni’s arms, they’d bathed and beautified him and taken him down to the truck. Being restrained in the cage, greased up and impaled and fitted with the usual torments had turned him on beyond belief. Seeing Toni lock the cage and pocket the only key was even more submissively thrilling. Shut in the dark then he’d felt each little bump as they left the garage for the street as though spiked on a fencepost. Then as the roads progressively deteriorated he truly felt the evil genius of Psycho’s invention.

The erratic unpredictability of the force and depth with which each bounce in his bonds fucked his ass made Bobby gasp and weep and cry out repeatedly in his excited suffering. When Toni opened the window to the cab behind him, letting in a bit of light and air and the occasional comfort of her teasing voice, love and joy joined sexual agony in keeping him occupied over the hour-long ride. The last stretch up and down ten or twelve miles of unpaved rock and dirt had then transported him not only ever further from civilization and into the demesne of the enemies of his gender, but into the most deranged rapture imaginable – or so he’d thought. Now however, out in the open with the sun, blue sky and puffy white clouds peeking through the tree cover (and the cage bars above him), with the engines and hollers and ebullience of hundreds of man-haters drawing closer with each ever-more punishing meter, Bobby closed in on the lesbian biker rally he’d insanely chosen to brave in a rabid froth of pain, degradation, terror and absolutely lunatic lust. While he couldn’t completely banish his worries about traitors in their midst and the reactions of the others to Toni’s taboo-shattering, these at least finally retreated to the margins of his awareness. When they eventually arrived at the campground itself he could only pray to Toni and Jeri and Goddess Kimberly beyond to somehow preserve him for her.

With his head stretched all the way back it wasn’t easy to see much. But by tipping his face a little either way Bobby gained more than just a peripheral view of his surroundings. 

He saw sapphire water cupped by mountains: a much smaller lake than Chautauqua, but utterly pristine. Edged with an unbroken perimeter of trees it was lovely beyond belief to his flatlander’s gaze. He saw the wide clearing by the shore with galleries of rough bleachers around a central depression in a kind of rustic amphitheater. He saw a few big old dun-colored trucks with high axles and wheels, like old Army (or more likely logging) vehicles built to handle the rough terrain. 

Portable generators roared, cooling the dozens of kegs of beer stacked in back. Booths had been set up hawking various wares or celebrating specific gangs or chapters. Port-a-potties had been unloaded to supplement the existing latrines. Music from a dozen sources competed with the generators, the engines of numberless bikes arriving or being wheeled around and shown off, as well as with the laughing and shouting of the hundreds of hard-bitten women milling about. 

Leather and steel, cotton and denim and semi-naked, inked-up flesh were everywhere. Bobby even fancied he detected the singular smell of massed womanhood along with the smoke of motors and fires and cooking food. Then Sydney and Psycho (and the rest even to Toni in the truck) began to loudly blare their horns, trying to generate a ruckus and garner as much attention as possible.

Bouncing along in violated excruciation as they pulled off the dirt track onto even rougher ground, Bobby saw heads turning their way. Instantly he saw jaws dropping, fists rising and contemptuous merriment breaking out all around as his captors made their dramatic entrance. Then (having no conception what the coming days might offer) it seemed the ultimate terror and turn-on were upon him.

Women swarmed toward him from all compass points. Bringing the truck to a halt (with a lurch that made him bark out a sob), Toni spoke through the cab window.

“Courage, baby! I’m staying right here at the wheel with the shotgun within reach.”

Then the real ‘rocks’ arrived: females that made the tough kids back at high school seem like cuddly kittens. Though tops were open or off and breasts bared here and there, the sight of scars and piercings, tattooed musculature and hairstyles that made Lilli and Psycho look ordinary (Mohawks and cock’s combs, shaved heads and outrageous spikes galore) were more arresting. 

His heart galloped and his stretched chest heaved for breath. Trembling autonomically with terror even as his penis raved in its pain, Bobby fully expected the cage to be dismantled by bare hands just before he was likewise torn limb from limb. Fortunately Jeri had entered this madness with just enough method.

She’d drawn them to a stop within the rest of her crew, members of her Midwest chapter who’d gone on ahead. The first arrivals at the truck shouted names with their greeting and praise. Already informed of Bobby’s value if not the gang’s intention to bring him along, they were quick to rally to Jeri’s cause.

“Lilli, baby!”

“Jeri! You brought him here?”

“Way to go, Devil Dykes!”

“Awesome!”

“Holy shit, we’re going to have some fucking fun now!”

“Form a perimeter, quick!” cried Jeri. The others (even Syd and Psycho and the two likeliest traitors) were already doing so. The five or six they’d just joined followed suit. Scrambling on top of the cab where she loomed above him like a colossus, Jeri held her hands up and gave a piercing whistle over the closing crush.

“Hello, sisters! The Iowa Devil Dykes have arrived! And we’ve brought the entertainment with us!”

Roars of approval and yes, bloodlust shook the air as the crowd gathered around, whooping and laughing at the sight of the pathetic captive poodle in all his tormented terror.

“Look at this!”

“Show dog!”

“Party time!”

“Oh, baby, we’re going to have fun tonight!”

Grinning widely at all the acclaim while Psycho, Erica and Naomi et cetera strutted and preened, Jeri shouted out again.

“Yes, yes, tonight we’ll have a performance for the ages! But read the tattoo, sisters. This poodle is property already and worth more than all of us put together. We’re going to have all kinds of fun with him – “

Another zealous roar interrupted her as the surrounding mob jostled to close in tighter. Jeri had to whistle again.

“But NO permanent damage! I want my Boy-toy breathing and still bugger-able when we’re all done with him!”

Hooting and jeering, cries of disapproval and refusal came back. Perimeter or no, the mob closed in to touching distance of the truck. Delighted with Psycho’s setup, instantly grasping the painfully degrading mechanics involved, they began rocking the chassis rhythmically, bouncing Bobby on the giant cock skewering him.

Even strangling on ten inches of thick rubber, the slutty excitement of his cries was as evident as the agony in them. 

Snarls of resentment joined the revelry and they rocked him harder, until Boy-toy felt like he was being raped with a baseball bat. Still he squealed with as much sexual thrill as terror and torment and the bloating of his clipped clit was obvious to all. Before any of his protectors could act to prevent it, the most angry or misandrous in the mob clambered over the tailgate and sides. 

Stumbling over the packs and supplies, they closed around him in a howling knot. Hands reached through the bars to pull and twist his nipple clips, to pinch his throbbing clit, squeeze and yank on his bulging balls. Hands slapped his face and pulled his curls. A brutish looking bitch with frizzy blonde hair punched his snubbed nose and then spit in his face. Then everyone was spitting on him even as they pinched every inch of him they could reach. So terrifying was this (his worst fears seemingly about to be realized in the first few minutes) that Bobby gasped and choked and was on the verge of hyperventilating, puking, or having to try and expel that cock – which was in any case being ground against his lips and waggled in his throat by someone’s brutal grip. Then suddenly the frizzy bitch was climbing up on the cage itself. 

Gaining the top, she squatted and pulled the crotch of her cutoff jeans aside. Her legs were unshaven and her pussy as hairy and frizzy as her head. 

Bobby retched uncontrollably. Clearly she meant to piss directly down into his upturned face. Cheering her on, the others backed off a bit to avoid the splatter. Before that infernal shower could begin though, Jeri came to the rescue at last.

From her perch atop the cab she shoved Frizzy Bitch back off the cage, tumbling her onto the others who’d gained the truck bed. Over her squawk of protest she shouted again.

“Nope, nope, no water-sports either! That’s for his owner to choose to do –or not. I gave her my promise.”

“Fuck your promise!” came the cry from all sides. Others began trying to clamber on. The truck was still being rocked, making this a bit more difficult even as it keyed up Bobby’s terror-lust-distress even further. Fortunately Jeri had had enough.

“That’s it: we’re out of here! We’ll be back later for the big show!”

She jumped down into the back and began tossing people out. At the same time Toni put the truck in gear, blared the horn and started driving. Women leaped or stumbled back out of the way. Somehow without crushing anyone they pulled out of the mob and across the grass until they reached another dirt road that led to and wound among the surrounding campsites. 

Realizing the fun was up for the time being, the last hangers-on dropped off, including Frizzy Bitch. Jeri jumped down too, hurrying back to her bike with the rest of her crew. Engines revved over the raucous hooting and laughter and Bobby whimpered with pain and relief as Toni bounced him away from immediate danger.

To his own endlessly seeping slaver had been added the spittle of dozens of women’s contempt. It stippled his goatee, trickled down his rouged cheeks and adhered to his naked body in innumerable places. 

Remembering this splatting against him in his transport, Boy-toy’s face burned and his clit throbbed anew at this unprecedented yet still only suggestive humiliation. A particularly violent bump stabbed him especially deep. The collared canine groaned, seeing again that skanky pussy poised over him, preparing to deluge him in steaming degradation.

He shuddered involuntarily, again fighting not to retch around the cock filling his throat. This was Toni’s cock though. That helped to settle him. 

Unspeakably repellant as the prospect of being pissed on by some nasty cunt he’d didn’t know was, Bobby knew that for Mistress Kimberly, or his beloved Toni or even Jeri he would surely be able to find a way to glory in that indignity as he had so many others. 

They could mark their territory by spraying in his face all they wanted. If they got him through this to the safety of his owner’s arms he would bathe in it and call it baptism. For now though it was heaven just to have escaped his initial display intact. As they’d promised, his mistresses had taken care of him. Surely they would continue to do so.

***

Kim had begun carrying her tablet with her everywhere she went. 

Wandering through Harborview almost aimlessly in a new attempt to distract herself from her frustrations, her anxieties and persistent inner conflict, it did more than keep her in touch. As she’d discovered by the pool it had enough memory to store all Jeri’s reports, photos and video, along with Bobby’s stories and so much else. It also had a screen big enough to properly enjoy these on. With web access she also had a whole universe of entertainment and information at her fingertips, should she need additional diversion from her obsession. Yet despite all this it was to the combination library/conservatory that she eventually found her steps taking her.

Here knowledge, art, and the wonders of life were displayed not on an LCD screen but all around for her to dawdle through. There was the grandeur of architecture and elegance of décor in the vast room itself to marvel over, from the chandeliers in the vaulted ceiling to the opulence of the alternating rugs and marble underfoot. The paintings on the walls and the precious statuary posed around testified to the creative genius of mankind, the gathered masters speaking eloquently soul-to-soul sometimes from centuries ago. Then there were the books.

The smell of thousands upon thousands of shelved volumes was a pervasive calmative. Whether it was history, philosophy, poetry, or just engaging fiction one wished for, it could all be found here. Yet scattered among the shelves and furniture (tables, chairs, benches and couches) shafts of sun fell from windows and skylights upon flowerbeds and other plants of all kinds. These overlay that good smell of books each with their own pocket of perfume or piquancy. Nor was only the life of flora stored here. 

Large aquaria were set into the walls or standing about, some filled with brilliantly colored ocean fish, some with big aggressive cichlids from Africa and Amazonia and some with huge communities of common tropical varieties. A few were even set up as terrariums: there was a delightful group of chameleons, a swamp setting with salamanders and a desert display with tarantulas the size of your hand that Kim usually gave a wide berth to.

As she’d just finished lunch she made no exception in this case. Avoiding creepies she kept only as a reminder of what kind of creature her ex-husband was, something impelled her almost randomly through the exhibits until she came to a central octagonal fireplace. Though it was filled with only aromatic char this close to August she seated herself on one of the padded benches. The palms around her were tropical rather than temperate but this still put her in mind of an Adirondack campsite. Sighing, Kim crossed her legs and brought up that tablet again. It seemed trying to take her mind off Bobby and the others was going to be as fruitless as usual.

She still hadn’t heard from security about that damn phone number! 

Unwilling to call back until she had a better idea whether these new additions to her slave’s retinue could be trusted, she’d had to be content with Jeri’s morning reports. And now it was too late – they were already on the way to the rally and she had no way of contacting them. Angry with both Ennis and herself for delaying, almost pathologically worried for her painstakingly groomed slave, still torn between what she knew was right and what her libido wanted regarding him, Kim once again opened the latest video Jeri had sent.

Taken just before they’d left Schenectady, it showed Bobby all charmingly dolled up as a poodle again. Only now he was stretched between elastic cords in a shiny little cage and spiked upon a truly monstrous cock. 

Seeing him restrained this way kept putting even more diabolical ideas in her head. 

Now Kim pictured him not only suspended helplessly above her as she constantly cuckolded the pitiful impotent, but confined to a gilded little bird cage too. She saw him displayed this way at parties, hung up in the center of the big ballroom while guests circulated below and tittered up at his abject devotion. She imagined him spiked on a giant metal cock in there, and herself pressing a button that both activated and electrified it, pounding and shocking him into shuddering paroxysms that rattled the entire cage with his intolerably intimate agony…

Squirming a little herself with the arousal these fantasies engendered, Kim was rescued from temptation by the beeping of the phone. It was Ennis at last. She stopped the video and touched the ‘talk’ icon.

“Yes?”

“It’s Ennis, Ms Strauss. I’m sorry it took so long but I have the information you requested. And yes, I’ve been able to confirm that the number you gave us has indeed received calls from this area code. It doesn’t prove anything of course, but…”

“I understand. Thank you Mister Ennis.”

Before her burgeoning fear and fury could make her start screaming at him, she ended the call. Then she ground her teeth and wondered what the hell she could do now. 

Bobby was out of touch and compromised by traitors – not to mention heading into the worst possible danger she could imagine. She simply could not sit here for another two or three days just hoping for the best. She had to do something to save her baby – and destroy that infected testicle-boil she’d married once and for all. But what could it be?

Okay, start with what she knew. 

Someone in Boston besides her was talking to the Devil Dykes. Was it Edgar himself? That seemed extremely unlikely. No doubt the pus-bag had Jack Giambra doing his dirty work for him. With no other recourse but calling the cops or traveling to the Adirondacks herself, Kim suddenly determined to confront Giambra.

Desperate times called for desperate measures. Yet maybe this wasn’t as nuts as it seemed. 

Jack was a sociopathic bastard, no doubt of it. The man didn’t have an iota of empathy in him. He certainly might be an active threat to her safety. He wasn’t completely psychotic though. 

He was conscious-less, not malicious. And he didn’t share Edgar’s penchant for irrational violence. She’d seen him sitting stonily through too many unjustified tirades to expect him to have any more affection for his boss than he did for anyone else. 

Perhaps he could be scared off or even convinced of his better interests. Edgar was trying to suborn her allies. Was not turnabout fair play?

Kim opened her document folder, glad she hadn’t winnowed it of files in forever. She found a list of their former employees’ home addresses and phone numbers. Filled with furious resolve, she didn’t bother with his home in New York but just boldly dialed his cell, hoping the number was still current and wondering if he’d have the balls to take her call. 

In two rings she had her answer. He sounded wearier than ever – no doubt Edgar had been screaming at him all week over his failures to nail Bobby.

“Hello, Kim.” No more pretense of formality here. “What can I do for you?”

“I wondered if we could get together and talk this afternoon.”

“Why not?” he sighed, sounding strangely relieved almost. “Only it will have to be this evening I’m afraid. I’m on the road right now, and heading the wrong way. I was driving back to New York. I’ve actually made it halfway. But I should have known Boston wasn’t done with me yet.” He sighed again, full of rue and resignation.

“Perhaps we could meet at Patsy’s and have a couple drinks. Shall we say seven o’clock?”

“All right. I’ll see you then.”

“Thank you, Jack.” Kim ended the call.

That sounded reasonably hopeful. Only now she had yet another long stretch of anxious hours to fill. 

As torture, this could hardly compare to what Bobby was no doubt enduring for her. Still it was bad enough to make her want to weep at the prospect. With no reason not to, Kim turned off the tablet, set it down and put her face in her hands.


Chapter Twenty-Six

Lovers, Friends and Enemies

Though she’d only been here once before, Toni remembered the layout of the place well enough. Leaving the frenzy by the shore and even her friends well behind she drove as fast as she dared up the rough track from the lake. Though Bobby gave a terrible strangled cry and ejected their cock from his throat at a particularly vicious bump (her own head banged the ceiling), even all her love and concern for him couldn’t slow her down.

When that nasty dyke from the Macon chapter went to piss on him she’d been a split-second from jamming on the gas regardless of Jeri atop the cab and anyone unlucky enough to be in front of her. Now she simply had to put some distance between herself and all her ‘sisters’. 

More and more Toni didn’t want to be here. The dangers to Bobby were bad enough. Seeing the kind of cunt she used to be all around her was almost worse. It filled her with disgust and self-loathing. She wanted to get as far away from those people as fast as she could.

Following the winding route past any number of campsites both vacant and already occupied, she turned off the main track and onto a spur that climbed the side of the mountain they’d just driven around. With the four-wheel drive engaged they labored up the slope, bouncing and jouncing more cruelly than ever. Still Bobby’s cries were filled with as much fuck-loving as pain, so she didn’t slow down until the road leveled off and terminated at a plateau featuring the most secluded, defensible campsite they could reach with the truck. There she swung around and backed right up against the suddenly steepening mountainside, where no one would be able to approach it from behind. Then she shut down and jumped from the cab.

From here she had a tree-obstructed view downhill to most of the campground. The lake twinkled beautifully blue and the trucks and bikers gathered below were reduced to the size of sandbox toys. Thin spires of smoke rose from campsites here and there. Already the dreaded black flies had found her, though the plateau was mostly cleared and sat in a nice spot of sun. 

Luckily they’d known what to expect heading into the mountains in high summer. They’d stopped on the way to buy repellent. She would make applying some to both herself and Bobby one of her earliest priorities. But first she had to check on him. Hearing the bikes of the others growling up the mountain after them she vaulted over the side of the truck and into the bed. She slipped the ring out so they could talk and her baby greeted her abashedly.

“I’m sorry, Mistress Toni. But it was lose your cock or puke and choke on it.”

“Shush, baby, your baby’s mama loves you.” She pulled a bandana from her hip pocket. Freshly Bobby-washed along with along with all their other duds the night before, she used this to wipe the sweat, tears and spit from his face, smearing his makeup but not caring. Already a dozen of the tiny flies were struggling or drowned in the mess. “You did exactly right darling.”

Toni kissed two fingers, reached back through the bars and pressed them to his lips. With the others almost here, she fished out the repellant and quickly smeared him all over before some cunt could arrive and accuse her of coddling him again. She warned him while she did so.

“I’m going to be mean to you around these other bitches, baby. Jeri and I can’t afford any more dissention. But you know who loves you most of all and who will die to protect you, don’t you my future sire-stud?”

“Absolutely, Mistress Toni. Do your worst.”

Actually all she did was fit the ring back in and return her cock to its proper spot. Then she winked, set one of his nipple weights bouncing and blew him another kiss.

“See you in a bit.”

She jumped back out of the truck, rubbing repellant on herself now as the others pulled up. She noted that in addition to the six who’d come up from Schenectady, the other five members of their chapter had followed her. Toni looked around at the accommodations. 

There was a latrine and wooden lean-to provided, with a big rock-girdled fire-pit in front of the latter. On either side was enough space to pitch their two tents, but with the truck and all their bikes (even leaving these in the road) it would be a tight squeeze for all thirteen of them. She almost hoped the rest of their crew had camped below and had just come up to meet and gloat over their mutt.

Already the Barber sisters were off their bikes and hurrying over. Twenty-seven to Angel’s twenty-five, Brandi was a bit taller and heavier, though both were of medium stature and build.

Each was heavily freckled, their susceptible skin sunburned and peeling around the arms and shoulders. Angel’s carroty hair was long and thick and tied back while Brandi’s was butch short. Still their relationship was unmistakable.

“Hola, amiga! Que pasa?”

Angel bounded up to give Toni a kiss and a squeeze. Always effervescent, she had Psycho’s youthful charm and vitality without the occasionally unnerving crazy. She often broke into her high school Spanish with Toni, who actually knew little of the language beyond the common phrases and the curses her mother used to throw around. Back in Iowa she’d been closer to Toni than anyone but Lil. Hopefully she’d remain an ally despite any apostasy.

Like Toni, Angel had gone gay by choice rather than inclination, following her adored big sister into both the gang and lesbianism. Still unabashedly bisexual, she gave her muchacha’s boob a friendly squeeze too and then peered past her at the truck as Brandi paused on her way over to adjust her leathers. The others were still milling by the bikes.

“Let’s go see this slave. Lilli says you’ve gone goofy on him.”

“Guilty,” Toni confessed with a grin. Angel grinned back with a blessed lack of censure.

“Never explain, never apologize: isn’t that was Jeri always says?”

“Damn straight.”

“All right! Ooh, he is a cutie, isn’t he?” They’d circled around to the bed. “And he’s so meek and well behaved even all stuffed and welted up. Who’s idea was it to cage him up like that – not to mention bring him here, of all places?”

“It was Psycho on both counts.”

“Big surprise there. I’m glad you did though. Hello Boy-toy. I understand you love being a horny little puppy-slut.”

Bobby fluttered his lashes and whined a combined greeting and agreement.

“Outstanding! I haven’t fucked a guy’s ass in months. I’m going to pound you into pudding, baby!” She turned back to Toni. “You guys have any good adventures on the way out here? Jeri seems awfully serious.”

“I’d say we almost had too many.”

“No such thing, girl. Tell, tell!”

Brandi had finally arrived to bump knuckles and the others were making their way over.

“Let’s wait ‘til we’re all here,” the elder sister interposed. “That way you won’t have to tell it all over again.”

“Good enough.”

The next bunch to drift up featured Erica and the three black women: Syd, Naomi and Tanya. This last was another dedicated bodybuilder and all-around big girl. Heftier than Sydney and even Naomi (if not quite in Jeri’s league) she had a modest afro to go with all those muscles and openly wore a big Bowie knife on her hip. 

Behind these four came Jeri and Psycho with the youngest member of their crew. Just blooded last year, Melanie was twenty-two and smallish and still a bit in awe of them all. She was gushing up at Jeri as they approached in a way that made Toni smile fondly. That smile slipped away though when she saw how the two trailing ladies had their heads together. Clearly they were doing more than just saying hello.

Next to Lilli, Ellen was the most hardcore member of their home chapter. Also the oldest at forty-four, she was a severe-looking brunette they’d met at Thompsons – and another convicted murderer. Along with Lilli she’d been the primary instigator in all of their worst atrocities. Toni was disquieted to see them muttering so seriously to each other. Everyone was hugging and slapping palms now though, so she had to let it go to make nice and show off her prize poodle. She filed the sight away to worry about later.

She also kept the corner of her eye on them as Bobby was introduced, cooed over by young Melanie, sneered at by Tanya and ignored completely by Ellen. Sydney began rolling a blunt. Jeri reached a bottle of Jack out of the back. Before she cracked it for a welcoming round, she spoke to Toni over the general clamor. 

“Should we let him out to set up the tents for us?”

Toni gazed at Bobby’s pleading eyes, weighed this against the dangers and then nodded acceptance. She pulled out the key, put down the tailgate and jumped into the truck. She unlocked the cage, swung open the door and set to work releasing the bungee cords and chains.

Leaving him snub-nosed, ring-gagged and dangling all those weights she helped him off the spike and out of the cage. Giving him a private smile, she slapped his ass as his dead limbs failed him and he fell to the bed.

“You know what to do, Boy-toy. Get busy as soon as you can.”

Soon enough he was hobbling around clearing the rocky ground. Moving in an amusingly bow-legged shuffle because of the weights still swinging and bouncing between his thighs, he had them all laughing as the blunt and the bottle began making inroads. Soon he was mostly dismissed though as Jeri took up the tale of their journey before updating her crew on the current plan. She even dragged out the netbook to show some highlights.

Of course there were gasps, exclamations, lots of hive-fives and cheering. Bobby began receiving looks again as he set up the tents. First these were filled with hilarity and derision, then amazement, eventually reappraisal and finally even respect. Toni made sure he got full credit for his valor and contributions. She reiterated the dead seriousness of her commitment to him. 

She also admitted her apostasy and again offered to doff her colors. Angel wouldn’t hear of this though and the others shrugged the matter aside in favor of more pressing issues. 

After some debate it was decided that they would go join the rally as they normally would. 

They could party, have fun, mingle and circulate around the various campsites while keeping their own location quiet. At the same time they could sample the general mood and float the prospect of putting together a protective caravan for the trip to Boston this weekend. They could also sniff around for any evidence that their ploy was succeeding in drawing their enemies up here after them.

Boy-toy would stay safely caged up here of course. With no real wish to carry on as an imposter, Toni would stay too in order to guard him and keep up the campsite. 

By this time the tents were set up and their gear moved into either these or the lean-to. The early arrivers were indeed already camped below, though there was no guarantee they’d stay there. The younger girls, Melanie and Angel, both clearly wanted to move up and join them.

In any case, leaving their bikes behind the Devil Dykes handed Toni the last of the bottle (down to little more than a swallow) and trooped back down the mountain. Toni sighed and carried it over to Bobby, now throwing a last armload of wood on the pile he’d made by the fire-pit. Relieved and happy to be alone with him again at last (though she wasn’t nuts enough to start any hanky-panky here) she passed the Jack on to him.

“Take that ring and nose-thing out and have a drink, darling. I bet you need it after that scene by the lake, not to mention the whole ride up here.”

Fumbling in his hurry Bobby complied, downing that last double-shot and following it with a huge sigh of his own.

“Thank you, Mistress Toni.”

“Oh please can that crap. In fact let me get those weights off you. You want a cigarette?”

“Please.”

“Light one for each of us.” 

She handed him the pack and crouched to free his crushed and stretched nuts. Unclipping his clit, she paused to give this a soothing suckle before doing likewise with his nipples. When she straightened up he handed her a lipstick-smeared smoke. They shared an epic saga of love and meaning in a single wordless look and then faced across the valley while they drew and blew.

They smoked in silence, as comfortable with each other as an old married couple after less than two weeks. Finally they flicked their butts into the fire-pit. Toni gave him a grin.

“Let’s go back to the truck. I’ve got to cage you up again or I won’t be able to keep my hands off you, much less anyone else’s. My shrieks with be echoing off the peaks.”

“Heaven forefend!”

Using a socket wrench Toni quickly disconnected that giant dildo from the floor of the cage. She folded their sleeping bag in there for a pad and Bobby sat down as agreeably as ever. Leaving him thus naked and unrestrained Toni locked him in and hung the key around her neck – she’d borrowed a chain from Syd for this. She grabbed the shotgun from the cab and returned to sit by him. With the gun across her lap she reached through the bars and took his hand.

“Tell me a story, baby. Make something up, my favorite writer. I left your computer off so we can hear anyone coming up the hill. You’ll have to provide the entertainment yourself.”

So Bobby spun her a yarn about a jungle explorer captured by a tribe of Amazons. 

Though it began in traditional fashion, with the savage all-female band intending to set him free before hunting him down for fun (after which they would all bugger, geld and roast him alive for their celebratory feast), it soon veered off into all kinds of delightful twists and turns. 

Of course one of these lesbian warriors fell in love with the intended sacrifice. She conceived a forbidden lust and maneuvered to thwart her people’s sacred hunt in order to capture and keep this male-beast for herself. 

Through a jungle full of saber-toothed cats, giant predatory birds and snakes, caves and underground rivers to the peak of an active volcano, the apostate and her stolen sex slave (who naturally came to requite her love and renounce any return to civilization) dodged her vengeful tribe’s pursuit. At last they escaped to an uninhabited island to raise a family (and indulge their overpowering kinky lust for each other) to the end of their blessed days.

Delighted, Toni kissed her bard through the bars until their groping and tongue-wrestling grew too deranging to continue. Cooling down with a couple more smokes they sat silent again and listened to the afternoon’s revelry steadily picking up steam below.

Someone was really cranking tunes, some heavy metal crap that appealed to neither of them. Fortunately it was dim up here and often drowned out by revving bikes or rebel yells. Regularly they heard the barking of large dogs too, though Toni had seen none running around. Perhaps they were kenneled; some gangs staged surreptitious fights at rallies like this – though that was supposedly as against the rules as bringing guns.

They may have been brought for staging another spectacle as well. Remembering Naomi saying that they should sell Bobby on the circuit made Toni as uneasy now as she’d been angry then. She’d heard about those shows and didn’t want her baby within a thousand miles of one. She had enough to worry about already.

Finishing her cigarette Toni reached into the cage, pulled him closer and linked their fingers together again. Then she slumped against the bars. Bobby did the same from his side and they leaned against each other.

“That was an awesome story, Bobby. You’re so imaginative and talented. Can you tell me another one? We’ve still got a few hours to kill until dinner.”

So sweetly compliant Bobby, always so happy to please, made up another story for her, and then another. Sitting in the warm sun together and smoking their way through her pack, they passed the afternoon in yet another wonderful new sharing. Eventually Toni dozed against his shoulder while he waved a fern frond for her, keeping the persistent bugs away and fanning her with a light breeze.

This may have been a bit of a dereliction on her part. But Bobby didn’t let her down. He alerted her at the first sound of someone approaching.

“Hey, sleeping beauty. Somebody’s coming back.”

Toni stirred from a sweet half-dream. 

She and Bobby had been making love on that idyllic island he’d conjured. Now they were stuck again in the back of her old truck, surrounded by bugs and trouble. And someone was coming.

She checked the shotgun. Then she peered through the back window and windshield at the sound of footsteps crunching on gravel. Shortly Jeri appeared, alone. Toni settled back.

“No worries, baby.”

Bobby continued fanning her with that frond. Toni murmured her appreciation as they waited. Presently the leader joined them.

“All quiet, guys?”

“It is up here. Where’s everybody else?”

“Still mixing and drinking, partying or plotting. Hanging out with their own chapters, making the rounds and hopefully gathering allies. They’ll join us around eight o’clock and we’ll all go down for Boy-toy’s opening performance. I came back to eat and so I wouldn’t get too wasted. It really is a good time, for a last blast before we quit. Sure you don’t want to go down there for a while? I can watch the property.”

“Forget about it!” 

Toni hawked and spat like Lilli. 

“I’m hungry myself. Let’s let Bobby out to build a fire and cook something up. Then I think we should debate the wisdom of going through with this performance some more. The longer I’m here, the more I think it was a mistake for us to even come.”

***

Once more Kim was dressed presentably and taking her little Mercedes to a meeting. Only this time it wasn’t police and private security she was going to see but the top lieutenant of the enemy. Though they were meeting in a public place she was undoubtedly putting her life at risk. Yet with what Bobby was daring for her, she could do no less.

Kim also had no doubt that Jack had killed Jordan. 

He may not have pulled the trigger himself. But he’d certainly arranged it. Nevertheless she felt surprisingly little animus toward the man. Heartless bastard that he was, he was still nothing but a tool. Edgar was the wielder. Edgar was the one who needed to die.

The threat remained real however. With that in mind, Kim had told Ennis exactly where she was going and why. Over his objections she’d given him a deadline, a time by which to expect her to call or return. She’d refused to even let him assign someone to shadow her, much as that would have comforted. 

Jack was a wily old bastard; he’d remained free all his life when according to Edgar he should have be imprisoned a dozen times. She didn’t want to risk putting his wind up or making him think she was trying to set him up somehow. Nevertheless she’d at least taken the precaution of coming armed. In her purse was a SIG Sauer P238, the compact handgun she’d obtained shortly before her divorce – right after Edgar began hitting her in fact. 

She arrived at Patsy’s, the upscale bar she’d chosen, at five to seven. Letting the valet park for her Kim strode inside and found Jack waiting in a booth near the back. She returned his nod of greeting and joined him.

A waiter appeared like magic. She ordered a double Glenlivet to settle her nerves. 

Eying Jack as he sipped his soda, Kim thought he looked wearier than ever. 

He seemed to have aged five years in the one since she’d last seen him. Hoping it was being thwarted targeting Bobby (and Edgar’s inevitable abuse at each new failure) that was taking this toll she tried to suppress a smile. Veteran operator (and poker player) that he was however, Jack wasn’t fooled. He cocked an eyebrow at her.

“Something amuses you?”

“I’m sorry, Jack. You look tired. How’s the insomnia these days?”

He studied her soberly for a moment. When he answered, it was with a musing tone she’d never heard from him.

“You know, your ex-husband has never asked me that in all the time I’ve worked for him.”

“That’s because he’s an asshole, Jack. You’re too smart to be learning this just now.”

“True.”

The waiter appeared with her drink. They waited for him to disappear. Kim took a sip. Then she got right to business.

“Bad things have been happening to people I care about. I want that to stop.”

Jack studied her silently, expressionlessly. After a moment he swiped a hand across his face as if trying to slough off far more than just weariness. Then to her astonishment he looked at her openly and surrendered completely.

Well, maybe not completely – he didn’t risk implicating himself of course. He said nothing that could be used to convict him should she be recording this. But he left her in no doubt of either his guilt or the sincerity of his repentance.

“I’m terribly sorry about your troubles. Money can be very persuasive I guess – but only up to a certain point. You don’t have to worry about me anymore.

“You know me, Kim. I don’t hate anyone any more than I love anyone. I refuse to get that worked up over people. I just look out for number one. And lately the situation has become volatile enough to discourage my involvement.”

He took another sip of his soda. Kim matched him with her Glenlivret and waited. He set down his glass.

“You probably won’t believe me. But I don’t like what’s been happening either. I think the whole thing is petty and infantile. And I like what’s likely to happen next even less.”

Kim found she was crushing her cocktail napkin into a little ball. Still she kept her voice even and low.

“Are you having premonitions as well as regrets?”

Jack countered conversationally. What he had to say though made her want to rage and puke and dash for the airport all at once.

“Did you know there’s a lesbian biker gang so hate-filled and twisted that some of their chapters capture random men so they can force them into a lifetime of involuntary bestiality? 

“They say men are dogs, and so they treat them like dogs. They keep them collared, chained, caged and spayed. They feed them on dog food and the urine of their owners. And they make them perform on stage with real dogs, dogs they’ve had to help train to violate them. 

“These poor bastards live out their usefulness having both public and private sex with animals –and always on the receiving end. When I learned that, I decided I wanted nothing to do with such psychos. Who would? Yet now I’ve heard of two people crazy enough to be involved with such a gang. One’s a woman, so no worries for her. But the other has actually left for a hotel in the mountains in hopes of financing such a travesty.”

Jack shook his head in sad wonder at the state of the world. Torn between horror, chagrin, fury and nausea, Kim fought the urge to seize him by the neck and shake him. She forced herself instead to take a bracing swallow of booze. Yet not even the finest scotch in the world could smooth the bestial growl that came out of her own throat when she finally managed to speak.

“Someone in town here has been calling Schenectady.”

“Probably that same person.” 

Jack’s demeanor remained unruffled. His eyes expressed his remorse however. 

Apparently there were some things even a sociopath wouldn’t wish on another man. Kim on the other hand had no problem doing so, at least with respect to the person in question. She tried to calm her trembling and carry on conversationally.

“I wish I could talk to whoever he talked to. I have enough money to change pretty much anyone’s mind – especially a disinterested hireling.”

“Let’s play a game,” Jack offered. 

In the booth was a leather caddy with pens and a stack of little cards for rating and commenting on the quality of service one received. How thoughtful. He passed her one of each and took one each for himself.

“We’ll both of us write a number down. You show me yours. If I like it, I’ll show you mine. We’ll both go away happy.”

“Just like that?”

“I’ll trust you to do what’s right when this is over. You’ve always been straight with me. Considering what your friend might be spared, I believe you’ll continue to be.”

Hardly believing it could be this easy, Kim picked up the pen. Then Jack touched her hand to reclaim her attention.

“Just do me a favor, okay? Much as you might be tempted, don’t arrange it so someone else goes to the dogs in your friend’s place. Not even the worst asshole deserves that.”

Kim begged to differ. But she needed that number. She nodded agreement, wrote her own number down and slid it across the table. Jack picked it up, nodded nonchalantly back, filled out his own card and slid it over.

Kim looked at it. Under the scrawled name ‘Psyche Oates’ was a ten digit phone number.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

The Price of Bravado

By the time the others had all straggled back up the mountain the debate remained unresolved. Toni’s anxiety was un-assuaged. Jeri sympathized. She worried too but was reluctant to abandon the plan. She insisted they wait to hear what the others may have uncovered before deciding anything. 

They’d only been here an afternoon. Their original intention had been to show off their slave tonight and if all went safely to really put it to him tomorrow night. That was Friday, the dark of the moon when a big bonfire, pig roast and satanic-themed blowout was scheduled. 

After that the main rally would be pretty much finished. They had the use of the campground throughout the weekend, but since a sizeable number of them had to be back at their jobs come Monday (and had to travel considerably to get there), those last two days were sure to prove anticlimactic. If nothing developed with the enemy by Saturday – exactly two weeks from the beginning of Bobby’s quest – they would round up everyone going east and anyone else they could convince to accompany them and parade triumphantly across to Boston.

Bobby himself remained conflicted. 

After the scene upon their arrival he was truly scared shitless. He’d known what to expect. Yet the actuality of being the focus of so much antipathy had still been overwhelming. The battle between the implacability of his bondage and an atavistic need to flee had made him frantic almost immediately. To go back down there now with everyone drunk and drugged up, rowdy and violent and primed to indulge their most misandrous impulses seemed insane. With only a dozen protectors (some of them suspect) arrayed against half a thousand antiauthoritarian bikers things could easily get out of hand. What horrific shit might happen then?

At the same time this was the crucible he was counting on for his ultimate tempering. This was the forge that would burn away any last dross of unworthiness in him before beginning his eternity of worshipful service. It would refine his freely ceded soul to a purity of devotion beyond compare, rendering him the most selfless possible receptacle for his owner’s every urge. 

It would also garner him untold amounts of that romantic glamour she so valued. It would definitively demonstrate the infinity of his commitment to Mistress Kimberly. Almost equally important, it would bolster their case for allowing Toni to have his baby.

Beyond such considerations, and despite or even in tandem with his extreme terror, was the fact of Bobby’s always compulsory submissive lust. 

The prospect of being tortured and fucked, humiliated and dominated by the hundreds of vengeful lesbians he’d promised to brave in order to earn his Goddess’ favor turned him on intolerably. Though it pained him to gainsay his beloved Toni, he steadfastly maintained his willingness to continue whenever they sought his opinion. To Jeri’s arguments and exhortations he even added his own, particularly the reminder of the child they wished to earn. Still when dusk approached and their composite chapter re-gathered, Toni remained unconvinced. 

First to return were Melanie and the Barbers. Mel and Angel had hauled their gear up too, leaving their now less crowded tent behind for the other three. Tossing their packs and bedrolls in the lean-to, they were in euphoric spirits: primed by a day of partying and psyched for the far better adventure about to begin. They would not easily be swayed to abandon the plan. Next came Tanya leading those of other crews they’d included: Erica and Naomi, Syd and Psyche. 

Naomi was done in and fell back on the wooden floor of the shelter, panting and groaning like Bobby being boned. The others were full of buzzed ebullience despite the climb, especially Psycho, who was the life of the party wherever she went. Finally Lil and Ellen appeared, holding hands like high school sweethearts and not embittered, middle-aged murderesses.

Remembering Toni warning him about those two just an hour or so ago made Bobby uneasy at this new intimacy. On the other hand perhaps it could salve Lilli’s resentment at being jilted. Who knew? As they joined what was now a crowd around the fire, these two barely spared a glance at him sitting there between Toni and Jeri. Everyone else (Naomi aside) stood babbling and laughing excitedly. Finally Jeri rose too to take their reports.

“All right Devil Dykes, let’s see what we’ve learned. I got firm commitments to accompany us to Boston from only three people. Most of the women I talked to were ambivalent or hostile to the idea – or too wasted to care or remember what the hell I was talking about. I also saw no evidence of any agents of the enemy. It’s possible that we’ve thrown them off the track, scared them away or forced them to give up. What did you all find?”

“A shitload of bitches that want to know if fucking the mutt is going to be open to everyone,” spoke up Angel immediately. “I’ve even been offered bribes to make it happen. Other than that, not much. Everyone was too busy having fun, getting fucked up and looking forward to tonight and tomorrow to worry about this weekend.”

“What’d you tell ‘em when they asked about fucking Boy-toy?”

“I said it was up to you and how well you thought they could be trusted not to wreck him.”

“Excellent. Next?”

“Same thing,” piped up Psycho. “Everyone’s dying to see the show and wondering how many lesbians it takes to fuck a man to death. No one gives a shit about getting him home safe.”

Shivering at hearing this, Bobby felt Toni take his hand. Returning her urgent squeeze he listened with her while the others made basically the same report: widespread excitement, a fair amount of murderous misandry but no evidence of either active plotting or interest in joining their cause. There was plenty of joking about the ‘show dog circuit’ too, whatever that was.

Bobby still had no idea what they were talking about. Whatever it was, Toni didn’t like it: her dusky face clouded further and her grip tightened until it hurt. Still Jeri apparently wasn’t overly concerned. In the end she simply shrugged.

“About what we expected in other words. We’ll have to see how this first performance goes I guess. Hopefully Boy-toy here can win us a few more converts. Anyone see any real reason we shouldn’t risk it?”

“Hell no!”

“Bite your tongue!”

“We can’t pull out now!”

“Are you nuts? Everyone loves us all the sudden!”

Once the chorus of protests died down Jeri looked at Toni and Bobby, the only ones still sitting. Bobby nodded his willingness. Toni was frowning harder. But in the face of so much unity she seemed to have exhausted her arguments.

“All right,” Jeri announced, her acceptance sending another shiver of lust and dread through crazy-brave slave Boy-toy. His stomach roiling, he felt his trapped penis begin that painfully maddening pulsing. Oblivious to his upset Jeri continued. 

“Once again, Toni stays in the truck with the shotgun in her hand and her foot on the gas. Let’s gird up for fucking and get him in his cage. Who wants to go ahead of us as an advance team to get things prepared down there?”

“We’ll go,” offered Ellen, nodding at Lilli standing next to her.

“Good enough. Get going then. Just don’t forget your dicks.”

“Not a chance!”

The others laughed as Ellen followed Lilli to her pack and they strapped on. 

The plan was for all of them to wear their cocks throughout the night (the bigger and badder the better), as badges of authority and intent. As the two most unrepentant man-killers strode demonically endowed for their bikes, Jeri clapped her hands decisively.

“Okay, let’s do it. Fuck men!”

“Fuck men!”

Jeri gave Bobby a dig with her foot.

“You, slave, get over to the truck and push that crate of tools and toys to the tailgate. Then unclamp the cage so we can reposition it. We’ll be over to put you in it in a minute.”

Already the Devil Dykes were stripping off everything but leathers and going to their own packs for their own favorite cocks. Seeing the monstrous sizes and wicked configurations that all the others had brought, Angel, Brenda, Tanya and Melanie followed Bobby and Toni to the truck to see what else was available – they’d never dreamed they’d be fucking anyone but their sisters, much less a helpless impotent sissy-bitch in front of the entire gathering. Shoving over and opening the indicated box for them, Bobby saw not only of the absolute worst of Sydney’s collection, but realized that Jeri had spoken literally about tools.

The rechargeable drill, battery and cables they’d packed were smaller than the industrial-scale equipment at the garage. Still the menace of them made him pulse and pucker at the same time. Paying due respect to the gloating jibes of the newcomers as they laughed and marveled, selected and girded up, he proceeded to help Toni free the cage from the bed of the truck.

Once this was accomplished they pulled it into the very middle – everything but that cock-box had been unloaded. Then they turned it sideways. It was narrower that way, and allowed more room for surrounding it with vengeful women. It also proved the perfect width for what they had in mind. After locking it back down, Toni, Jeri and Psycho restrained Boy-toy inside, this time crosswise to the bed in another manner they’d devised back at the garage.

When they were finished he was suspended again, this time from wrists cuffed over one of the bars above him. Unlike his arms extended stressfully up straight, his legs were again chained tightly flexed. Indeed they were reflexed, geometrically speaking. 

Secured by knees spread wide to the sides, gravity and his posture split them worse than ever, his crotch making a two hundred-degree angle that had his hips screaming as miserably in their sockets as his shoulders did. Easily visible and invitingly accessible, his caged criminality dangled below his sagging abdomen. 

Boy-toy mewled pitifully. 

Even with his snout-snubbed, ring-gagged and tongue-clamped head stretched back, only the severe bowing of his spine allowed him to fit inside. With the door closed he was wedged there, his drooling face pressed against and even partly protruding though two of the bars. 

Likewise his up-cocked ass was squashed against the bars opposite. For good measure – and a bit of merciful support for his sagging center -- his thighs were chained to them there. 

Once that giant copper plug was forced into him (barely fitting between the bars on its way through), and the usual weights were swinging from Boy-toy’s nipples, balls and clit, the gang whooped and crowed, cracked open and passed around another of the few remaining bottles. 

They drank to both his extreme subjection and their leading roles in the spectacle about to begin. Then Jeri gave a last round of instructions before sending the rest to their bikes. 

“All right you guys. I’ll lead with Erica, Naomi, and Syd. Tanya and Brandi, you follow the truck with Angel and Psycho. We’re going to go real slow, and not only because our slave isn’t tethered with elastic and impaled on a pole this time. We want to build some suspense, make a more dramatic entrance.

“Once we get there, set up a perimeter between the truck and the crowd. And guard that property at all costs! Whoever helps to keep him safe is in for a cut of a six or even seven figure reward. Whoever fucks up will have a seriously vengeful me and Toni to deal with. All right? Let’s go have some fucking fun!”

Shouts of affirmation were raised. Before she jumped down, Toni claimed the once again nearly empty bottle. And once again she gave Bobby the dregs, tipping it carefully into his mouth so he could swallow it down even with his extraordinary tongue clamped all the way out.

It was tough clearing his pipes afterward, what with this and his jaws locked all the way apart. He coughed and retched on fumes a moment. 

Firelight flickered on his lover’s concerned face, so he got control and fluttered his mascara-heavy eyelashes at her. Still looking more anxious than excited about the ultimate training session coming up, Toni stroked her fingers through his ringlets once to acknowledge his reassurance. Then she leaped from the back of the truck and hurried up into cab. Already eight motorcycles were rumbling to life.

***

The trip down the mountain took a torturous eternity. 

Every little bump jarred Bobby miserably. Every big one felt like it would kill him. By the time they finally approached the lake he was already long in unmitigated agony. 

His face was galled raw against the bars and his wrists by the handcuffs. Yet this was trivial, no more distressing than the familiar torment in his balls and tits. The way every joint in his body shrieked was truly intolerable: another culmination of a condition of his training.

All four limbs felt dislocated. Every vertebra in his spine seemed to have been crushed to fragments that lacerated the adjacent nerve and flesh. 

It all made him think of the rack the Inquisitors broke heretics upon. Only by imagining that he was deep in Mistress Kimberly’s dungeon and being subjected to such a device (while she cooed approval and pleasured his rarely freed penis) enabled him to limit his screams. Still plenty of these joined the blatting of bikes and flashing of lights in announcing their arrival for his ‘performance’. Indeed so consumed was Bobby with both reality and fantasy that he had little attention to spare for the thrill and terror that heralded this climax of his quest. It was all he could do just to make sense of his surroundings.

Full night had fallen. Yet the sight of stars or even moon was beyond him. Fitful flares of yellow indicated fires here and there. As they passed through these and the crowds of milling women they disgorged, the shouts and spittle and thrown objects seemed as indistinct as the shadowy swarming of their black leather-clad forms. 

Ahead lay a more insistent opalescence. As they approached, Bobby discerned that the beer trucks had been parked in wings to either side of the amphitheater. Their headlamps were on. These met like crossed light-sabers at the clearing before the shore, brightly illuminating the ‘stage’ upon which he would perform. As his protectors peeled off to park their bikes Toni wheeled around right to the edge of the water. There she did a reverse turn, bringing the rear of the truck with its open tailgate and caged slut back into that spot-lit center.

Imminence at last spurred him from his immersion in agony. 

Boy-toy saw the bleachers were filled and the roaring crowd further spilling out all around. Rolling his eyes to the left presented him with a terrifying delirium of sight and sound: the glaring lights, the backs of his Devil Dykes fanning out in a pitifully thin protective perimeter and beyond that the seething mob of unbridled feminine power and judgment. 

Cheering his extreme abjection – and jeering his congenital sins – they inundated him with a tsunami of contempt. 

Like before this made him cower with terror and broil with humiliation. Yet even in his excruciation the unprecedented potency of those emotions resurrected his associated arousal, and with commensurate intensity. So overwhelmed that he was keening uncontrollably, Bobby was on the brink of hysteria again already when he was pulled back by a voice from heaven. 

Or maybe it was only from his immediate right. Either way it was a goddess gifting him the strength he so badly needed. 

Turning his gaze that way provided the crazed slave the ideal calmative. 

There was the blessedly peaceful sweep of the benighted lake. There was the prosaic back of the cab. And there, at limit of his peripheral vision, was the unutterably lovely Mistress Toni.

“It’s okay baby. The bumps are over and I’ve got you covered. In one second I can bring up the shotgun. In two I can put us in gear and tear out of here. You’re safe as can be, so relax and enjoy your most demanding session yet. 

“This is what you promised to face before your penis was locked up. This is what’ve you wanted, even insisted on since at least Schenectady. Well, now you’re going to get it.”

Bobby whimpered acknowledgement of these truths. As his pain eased now that he was no longer being bounced around (and his fear and arousal continued to augment each other), anticipation and dread grew indistinguishable to him. Febrile with the intensity of his perverse needs, he whimpered anew as Jeri climbed onto the tailgate and faced the crowd.

“All right sisters! As promised it’s time for the Devil Dykes and all their friends to have some serious fun with our caged little puppy-slut!”

Boy-toy shuddered helplessly as the crowd roared with savage demand. If he hadn’t already emptied his bladder he would have peed himself. As it was only a few drops dribbled out. Meanwhile Jeri ground her hips and zealously waggled her enormous erection, prompting further mass frenzy. Then she held up her hands for relative quiet before continuing.

“As I’ve been telling everyone who will listen, this isn’t your typical worthless mutt however. This is a charge of honor my crew has accepted, and the property of a great woman and wonderful friend. And he’s the reason we were relentlessly hunted all the way here, by the absolutely worst kind of alpha-male asshole prick in existence. So tonight we as equals come before you to not only to show off our charge and share his favors with you, but to give you a chance to stand with us as sisters in return.”

Quickly she explained about the wife-beating Wall Street bankster and how he was trying to kill everyone that her old friend dared to love. She described how their tame mission of training Boy-toy to properly submit to women had been turned into a running battle for his life. She even praised his performance as both slave and prey, and explained how he’d surprisingly earned their respect. Then into the impressed (or perhaps dubious) silence, she made her request for help in finishing both jobs: teaching Boy-toy to properly fear and revere the omnipotence of women, and thwarting if not destroying Edgar Brennan, the epitome of all they despised in men.

“If you’re not convinced yet sisters, then let us prove this slut’s worthiness to you.

“ Observe how his fervent worship of the feminine drives him to willingly endure whatever we mistresses require of him. Why don’t we start the show off with a little good old fashioned rectal torture?”

The mob howled its approval. Boy-toy’s bowels spasmodically clenched and loosed. Drool drizzled from his tongue and his penis screamed with two week’s (or a lifetime’s) maddened need. Thus began the latest and so far greatest challenge of his always destined quest. 

It would be repetitive to detail again his endurance of the usual afflictions: the electrification of his neutering sleeve and conductive butt-plug, the enormous ice-cold beer enemas, the insanely spinning dildo-drill followed by Psycho’s small but inspired fist and forearm pounding him silly along with any number of other excruciating insertions. Suffice it to say he suffered outrageously. Yet the willingness and even nobility with which he faced such extremity for the sake of femininity was as undeniable as ever. 

There was a certain outlaw constituency, maybe even a majority here to which he would always be fit for nothing but rape, castration and brutal murder (or worse). Yet the savagery of these most dangerous man-haters became steadily ameliorated by the recognition among others that Jeri’s words had merit. The communal buzz grew more celebratory of fun than fraught with hope of bloodlust. And when the time for the inevitable, interminable tag-team gang-bang finally arrived, the cheering and chanting seemed almost as friendly as frenzied – at least intermittently.

“All right sisters!” 

Jeri’s voice rang out again at last. She tossed the smooth wooden club (thicker than a pool cue, smaller than baseball bat) she’d been using to sodomize him out into the crowd. Over the mad scramble for it she shouted the words Bobby had been dying to hear all throughout his terrified shocking, gouging, bloating, fisting and pounding. Drunk on Jack Daniels and repeated beer enemas, his tongue still tingling from its last shock and tasting of the ass it had just been all the way up, he barked out his burning estrus in response.

“I think this asshole has been loosened up enough to take a bunch of demon pricks, don’t you ladies?”

With no roof to be raised, the savage clamor of assent had to settle for scaring every bear, coyote and predatory cat for miles around. These deadly carnivores knew as well as Bobby which was the most murderous species on the planet. When that roar of war abated, Jeri laid her claim and awarded first fuck.

“Since I was the bitch that took Boy-toy’s cherry only ten days ago, I’ll start off his latest subjugation. And with a she-demon skewering his puppy-cunt, why don’t we have an Angel at his other end? Get up here, girl! It’s your turn first. Let the marathon double-team domination by Devil Dykes get underway!”

Another breaker of acclamation crashed over him, making Bobby cringe even though he felt included in the approval. While Jeri motor-oiled up her monster, Angel scrambled aboard. Beaming like a kid at Christmas, her thanks were effusive and her eagerness contagious. 

“Oh baby, here we go! I’m going to ram my gay down your fucking throat!”

“Do it!”

“Give it to that bitch!”

“Gag him ‘til he pukes!”

Egged on by the crowd, she removed the tongue clamp and tried. Unfortunately the cock she’d chosen was too huge to fit through the ring. Hooking a finger through this, she yanked it out as well, finally un-muzzling the mutt just as Jeri savagely stabbed the entirety of her even bigger boner into his badly abused but still avid ass. 

The celebration of the crowd was so loud Boy-toy could barely hear his own yelp of agonized joy. Then Angel indeed crammed it right back where it came from, stretching his esophagus like a stocking as her hips bruised his lips and her truncheon plumbed his gullet.

“Spitted pig! Spitted pig!” came the communal cry. 

Grunting and squealing like a stuck hog indeed, Bobby shuddered as much from the power of his inner twinge as the force with which he was spitted. As his mistresses began hammering him in tandem, his terror-pain-excitement scaled vertiginously upward even as his humiliation plummeted him into a seemingly bottomless abyss of public ignominy. Adding to these opposing yet paradoxically exalting emotional extremes, the crowd now began that familiar chant.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck that mutt! First in show, first to go, one more bitch is sold!”

On the periphery of his awareness, Bobby dimly registered Psycho abandoning her protective post to move in close with Syd’s video camera. At least a hundred cell phones were also being held up to document this acme of sexual revenge. 

The thought of Mistress Kimberly eventually viewing this scene exalted Boy-toy further, spurring him to even more unmistakably convey both his extravagant suffering and his equal glee at being the recipient of such treatment. At the same time his realization that the recordings being made by so many members of the audience would surely end up on the internet for the whole world to view in perpetuity dropped him even deeper into the hellish abysm of degradation he so craved. 

This monstrous mortification mixed with the bizarre pride he felt at the spectacle he was providing for his owner to create a sickly addictive stew. Even as scalding tears sheeted his even hotter cheeks, Boy-toy conceived a fevered determination to put on the most unforgettable performance ever.

This was it after all. 

Barring whatever might happen to him tomorrow, this was his ultimate opportunity to prove himself. As Toni had so kindly reminded him, this was what he had so naively vowed to endure in order to give up his body and soul to the woman he most wished to own them. 

From his first playground wedgie – that first public shaming by the superior sex, that first and irreversibly transformative pre-sexual anal stimulation – though all the hundreds of repeats that confirmed this perversion, then through the unbelievable birthday party that first unearthed and freed these deepest needs, and finally throughout all this past fortnight of ever more insanely orgiastic domination, this was the unplanned but perhaps inevitable apogee his lifelong training’s trajectory had been preparing him for. 

If there was ever a challenge to rise to, this was it. 

Sports trophies, writing awards, high school diploma, college degree, being published and every career achievement since: each lap completed in the endless rat-race had now been rendered completely meaningless, the most empty of accomplishments. 

This particular valedictory was to earn him the eternal custody of his goddess! It was to repay the favor of Mistress Toni and to hopefully reward her commitment with his progeny. In more ways than one it was his very immortality he now sought to achieve.

And so like at every other stage of his training, the pierced and neutered, permanently marked and collared human property Boy-toy gloried in his ultimate use, his defining function like he never had before. His absolutely rabid reaction to being punishment- fucked by gang of domineering females was like an infernal possession this time, just as his assailants often seemed inhabited by the beings inked on their bodies. Crazed beyond compare he advertised his derangement so flagrantly that all were in awe that witnessed it. 

Delighted and inspired by this response to their abuse, his mistresses raised their game as well. Angel’s youthful exuberance and Jeri’s brute butch bludgeoning fed on the booze and meth-fueled energy of crowd too, until bitch, butches and the entire misandrous mob were all linked in a symbiosis that escalated relentlessly. 

Under such extraordinary shared passions, orgasms were not only inevitable but almost immediate. 

Unused to fucking a mutt that so obviously loved it – and the power rush of ramming home such a hideously enormous organ – Angel was the first to be elevated beyond restraint by the situation. Shrieking like a fire-bell, she peaked in a pneumatic hammering that rivaled Psycho at her most maniacal.

Bless the Goddess for limber, small-statured women! 

Yet let’s not slight their hulking counterparts. Muscle-bound, two hundred-pound Jeri more than made up with power what she was surpassed in pace. As she snarled out her own barbarous finish the entire truck rocked and shook with the violence of her thrusting. 

Of course this reawaked the excruciation in Bobby’s joints along with everything else. Nevertheless, though he was lost in apotheotic agony he eagerly took everything he was required to in order for his mistresses to maximize the transcendent pleasures he’d agreed in the tree to be freed of himself. 

Their communal ecstasy crested then, was sustained beyond ken and at last reluctantly lapsed. From stabbing him so incredibly hard and fast those demon-pricks retreated, leaving the bitch whooping and sobbing and achingly, temporarily empty. 

Still that imprisoned impotence raved on depravedly, as did his insatiable craving to have those most vulnerable and personal parts of him brutally invaded. Luckily Jeri didn’t test the bitch with suspense. This was only one down and hundred more double-fuckings to go.

Angel remained eager as well. Yet when she went to re-insert for round two, her leader stopped her. Again she pitched her voice to carry over the maddened crowd.

“No way baby! There’s a line behind you. One orgasm per orifice! Then you move to the next one and make way for your sister. So get up here already Brandi!”

Jeri moved between cage and cab, where she could resume using the battery on him while standing guard and monitoring his condition. 

Angel circled and speared him while big sister Brandi took over her place fucking his helpless face. And so the insane carousel spun on without a hitch. Boy-toy proceeded to ecstatically receive full payment for being so boastfully naïve on the phone.

Angel pounded him to pudding just like she’d promised to back at the campsite. Big sis just had to show her up though, doing Bobby front and then back (while Naomi took her turn with his throat) even more emphatically. When Tanya and then Sydney followed, he had big mean black bitches brutally bookending him in that excellent racial revenge for what seemed like forever. 

Psycho had her wild fun and Melanie too brought her petite youth to do him at seemingly machine speeds. As often Erica couldn’t compare. But Lilli and Ellen’s vicious hate-raping more than made up for that indifferent attack. Even beloved Toni took her fun, turning over the gun and truck to Jeri while she battered him in the way he she knew he liked best.

Already he’d taken nearly twice as many dicks as even on that unforgettable night in the garage. Yet with his own penis in hand he’d promised to brave a hundred lesbian gangs, and not just one. When all dozen Devil Dykes had cycled through their celebratory three-way, the puppy-slut gangbang was thrown open to all.

By this time everyone was even drunker, flying on crank or coke and caught up in pack fever. To avoid scuffles or even total chaos breaking out, Jeri asked each chapter to send up their best butt-fucker in representative fashion. Thus it was the most brutish, demanding and misandrous rapists that continued the rotation. While Jeri electrocuted his nipples and genitals, Boy-toy was joyously afflicted with most uncompromising sodomy from an endless and varied progression of extremely hard women who each competed to fuck him the most abusively. 

Long hours passed in this fashion, while the party gradually evolved into a full-scale orgy. Too much sexual energy supercharged the gathering to be expended on any one slave – though in his mad transport Boy-toy indeed might have dared try to channel all of it upon himself. 

That would have required a lifetime however and his was already spoken for. America’s most vengeful lesbians had only this one night. Still despite all the Sapphic sex that soon surrounded him, the bitch was kept more than surfeited with erotic agony throughout. 

How many women punitively raped his ass and face before things got out of hand? As few as fifty or as many as a hundred indeed? 

It was enough so that neither he nor anyone else could keep track. Eventually a dispute broke out with some ladies accused of seeking or sneaking a second turn while so many others were certain to be spurned.

Shouting and shoving disturbed some of those drugging or fucking and the fray began to spread. By this time (three in the morning or so) many were simply in the mood for violence, and fists and feet were soon flying everywhere. 

Still as numerous as the brawlers were, there were many more still intent on gang-raping the caged slave – or maybe seizing the interloping male for themselves. These took advantage of the spreading mayhem to move up in line or crowd the truck generally. With their perimeter being pressed back, more bitches than ever trying to clamber on and the vehicle in danger of being surrounded, Jeri and Toni had at last seen enough.

Helped by Tanya and Lilli, Jeri pitched everyone off and Toni tromped on the gas. Panting and blubbering in his delirium, Bobby could hardly believe it was over at last. 

While the bumpy ride excruciated him anew (not even the night hung in Erica’s shower could compare for pain), he still had room inside for a wan gratitude toward his mistresses.

They’d given him this unbelievable opportunity to prove himself. They’d led a serial double-fucking of him that had vastly surpassed his most dire expectations. And they’d kept him safe throughout. 

He’d gone through the crucible and he’d emerged intact and (perhaps) even refined. Now, his training basically completed, he was only one day and night and then one more ride down the highway from his delivery to Mistress Kimberly. 

All was right in the world and heaven within his grasp at last.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

Big Decisions

Due to the fact that she was one of maybe only three people in the entire encampment who hadn’t gone to bed absolutely hammered, Jeri was awake to hear the loons and see the sunrise. 

Perhaps this wasn’t such a boast – the sun had to clear a mountain to be seen after all. Still she saw first light and even a whitetail doe nosing through the foliage while everyone slept. She also had all the time she needed to sit and think things over on her watch.

She and Toni had split these with Bobby for the first time. 

He’d long since earned the responsibility and no one else was in any condition. Once the nine of them returned to the campsite (Lilli had stayed below with Ellen, Brandi and Tanya) Jeri had turfed Angel and Mel out of the lean-to. Giving them the little tent Bobby had brought and leaving the big one to Syd, Psycho, Erica and Naomi, she and Toni had settled in with their slave, who could barely cripple around rebuilding the fire and spreading their bedding.

Not only was the lean-to sure to be more comfortable (not even Bobby could completely smooth out ground this rocky), but it provided a better vantage. They could watch all approaches without sacrificing their comforts. The others had been keen to leave Boy-toy hanging in his cage all night (which admittedly would have been safer) yet Toni had put her foot down. She’d become accustomed to sleeping with him in her arms and was loath to forgo it.

Jeri had enjoyed it herself bedding down with him as Toni took the first watch. She and Toni had enjoyed the warmth and cuddling of each other too while Bobby took his turn, and now at last the once-so-unlikely lovers were blissfully entwined behind her as she sat up and smoked and watched the day get underway.

Last night had been awesome, no doubt of it. 

No one got hurt but the brawlers, Bobby was never seriously threatened and they’d surely earned a few allies. Tonight should be even better – provided they stuck around for it. Already she’d been beset by conflicting urgings regarding that.

Buried in her embrace before they dropped off, Bobby had timidly asked what she intended. Though he’d clearly just been through the most unimaginable ordeal ever, less than an hour afterward he was tempted to try and top it. 

Muttering some writer’s metaphor about passing through a forge in pursuit of purity, he seemed to think he needed even more tempering. Or maybe this was just bullshit to pretty-up his insatiable lust for being brutalized. Either way he’d begged her to stay.

When Toni came to her bed it was a different story. 

She considered that part of their mission accomplished. And despite her poignant wish to keep Bobby with her as long as possible, she was still fearful for him. 

Convinced they had a traitor on their hands, someone just biding their time before springing some horrible surprise, she wanted to be gone immediately. Nor was she at ease here. Being surrounded by everything she was eschewing was more difficult for her; clearly her colors were less comfortable all the time. Alone in the truck while a hundred or so bitches ‘raped’ her baby, she’d come up with a new idea for fleeing.

“How about if we just sneak out? You and me and Bobby in the middle of the afternoon, while everyone else is down partying? We could have pulled it off yesterday.

“Doing the unexpected is the best way to throw the enemy off his reckoning, right? We can preempt whatever plot they’re hatching by slipping away before they’re ready to spring it. We could be in Boston by nightfall and never have to see any of these people again.”

Considering it now, Jeri was tempted. Clearly staying here was pushing their luck. She too wanted this over with, her responsibility finished, the reward claimed and Toni as her exclusive mate. Yet there were both practical and strategic drawbacks to Toni’s suggestion.

For all her talk of slipping away there was only one road out of here. To think they could escape completely unnoticed seemed foolish. Worse, they would then be on the road alone, and far more vulnerable to pursuit or attack.

Edgar was still out there. And calling it quits now would mean giving up their hope of luring him in and eliminating him. He would not only go unpunished and have the perfect opportunity to whack them, but he would be left free to continue his harassment of Kim.

Bobby would go wherever they took him of course. But he would be against leaving for this reason as well as his mad need to suffer for women. With so many cons, Jeri was trying to remember the pros for going when a new sound caught her attention.

Running sibilantly under the songs of birds and the distant purr of motors were whispers from inside the big tent. They seemed heated, as if part of a long-running argument was growing animated enough for caution to slip. What kind of issue could so involve those four, and why would they want to keep it secret?

Was it paranoia to think they might not have one or even two traitors but four? Was everyone she’d chosen to join them compromised before they’d even arrived? Jeri would have laughed at the idea before. The more she pondered it though, the more riddles it solved.

Maybe Toni was right. It might be time to make a break for it. Hell, the perfect time had just passed – they should have done it at sunup. Perhaps the best thing now was to sound out those she didn’t doubt: Brandi, Angel and Mel. With five on their side it might be worth trying. Bobby had had enough fun and Kim couldn’t complain if they ended up putting prudence ahead of revenge. There could be another time to deal with her ex-husband. If Bobby was lost to betrayal or rebellion within her ranks it was over.

Jeri decided the whispering had gone on long enough. She turned and gave the guy in question a nudge with her foot while she called out.

“Arise and tend the fire, slave. Yon Cassius has a mean and hungry look.”

She might have misquoted (World Lit was a long time ago), but the message was clear: conspirators beware. The whispering was cut off immediately.

Bobby scrambled upright. Was that the first night this trip he didn’t spend in bondage? No: Jeri reminded herself. There was that night at the school. She wondered briefly if that had been an extra turn-on for him – doing it on the playground, scene of so many childhood wedgies. Naked and shivering a little in the mountain air though it was after eleven and growing balmy already, he accepted a kiss and her lighter from sleepy Toni and got to work. 

By the time the fire was going, Mel and Angel had crawled from the little tent. Cooing affectionately at Bobby as he bustled around, it was clear they’d both taken to him quickly. Not having spent so long in the gang as the rest, neither having served time nor been abused by men, their misandry was more cosmetic than ingrained. Watching them laugh and tease him, goose him and pinch his backside, Jeri found it hard to imagine them concealing dark designs toward him. The behavior of the others when they emerged only confirmed her suspicions however.

Though they tried to act nonchalant, Jeri caught enough covert glances directed among them and at herself as well to recognize that her reference to Julius Caesar had hit home.

As a rule, Devil Dykes did not go around quoting Shakespeare. She could see them trying to figure out if she was onto them. Erica in particular looked shifty. By the time coffee and breakfast were ready Jeri was once again giving Toni’s suggestion serious consideration.

“So what’s the plan for today, boss?” Naomi put just enough inflection on the last word to express her belief that Jeri was unfit for the mantle. Jeri chose to ignore this for now but filed it away in case occasion for an ass-kicking arose. She merely shrugged.

“Same as yesterday. We guard Bobby up here and have fun down there. Tonight we pig out on pig meat, dance around the fire like savages and share our slave with those that didn’t get to fuck him last night. Then tomorrow it’s on to Beantown.”

More covert glances flashed back and forth and Jeri almost snorted with contempt. Was her own crew this inept? Only Psycho acted entirely at ease. Yet she’d been in the tent too. She was impugned by association. Yet that even might be ideal. The kid was the definition of mercurial. If there was plotting going on, she might be convinced to fess up and switch sides by no more than the prospect of increased fun and mayhem. When she finished eating, bounced up and declared that she wanted to fuck the slut, Jeri seized on the opportunity.

“Man, I can’t bear seeing a naked man without a dick in him! You, Boy-toy, get over here. No wait, first go to the truck and bring me my cock. You can strap it on me and suck it first.”

“Hey, I want to do him too!” cried Angel and Melanie jumped in as well.

“Yeah, no fair: you guys have been doing him all week. We barely got to stick him once last night. If this is our last day, I want to spend all of it fucking that slut!”

“Okay, here’s the revised plan.” Jeri pointed at the three youngest. “You guys stay up here with me and Toni ‘til you get your fill. Naomi, you, Erica and Syd go down, hook up with the others and make the rounds. Work the crowd; see if we gained any allies last night. Make it clear that we’re only going to bring him to the big bash tonight if enough people are on our side.

“Also, don’t forget to be alert for agents of the enemy. I can’t believe any Devil Dyke would side with a piece of shit like this Edgar Brennan against her own sisters, but it’s a possibility we have to take into account. Remember, our goal is to lure him or at least his top operatives here so we can deal with them for good. Failing that, we want to recruit a force big enough to deter any attack once we’re back on the road for the last leg.”

Everyone gave their assent, though the three she’d sent away looked uneasy at being separated from Psycho. Smokes were pitched into the fire, tin cups and bowls from their mess kits set aside and leathers either pulled on or stripped off. Bobby collected the dishes and took them to the truck. Tossing them into their wash basin to be dealt with later, he collected the cocks each girl had been using on him along with the jug of oil. 

By the time he returned, the others were getting on their bikes – no way was Naomi walking back up the hill again. Jeri was rolling a joint while the youngsters bantered about the bang upcoming. Toni watched him quietly with eyes full of love and anxiety.

Conversation stopped while the bikes roared to life and tore away. Jeri lit the joint, hit it, and passed it to Psycho. Bobby doled out the dildos, and Mel and Angel both began strapping theirs on. Before the recreation could begin though, it was time to get serious. She let everybody hit the doobie once, even the slave, and then called her impromptu meeting to order.

“Hang on a minute, you guys. Toni and I want to talk to you.”

Psycho froze unbuttoning her jeans. It was a tiny hesitation, but a telling one. She recovered quickly, quitting her stripping and coming to sit on the edge of the lean-to next to Jeri and Toni – perhaps so she’d have an excuse to look out over the lake rather than meet their eyes. 

The other two were already bare-assed and girded up. Melanie’s vest hung open to show off the fetching little tits that went so well with her dimples and big, guileless eyes. That she had a crush on Jeri was no secret; hopefully that would help. She and Angel moved to put their sexy little fannies to the warmth of the fire, facing the other three.

“What’s up boss?” Mel’s honorific was innocent of the subtle sarcasm Naomi couldn’t suppress. Jeri smiled at her.

“Trouble, that’s what. We’ve got bigger problems than trying to round up help getting Bobby to his new home. I denied it earlier, but I’m afraid it’s true. We’ve already got sisters that can no longer be trusted. We’ve got valued allies secretly working for the enemy.”

Angel and Mel gasped; Psycho didn’t. Being careful not to accuse her while subtly indicating that she knew she was involved, Jeri told ‘the kids’ about Erica and Naomi failing to help defend Bobby twice, and how the enemy began finding them easily once those two had joined them. 

While Kim was a very wealthy woman offering them an enormous reward, her ex-husband was richer by far, and had access to both corporate resources and professional criminal operatives. In addition to tracking and attacking them, he must be offering bigger rewards. She could think of nothing else that might motivate her sisters to betray her.

“I just wish we could put whoever he’s bought off in touch with Kim. I’m sure she’d agree to get specific about numbers, and be glad of a chance to outbid the bastard. Failing that, Toni and I are thinking of leaving right now. 

“We’ll slip out of here and head straight to Boston. If you guys come with us, I’ll see that Kim cuts you in. Everyone else forfeits.”

Toni was nodding with relief and satisfaction at this unexpected ultimatum. Bobby looked dismayed, but kept his place. Mel and Angel looked at each other, nonplussed. It was Psycho who was the target of this ploy though. 

If she tried to convince them to stay, she might as well be admitting her guilt. If she let them go or came with them, she would miss out on the mayhem she no doubt expected – and lose whatever bribe she’d been offered. Praying for her to take the only remaining option, Jeri waited tensely to see what she would say.

***

Psyche was no longer elated.

The totally awesome adventure she’d arranged had been turned on its head overnight. First there was the disagreement with the others, and now this. Jeri was onto to them and forcing her to declare her allegiance. At the same time the source of the dissention occurred again! The damn phone was vibrating in her pocket.

Someone was trying to reach her on the throwaway she’d been instructed to get. It wasn’t the guy she’d first dealt with and it wasn’t his boss who’d taken over. They both knew to text her and wait for a return call. So who the fuck was it? Telemarketers don’t try every fifteen minutes for a whole day and night straight.

Psyche was sick of it. 

She wanted to answer and solve the mystery. Yet Erica, Naomi and Syd all said it would be the most idiot mistake imaginable. They’d argued so hard about it that Jeri must have heard them. Now the jig was up and she was being asked to switch sides in this fight.

Her personal feelings remained ambivalent. 

Psyche still liked Jerry and Toni and even Bobby. He was a novelty and those were always welcome. But she liked Sydney and the others equally well. She didn’t want to fuck them over either, pissed as she still was at them. What kind of chickenshit is afraid to answer the phone? 

Of course no sooner had she asked this question than insight refined it. Who were they afraid it might be?

The number was from Boston, like the others. That was all caller ID could tell her. Protocol aside it wasn’t the original guy on a different line. He’d said she’d never hear from him again. She’d picked up his clear regret for ever agreeing to her plan. It wasn’t Brennan either; he was already here and pestering her every hour. Who else could it be?

There was only one other player in this game. 

Maybe the first guy regretted setting it up so much he’d turned on Brennan himself. That’s why the others didn’t want her to answer it. It had to be Jeri’s friend Kim calling, and just as she’d been saying she should take competing bids.

Well, why not? 

Now that she knew the men involved, Psyche damn sure knew which one she preferred. If the money was the same (or better) what did it matter which group of friends got screwed? The only real loss was the show dog auction she’d set up, which was always an unbelievable scream. 

A lot of people would be disappointed, her not the least. She loved seeing the look on their faces, first when the first dog came out, then when they were mounted and taken, and finally when they were sold and collared, branded and tagged and dragged away. Best of all were those not-infrequent occasions when the dog’s knot got caught inside them; they couldn’t separate and started howling and thrashing and damaging each other. The likelihood of this was what they bet on, and she had a whole lot of available capital.

Suddenly inspiration made elation return. 

If she was going to switch sides, she could really switch sides. 

These guys were desperate for a way to get rid of Brennan, whose own men might be abandoning him. Meanwhile she needed a new bitch to sell. Which would be more satisfying to see on the circuit, the remarkable woman-worshipper or the arrogant elitist she’d been suffering the past couple days? If she played this right, she could get paid by both sides, still have a show and sale and truly be on the good guys’ team in the end.

The only ones with a complaint would be Erica, Naomi, Sydney and Lilli. Maybe not even Sydney – as long as she got a cut and someone went to the dogs she’d be fine. The others hated Bobby personally and wanted the worst for him in the worst way.

Well, too bad. Her nicer friends were all waiting on her and she had to decide now. Bobby was kneeling naked before her, also waiting patiently to strap on her cock and suck it as promised. Freed from conflict, she smiled indulgently at him and stood up.

“Going somewhere?” asked Jeri sardonically.

“Maybe to ditch your phone in the latrine?” murmured Toni with a glower. Psyche waved placation at them.

“No. I’m going to answer the damn thing. I’ve been wondering who this is. If it’s your friend Kim, you guys win. If she matches his bid, it’s Mister Asshole Ex-husband who’s going to get fucked and not this pretty little poodle of yours.”

Mel and Angel gaped at her as she pulled out her phone. Jeri nodded relief and vindication. Toni remained stony. But Boy-toy understood gratitude. 

Timidly he reached for her unbuttoned jeans and pulled the zipper down. As Psyche lifted the phone, flipped it open – yep, still that same number – lifted it and answered it, he began working those tight jeans off her hips and down her slender legs.

“Hello?” 

Rich in timbre if both cautious and anxious, a woman’s voice answered.

“Is this Psyche Oates?”

“Yes.”

“This is Kim Strauss. I believe you know my husband-to-be Bobby.”

“Yes Kim, I certainly do. And since the cat is now of out of the bag I’ll admit to knowing your asshole of an ex-husband as well, at least to talk to on the phone. He’s promised me a huge amount of money to arrange to have your fiancé sold into show dog slavery. Do you know what that is?”

Jeri’s brow clouded. Mel and Angel gaped even wider. Toni looked absolutely murderous. Bobby had her pants and panties around her ankles. Seemingly oblivious to the import of this revelation, he picked up her monstrous cock and began strapping it to her naked crotch.

“I was told. Who else is there?”

“Right now only Jeri, Toni, Bobby and two who weren’t in on the plan, Melanie and Angel. Shall I put you on the speaker?”

“Please.”

Psyche thumbed the button and held out the phone. Everyone crowded closer but Bobby, who was still kneeling before her tightening straps. Her huge cock waggled in his face.

“Jeri has convinced me to let you try and outbid this Brennan, who has managed to piss off and offend me by text in only two days. He’s offering five hundred grand.”

Toni shook her head and glowered. Over the gasps of the younger girls, Kim’s voice came back loud and outraged. 

“That cheap bastard! You know he’s worth that many million don’t you?”

“I’ve been told.”

“Will doubling his bid convince you to switch sides?”

“It certainly will! Especially since by switching I might still get that half mil too. Brennan’s already here you see – with the money supposedly. 

“He snuck onto the campground this morning while everyone was crashed. There’s a caretaker’s cabin here, empty this time of year, where we’re supposed to stage the show and auction your property off. He’s moved in there.

“He wanted a ringside seat, you see. He wanted to watch and gloat and record everything. He wanted to send you a video. Anyway, he’s supposed to pay me off then. But I wouldn’t be averse to doing a little bait and switch.”

“Stop, please!” Kim was unexpectedly sharp. “I promised not to get involved in what happens to Edgar. I’ll leave that for you guys to decide. Can Bobby hear me?”

“Well, right now he’s sucking my cock – and doing it damn well. But there’s nothing wrong with his ears.”

“Bobby, darling, do you have any idea what they planned to do to you?”

“He’s shaking his head,” answered Psyche.

“They were going to rape you with dogs for the rest of your life.”

Bobby choked, and not on the cock in his throat. The younger girls gasped again, horrified. Toni had taken out her straight razor. Though it was still closed, she was tapping it against her knuckles menacingly. Kim gave him a moment to absorb this before continuing.

“I know you didn’t sign up for this kind of risk. And you know I’d never have wished it on you, or expected you to agree to it. Do you want to try to just leave now? I won’t think any less of you. Or do you still want to stay and play this out, and hopefully get revenge for me on the asshole that’s been trying to kill you?”

Bobby backed off that big cock, which emerged from his mouth like a sword from its scabbard, impossibly long and thick and wickedly contoured. He wiped his drooling lips. That was all the time he took to decide. 

“I will stay, Mistress Kimberly. I will run any risk to rid you of your enemy.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, Goddess. I live only to serve you.”

“Very well. You will be amply rewarded my darling. Jeri? Toni? What do you think?”

“I think Psycho is not to be trusted!” Toni snapped at once. “I’m for leaving this fucking place immediately! And I’d take her with us, all tied up in her own cage so she can’t blab. Fuck paying her a million dollars. She’s lucky we haven’t killed her already, and I’m still tempted.”

“I see. Jeri?”

“I disagree. Money aside, I think Psycho can be trusted to do whatever promises to be the most outrageous fun. And setting up this bankster for the fate he so richly deserves promises to be the most satisfying fun we’ve ever had. I don’t want to pass up the chance.”

Psyche nodded, a moan escaping her as Bobby went back down on her, the butt of the cock pressing rhythmically on her clit as he bobbed. Somehow she found her voice as her hands found his head. Forcing him down further she concurred.

“I know my word is shit to people that I admit I was planning to betray. But Jeri’s right. I got involved in this before I knew any of the players. Now that I do, I’ve made up my mind. This slave is way too good to waste on the circuit. Your ex-husband, on the other hand…”

“Say no more,” Kim intervened. “I’m glad you’ve seen the light. Come to Boston with my fiancé safe and we’ll open you an account at the bank of your choice. I’m afraid I don’t deal in suitcases full of cash. Jeri knows I’m good for it though. 

“Toni, I know you don’t like this. But I’m counting on you most of all. 

“I hear the same love and concern for Bobby in your voice that I feel myself. I’m not surprised and I’m glad. If you don’t trust Psyche, all the better. Keep an eye on her. Protect my baby from her and any other comers and again, what’s mine will be yours. 

“I already owe you more than I could ever repay. I haven’t forgotten and I won’t. I can’t wait to meet you and I hope we can become great friends. 

“Toni, Jeri, Psyche and everyone else, I’ll leave you to it. Call me here any time with updates or requests. Otherwise, I’ll see you all tomorrow for the most incredible reception any of you will ever get! Love you Bobby!” She signed off.

Psycho hung up the phone. She looked around with rare penitence.

“I’m really, really sorry, you guys. It was nothing personal, or political. I don’t care if you’re quote-unquote apostates. And I didn’t want to screw you over any more than I want to screw over Naomi and Lilli now. Like Jeri said, it’s all about money and fun. We’re going to have the most of both this way.

“Toni would probably feel justified in cutting my throat. I understand. But please believe me that I never intended for any sisters to be physically harmed. Just Bobby and that was before I knew him. I’m honestly far happier doing it this way. You can count on me now.”

Toni hawked and spat in her best Lilli manner. Mel and Angel were still catching up, going from appalled to excited as they grasped the scope and stakes of the game they’d joined late. Bobby knew how he felt though. 

He pulled off her cock again, turned and presented for her, mutely urging her to enjoy his other bitch-hole. His hand found her spit-slickened monstrosity. As he pointed it into himself and began to back up on it, Jeri made the call.

“All right, fuck the slut once. He obviously thinks you’ve earned it. Then while Mel and Angel have their fun we have to do some planning of our own. 

“How does our evening adventure go down? That’s what we have to figure out.”

“No problem!” Psycho seized the lucky bitch by the hips and rammed her way in.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

Lull before the Blow

Toni was still seething twenty minutes later. But finally the treacherous little bitch finished fucking Bobby. She screamed out an undeserved orgasm, pulled out and turned him over to the other two. Though they jumped at the opportunity both were too fascinated by the intrigue at hand to devote much attention to what they were doing. Mel thrust into his face and Angel his ass while their eyes devoured everything else. And though Bobby moaned and bowed up between them and drooled all over as usual, he too must have spared some sliver of awareness for the coming discussion. It was his unspeakable fate they were planning to change.

“All right,” Toni snarled. “If we’re not going to bail on this place, we need to know your full plan for tonight so we can decide how to turn it to our advantage. You say Brennan is already here. Where? Tell me in case I want to go pump him full of buckshot.”

“I told you, the caretaker’s cabin.” Psycho lit a smoke and brushed off the platform so she could sit and watch the show without pulling her pants back on – or taking her cock off. “It’s around the west side of the lake a little ways, screened by some trees. You can’t see it unless you really look for it. It has a yard behind it that’s even more secluded. That’s where we’re supposed to hold the show, so the chickenshit can watch out the window while I record it up close.”

“Hang on,” Jeri interrupted. “Let’s start at the start. How are you supposed to get Bobby away from us and over there?”

“Roofies.” Psycho confessed with a little giggle that made Toni want to choke her. “I was going to slip you guys some at dinner. They’d kick in at the bonfire or at worst during Bobby’s big performance. You guys would pass out and Lilli would take over as leader. Those of us in on it – her, me, Syd, Erica and Naomi – could then just ditch the rest and take him to the cabin.

“We’ve got about three dozen people invited. You know: those that want to bid or bet on him and a few select friends. Once Bobby got introduced to his new life and sold to his new owner, then Brennan’s supposed to pay us off and sneak back out of here.”

“That’s it?” asked Toni skeptically.

“It would have worked,” Psycho shrugged.

“So the only thing we have to do to thwart this diabolical scheme is not take any rohypnol, not pass out, and tear out of tonight’s performance unexpectedly, leaving the traitors behind,” mused Jeri. “How does that net us Edgar Brennan?”

Psycho grinned as well as shrugged this time.

“When it turns out doping you ‘didn’t work’, I will lead the others to the cabin. Brennan will react to our failure to get you by abusing and insulting us. Trust me on this: the guy’s an intemperate prick with a regrettable lack of respect for women.”

They all automatically looked at Bobby, stuffed full of violently pounding butch-cock and loving it. Psycho’s approval appeared genuine.

“When that happens, I will prevail upon Sydney and the others to teach him the error of his ways. I will remind them of the money he says he’s brought and suggest we grab both it and him as a consolation prize and backup mutt. Once he’s been raped by every dog there and sold onto the circuit, we grab the cash, divide it up and declare it a job well done. Hopefully none of them will ever know I was playing for both sides.” 

Toni had to intervene here.

“If that’s our plan, then when we tear out of the performance tonight, we head straight to Boston – not back to the campsite or Syd’s garage. I’m not giving anyone a second shot at him. If you’re staying for this show, how will you prove you did your part and collect from Kim?”

“I’ll follow you tomorrow and show you all the video I’ve made. We’ll have us a little viewing party and drink to Edgar Brennan’s thrilling new existence.”

Everyone whooped at this. Even Toni had to respond to the devilishness of that smile. She turned to the ongoing threesome, giving spitted, squealing Bobby a smile of her own before addressing the other two.

“So, are you guys going to stay for the revolting show or join us on the road? We could use the extra muscle in case of trouble.”

“I want to go!’ gasped Mel right away.

“Me too!” put in Angel. “But what about Brandi?”

“We don’t involve anyone else!” Toni was adamant. “You can call her afterwards and explain, even share your good fortune. But let’s not force any more sisters to take sides against each other. Jeri and I are through after this. Lilli means to lead our chapter then. Nobody wants to be on her shit list.” 

“I don’t want to be in her chapter at all!” cried Mel, pressing flush against Bobby’s face and grinding around inside for emphasis. “Are you guys going to form a new one? If you are, I’ll move to wherever you do and join up!”

Her words punctuated by brutal jabs into that lovably greedy ass, Angel chimed in.

“I…can’t…leave…Brandi! But she…might come…too!”

“Hold on, girls,” Jeri held up her hands. “Toni and I don’t know what we’re doing yet, whether we’re leaving the whole life or just leading a more honorable version of it. It depends on what happens tonight and in Boston. We just know we’re done hurting innocents.

“If you’re of the same mind, you guys are welcome in any gang of mine. But let’s just get through today and tonight before we worry about tomorrow and next week.”

Mel and Angel nodded.

“All right,” Toni finally declared. “None of us leaves here until we’re ready to go down to the barbecue. We’ve got a long afternoon ahead of us. So get busy pounding my baby like you mean it you two. You’re making me jealous. Hurry up and come so I can have my turn!” 

***

Overachievers seldom lack for confidence. 

Whether this attitude develops from their achievements or contributes to them, they often feel every stroke of luck is their just due and every risk negligible. When playing dice with the world financial system, their confidence is justified. 

So what if their gambles and frauds destroy the livelihoods of millions? Their own fortunes and even their ungodly salaries and bonuses (not to mention their positions and freedoms) aren’t ever threatened. Secure in their oligarchy, no misfortune can befall them, no government constrain or punish. They are untouchable. 

Perhaps this position leads to overconfidence in other arenas however. Dismissing the warnings of the only man who knew he was in the area and those of the woman he’d paid off to secure this bolt-hole, Edgar Brennan sat in the formerly vacant caretaker’s cabin and gloated over his coming triumph.

In just a few hours the guy Kim claimed to love more than anyone else ever, the guy she’d duped him to set herself up with, would be far worse than just dead. And he would have his fitting fate recorded in high definition for Edgar to gloat over forever – and send to Kim of course. Arriving this morning behind heavily tinted windows, he’d come here with little more than the untraceable handgun Jack had given him and the satchel full of cash he’d had prepared against this eventuality. He’d be leaving with a priceless victory

Minus what he’d given the owner of this place, he still had close to a million dollars with him. Yet rather than worry about the security of this money in such a lawless setting (or even that of his person), Edgar spent the time he wasn’t gloating-in-advance or watching the video this Oates had sent him trying to plot ways to cheat these bitches of their payoff.

Though nothing concrete came to him, he grew increasingly certain he’d find a way. It wasn’t like he was crashing a Mensa meeting after all. Sitting on the lumpy couch with his feet on the coffee table he finally switched on the TV.

It was hard to believe anyone could still be content with the old picture tube kind but here was the proof. It wasn’t even high def. Edgar shook his head. 

After flipping through the financial channels and grinning at the ranting on Fox News for forty or so minutes, he began to fancy that eye strain was giving him a headache. Sneering again at the laziness of people too poor to buy a proper TV, he switched it back off. Pulling out his phone, he played the video of Carlyle in the garage again.

It still made him smirk and sneer. This was the kind of sissy he’d been thrown over for? He actually seemed to get off on having his ass reamed with power tools! He’d let these insane dykes lock up his cock, tie him up, and do whatever the fuck they wanted to him! Watching him shudder uncontrollably as sparks jumped from the battery cables pressed to his genitals, listening to him squalling around the dildo in his throat even as yet another vicious bitch hammered his ass, the thought that he was going through all this to prove himself to the treacherous cunt Edgar had been fool enough to marry would have made him laugh if he wasn’t so appalled.

Who did that bitch think she was, first taking him for fifty-plus million and then making this other perverted bastard suffer so much? He couldn’t wait to send her a video of tonight. Then she’d learn what she’d truly cost the stupid fuck. She’d also learn once again what happened when you lied to and fucked over Edgar Brennan.

When the clip ended he stood up, hungry and restless both. Though the campground where the big party was going on was a quarter of a mile away around the lake, he could hear music and motors and screams even with all the windows closed. Feeling a bit silly at the way he’d barricaded himself in here, Edgar unlocked and opened the one in the kitchen.

From here he had a limited view of the amphitheater and main campground and all the crazy dykes milling around. He could see wood stacked high for a bonfire and smoke rising from where a pig was roasting a short distance away. With the window open and the breeze right he could even smell this, and it redoubled his hunger. 

The woman he’d ‘rented’ this place from had told him it was stocked with canned food. Given the TV he didn’t have high hopes. Still Edgar began opening cupboards. Though he hadn’t cooked for himself in years, roughing it the way he was demanded certain sacrifices.

Amid the dust and birdshot-scatter of mouse turds he found a can of Hormel chili. While not gourmet fare by any stretch it was better than the alternatives. There was even an unopened box of crackers. Good enough.

Cooking was one thing – cleaning up quite another. Though he’d promised not to leave the place a mess Edgar merely slung his dirty dishes into the sink when he was done. Not even bothering to run some water into the scorched pan, he returned to look out the window again.

The party over there continued to pick up steam. Though it was hard to tell for sure it looked like some of the dykes were wearing costumes. He saw capes of all things and what looked like headdresses. In any case they hadn’t lit the fire yet and it was still a couple hours until dark. He had a serious wait ahead of him.

Restless again, Edgar wandered to the rear of the cabin. In the bedroom where he’d stashed the cash he moved to the window he’d chosen earlier. From here he could see the clearing behind the house where this Psycho had arranged to have her show. 

A section of log about five feet long and two through had been rolled into the middle of the yard. This had been wrapped with shackling chains to secure the unfortunate Carlyle atop it. Straddling the log on his elbows and knees, he’d be helpless to resist the advances of his masters. 

The dogs were already here, kenneled in the specially fitted SUVs that had brought them. These were also out back, pulled alongside the rental he’d driven up in. Though he hadn’t seen them (staying prudently hidden when they and their almost equally brutish owners arrived), their occasional barking made them sound both big and vicious. 

Just then they began again, loud and savage even through the intervening walls. Edgar grinned happily at the sound. The thought of what he was going to witness through this window soon was actually making him hard. 

After all the close misses that had so vexed him, after Jack’s repeated fuck-ups, he was now about to enjoy his optimal revenge after all. Telling himself that it was his triumph over Kim that was exciting him and not the disgusting spectacle ahead, Edgar sat down in the chair he’d dragged over for later. Looking out at that chain-draped log he opened his slacks. 

He knew of a way to kill five or ten minutes, at least.

***

Following the afternoon (and the night and the fortnight before) Bobby was horribly sore.

If not for all the heavy-duty motor oil they used on him he’d have been irreparably torn up by now. Certainly he was pretty raw back there. Nevertheless when Jeri examined him and finally put a stop to Mel and Angel, Psycho and Toni fucking him (he had maybe the biggest night of all still ahead after all) he whimpered with disappointment.

As long as he had these goddess-embodiments taking their sacred pleasure from him he could ignore everything else. The hideous destiny the traitors had arranged for him – which despite everything he had yet to escape – made him sick to even consider. 

The fact that he’d agreed to stay here and chance it somehow actually befalling him still appalled him. That his love for Mistress Kimberly could drive him to accept such a risk without even properly thinking it through made him wonder if he’d finally totally lost his mind. That there were people in the world, people he knew that could even consider – much less revel in – the prospect of afflicting an innocent person that way staggered him. It made him wonder at the malice of which the human race was capable. 

Even in the gasping aftermath these thoughts came back. With Toni cooing and cuddling him and the younger girls exulting over the best-spent afternoon they could remember, Bobby shivered in his lover’s arms. It was only the reassurances she murmured to him that finally gave him the strength to look ahead without crippling terror.

“I’ve got you baby. Don’t worry. No one’s going to do anything to you that you don’t welcome as long as I’m alive. Tomorrow we’ll be in Boston. Kim will unlock you and we’ll make sweet wonderful love until I conceive. How can she deny us after this? Then you’ll have your mistress and Jeri and I will have your baby and we’ll all live happily ever after.”

Sealing these promises with kiss after kiss on his abraded lips, she soothed him as only Mistress Toni could. When the other Devil Dykes began arriving back at the campsite he was able to face his betrayers with the equanimity necessary to keep from alerting them that their plans had been exposed.

Brandi, Tanya and Naomi were the first to return. Smeared with sauce from stuffing their faces, redolent of draft beer chugged and slopped around, they made it clear the party was seriously gearing up.

“Jesus, where you guys been?” bellowed Brandi. “Did you come all this way to miss out?”

“Nobody told me there’d be this wonderful puppy to fuck,” Angel enthused. “I can drink beer and pig out and raise hell any time. When am I going to get to spend another afternoon hammering ass like I just did?”

“Anytime you want,” sniffed Naomi. “I’ve raped dozens of men. Just grab one and do him. Even if you don’t finish them off they’ll almost never go to the cops. They can’t bring themselves to admit what’s happened to them.”

“Yeah, but this one loves it!” piped up Melanie, not yet understanding that this was what made Naomi hate him. “It does a girl good to feel worshipped, even if it’s by a man. And Toni’s right: this one’s nice. I wish we could take him back to Iowa and keep him.”

“You’re all nuts,” grumbled Naomi. She looked searchingly at Psycho, no doubt trying to ascertain if this insanity had infected her co-conspirator. Young as she was though, Psycho was a consummate operator. She gave no sign that she’d switched sides, merely bringing the others in with a question.

“How’s that pig? It’s not gone yet is it?”

“It’s awesome! Fucking killer.”

“No, but you guys better hurry if you want any. They’re going to light the fire soon.”

Bobby felt Toni’s arms tense around him. More motorcycles were ascending the hill. Sitting in the back of the lean-to, he followed her gaze to where Lilli and Erica had appeared, with Sydney behind. Now all the traitors were present. She released one arm from him to surreptitiously pull the shotgun out of their bedding to within easier reach.

Once they’d shut down, climbed off and ambled over, Jeri rose from her own seat on the edge of the platform.

“Is everybody here?’

“Everybody but Ellen,” reported Erica. “She’s stuck in the latrine. Some kind of food poisoning maybe.”

“Bummer – talk about missing out.” Jeri paused, considering. “Is she going to be able to join us later?”

“Who knows? I’m sure she’s going to try. Let’s just hope the rest of us don’t get it.”

“All right. Let’s mount up and head on down. We’ll go low-key today though. We’re just another chapter joining the party. Bobby stays in the cage, but we’ll wait for his performance before we chain him all up. Meanwhile, let’s go get some beer and barbecue!”

“I heard that!”

“Whoo-hoo!”

“Fuck men!”

Two minutes later Bobby found himself back behind bars, sitting with just his hands cuffed behind him. Locking the cage and hanging the key back around her neck, Toni pushed her face between those bars for one last kiss before getting behind the wheel.

“Remember darling, I’ve got the shotgun. I’ll kill anyone that threatens you. Twelve more hours and you’ll be safe in your new home.”

A tear escaped her at the loss of him this implied and she brushed it away angrily. Bobby couldn’t do anything for her. Except…

“I love you Toni.”

It was enough. She smiled at him as motorcycles roared to life.

“I love you too. Okay baby, let’s do this. Once more pays for all. Damn, we must be nuts!”

She jumped from the truck and climbed into the cab. 

As she started the engine Bobby used his cuffed hands to grab the bars behind him. This wouldn’t be anything like his other rides up and down the mountain. Still he could count on a few more bruises. With that they were moving, on their way to one more incredible ordeal. Perhaps this truly would be the ultimate one.

As expected, Bobby had to hold on for dear life. With every lurch and bump he thanked his goddesses he wasn’t hanging from the bars. Yet at the same time he felt profoundly let down.

Along with being far less taxing physically, this ride had a seriously altered emotional component. On his last two trips into the cauldron his terror had actually contributed to his excitement. Yet that fear had been global, free-floating, un-tethered to any particular threat. Safely locked away from the mob, he hadn’t any real expectation they would breach the cage and harm him. This time though he had a very real, hideously specific fate he needed escape.

Somewhere down there the dogs were waiting, and a few dozen particularly twisted women expecting a truly unspeakable show. Of the dozen protectors accompanying him, fully a third were of their number. Then there was Psycho, who might turn back into a traitor as quickly as she’d claimed to become an ally. This terror was visceral, not titillating, causing his gut to churn instead of his nuts. Rather than rage in its confinement his penis hung flaccid. 

All this led to another upsetting consideration. 

Earlier he’d been confident that the crucible of his ordeal would burn any unworthiness in him away. Yet that had clearly failed: here he was still thinking about himself and not the service he was providing his goddess. Bobby could only hope that whatever lay ahead of him this time finally succeeded in refining his soul to the requisite purity of devotion.

Soon they reached level ground and he stopped bouncing so roughly around. Briefly releasing the bars, he turned carefully about so that he could see ahead better. Leaving their spur for the main track, the truck trundled ahead past deserted campsites toward the main gathering place. With dusk now coming down the bonfire had been lit. By its towering glare he began to pick out the particulars of the gothic scene awaiting him.

In the distance lay the lake, its empty sweep, forested shores and mountain backdrop giving it a primeval feel. One almost expected to see a plesiosaur raise its serpentine neck or a tribe of Stone Age Amazons come howling out of the trees. Bolas and nets whirling, these would raid for the male prey needed for their fiery rites. Closer at hand, the clearing where he’d performed before was empty save for a smattering of figures, as was the curve of bleachers. To the right smoke still rose from the bed of coals where the pig had been roasted and to the left leaped up the huge stack of timber set ablaze. All around and between, about a third of the height of the fire, swarmed the mob of vengeful lesbians he’d come to brave once again. As he closed in on them Bobby saw with scrotum-crawling dread that his Amazon fancy had been optimistic.

Jeri had said there would be a satanic theme to this blow-out. While none of the Devil Dykes he’d met had espoused any kind of serious Satanism, merely adopting its trappings for intimidation’s sake, here that adoption reached its extreme. About one out of three of the horde he was moving toward had come caparisoned. And these weren’t just harmless Halloween costumes. Perhaps predictably, the bikers he could see had nearly all attempted to some extent to embody the emblems inked on their arms. 

Satiny red had joined black leather as the apparel of choice. Many women wore flowing capes of scarlet or even reptilian wings. Some had fashioned pointed tails and some had furred chaps or leggings to give them goatish hindquarters.

Wigs, headbands and hats of all kinds were fitted with simulated horns. Even more popular were oversize heads of rubber, fabric or paper-mache, always of animals associated with the occult: bulls, boars, jackals and the like. More mythological creatures were represented by a fiendish assortment of masks, or by garishly made up or painted faces. As the truck began to pass among these, their sneers and shouts, blood-curdling howls and tongue-waggling ululations revealed cosmetic carnivorous canines.

Many carried tridents or whips, and most colors hung open to show off breasts as bare as those on their logo. Also like that diabolic hermaphrodite, nearly every woman present wore a strap-on cock. Whether brought for personal use or originally intended theatrically, whether cinched around waists wearing only chaps (or less) or donned right over (or as part of) their demonic costumes, they’d all come erect to rape him.

Jeri led her crew unobtrusively around the perimeter.

 Skirting the side where the pig had been cooked and serving tables set up, they parked near the now-empty trucks still flanking the sparsely peopled amphitheater. From here they could be part of the party (if only its fringe) and yet in position to take the stage once it seemed called for.

A few of those who saw them arrive began to gather around. Fortunately there was no mass swarming. Bobby did his best to smile coyly at the jeers and catcalls he received, and his protectors were quickly off their bikes. 

There was no need to set up a perimeter here. Sisters bumped fists, greeted and mingled, exclaimed over costumes and ostentatiously compared cocks. Either their arrival had gone generally unnoticed or the party was prepared to bide its time. The night was young after all. With dark just coming down other attractions still abounded – not least that roast pig. 

The smell was indescribably tantalizing, a welcome if maddening distraction from Bobby’s on-running anxiety. Clearly it was working similarly on the gang. Toni’s face appeared in the window in the back of the cab and Jeri gathered the others around the bed. 

“Okay you guys, it’s time to eat, drink, and work the crowd. Only I want at least four of us around the truck at all times. That means me and Toni and another rotating two. Who’s going to stay here first?”

“We will.” Brandi indicated herself and Tanya. “We’ve been partying all day. You guys get yourselves some beer and chow.”

“Get some for us too, would you?” Jeri asked. Both Melanie and Psycho acknowledged this as they flounced off with Angel. 

Lilli, Erica, Syd and Naomi glanced after these youthful departees and then at each other – flighty Psycho was off to dope dinner, supposedly. Trying to act nonchalant, they promised to wander back and take their turns before long and strolled more sedately away after. 

Tanya began talking to some other black women who’d sauntered up. Brandi began regaling Jeri with the afternoon’s gossip and adventures. Toni smiled through the back window at him and Bobby moved to that side of the cage. 

She reached out to touch him but came up just short. He gave her a smile for the effort.

“How are you doing, Bobby baby?”

“So far, so good. I’m just glad you didn’t dose me again. My mind is pretty blown already. I couldn’t handle this place on acid.”

“We shouldn’t have brought you back here,” Toni repeated. “It’s not worth the risk.”

Bobby did his best to be staunch.

“What happened to the Toni who lived for adventure, who wouldn’t think of bailing out of one just when it got really intense?”

“She fell in love and grew up.”

Still she laughed and Bobby was glad to ease her cares. Then Tanya was bringing her friends over and he was obliged to play the caged bitch for a while.

This he did with charm and deference. He even rose up and thrust his genitals through the bars when ordered so they could crow over the chastity device, pinch his bloating clit and give his balls a vicious twist. 

One of these ladies, called Shatoya by the others, was eggplant-black and exceedingly attractive. Her bared, bullet-shaped boobs were reminiscent of Kim’s, her eyes huge and limpid and her beaded braids trailing halfway down her back. The ebony erection she sported was the most enormous he’d ever seen, the head a gargoyle snarl cast in the shape of a demon’s face. Despite this monstrosity – more intimidating than even Naomi’s in Cleveland – Bobby was more than ready to turn and present for her. Jeri intervened and chivvied the women out of the truck.

“I’ll rape you later, Boy-toy,” Shatoya promised. “No way am I missing out this time!”

As they made off Melanie returned with food, assuring them all that neither Psycho nor anyone else had been near it. Still Toni refused to eat, instead giving up her spot in the truck to Jeri so she could hand-feed Bobby her portion through the bars.

The meat was just as delicious as advertised, and the ear of roasted corn fresh-picked. She held and turned this patiently and even tipped a cup of beer for him to wash everything down. Afterwards Toni returned to the cab. By and by Syd and Naomi came back to relieve Brandi and Tanya on guard duty.

Steadily the party continued its raucous trajectory. Full night closed in. This was the dark of the moon, and away from city lights the zodiac blazed with unchallenged brilliance. The bonfire roared on, portentous music boomed and with the pig soon devoured more beer, liquor and drugs were consumed. Finally from whooping and partying, dancing and fencing with tits and cocks, the five hundred or so Devil Dykes present began to raise a familiar, now ominously chilling chant, one that Boy-toy at last grasped. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck that mutt! First in show, first to go, one more bitch is sold!”

The rest of Jeri’s combined crew was quick to return to the truck. Lilli was the last to appear only to be sent by Jeri to get ready to floodlight their makeshift stage. Hearing the chanting grow in demand, Bobby shivered uncontrollably. 

Despite the sick tinge to his terror, it seemed his perverted need hadn’t abandoned him after all. Even with the hideous danger he was still in, he felt that deranging if strangely satisfying pain begin again in his imprisoned sin. It was time to rise to his most depraved raping yet.


Chapter Thirty

Into the Maelstrom

Once Bobby was suspended identically to the night before Toni gently closed the cage door. Trapped between the bars, his face protruded a bit through. 

For all his brave talk and obvious submissive lust, he looked petrified at the savage chanting of the mob. 

The flickering glare of the bonfire gleamed on his sweaty forehead and on his sweatier, stressfully bowed and welted-up body. It shone yellow on the big steel ring between his teeth and the gaping wet hole this held open, and also on the little hooks snubbing back his snout. Feeling an unfamiliar pang for the willing bitch (along with her persistent premonition that disaster still threatened), Mistress Toni locked him in and hung the key back around her neck. 

This gave her only a ghost of the possessive thrill of before. Already tears were cutting through his fresh rouge, and a runner of drool depending from his heavily lacquered lower lip. Taking any excuse to touch him, loving Toni ran her fingers through his ringlets, grooming his floppy, ribbon-tied ‘ears’ for him. Rather than revel in his transformation as she had previously, she suddenly hated this look. 

All their innocent fun at the motel was now irrevocably tainted for her by that fucking Psycho’s (and treacherous Lilli’s) intentions. Reminding herself that this would probably be the last time she had to see Boy-toy in his lubricious little poodle persona, she got the weights hung from his nipple rings swinging and gave him what she hoped was a fortifying smile. Resisting the urge to kiss him (everyone was watching and waiting) she had to be content with another whispered reassurance.

“Okay Bobby, here we go. Remember, baby-mama’s got your back. No one’s going to take you away from me without an army.” 

Of course they were surrounded by an army, one of sadistic, men-despising zealots with no respect for honor or the rules of society. Biting back a bile of anxiety, Toni once again vaulted from the bed and hurried back into the cab. Checking the shotgun she started the motor and pulled around to the shore. Then instead of tearing out of there for Boston on her own she backed onto the stage as before.

Sudden illumination greeted their arrival – Lilli turning all those headlights on – along with a communal roar of exultation. 

Already the bleachers were filled and others crowding around the ‘protectors’ fanning out. Some revelers remained dancing and partying around the bonfire – probably those that had taken their turn the night before, along with the few that had no interest in doing so and those too high to care. Putting the truck in ‘park’ and reluctantly shutting it down (they lacked the gas to run it for hours and then make their break) Toni pulled Erica’s shotgun onto her lap and twisted sideways so she could keep vigil through the open rear window.

Jeri had jumped up on the lowered tailgate. She repeated her plea for an accompanying caravan and received a shower of jeers in response. 

Nobody was in the mood for sympathy with a captive male waiting to be hurt and degraded. Nevertheless she voiced her thanks for their help in training Boy-toy and offered another unforgettable fuck-fest. Then right away she began organizing the line already forming.

This time there would be no preliminaries: no beer enemas, reaming with the drill or fist or round of celebratory fucks for the heroes who’d brought him here. The first two wickedly-endowed demons (strangers to Toni both) were invited up onto the bed: center stage at the nexus of headlights. Quickly they oiled up, took their places and plunged right in. Thick with mascara, liner, and three shades of shadow, Bobby’s eyes bulged with derangement as last night’s hundred-gang bang picked up where it left off.

Toni hoped he finally got what he needed from this, that purity of refinement he kept trying to describe, that utter reflexive selflessness he felt he owed his mistress. 

More than a little jealous, she also hoped this Kim he’d given up everything for, endured and changed so much for and risked the most hideous possible fate for was going to be worthy of such service. It was hard to imagine how anyone could be. 

Bobby had shown her the two pictures he carried. And there was no denying that as a teenager Kim Strauss had been a total knockout. 

She looked like a fucking movie star, with the kind of slender but lush, idealized feminine beauty that a hardbody tomboy like Toni could never compete with. But then as they say, looks aren’t everything. 

Personality accounted for a fuck of a lot more. Witness the guy in question: so wonderfully special as to be beneficially influential to even an embittered criminal like her.

Kim admittedly seemed very nice over the phone: generous, thoughtful, appreciative, and with her values in the right place. But was she as special as her property? More importantly, would she treat him as he deserved? 

Mistress Kimberly had said she wanted them to become the best of friends. This implied Toni might be welcome to remain in Bobby’s life to some extent. And twice she’d said “What’s mine is yours.” While this presented possibilities almost too thrilling to consider, their fulfillment hinged on two crucial contingencies. 

Kim might change her mind about wanting her around when she learned how close she and Bobby had truly become – and when she heard their audacious request. This was no small favor they were asking for but a living human being, with all the responsibilities and commitments ‘pertaining thereunto’. And Mistress Kimberly’s feelings about her aside, Toni had issues of her own. She could never be friends with an unworthy owner of her beloved. To have to see Bobby living forever impotent and unappreciated would tear her up too much. She’d have to seriously distance herself from them both, baby or not. 

Toni shivered: so much to be resolved in just a few hours! 

This was an adventure with a vengeance, with her whole future on the line in addition to the unthinkable fate intended for this guy she’d somehow grown so quickly to love so much. That led her to thinking about his latest jibe and her response to it and Toni nodded at their truth.

Just last week she’d have been full of adrenaline, never more alive than in this vortex of risk and revenge, treachery and infinitely precious possibilities. Now she was just dreadfully anxious, too cognizant of wider issues and the irreplaceable stakes to abandon herself to the game. Such was growing up she guessed: not as much outrageous fun perhaps but necessary if one was to end up living long and well.

Staving off her upset with the vigilance Kim requested of her (like she’d needed to!) Toni shook these thoughts away. Determined not to fail any of them she concentrated hard on keeping watch. Right next to her Bobby was in his element again: weeping and keening and squealing as he hung impaled between the two hard feet of punishing cock that were pounding him nonstop. Good for him. She let her gaze go past her baby to quarter the scene beyond.

Smoke swirled, attacking the eyes and lungs as eddies wafted it this way and that. Still a good triple the height of the crowd, the fire roared and writhed like something alive. Above its ravenous heart, licking tongues of luminous energy stretched for outer space. Spat-out sparks spiraled to impossible heights, golden embers aspiring to join the diamonds in the sky before winking into extinction. Conversely the red and orange raging at the mottled-black base seemed to be coring a portal to the underworld. Or perhaps this was a door that was already opened. Perhaps it truly had disgorged the denizens of Pandemonium that now swarmed around it. 

Looking over that sea of red and flesh, black leather and glittering steel, seeing all the horns and capes, furred legs and fangs, fake heads and masks and enormous infernal fuck-organs, Toni tried to feel scorn for the juvenile pretensions of her ‘sisters’. But their satanic kitsch was just too creepy for successful sneering. 

Many among that misandrous mob took their demonic dogma entirely seriously. 

Sincere in their psychosis, they believed and practiced what the rest only postured at. Beyond the certain proportion that would relish seeing Bobby subjugated by snarling hounds, there were even some hardcore enough to celebrate more ancient and barbaric rites. If not constrained by their more moderate sisters, these would gleefully throw him screaming, cage and all, into the very heart of the bonfire. They would dance like dervishes, fuck like satyrs, chant Latin mantras and attempt to use his life-force to cast spells as he perished in sacrificial agony.

Doing her duty, Toni did her best to mark out the ones she knew capable of such atrocities. Thanks to costumes and makeup and masks however she had difficulty recognizing anyone. It stood to reason that the most hardcore among them would be the most elaborately turned out. Still her inability to identify potential enemies unnerved Toni.

Who was that barrel-chested butch pounding Bobby even now? Bigger than even Jeri, the enraged bull’s head she wore made her at least seven feet tall. Between this, her hugely muscled arms and gigantic blood-red member, she had the aspect of a raping minotaur as she reared and snorted and brutishly gored him. For that matter, who was behind the tusked and bristled rubber pig’s head at his other end, or that goat; that ram, that snarling werewolf mask? 

Quite a few of those waiting in line sported the heads of Dobermans or German Shepherds too, making Toni shudder and squeeze her hands tighter around the shotgun. Still Boy-toy hung wallowing in his hellish degradation, obviously transported out of all understandable sanity as two vengeful, terrifyingly caparisoned lesbians at a time rotated through providing the endless sexual punishment he’d come to suffer on behalf of his asshole gender. Even though Jeri had also commenced shocking him again, his choked squalling as he was so ruthlessly dually skewered conveyed as much perverted ecstasy as unholy terror and ungodly excruciation. 

Both the tenor of his cries and the extremity in his eyes indicated that he was indeed getting exactly what he needed from this torturous orgy of satanic sodomy. Counseling herself to patience as the line relentlessly advanced and the hours slowly passed, Toni squirmed in the cramped confines of the truck and watched her precious poodle get fucked. 

Costumed as outrageously as anyone, trapped agonizingly suspended between the bars of his cramped steel cage, his chained limbs unnaturally wrenched and stretched, he presented an unimaginable spectacle. The audience was just eating him up. Yet no matter how persistently and viciously he was electrocuted and violated, Boy-toy continued to advertise his wild enjoyment. Indeed he seemed so lost in lustful abnegation that he was mindless of any more mundane considerations. Toni was not so lucky.

Beyond worrying about the mob, or possible malefactors among the costumed taking their turns, she had to keep an eye on the traitors among them.

The longer they stayed here without her and Jeri passing out or even acting fucked up, the more tense they were becoming. Surely they would soon suspect that either the drugs weren’t working or Psycho hadn’t done her job. Syd and Naomi in particular kept flashing her looks. 

For her part, Psycho had left off guard duty entirely, perhaps so she wouldn’t have to respond to those looks. Instead she stayed close to the truck, using that camera to record Bobby’s ultimate training session right up close and from every possible angle. Indeed she seemed completely carried away by his inspired performance, squealing with excitement herself at especially vicious sequences of strokes and seconding the sodomists’ snarls of suzerainty. 

“Fucking bitch, you love this, huh? Well how about this and this and this? You’re going take an eternity of it mutt, so welcome to hell!” 

“Tell it, sister! Ram that big cock in! Fuck that pig-dog-maggot ‘til he pukes and bleeds out both! Teach him how the Devil Dykes treat a fucking sissy!”

Of course Bobby reveled in everything, shuddering nonstop as he was bludgeoned into from both ends. Bulging eyes rolled up to the whites, every thew thrumming as Jeri pressed the cables to his bloated genitals yet again, he mewled and drooled and presented every evidence that an eternity of this would instead be his heaven. Still the demons now deviling him (one a chubby in a ram’s head and spiral horns ravaging his throat while another as lean as Lilli with fake wings and vampire fangs attacked his ass) only increased the vehemence of their thrusts.

As for Lilli herself, she at least maintained her post off to one side. The taser she’d picked up at the third attack crackling in her hand, she was constantly pushing back those that crowded too close. So far she gave no indication she wasn’t fully committed to keeping Toni’s baby safe. 

No doubt she wanted to preserve him for his supposed show dog destiny. Still she was hiding her perfidy better than the others. In addition to Syd and Naomi, Erica too looked increasingly nervous as the slut-fucking pounded on without end and Jeri continued to officiate without any indication that she’d been drugged.

Increasingly nervous herself, Toni was more ready than ever to call a halt to the charade, to turn on the truck and tear out of here. She was searching for a way to unobtrusively get Jeri’s attention when she saw that Tanya’s friend from Chicago was next in line.

Bobby had taken a shine to Shatoya. He’d also confessed to Toni the kinky kick he got out of being subjugated by black girls. Few were blacker (or more beautiful and stacked) than Shatoya. Toni decided to let them enjoy each other before trying to convince Jeri to leave. Let his last fucking before he was delivered to Mistress Kimberly be an especially impactful one.

It looked to prove so almost immediately. 

Now wearing a simple red cat’s eye mask, Shatoya stepped up with that monstrous ebony erection. Boy-toy gaped: its angular and irregular gargoyle head was as dangerous as anything he’d ever faced. Even with the ring pulled out hours ago and his swollen lips stretched far past normal elasticity, he quickly found it impossible to come even close to fitting that demonic rictus inside his mouth – to say nothing of getting it down the still-greedy gullet beyond. Instead he could only slobber worshipfully over the gnarled features and sharp contours, his crazed gaze riveted by the spectacular tits just above him. Fortunately for both of these infatuates, the chubby ram now stabbing his ass climaxed quickly, pulling her merely gigantic organ out and allowing that hideously dangerous thing access to an opening unguarded by any protective teeth or bones.

Toni almost expected Jeri to put a stop to this. Surely this was a potentially far more damaging insertion than any fist? But then her leader turned and gave her a look that conveyed their agreement: this would be the last, most challenging butt-fucking of Boy-toy’s entire training. After he made the most of it, they were out of here.

So it commenced. Dilated beyond belief, Bobby again gaped invitingly. Slickened with only his slobber, that netherworld monster drove ravening in. 

The excruciation of that diabolically designed shape and size claiming its prize brought a mindless scream of primal wounding as welcome as it was extreme. For a moment this piercing paean to the satiations available to the sexually submissive silenced the entire throng. Amazed, impressed, offended or infuriated (Toni was heart-achingly proud), all gaped at the stage. 

Boy-toy might have been unconsciously proclaiming his consummation, his undeniable triumph over their collective unconsidered hate. And though babbling debate broke out in its wake, all eyes were now glued to the stage as tit-jiggling Shatoya began pneumatically hammering her humongous avenger home. At the same time yet another incredibly costumed creature arrived to stop with her cock any further such defiant cries.

That organ was a perfectly representative extension of the demon wielding it. Impossibly long and elegantly slender, it sprouted seemingly organically from skintight penis-pants – the snakeskin pattern of which blended almost indistinguishably with the intricate tattooing of the naked, willowy, yet muscle-marbled body above and below it. 

The leanness of this form was accentuated by (and emphasized in return) the enormous paper-mache cobra hood and head that reared from the sinewy shoulders. Meanwhile the medium-sized breasts below were as curvy and pointy as fangs themselves, making for a madly alluring if alien whole. Despite the unwieldiness of this top-heavy monster it moved with serpentine grace and suppleness as it thrust right into him and began undulating, stopping Bobby’s ecstatic screams with the rapid plunging of its limber member.

So continued what Toni could tell was truly the ultimate double-fucking for her darling. 

Spitted between total strangers in this satanic setting, helplessly pinioned between the perfect organ for each orifice, raped simultaneously by the hottest human female and the most dreadful of demonic embodiments, he was obviously enduring the most intimate physical agony married to the most transcendent emotional rapture ever. When Jeri leaned in and again began shocking his nipple-stretched tits and vulnerably dangling genitals he only put on an even more astonishing performance. Even those plotting or wishing for the most horrific ends for him must have been staggered at the infinity of his masochistic lubricity. 

Driven by both sublime joy and the basest of animalistic passions, the last two lucky Devil Dykes to fuck Bobby Carlyle both gratified Toni greatly and tested her patience. Their stamina heroic and their appetites insatiable, they took at least twenty minutes that she felt they could ill-afford hammering Boy-toy like iron in a forge before they even began to escalate toward orgasm. Surely his purity must be unalloyed by now, and one of his reasons for this insane risk satisfied.

This seemed proved moments later. As that inevitable escalation crescendoed upward, Jeri quit shocking him randomly and clamped those two cables to his steel chastity sleeve. Leaving the battery continuously savaging his caged and raging, unjustly impotent maleness, she stood up and pumped her fist in exultation – the signal they’d arranged for Angel and Melanie to slip away and gain their bikes. As she did so (and they did so), Toni saw semen drizzling out of that electrocuted, locked-down sex. While not an ejaculation of course, just a result of prolonged pressure on the prostate, Toni added this to the evidence in his eyes and the mad ague of his suspended suffering to convince her that the surely apocalyptic concurrent climaxes quickly coming would fill Bobby’s deepest needs more emphatically than he could have dreamed. Though it was nearly time to get behind the wheel again, she felt compelled to stay and watch this apotheosis of the training she’d had such a life-altering part in.

Hissing gasps and moans climbed to cries, then screams and shrieks. Marathon manic hammering mounted to insanely swift stabbing opposed by the most brutal of cruel bludgeoning. The captivated crowd roared their sisters on. The communal energy exchange was as incendiary as ever and throughout the demons’ competing peaks Toni exulted sympathetically at the extravagance of her lover’s unprecedented reaction. 

Though his eyelids fluttered wildly as he jittered to the whim of the current and shuddered bodily with the force and pace of the pricks plunging so viciously in and out of him, she could perceive his sexual and emotional Armageddon as easily as she could see that precious seed still dribbling so wastefully out of him. Hopefully the extremity of the one would somehow lead to the ending of the other. All things seemed possible at such defining times.

Of course that went for cataclysms as well as miracles. And no sooner had one such moment ended than another was upon them. As Shatoya and the cobra-demon staggered back panting at last, the mob whooping and whistling its thundering applause, Jeri acted.

Seeing her swiftly kneel and unclamp the cables from weakly whimpering Bobby’s penis, Toni swung quickly around into the driver’s seat. With her hand on the key and her foot on the gas, she watched in the mirror as Jeri spoke urgently to both women in the truck.

Shatoya nodded agreeably enough and jumped from the bed. The bitch in the costume put up a fuss though, no doubt demanding her turn at his ass. In an agony of suspense Toni watched her start a scuffle. Losing patience, Jeri pitched the unwieldy fool off the tailgate and into the line of those still waiting. 

Instantly Toni cranked the motor and gave it the gas, careful not to flood the touchy mechanism in her hurry. As the engine caught she saw Jeri grip the cage bars for safety – good enough. She threw the truck in gear and stepped on the accelerator.

Straight at the lake they spurted, gravel rattling against the undercarriage. 

Away from the cheated cries of the crowd and away from the treacherous bitches that sought to profit from their atrocities she sped. Her heart bursting with relief and yes, the old adventurous excitement to finally be on their way toward safety, Toni exulted again, this time in just the effort of hauling the steering wheel around. Making a wide turn for the perimeter she headed back toward the rear of the big trucks lighting the stage, avoiding the amphitheater and crowd. Mindful of her passengers (particularly Bobby trapped between the bars) she drove as fast as she dared toward where they’d begun the party – and where the others had left their bikes.

Mel and Angel were supposed to have their own and Jeri’s started by now. Yet Toni saw no headlights or any other evidence of this. Against her will she slowed, giving them a chance to show. Behind her Jeri had moved to the very side of the bed, lifting one foot on it and preparing to jump as soon as her transport appeared. Trundling along in dark deepened by the glare from the other side, Toni decided to give the kids a count of five before yelling to Jeri and gunning it. Something must be wrong.

Her intuition was validated before she even got to three. 

Passing the middle truck in line, a piece of the blackness all around dropped out of the sky. Right behind her it landed in the bed of the truck. Even as she felt the thump there was a cry, and before Toni could respond Jeri was over the side.

Instead of accelerating as she should have done, Toni instinctively hit the brakes. Yet even as she was turning to see what had happened, an arm came through the window in the back of the cab. The weapon in it and the bracelet she’d put on it last Christmas identified Lilli – but only at the same agonizing, horror-struck instant that twin poles jabbed her in the back of the shoulder.

That close to her heart, the electric charge hit her like the trident of a demon. With her frame suddenly bridging in the cramped space, her foot jammed down on the brake pedal, bringing them lurching to a complete halt. 

The smell of her spilled urine hit her even as competing cramps and spasms savaged her helpless body. Tasting blood as she bit her lip, she was powerless to resist as Lilli used the spare key she’d also claimed back at the gas station to unlock and wrench open the driver’s side door.

Toni grabbed the shotgun, turned and blew her into pieces with blast after blast of point-blank number-four buckshot – but only in her mind. Her body still thrashed in uncontrolled excruciation as with one swift wrench her lover until last week ripped the chain and key to Bobby’s cage from around her neck. With another such wrench Toni was flung so painfully from the truck that her shoulder felt like it was pulled from its socket and then slammed back into it by her crushing contact with the ground. Retching for breath as her elbows and heels dug divots all around he it was all she could do just to roll her eyes.

Jeri was writhing identically eight feet away. Angel and Melanie were still nowhere to be seen. As Toni screamed inside and fought to make her rebelling body obey its frantic brain, Lilli spat on her and jumped into the cab. In seconds she’d slammed the door and torn out. Still chained in his cage, Bobby began screaming with agony and heart-rending terror as he bounced and clattered away into the enveloping darkness.


Chapter Thirty-One

Descent to Abaddon

This was the trickiest bit for Psyche. She had to play it just right if she wanted to keep her double-dealing secret from the half of her friends that didn’t know about it. For all her threats, Toni was never about to murder her for her plotting. Lilli or Naomi however just might. Bobby wasn’t the only one risking everything this night.

In the wake of Jeri throwing Simone from the truck and then Toni speeding off, chaos reigned. Those back at the bleachers remained relatively unfazed – that last double-fucking had been awesome enough to close the show with despite it only being around two. They were ready to resume regularly scheduled partying. Among those waiting for their turn however, particularly those toppled by Simone’s fall (not to mention Simone herself, whose awesome costume was wrecked) there was screaming fury and cheated outrage.

There was also considerable anger and uncertainty among those left behind. Brandi and Tanya were flummoxed, trying to fend off dozens of demands and complaints at once with no preparedness. Erica looked frantic. That was understandable – her bar was going under, and she needed the promised payoff to save it. Naomi was incensed of course and even Syd, to whom Psyche was the closest, was eyeing her darkly as the former confronted her.

“What the fuck happened?”

Psyche shrugged.

“I guess they didn’t trust us. Looks like we weren’t the only ones making plans.”

“No, I mean what happened to doping them? Why the fuck are they even conscious, much less running out on us?”

“Search me. I put enough roofies in their food to put them out until tomorrow. Maybe having a full stomach slowed its absorption. Or maybe they just didn’t eat it.”

Sydney scowled. Naomi looked about to retort. But with Brandi and Tanya extricating themselves from the melee around the stage and moving to within earshot they had to drop it. Psyche was just noticing Lilli’s absence (she was the one she was most worried about) when Angel rushed up. Her freckled face pallid in the headlights, she pulled Psyche aside.

“Lilli’s got Bobby. None of our bikes will start. Mel’s working on getting them going. I was coming here to warn you when I saw Lilli jump off one of the big trucks onto Toni’s. She hit them both with that taser of hers and took off with Bobby.”

“Damn! What the fuck is she up to?”

“Maybe she realized it wasn’t going down the way you guys planned and she decided to take care of things herself. You expect she’s headed for the cabin?”

“Probably. But why sabotage all our bikes?”

“Maybe she wants the whole payoff for herself.”

Psyche didn’t like that idea. She was wondering what to do when Angel asked it of her.

“What the fuck are we going to do?”

“Go after her,” she decided. “We’ll head there ourselves. We’ve got to find some way to save Bobby and substitute Brennan. Just play it cool around the others as long as you can.”

They turned to their sisters only now regrouping while scuffles around them persisted. Doing a quick count, Psyche saw there were six of them: four in on the plot to sell Bobby, two intending to rescue him, and two completely out of the loop. Talk about tricky!

“Here’s the deal,” she spoke quickly. “It looks like Jeri and Toni didn’t trust Lilli. And it looks like they were right. They tried to surprise her by tearing out of here like that. Only she surprised them. She disabled all our bikes somehow. Then she jumped them and took Bobby.

“We think she’s headed to the caretaker’s cabin. I heard a rumor there’s supposed to be a show dog auction there. He’d bring in a pretty penny after tonight’s performance. We need to get over there after her.”

That was ambiguous enough for everybody. Heads nodded with varying degrees of conviction. Brandi, picking up her little sister’s distress, showed the most urgency.

“What’s wrong with our bikes?”

“Let’s hurry up and find out.”

Even as she said this, Psyche heard the roar of motors from over that way, followed by the scream of engines pushed abruptly to their limits. That sounded encouraging. The others’ heads turned too. They all glanced at each other and then as one began running. 

For varying reasons and with opposing intentions, they had to get to that fucking cabin!

***

Lilli had known something was up. And goddamn, it worked out perfectly for her.

Angel and Melanie had been had been acting a little twitchy all night. They had spent the afternoon with Jeri and Toni and their little pet – and Psycho too. They were impressionable kids, easily swayed or ordered around. And Psycho was both flighty and untrustworthy. 

Lilli had learned to her cost the inexplicable appeal that fucking sissy had to some of her sisters. Psycho could easily have succumbed to it too. 

When Jeri and Toni failed to show any grogginess or even intoxication three hours after they were supposedly drugged, her suspicions seemed confirmed. Meanwhile Mel and Angel kept glancing at the stage. These were expectant looks, not voyeurism. And finally they must have got some kind of signal, for they both melted away into the crowd.

Sensing what was coming Lilli had waited a minute and then followed. 

She had her own plans laid, her own preparations made. And taking advantage of the latter to carry out the former suddenly looked about to get a fuck of a lot easier. Trailing the two as they hurried to their bikes – which Lilli had fixed already by disconnecting the power wires from the ignition coils – she’d heard the yelling and the truck start up as Jeri and Toni made a break for it. Perfect: they were ditching the others so she wouldn’t have to.

Certain they’d be coming this way to join up with Angel and Mel, Lilli snuck up to the trucks and scrambled on top of one. Sure enough, Toni pulled right past her and even slowed down, letting her literally get the drop on them. Before they knew what hit them the apostates had been laid low and she’d grabbed the million-dollar prize.

Not that Lilli gave a shit about money – all she wanted was revenge. And forget that Sicilian proverb about it being best served cold.

She’d wanted to kill Carlyle from the beginning – just on general principles, just for being male. Then the way he welcomed the worst brutalities that Jeri would allow her continuously incensed her. Her craving to see him really screaming grew by the hour. Still she’d swallowed it and done her job. And then it turned out that all the time she was fighting to protect this male she so devoutly wanted to kill, all the time she was saving his life he was insidiously undermining hers! Before she knew it he’d destroyed their chapter, stolen her lover and somehow turned her two best friends into moralizing apostates. Of his endless sins those were the most unforgivable. 

Lilli could torture this ‘Boy-toy’ to death a million times and still not be satisfied. And as her hate trumped that of this Brennan a billion-fold, she’d be damned if he got the satisfaction of finishing him – especially after she’d had to twice fight his thugs for the piece of shit.

She had gone along with Psycho’s plan. If worse came to worst, having Boy-toy sold onto the circuit would have to suffice – it would certainly wonderfully punish Toni too. But as soon as the decision was made to divert to the rally Lilli had begun plotting her own revenge.

She knew sisters that shared a better use for a captive male (particularly a virgin!), a use Lilli considered far more gratifying than even enslaved bestiality. After all, dog shows had been raided and rings broken up, slaves freed and animals euthanized, when it should be the other way around. Wicked as it was, the circuit just wasn’t certain to be permanent enough. 

Besides, that fucking pervert might even enjoy it. So though she’d colluded to separate Carlyle from the apostates, she’d had every intention of subsequently betraying the betrayers and claiming him for herself. But then – ha! – Jeri and Toni had gotten cute and played straight into her hands. She was away from all of them clean and her two weeks of escalating hate and fury were now finally only minutes away from being beautifully assuaged.

Even now that damnable male was still fucking with her though. Bouncing wildly around with the bed of the old truck, he was still shrieking nonstop. No doubt his suspension must have been absolutely excruciating. Surely he was mortally petrified, as he should be. Still he wasn’t doing her any favors helping them reach their destination in secret. She could only hope anyone trying to come after them wouldn’t be able to hear it over their own motors.

Unfortunately killing her sisters or even destroying their bikes would not have been forgivable here. She’d had to run the risk of pursuit. Faced with the choice of stopping to shut Boy-toy up – he was drawing attention from the few people still at the campsites she passed too – or getting him as far as the truck could go as fast as possible, she reluctantly settled on the latter. Once she reached the ravine it would be too late for them anyway. She’d be the one who had numbers on her side – and the most ferocious of her sisters as backup.

Lilli actually hoped they did find her eventually. Let Jeri and particularly Toni show up in time to see what was happening to their precious Boy-toy once they could no longer save him. If they were crazy enough to attack and try, then she’d be justified in killing the jilting bitch.

From the main road she passed the spur going up to the apostates’ lair. She passed several more, getting further from the lake and gathering place all the while. The sound of motorcycles, omnipresent even at night here, had dimmed to the point that she could only pick it up when the slut stopped caterwauling long enough to draw breath. Finally she reached the spur she wanted. 

Exceedingly rough and somewhat overgrown, it wasn’t part of the camp and was usually blocked by a chain. Bolt-cutters had taken care of that. Lilli turned onto it, jouncing over ruts and under branches that scraped across the roof. In the black of the thickening forest it was almost like driving into a tunnel, perhaps one leading to Abaddon. Certainly Boy-toy would soon find it so. Uphill, around a few turns forced by the topography and then back down, she rattled over the rough track. The bitch screamed agonizingly the whole time.

Music to her ears in spite of the giveaway, there wasn’t an iota of perverted enjoyment in these shrieks. Finally he was suffering properly! And of course this was only the merest prelude to the torturous end waiting for him ahead.

As for torturous ends, the rude road at last dipped and straggled to its own. Starlight dimly revealed a middling clearing: the old dump this campground had used before being phased out sometime in the seventies. Now only people who knew about and remembered the so-called ‘profane’ place beyond came this way.

Lilli skirted the dump itself, bouncing and lurching in four-wheel drive around to the back of it. There sat her bike, lined up with the dozen or so others of those too lazy to walk this far despite the priceless fun on offer. She pulled in, parked and shut off the motor.

Brimming with grim zeal, she grabbed the shotgun and climbed out. 

Hooked over the handlebars of her bike were the bolt-cutters. She grabbed these too, circled around and jumped up on the still lowered tailgate. At her approach the sissy’s screams dropped to terrified whimpers. Not bothering to gloat or further demoralize him (there’d be plenty of that ahead), she set the shotgun down long enough to cut first the chains holding his legs and butt to the bars and then the one between his handcuffs. 

Falling to the floor of the cage with another scream, Carlyle squirmed feebly in his confinement, trying to work some function back into limbs that had been bound and severely overstressed for hours. Retrieving the shotgun and checking the readiness of the taser tucked into her vest, she unlocked the cage and dragged the mutt out by one of his poodle ears. 

Scrabbling with his dead limbs to ease the tearing on his scalp, sobbing like a baby, he was in no condition to resist. Still once she had him on the bed of the truck Lilli slammed a knee down on his back and used a carabiner to link his cuffs back together. She fished his leash out of the box of cocks (it had originally been draped over the side) and snapped it to his collar.She had no gag unfortunately – Ellen had something much better waiting. So as Boy-toy gathered himself to begin screaming for help she pulled out the taser and jammed it prongs and all into his cocksucking fuck-hole.

“That’s enough shrieking, bitch. Save your lungs for when you’ll really need them. Go ahead and blubber if you want. I can’t get enough of that. But one yell and I’ll give that slutty tongue of yours a taste of some real electricity.”

Blubbering indeed, the bitch subsided. Still gingerly working life back into his legs, he peered up at her with terror but none of the groveling subservience of the slave. Lilli sneered back down and pulled the taser out without triggering it. Though she’d liked to have done nothing more, she couldn’t afford the delay.

“Let’s go, mutt. Your gruesome fate awaits. I’ll show that cunt what happens when you leave the life and your long-time lover over a fucking man!” As she had with Toni, she spat in his face. Then she dragged him out of the truck by the neck, carrying maybe the only gun in the encampment in her free hand.

***

With blood from his galled cheekbones trickling through smeared makeup and gobs of phlegmy expectorate Bobby tumbled from the tailgate onto the rocky ground. Without any ability to break his fall the bone-rattling impact set off an explosion of renewed agony in his traumatized body. Indeed the pain wracking him was so severe he was unable to even roll away from the kicks that immediately began adding to his injuries.

“Get up, pig! Don’t you want to meet your fate on your feet like a quote-unquote man?”

Lilli hauled on the leash, pulling him up by the throat. For at least thirty seconds it was like he was hanging strangling over the gorge again. 

Poppies of black bloomed before his eyes. Congestion swelled his face to throbbing and only the barest sips of air whistled through his windpipe. In a purely spinal reflex, his penis tried to erect and his stretched sphincter slackened. The only difference was that this time he didn’t have his arms to ease the pressure. And it wasn’t valiant Toni at the other end of the chain.

Still sizzling with returning circulation, feeling oddly wobbly in their hip sockets, Bobby’s legs scrabbled reflexively for purchase. Dirt flew and pebbles rolled under his heels. But finally he mustered the strength and coordination to lever himself upright.

Whooping for breath as the poppies denatured and the night spun around him, coughing and retching, he staggered from sharp stick to stone until he gained his footing and balance. He was aware that he was bawling like a sissy again but was unable to make himself stop. At last he straightened completely. Tremulously he raised his burning, bleeding, weeping and degraded face to his captor. 

Eyes glittering with hate, she shone a flashlight on him a moment. 

Naked in the deepening mountain night, already chilled from the terribly harrowing ride, he shuddered pitiably and let her look. 

Mucus ran from his still snubbed-up snout. Mixing with his blood and tears and her spit, the mess crusted in his goatee and ran down his neck. He must have made a gratifying sight in all his terror and soiled misery, for Lilli smirked.

“Good boy.” 

Her sarcastic imitation of Toni cut deep, bringing a fresh round of sobs from him. 

Poor Toni! How would she ever be able to live with this? Then her vengeful ex-lover yanked on his leash, staggering him again.

“Let’s go, prisoner. And don’t even think of dawdling. If you slow me up, I’ll drag you to the others by the neck. We’ve got one last party-slash-ceremony-slash-victory feast planned for this rally. And you’re the guest of dishonor.”

Cruel Lilli slipped the loop of the leash up over her hand and around her elbow. With the flashlight in that hand she held the pistol grip of the shotgun in the other, leaning the business end against her shoulder. Contemptuous of any threat he might represent, she turned her back on him. Tugging him past the row of bikes parked here, she started down a narrow, unmarked path that led into the forest. 

Bare soles tender on jagged ground that he couldn’t see or test before putting his foot down, so pained and debilitated from the evening’s preliminaries he could barely move anyways, Bobby staggered handcuffed after her. 

It was nearly pitch black beyond the cone of light thrown by the flash. Almost immediately an unseen branch lashed his torso. A few steps later it happened again, and then a thorny one whipped him hard across the face, making him cry out and almost fall. 

Rather than considerately hold encroaching growth aside for him as she passed, Lilli was deliberately bending limbs back and then timing their release so that they would slash hard against him as he followed. 

Not having a whip of her own handy, she clearly intended to scourge him this way every step toward the dogs or death that lay at the end of the trail. Fresh blood running hotly down his still fiercely stinging cheek, Bobby did the only thing he could. He lowered his head to protect his eyes (and try to pick out hazards to his feet) and stumbled on. 

The best night of his life had turned into the worst in just an instant. And since that instant it had kept getting worse. 

No doubt it would continue to do so, until he was finally dead – whether that came in minutes or after years of the most hideous affliction. His only option in the interim was to endure the damage along the way and search for courage before the finish.

Again his thoughts turned to his beloved Toni. She was going to be so devastated! And he was letting down Mistress Kimberly too. 

The pain of this cut deeper than the stones and branch stubs slicing and stabbing his feet. It sapped his resistance to woe worse than the crippling debilitation of his body. The disaster of his failure even turned his horror of the dogs into a distant thing. And though he knew he was just as likely going to his torturous execution as onto this unspeakable circuit, it was still the pain and loss he anticipated for his mistresses that kept Bobby sobbing. 

He could thank the crucible for that. This time it had worked. 

The incredible hours he’d just spent having his most sexual flesh relentlessly punished – his Toni-pierced and stretched-out nipples and Kim-imprisoned, insanely needy penis shocked while his service orifices were sodomized by a lunatic sequacity of demonic hermaphrodites – had finally refined him as desired. He felt like a solitary sailor who’d miraculously survived a maelstrom or a soul in error who’d earned his way through hell and purgatory to finally understand what was required to reach paradise. 

That climactic fuck especially had done it. What an incredible culmination of his two-week education in being a woman’s bitch! 

With Kim-titted Shatoya goring his sorest with the most devastating demon-dick he’d ever been drilled with, and that terrifyingly alluring cobra-cunt plumbing him so sinuously almost to the stomach – and especially when Jeri enveloped his entire impotent appendage in savage electric agony while they all drove madly on toward apotheosis – he’d perceived with the exquisite clarity of ultimate extremity how keenly the sublimity of his rapture relied on the purity of his service. He’d also finally understood why his manhood had truly been locked away – and was almost certain to remain so forever. 

Mistress Kimberly knew best, and Jeri too. 

Denied ejaculation, with its wasteful expense of sexual energy, all that primordial force could be poured into the fervency of his worship. Properly channeled, it ensured the fanatical selflessness that was both the highest expression and greatest fulfillment of his beyond-immoderate devotion. Even if she forced him to watch her fuck others, his new level of love and commitment to her could now encompass that.

Bobby wept harder at the thought that he would never get to present the gift of such infinite abnegation to his Goddess. He wept that he could never explain these perceptions to Toni or see the understanding and admiration dawn n her eyes. 

How on Earth could he have lost them both? Stumbling along through the Stygian forest, his horrifically abused body whipped continuously, he succumbed with a shudder to the memory of when heaven turned abruptly into hell.

One moment he’d been on his way to Mistress Kimberly at last. Agonized and exhausted and yet exalted with the insight just gained, euphoric that he’d found the key to transcendence and contentment even if he was required to keep the promise he’d made in the tree; his training completed and paradise only hours away, Bobby had been profoundly at peace for the first time. 

All challenges had been met, even those unforeseen. Every milestone had been achieved. The rest of his quest would be purely celebratory; the rest of his life too.

Then there was a thump. Electricity crackled, a sound he was intimately familiar with. There was a cry of surprise and suddenly Jeri was gone from in front of him. Another cry and the truck lurched to a stop. A dark form bounded past. The next thing he knew his lover and most dedicated protector flew out of the cab to crash helplessly spasming on the ground. 

Stunned, Bobby had just long enough to recognize Lilli getting behind the wheel. Then they were off, Jeri and Toni and everyone else left far behind. His dream evening turned abruptly into a nightmare, pain like he’d never dreamed of claimed him.

Showing no consideration for him whatsoever, probably even sadistically relishing its certain toll on him, Lilli had pushed the old truck to its limits. With his back and neck, limbs and joints already in excruciating agony after such extended suspension, the violent ride tortured him more abominably than he had a metaphor for. And though it was a combination of implacable bondage and an attractive, intimidating, pitiless woman afflicting him, not a hint of submissive frisson came with it. Terror for tasered Toni and even himself (he was going to the dogs after all!) made arousal anathema. Added to such unprecedented, overwhelming, unbelievable agony, this kept him screaming mindlessly as they tore through the dark, deserted campground. 

Still, some desperate sliver of him must have held out hope – for a while at least, on a subconscious level. Toni had already worked miracles on his behalf. Perhaps she would come after him again. Maybe she could save him for a third time. Guided by guile he couldn’t acknowledge, Bobby gave full throat to the screams that kept coming anyway, giving his goddess a continuous fix on his position. 

Once they left the main track for a far rougher road though, the pain finally effaced even this. Awareness of anything but agony lasted just long enough for him to understand that they were leaving the camp for the surrounding wilderness. They were going somewhere so remote that finding them would soon prove impossible no matter how long or loudly he screamed. 

In other words, Mistress Toni wasn’t coming. He slipped almost gratefully then into the insentience of the greatest excruciation in his experience. It was his only defense against the despair that unmanned him at last.

Now reprieved from that oblivion – and wholly immersed in that infinite wretchedness – Bobby limped along on lacerated feet, expending the last of his strength heading toward whatever unimaginable revenge Lilli had arranged for him. 

This wasn’t the caretaker’s cabin they were headed to; they were moving further from the lake with every step. Still the row of motorcycles (not to mention Lilli’s gloating) proved that Psycho’s show wasn’t the only private gathering planned for tonight. Maybe there was a competing auction being held. Yet somehow he doubted it was that simple.

It was the dark of the moon. The blackest passions were on the loose. Something about his captor’s demeanor hinted that she had intentions even worse than a lifetime of canine rape in store for him – if that was even possible. Knowing Lilli, he felt certain it was. Yet even at this unthinkable nadir, this hideously ignominious end to his quest, Bobby’s defining (and refining) trip through the crucible eventually steadied him.

Though hope seemed more pathetic by the step, his hard-earned selflessness allowed him to do without it. As the rocky, heavily wooded trail he was marched along stopped taxing him with an upward grade and began to slope steadily downhill, he somehow found moral strength to replace his almost completely depleted physical reserves.

Whatever lay in store for him, dogs or doom, he owed it to Mistress Kimberly and his beloved Toni to face it with love and sorrow for them foremost in his heart, and with the dignity and self-possession that had won him their priceless affection. 

He was a man, and there was nothing wrong with that. He would take Lilli at her word and face his fate like one. 

Firmed by this resolve, Bobby at last managed to stop weeping. He couldn’t stifle the occasional cry when he stepped on something sharp or was whipped by a particularly thick or thorny limb. But at least he quit his babyish blubbering. His nose stopped running and a belief in the resilience of his mistresses came to him and calmed him.

They would be upset, maybe even heartbroken for a while. Yet he was not so singular as to be irreplaceable. They were young still, and life would go on for them for decades while he faded into memory. They would heal.

They would take their revenge on Lilli and Brennan, console each other and move on, maybe even together. Happiness would return. Fortified by this knowledge, Bobby even dredged up the guts to respectfully address his murderous murderess mistress. He had to. Despite the return of courage he didn’t know how much further he could make his failing body go.

“May I ask where you are taking me, Mistress Lilli?”

“Abaddon. Now shut the fuck up.”

Wincing as his leg buckled (another sharp stone), Bobby groaned. 

Lilli’s vocabulary surprised him. Abaddon was an obscure word for hell. 

Was this a metaphor, an appropriated place name, or was she being literal? Was this an admission that she meant to kill him and so consign him to perdition? 

As far as he was concerned, hell was living without a beloved goddess to serve. Hell was never seeing Kim or Toni again. He was already there. Nevertheless he forced himself to shamble on. The blackness was ameliorating a bit; he could now glimpse the branches whipping against him, though avoiding them was as impossible as ever. After one last steep descent they stepped off the path and into a ravine.

The sky opened above them, brilliant with stars. Light that had taken years or even centuries to reach them reflected off another dry creek bed. 

Naturally this put Bobby in mind of that first superb night of his quest, when he was ass-strapped, locked up, confronted with his formative past and hung in a tree by his crack to somehow come to terms with his first taste of his then unimaginable future. 

There had been no drought in this part of the country though. Perhaps the stream that used to flow here had found another course, or been dammed by beavers. In any case the flat slate or shale underfoot was a blessing to his cut and punctured soles. Still he continued to stagger in his debilitated bondage as they headed on up the crooked ravine, leaving meandering bloody footprints like some erratic dance pattern.

Too exhausted to even raise his head, Bobby followed the tug of the leash around a few kinks and turns of the dead, gradually narrowing watercourse. He had no clothes and no idea where he was. Even if turned loose he would have been doomed. Eventually he became aware of the sound of voices ahead – they must be getting close. With that he managed to look up and saw a reddish, wavering glow cast on one wall of the forest bordering their path. 

Someone had built another fire ahead, though it must be burning down by now. Still it gave a hellish tinge to the forbidding wilderness and Bobby whimpered as renewed terror rejoined his global pain and enervation. A fan of apocalyptic literature, an idiom from Stephen King’s Dark Tower books occurred to him and he stumbled on no stone. ‘The clearing at the end of the path’ was how the gunslingers referred to death. 

How extremely apt. Listening hard for any growling or barking amid the laughter and murmurs, the leashed, thoroughly disheveled poodle bitch heard none as he dragged himself around one final bend. 

If it wasn’t a show dog auction he’d been brought to endure, it must be that nebulous ‘something worse’. He certainly hadn’t been kidnapped and marched all the way out here at gunpoint for any surprise party. Then they rounded that last turn and he saw something far worse than raping dogs waiting for him indeed.

The path actually did end at a clearing, of sorts. 

Here the ravine opened abruptly into a gorge, where the desiccate creek bed spread out into a wide, shallow bowl. A dried pool butted up against a sixty-foot cliff. A waterfall in prior times, this natural cul-de-sac was fenced by frowning walls of rock all around. 

Even these were topped by dark tangles of forest climbing unbroken up the billion year-old mountain looming above. There was no way in or out that he could see other than the way they’d come – or the portal to Abaddon that awaited him after all.

There were maybe two dozen Devil Dykes gathered, perhaps thirty. They were not as elaborately costumed as their sisters – no giant paper-mache heads would make it down that trail. Instead each had added to their colors an identical black leather half-hood. Curved horns of shiny steel aside, these were classic executioners’ masks, revealing only jaw-lines and eyes. 

They all wore identical red cocks as well, strapped on over chaps and bare crotches. Bobby suspected these were probably only for use on each other though – while large enough they weren’t as baroque or enormous as he’d come to expect. Once Lilli had yanked him up to stand next to her she pulled her own horned hood on and added the cock handed to her. 

The waiting gang fell ominously silent at their sudden appearance. 

There were no congratulations or whoops of welcome and exultation. Instead they drew wordlessly apart. And as they spread and formed themselves into a ritual circle about him, Bob Carlyle was confronted with the diabolical means of his dispatch.

There at the foot of the towering cliff, where decades or centuries of pounding water had beaten a further depression in the base of the mountain lay another huge bed of coals. 

As he’d deduced, a second bonfire had raged here. After being allowed to burn down, it had lately been knocked apart and spread out. Now smoldering sullenly at the same level as the surrounding stone, it looked like a trench of lava – or a pit opened in the lowest point of the gorge to give access to the caverns of hell underneath. Just in front of it, backlit by that incarnadine incandescence was the vehicle of his conveyance thence.

Resting on iron wheels that allowed it to be rolled on the water-smoothed stone, fitted with cranks to adjust its height and a small motor to rotate it, was a huge iron spit nearly identical to that used for the excellent pig barbecue just past. 

Rusty and blackened with repeated use and indifferent cleaning, this one had a far more sinister air. A miasma of unimaginable horror seemed to emanate from it. Clearly only pigs of the ‘long’ variety were ever roasted here.

Bobby’s last strength failed him. 

Collapsing to his knees as urine ran heedlessly from his sleeved penis, shivering as the last warmth of his body seemed to leak away with it, he moaned with chagrined recognition.

Here at last was realized the story he’d made up to entertain Toni, and the premonitory Amazon fancy that had popped into his head earlier. It had even infiltrated his idle conversation. Back in the kitchen at Erica’s he’d begged his wonderfully friendly new trainer to consign him to the pyre and not the landfill. 

He’d much rather burn than fatten worms, he’d said. With the old dump bypassed in favor of these flames, who was he to complain? For the lucky masochist, the most agonizing death known to mankind had been arranged. Bane of heretics, foretaste of eternity, he should have known this would be his destiny.

Relishing his fall, the goddess he’d sinned against by inadvertently redeeming her lover at last condescended to gloat over him again. Or maybe the execution ceremony had already begun. These were the preliminaries before his sentence was carried out.

“Welcome to Abaddon, condemned one, also known as the profane place. 

“I say profane as opposed to sacred of course: the opposite meaning but the same connotation. Here we perform our darkest rites, our most unholy ceremonies. Here we sacrifice sinful males and cast our most potent spells. Here our Lord and only master Lucifer favors the Devil Dykes above all others!”

As if in convocation, the hooded lesbians circled around snarled a communal response.

“Fuck men!” 

More demonic than ever in her horns and mask, Lilli continued her liturgy, her voice dripping with wickedness.

“The ritual murder of a virgin, particularly one full of moral pretenses, is both a rare treat and a priceless opportunity for us. This is especially true when the moon is dark like tonight. It coaxes forth immortal entities and unleashes unseen forces. 

“The exceptional richness and purity of your life-energies being leeched away will provide an irresistible feast that will entice these entities into congress with us. Your terror, anguish and agony as you are slowly roasted alive will provide the puissance not only for an unbelievable orgy, but to empower the black arts of our most proficient priestesses. 

“Your sacrifice in this unhallowed place – accompanied by our most barbaric rites – will rip your soul from both your body and the possession of your mortal owner. And when we have our own feast afterward, when we carve up and consume your blackened heart and crispy genitals just before sunrise, that soul will become the eternal chattel of the Devil Dykes. 

“Wild animals will finish and scatter your remains. Meanwhile, down in the pit of fire, damned to infernal enslavement, you will join the harem of our other victims awaiting us in the afterlife. Shriven of sex organs yourself, you’ll take our tridents, whips and other tortures, and our viciously raping gigantic goat cocks until the end of all time!”

“FUCK MEN!” 

This time it was a roar of guttural savagery that echoed around the gorge and even seemed to emanate from that laval portal ahead. 

The condemned cringed, his addled head swimming. 

No longer sure what was metaphor, mythology, illusion, delusion or truth terrified Boy-toy was helpless and without hope as the hooded circle of satanic female cannibals closed in toward him. Fresh from the crucible and the terrible journey to this time and place, he could only try to remember his terminal resolve – and act on it. 

Though he’d thought himself entirely spent, Bobby somehow dredged up just enough strength – and just enough of the man his mistresses loved – to stand up one last time, and meet his murderesses on his bleeding feet.


Chapter Thirty-Two

Facing and Racing Death

Once her scrambled nervous system cleared and her muscles were functional again, Jeri moved as quickly as her recovery allowed. She crawled to Toni, who was still twitching and groaning. The raving desperation in her eyes as she tried to coerce her body into working matched the fury seething through Jeri.

That fucking bitch Lilli had not only plotted to betray them but she’d broken her word and attacked her physically, without warning. Like it or not, Jeri was still leader. How many of her former follower’s bones must she break to pay off this offense – before Toni killed the cunt for taking Bobby, that is? Jeri could still hear her friend and charge screaming terribly, though the truck had been swallowed up by the night. What the fuck had happened to Mel and Angel? 

Just as she was wondering this, a motorcycle fired up a short distance away. A headlight came on simultaneously.

She looked around. Melanie was tearing across the grass toward her. She spun to a stop a meter short and shouted over the engine noise.

“You guys okay?”

“Bobby!” was all Toni could manage, scrabbling clumsily to get up.

“What the fuck happened?” Jeri demanded.

“None of the bikes would start!” wailed Mel. “I’m sorry! I sent Angel to warn you guys while I worked on mine. The bitch yanked the ignition wires!”

Without being asked she helped her onto the back of Mel’s bike. Once she was secure, she slapped the youngster on the shoulder.

“Get after her! I’ll follow!”

Melanie opened the throttle to a howl and tore away, almost unseating the still recovering Toni. Sore from the taser herself – not to mention her tumble from the truck – Jeri hurried as quickly as her body would allow to where she’d left her own bike. Pulling the little flashlight from the holster on her chaps (she was still wearing a fucking dildo) she quickly reconnected the ignition system. Five seconds later she was screaming up the road after them.

Toni and Mel had about a hundred-yard head start on her. Lilli could be anywhere by now. With her bike revved all the way (already she was catching up), she could no longer hear Bobby screaming. Circuitous as it was though, there was only one main road through here, aside from the driveway that came in from the highway. The last she’d heard indicated that they were headed neither back to civilization nor around toward the caretaker’s cabin. 

Unless she was even sicker than she’d shown in the five or so years since Jeri had known her, Lilli must be headed for one of the other dozens of semi-private campsites that mazed this place. Clearly she’d been playing Psycho and the others along while she hatched her own plans for revenge on Bobby – and on Toni and even Jeri herself. Whatever devilry she intended, she must know it could only end in bloodshed if she harmed him. Perhaps she even welcomed the prospect. Jeri shook her head as she twisted the throttle harder.

It stunned her that it had come to this. She and Lilli had fought before, for leadership when Raven got sent up for good. That hadn’t been personal though and once Jerry bested her Lil had fallen into line with the others no problem.

Since then they’d had some incredible times – and committed some regrettable crimes. Despite the racket of the bike, Jeri could still hear Lilli exulting in her head after they’d robbed and raped, gelded and killed a guy who’d made the mistake of persistently hitting on Toni at some roadhouse.

“That’s how to treat a man who doesn’t know how to treat a woman! That’s how we show ‘em no means no, asshole!”

Jeri had felt a little sick herself and she remembered Toni looking uneasy too. Maybe that’s why the two of them had ultimately been able to change and decide to quit. In the end they’d proved poseurs that didn’t really belong in the life despite the terrible things they’d done. 

That was why they’d underestimated Lilli’s hate and capacity for betrayal. Now she could only hope it wasn’t too late. 

Lilli was going to die one way or the other. Toni would see to that. But if she killed or gelded Bobby before they caught up to her, she was going to find out just how hardcore some of these poseurs could be when pushed too far.

Though Toni and Mel were considerably smaller than her, together they outweighed Jeri by fifty pounds. Jeri’s bike was also bigger and more powerful as befitted her status and frame. She caught up with them as they were leaving the main campground for the network of spurs and smaller sites beyond. At the first junction she caught their attention and brought them to a stop, shutting down her motor. Mel did likewise. They held their breath and listened.

Faintly they could still hear Bobby’s screams. More, the ululating quality of them showed they were still in motion, going over bumps at speed in a way that broke up those heart-wrenching wails. Lilli was still well ahead of them, though it was impossible to tell just where. But at least Bobby still had breath to yell with.

They started back up immediately and resumed the pursuit, ignoring the spur to their own campsite and all the other nearby ones. Jeri pulled ahead this time as befitted the leader, and they churned up the growing slopes. At the first real choice of turns, where several spurs curved off in short order, they stopped again. This time they heard nothing.

No doubt experiencing her own anxiety a hundredfold, Toni hollered out to the nearby campsites, where the spark of a couple fires showed. Some rare few had skipped the big blowout, or returned early, probably because they had drugs they didn’t care to share.

“Sisters! Anybody home? Emergency!”

For a moment wrecked laughter was the only response. Then came a holler through the intervening trees.

“What do you want?”

Jeri, who had the better lungs and more authoritative bellow, took over.

“Did a truck go by with someone screaming inside?”

“Fuck, yeah! You guys having fun?”

“Did it slow and turn off or keep tearing up the main track?”

“It kept going.”

Jeri looked to Toni, whose eyes were blazing with hate and urgency.

“Come on, Jer. I know where the cunt is taking him.”

“The quote-unquote profane place? I should’ve known. I’ve never been there.”

“I have. I’ll lead us there. Maybe we can get the drop on her this time. Let’s just bust ass before it’s too late.”

“Go!”

They put the spurs to their mounts and charged on up the dark road. 

Hang on, Bobby, Jeri thought. The cavalry’s coming.

***

It was his own Calvary, and Bobby instructed himself not to beg or struggle. Crucifixion or the flames, he would go to it as nobly and full of pity and disdain for his misguided murderers as any more celebrated martyr meeting death for his deity.

He managed the first okay. The idea that these infernal minions might be moved by reason or compassion was laughable. Begging would earn him only their scorn, a degradation as unwelcome as being pissed on by Frizzy Bitch. When they were close enough to lay hands on him though, something – instinct or just habit maybe – took away control of his motor cortex. 

Though he’d kept thinking he had no strength left, he dredged again involuntarily. Somehow he came up with just enough to squirm against their group grip. And while this was beyond useless in any practical sense, it did have one amazing benefit. Even though he was going to an unthinkably torturous death without ever seeing Mistress Kimberly again, or having a chance to console poor Toni, the futility of his resistance stirred a residue of arousal in him. 

It was lunatic but undeniable. Being manhandled by all these hooded, black-clad hermaphroditic hard-bodies was turning him on even in the face of his own grisly murder. When Lilli unhooked the leash from his collar and let it drop he felt the first twitching at his crotch. When the many rough hands on him restrained his struggles with ease and lifted him off his feet he gasped and mewled with an unwilling excitement suddenly riding on his terror. 

Facing this ultimate victimization at the hands of so many darkly desirable, blank-faced and bare-breasted women (Lilli had also joined the others in opening her vest to show off those quintessential badges of femininity), Bobby felt himself succumbing quickly to the submissive frisson that so ruled him. And despite his enervation his system responded. When they raised him helplessly above their heads like a sports hero – or a corpse in the grip of a funeral cortege – his clit began to swell and his manhood strain in pain for what would surely be the last time.

Chanting something incomprehensible, they carried him with measured steps toward the fire. By no means a dirge (obviously it was an invocation of some sort) that chanting seemed to send subtle energies skirling over him. It raised the hair on his arms and nape, and quickened his rejuvenation. By the time they reached that blackened spit he was whimpering and squirming as much with the black thrill of being sacrificed as desperate fear.

Bobby didn’t try to excuse or understand this seemingly ultimate perversity. He was just grateful for it. Anything that distracted from the horrors of his passing was welcome. Perhaps he could turn this terminal torture into what was truly the capstone challenge of his training.

Lilli fiddled with the binding on his wrists. When it came undone his feebly straining arms were pulled apart. Facing downward he was lifted higher, and the line of his spine pressed to the bar above him. His arms were pulled around and over this, and his cuffs linked together again.

Now he was bound to the means of his slow execution. Panting with terror and arousal, he watched whimpering as Lilli produced a coil of tough but pliable wire and a small tool for working it. Sweating heavily despite the chill night air, he shivered as she wound metal about his upper body just above his nipples. Pierced by Toni with Mistress Kimberly’s rings, these were still dangling weights that stretched those piercings painfully. Using that tool familiarly, Lilli drew the wire so tightly about his arms and torso before snipping it off that it indented and would have sliced into his flesh had it been much thinner.

Next she wired him just as pitilessly to the spit at the pelvis, making sure he’d stay in place even as his cooking shriveled him up. After that she bound him to it just below the rib cage. 

This limited his wind and pressed his arms tightly against him, making him feel not like a pork roast but a chicken with its wings pinned. Scowling at his lack of gibbering pleas, she then wound another wire about his head, securing him by the brow with the back of his skull pressed tight to that ghastly iron.

“Good!” Masked Lilli grinned. Her teeth and eyes gleamed in the orange glow from so near and close below. “You can let go of the pig’s brisket now, sisters. Spread out its succulent hindquarters. It’s time for the stuffing!”

Bobby cried out finally as the support was removed from his torso. The four wires binding him were so tight he didn’t sag at all. Still they were so thin and unforgiving they again seemed to cut him to the bone, though no blood flowed as he settled deeper into them. 

He knew his captors would never let him just bleed to death, but he couldn’t help trying to writhe in his wonderful new agony. Still he wasn’t cut. Nevertheless that incisively thin metallic grip was far more pitiless than even his earlier chaining to the cage. The only things he could move beyond his bellowsing lungs were his face and fingers.

Below his waist, things moved without his will. 

With his now-bloated clit throbbing senselessly on, the many gauntlet-covered hands holding his legs drew them apart in a gymnast’s split. Even on the gallows, even after the most punishingly rewarding four or five hours of fucking ever, this simple preparatory act kicked Bobby’s excitement up several levels. Then it jumped many more.

A demon he recognized as Ellen despite her hood stepped forward. 

Food poisoning, sure – clearly she’d been here setting this all up instead of stuck in the latrine evacuating her bowels.

Boy-toy’s of course were destined for the opposite, even in death. Until he was fully cooked and carved, until he passed through the portal to begin taking his eternity of bony satyr’s organs, he must be properly garnished and stuffed. Ellen handed Lilli an enormous zucchini.

Taking an un-admitted tip from Toni in Cleveland, she lubed the bulbous, football-sized end of this with an entire bottle of cayenne pepper sauce. Even so, had Bobby not still been stretched beyond his elastic capacity by that Armageddon of gang-bangs only half an hour or so ago they might have found it impossible to force such a prodigious squash inside him. As it was, it took both of them pushing to get it all the way up to where just the stem poked out, giving him a curled little pig’s tail.

Oh how he groaned! 

Only those enemas and that inflatable plug he’d suffered in Erica’s shower had filled him similarly. And they hadn’t stretched him to enter. Of course the spinning of the curved drill-dildo would always remain unmatched for agony despite the sizzle of that Tabasco. Yet even as he reveled shamelessly in such a monstrous occupation, the additional excruciation of it at last made Boy-toy begin to blubber uncontrollably again. His endlessly abused ass was just so incredibly stuffed! And when his legs were closed and folded back – there was some kind of perpendicular rotisserie anchor his knees were trapezed over – the pain of that fiery filling seemed to double. Still his anal fixation remained un-sated; his impotent virginity responded. 

The tender plum protruding from the intolerably confining chastity sleeve swelled and pulsed so obviously that the surrounding demons noticed. It was right in their faces after all. As Lilli wired his lower half to the spit just as tightly as the upper, the chanting that still seemed to stir him and skirl around him was overlaid by angry murmurs. 

Someone pinched that clit cruelly, making him yelp. Next he retched as his balls were pulped almost to the point of rupture. Fortunately these gourmets seemed to prefer them cooked intact. When that grip at last desisted he was still whole and even more excited.

Obviously the fact that even his impending horrific sacrifice couldn’t compete with the thrill of being victimized by women for him incensed them. Thus it had been all along, and was one of the reasons they were killing him. Still no one interrupted the rite. Whatever forces were being courted or spells cast, they were momentous enough to take precedence. 

Lilli twisted tight and snipped again. The last grips let go and the wires took all his weight. 

Bobby cried out again, failed to squirm again. Now the only things he could move were his face, fingers, toes and damaged soles. The bindings still seemed about to slice him into six different pieces, but Lilli had gauged the gauge correctly. 

It would take a few more hours of cooking down than he had left to live for gravity and even metal this thin to cut through just his outer skin. Human beings were tougher than many supposed. Suspended about seven feet above the stone, his wiring-up for the oven, while truly agonizing, was still nothing as terrible as hanging sway-backed in the cage had been, or even in the shower or any of the many other places he’d been left with the remorseless pull of the planet savaging his severely bowed backbone. His hogtying training and even that harrowing ride out here had prepared him well for this at least. Indeed his level of pain and degree of utter impotence seemed perfectly calibrated to maximize the insane but irresistible rapture that had now fully reclaimed Mistress Kimberly’s pet poodle Boy-toy.

Soon he’d be facing excruciation worse than anything he could conceive of, much less take satisfaction from. It would turn the terrible searing in his impossibly stuffed ass into a trifling annoyance. And then it would get continuously worse until it killed him. He might as well be in the mood to make the most of this ultimate victimization while he could.

Finding distraction thus in his derangement, shivering again with as much thrill as chill, Boy-toy managed to choke back his blubbering as his nemesis returned to confront him. Flicking his porcine snout with a finger, Lilli accepted the apple Ellen now handed her.

“Look at the suckling young pig, almost ready for roasting!” Her sneer was all mocking vindication. “It’s time to pay the penalty pig: first for being a disgusting male, next for getting off on willingly submitting to the superior sex, then for breaking up our awesome chapter, and most of all for spoiling and stealing my woman when she can’t even keep you!”

Burning with a sudden incandescence that seemed as much possessed fury as the radiation of that smoldering fire-portal, the horned demon before him raised the ripe granny smith in her hand. Her snarl was blood-curdling.

“Any last oinks, piglet?”

Perhaps she still expected him to beg, or revile them, or even call upon Jesus or his mommy. The most perverted part of him urged him to throw her taunt right back at her, and oink enthusiastically in her face. 

His aroused willingness even on the brink of the most hideous sacrifice and damnation would be the ultimate insult. Yet at its end this journey, like the meaning it had given to his life and death, was no longer about him. 

Boy-toy had a far higher calling than Bobby’s normally ungovernable lust and quiet pride. In that spirit he sucked in as huge of a breath as his bondage would allow. Then he shouted his devotion out loud.

“Forgive me, Goddess Kimberly! I love you Goddess Ton—”

Before the last syllable of his adulation could escape him, the infuriated demon stopped him. Slamming that apple into his mouth she gagged and garnished him in one. 

Actually more stuffing than garnish, once lodged immovably behind his teeth with the stem sticking out, that big fruit filled his mouth completely and wedged his creaking jaws so widely apart that his chin whiskers brushed his diamond-studded collar. He was left moaning and snuffling through his snout, and already drooling uselessly as Lilli moved to the upright a few feet away. She clicked on her flash and began fiddling with the motor there. 

As soon as they got him turning, he would go over the coals. Then the terminal burning he’d earned by offending her (and being born with a dick) would begin.

***

Back in the lead once again, Melanie kept the throttle all the way open. 

Though she was scared shitless – she’d never been to this campground before, much less up this midnight road – she didn’t have a choice. Socked tight behind her and all but literally riding herd on her, Toni kept shouting for her to go faster. On her right, Jeri kept edging ahead even though Toni was ostensibly leading them. Neither would cede anything to her youth and inexperience. It was time to prove herself a sister or die.

Mel ached to do the former, yet remained petrified of the possibility of the latter. An unexpectedly sharp turn, a hidden irregularity in the road, and they could go head-on into a tree…or tumbling among the rocks in a bloody knot. None of them were even wearing helmets. Then if they did catch up to Lilli, that confirmed murderer still had the shotgun. Nevertheless Melanie kept the speedometer pegged.

It was more than gang loyalty though, or a thirst to prove herself on this biggest adventure ever that enabled her to continue despite her terror. Quite simply she worshipped Jeri and couldn’t bear to let her down. And she was increasingly in awe of Toni too.

She’d ridden with her for almost two years now. She’d had sex with her at least a dozen times. But due to her semi-exclusive thing with the forbidding Lilli she’d never really gotten to know her. She was constantly pulling surprises this trip, and each one impressed – even intimidated – Melanie more. She’d come to understand why both Jeri and Bobby were in love with her. With her righteous character and furious urgency riding on her back, Mel was driven as hard as the motorcycle in pursuit of their quarry.

On they went, the racket of their engines loud in the night. Jeri had worried that the noise would alert Lilli that they were coming. Someone was always revving a bike here though, even in the middle of the night. Getting wasted led to showing off. Plus Toni, who knew where they were going, said not to worry.

“They’ll be at the bottom of this little gorge with rock walls all around,” she’d shouted. “Great for echoing screams, but sound doesn’t get in or out easily.”

Despite everything, this was kind of cool. Mel was being let in on some serious gang secrets that novitiates like her never were. She wondered what went on at this ‘profane place’. It had to be worse than just raping and gelding and killing, judging by the grimness of her companions. Whatever it was, the three of them were somehow going to put a stop to it. 

Mel was going to stand up for her beloved leader. She was going to earn a share of the incredible reward on offer and prove her mettle to both herself and her heroines. Hopefully she could convince them she was worth having around when they formed their new chapter. Then she could go on quietly pining for Jeri and cherishing every pounding the big butch gave her.

After passing what seemed like every access road in the campground, Toni directed her up and down and around one last serpentine stretch. Finally they came to an overgrown, one-lane spur that on her own Melanie might have missed in the dark.

“Right here!” Toni shouted in her ear. They took the turn, and here Mel was forced to slow. 

The track was rough, the ride bumpy and treacherous. She could almost hear Toni grinding her teeth, but the older woman didn’t urge her to speed up. They were no good to Bobby if they were lying dead or crippled out here.

At last they arrived at a clearing, where mounds of old refuse indicated a defunct dump.

“Around the back,” Toni hollered.

Dutifully Mel traced the perimeter until she saw Toni’s truck. 

There were a dozen or so bikes parked here too, which didn’t bode well for their prospects of pulling off a rescue. Still Toni didn’t hesitate. She slid off the back before Mel even halted and ran to the truck, calling orders as she went.

“Jeri, grab every bit of rope you can from Lilli’s saddlebags. Mel, take a look in the cab. Check for the keys, the shotgun and for Bobby’s pack and netbook.”

She jumped up on the bed. Mel killed the motor and did as she was told. Jeri did too. With Toni scavenging around the rear, she called to her through the open back window.

“No shotgun, no keys. Pack and netbook are both here.”

“Okay. Stick the computer in his pack. When we come back this way with Bobby, it’s your job to grab them before we split. Got it?”

“Yes ma’am!”

Never a doubt that they would succeed in getting him – Melanie admired that and took courage from it. She backed out of the cab.

Jeri met her carrying a bundle of carefully coiled ropes. Toni jumped out of the rear. She had a set of bolt-cutters with her, and for some reason a can of peaches that must have fallen out of the food box before they unloaded it. Somehow it had survived kicking around the back of the truck this whole time.

Mel wanted to ask what the fuck good a can of peaches was going to do them but bit her lip. Toni was still all furious urgency.

“Okay Mel, are you carrying?”

“Just the switchblade you guys gave me at my initiation.”

“Good enough. Still got Bobby’s knife, Jer? How about that flashlight? Give it here. Okay then, let’s go.”

Wordlessly deferring to her usurpation of the usual leadership, Jeri handed over the light and checked the security of that survival knife. Toni lit the flash and hefted the peaches in her other hand. Then she hooked the bolt-cutters over her shoulder and led the way onto a path that Mel hadn’t even noticed. Jeri bringing up the rear (ropes and peaches and knives?), they plunged into the dark forest.

With only that little hip flash to show the way, they hurried down the trail. 

Stumbling over roots and rocks, fending off whipping branches, Melanie quickly wished she was wearing more than just her colors. The chaps protected her legs if not her bare butt and crotch – she wished she hadn’t taken off her cock; its face-plate would have helped. But her arms were soon scratched and welted from the tops of her gloves on up. (Bobby had come this way naked?) After five or ten minutes of this she had to ask.

“What are we getting into here, you guys?”

“You don’t want to know,” grumbled Jeri from behind. Clearly this was another extreme new members were usually shielded from. Nevertheless Toni answered.

“We’re going to crash a ‘femcan’ party. If you don’t know (and I wish I didn’t) femcan is short for female cannibal.”

Melanie gasped. Behind her Jeri cursed and spat. Toni continued.

“Google it sometime. There’s a whole sick subculture out there that takes hating and dominating men to the ultimate extreme. 

“Mix that level of perversity with some juvenile satanic mythology, and you get some seriously ill psychos that think if they sacrifice a man just right, cook him over a slow fire while they fuck and all, and then eat his heart and genitals and whatnot, deny him a proper burial, then his soul will belong to them forever in the afterlife. They want a whole harem of victim-slaves they can rape and torture for eternity.”

Mel was so aghast that she slipped going up the slope they were now ascending.

“You mean they’re going to roast Bobby alive and then eat him?”

“I’m pretty sure that’s the plan, yes. Those are your sisters, kid. That’s the gang you wanted to join so bad.”

Mel fell silent. 

She knew the Devil Dykes killed guys, fucked them in the ass and cut off their junk. As it was usually guys who deserved it, she’d found this idea indescribably thrilling. 

She was sick of seeing abusive assholes get away with terrorizing, beating and even killing their women when they tried to assert themselves. If the system couldn’t deal with these pricks, then they would. Vigilante justice and righteous crusade in one, Mel had embraced this war wholeheartedly, as war was always appealing to the hot-blooded young.

Then she’d heard about this ‘show dog’ circuit. 

That was clearly taking things too far. That was no just war against the oppressor, but a sickening spectacle enjoyed just for the money and kicks. And now this! 

Mel was as kinky as the next chick, but cannibalism? Taking all this Satanism crap seriously? No wonder Jeri and Toni had decided to get out. 

Apparently things were beyond creepy and into profoundly fucked up once you left the sheltered Midwest. Before she got her heart set on sticking with Jeri and Toni, she had to ask.

“How do you know all this?”

Toni gave a harsh laugh as she slowed, casting the light around as though looking for a marker or something.

“Lilli told me of course. She took me to this ‘profane place’ the first time we came to this campground. She wanted to fuck in the shadow of the spit, and see how hardcore I really was. We did it right there in the pit where they build the fire. I couldn’t come though, it was just too creepy. I was even sorry to disappoint her at the time. That fucking bitch!

“You go up this ravine see, a dry creek that leads to a gorge and cliff where there used to be a waterfall. It’s isolated and protected as hell, perfect for either murder or just sex while reveling in the memory of it. They only way to get to it – other than up the creek and right through all the psychopaths having their party – is from the cliff above. 

“Fortunately there’s another path that goes up that way, from when the creek was running and people used to come here for swimming and picnics and stuff. Luckily deer used to use it and keep it open. Let’s hope that’s still the case. Maybe we can get the drop on her this time. That’s our only chance of getting Bobby back. We just have to find the fucking path.”

That explained the ropes. Melanie, who didn’t like heights, felt a little sick again.

“How big is this cliff?”

“Fifty, maybe sixty feet. Here we go! Come on, you guys, it’s this way.”

They turned onto an even narrower trail that soon began growing increasingly steeper. Her head whirling with appalling images (and relief; at least Toni had never been a part of such unjustifiable crimes) Mel pressed on. 

She was growing winded from the effort. But then into silence broken only by their panting and scrambling came a shout. It was dim and hollow-sounding, as if coming from inside a barrel. But it was unmistakably Bobby.

“Forgive me, Goddess Kimberly! I love you Goddess Ton—”

They halted and looked at each other. Bobby was still alive. But those sure sounded like last words being abruptly cut off.

“Goddamn it, come on!”

Toni turned and charged recklessly up the side of the mountain, into the sepulchral dark. 

Her weariness banished Mel ran after with Jeri on her heels.


Chapter Thirty-Three

Over the Coals

Minutes dragged by and the little two-cycle motor refused to start. 

Three eager demons stood poised at each upright, waiting for the signal to roll the mechanism over the pit. The rest had reformed into an arc around them. In addition to guarding the intended sacrifice from interference, they seemed to be focusing the malevolence of their collective will on invoking whatever entities they sought to influence.

The chanting continued ceaselessly, not monotonous despite its regular repetition. Perhaps it was just the suspense but those otherwise imperceptible energies now raised constant waves of gooseflesh up and down Bobby’s chilled skin. The more the ancient, cryptic words cycled on, a rhythm of inevitability accrued to even the most suggestive aspects of this nightmare. 

Trying to lessen the pull of this effect (and the dreadful suspense for its own benefit), the waiting offering attempted instead to decipher the irritable grumbling going on around the engine. Ellen had joined Lilli tugging futilely at the starter cord.

“Didn’t you say it worked earlier?”

“It did. I tested it twice. It takes a while sometimes, that’s all. Though we protect it from the elements as best we can, it’s been out here a long time. We haven’t used it in two years. You have to work at it some to get it going.”

“Well, you tug on the fucker for a while then.”

Hanging in agony and waiting for far worse and fatal agony to begin, Bobby watched them switch places. He wanted to will with all his might for the old, neglected motor to prove dead. Anything that delayed the end allowed more time for some miracle to intervene.

Perhaps Jeri had called the cops and their sirens were about to split the night. 

Maybe Toni really had followed his cries, tracing the spoor of his distress all this way. 

Maybe this very minute she was preparing to shoot him from hiding, since she didn’t have the numbers to rescue him. Bobby imagined her anguish as she aimed at his head, doing the only thing in her power to spare him from the horrific ordeal ahead. Or maybe Psycho could even round up a following, and put a stop to this useless loss of her promised million dollars. Hope didn’t have to be rational…

Neither did carnal urges though. The longer he hung in excruciating suspense, the crazier Bobby became. That self-abnegating impulse conditioned into him and tied inseparably to his sex drive had already begun rising to the challenge ahead regardless of hope or sense. 

If he was going to fail in his quest and die for Mistress Kimberly, this part of him wanted to get on with it while he was still up for it. It wanted to go out in an apotheosis of agony and lust that would test him beyond all previous transcendence and demonstrate the infinity of his commitment to his owner regardless of what happened to his soul afterward. 

That urge toward horror was the most terrifying thing of all. Yet it became more madly seductive by the moment. Its romantic glamour was dark and hideous, but undeniable. Impatient with the delay, it used Bobby’s bone-chilling cold to urge him toward its opposite. Caught up in the almost sexual rhythm of the chant, he soon found himself longingly recalling the seemingly endless number of times he’d both sublimated his frustrated lust and found a wildly compelling outlet for (and coincidental expression of) his deeply needy being through enduring torturous suffering. 

From Jeri first whipping his ass to her clamping battery cables to the metal enveloping his penis not an hour ago, he craved each ordeal’s recurrence. When the motor roared to life suddenly after what must have been at least fifteen minutes, this both selfless and selfish manifestation of his innermost impulses rejoiced. It leaped up in dread and elation to crowd out horror and sorrow and embrace what it couldn’t escape. Once its truths were proved or its illusions exhausted, it would hardly matter anyway.

Not as loud as a bike, that engine was still close enough to his head to relegate the chanting to the background. Nevertheless Boy-toy detected a change in that eerie invocation. It took on an angry tenor, a harsh cadence, seemingly becoming as much an instrument of his destruction as the waiting fire. 

Yet the fire didn’t have to wait any longer. And neither did the deranged sacrifice. 

Stuffed full of ripe fruit (perhaps a savory side course), and with his most coveted delicacy straining insanely, the captive male and morning meal felt the contraption he was wired to begin to roll across the ground. His terror and excitement scaling up to an exquisite pitch, he watched the stone between himself and that pit of ferociously glowing coals shrink in width. 

From ten feet away to eight and then five, Boy-toy welcomed more than the growing warmth. He cherished the opportunity to prove he could endure the worst hell had to offer without breaking faith with his goddesses. He even welcomed the intolerable torture he knew was coming itself. This would be the true crucible…

Three feet shrank to two and finally one. Then the chanting exploded into sadistic celebration as he was rolled over the coals at last.

***

More than two hundred miles away in her enormous mansion, Kim Strauss tossed and groaned in her luxurious, absolutely sumptuous feather bed. It was so big, so comfortable – and so empty! More than three hours had passed since she’d retired and sleep remained as elusive as ever. She was in the worst torment of her life and didn’t know how much more she could take.

Over in the mountains of New York, the end game of her battle with Edgar was underway. 

For all she knew, it was over already and Bobby on his way safely here. 

Or maybe he’d been kidnapped and sold after all, and was now in a portable kennel being taken heaven knew where to begin his sickeningly degraded new incarnation as a captured and enslaved bestiality bitch. 

He could even have been killed outright, like Jordan. She had no way of knowing. Nor did she have any way of influencing events. It was all in Jeri’s hands now, and those of the enigmatic and determined Toni.

She’d heard nothing since talking to them around noon. She’d asked them to call her with news or if they needed help. They understood her urgency. Yet the phone never rang. Though she wanted desperately to call this Psyche back for an update, Kim didn’t dare. A phone ringing at the wrong moment or her number popping up on Caller ID could ruin everything. She had no choice but to wait, to trust in her friends and hope for the best.

That didn’t make the suspense any easier to bear. It did nothing for the worry eating away at her. For nearly the entirety of the past two weeks she’d been fighting this kind of anxiety. This was the mother of all battles. The only possible respite was unconsciousness: sleep until she finally heard word. Yet without alcohol or pills – neither of which she could risk with everything still up in the air – how could she possibly drop off? 

Of course there was one thing she hadn’t tried. And she was already in bed. But she’d been saving her next orgasm for Bobby. 

Kim hadn’t climaxed in three days, which was an all-time record for her. After seeing that unbelievable video of her Boy-toy hung up split like a cheerleader with his cock sleeve hooked to jumper cables while taking it from two power tools at once, she’d diddled herself absolutely silly. Since then she’d been hoarding her horniness for the genuine article.

 Bobby was going to be utterly blown away by finally getting to be intimate with her. She’d wanted her own response to be similarly apocalyptic. But surely it would be so anyway – unless she was so tired when he got here that she wasn’t at her most inspired. What the hell. It was worth a try. And as her ex-husband had noted earlier (had she but known) it passed the time.

Kim kicked the coverlet off. She slid up her black silk negligee, her breasts already exposed by the open cups. She pulled her special double cock from under her pillow. After wetting the inner half with her mouth she eased it in until the outer one curved organically up from her crotch. Gazing up at her reflection (and the sling she’d had installed), wallowing in supremely gratified penis envy, she began jacking it like a man and fantasizing about how she’d reward her valiant slave when he finally got here.

At the very least she must peg him in the missionary position. 

Picturing Bobby smothered under her breasts as she pinned him to the bed and drilled his slut-cunt like no one had yet made her smile widely and pump more enthusiastically. Face to face, it would be her first time ever and his best, Kim thought, her quickening rhythm rocking that double cock against her clit and g-spot. 

Perhaps after that she should release him from the chastity sleeve. She could give him his planned penis piercings early. Once she threaded a gold ring through the tender nexus of nerves just below the tip of his glans, and installed another one on the bottom of his scrotum (she’d measured for all this ages ago), she could connect the two with a simple padlock. 

Bobby should much prefer that! 

He would still be hopelessly unable to ejaculate. But his entire penis would now be vulnerable to touching, to tonguing and teasing and torturing. And his resultant efforts to erect would be far more exquisitely painful than even now. Moaning and writhing as she gouged at herself, Kim slid into updating thus her latest favorite fantasy: Boy-toy in the birdcage. 

Again he hung chained and splayed among the hundreds of tittering, high society guests in Harborview’s packed ballroom. Mechanically pounded and shocked nonstop by the gigantic copper cock he was impaled upon, his most sensitive flesh was now hideously stretched by his endless pointless attempts to act the man. 

From here it was just too tempting a step to picturing herself naked on the coffee table right underneath him. Now she was allowing every guy at the party, even the waiters and caterers, to take a turn fucking her before blowing their load between the bars of the gilded cage where her beloved husband spent his days. 

One after another they pleasured her to climax and then pumped their hot come all over and into the hopeless impotent’s ring-gagged gape. Thickly plated and dripping with the spillage of a hundred ingested ejaculations, Boy-toy took another one right in the eye and cried. The best that he could ever hope for was a joyless fingered milking some distant Christmas morning. Still his eternally virginal vestige was curled in a piercing-pulling circle. His pathetically desperate need would always be fervid enough to lift both the solid gold padlock and his linked, grossly bloated blue-balls. But no amount of urgency could ever rip him free of his wedding rings…

Crying out her astounded arousal, Kim bridged with the power of her unbidden climax. 

Oh, she just had to do him like that! How could she not make such an incredibly compelling fantasy a reality, when its achievement was so easily within her means? She could arrange it within weeks… As soon as her last shudders passed however, and the reason she’d been seeking distraction recurred, Kim felt more horrible than ever.

Damn it, she was doing it again! Even as Bobby was risking the dogs for her, or suffering some more unimaginable horror, she was still getting off on devising refinements to the worst kind of betrayal. Tears stung her eyes suddenly, the pain out of all proportion – except to that in her heart. Instead of relaxing into sleep as she’d hoped, Kim broke down and wept, her eyes burning hotter with that inexplicable sting.

Oh Bobby, I’m so sorry, where are you?

***

Still bound face-down, the smoke attacked his eyes and lungs immediately. 

The coals beginning to bake him even now blurred into a Rorschach of red and yellow, black and blue. He tried to cough, but the wire about his diaphragm and the fruit cramming full his face made this a mostly useless effort. 

Meanwhile the heat was actually bliss to his badly chilled system – the flames were low and far enough below that their output would have to accumulate before causing real pain. It might take hours to finally kill him. It would certainly require the entire rest of the night to crisp him to a juicy turn, his body cooked all the way through to his madly beholden heart.

Speaking of turns, Mistress Lilli was all triumphant spite as she stepped up and threw the lever that started the rotisserie mechanism.

“Die now, you fucking pig!” she screamed over the mutter of the motor and the cheering of the others. “Die and suffer in hell forever! 

“I’ll teach you to steal my girl! I’m going to eat your fucking balls! Then I’m going to own you for all eternity, and the revenge will truly begin!”

In an ecstasy of terror and imminence, of overwhelming arousal and treasured physical distress, Boy-toy felt himself begin slowly rotating about the axis of the spit. Gradually he turned upward, his gaze sliding from the flaming portal below to face the women killing him. 

Lilli had joined the ritual arc encircling the sacrifice. Their brief celebration at its beginning past, they were now all back to chanting savagely. 

They also seemed to be saluting him somehow. Then he blinked his tears clear and saw that each extended arm had the index and little fingers also extended. Signifying horns in the ancient satanic gesture, this doubled the dozens already pointed at him. Feeling their occult power somehow pressing in on him at this finally sparked the panic the simple mechanics of being put to death hadn’t. 

That collective malevolence suddenly felt like a tangible thing: more stifling than the heat and smoke and more restrictive than his fiendishly tight bondage. Succumbing to this spiritual assault would be far worse than merely being gruesomely murdered. In such a metaphysical jeopardy Bobby found yet more unsuspected energy, enough to try to writhe more violently yet.

Of course the wires were implacable, his last hogtying as inescapable as his first – both of which had been at Lilli’s hands. Yet his efforts weren’t wasted. Their futility itself saved him, his fetish for bondage coming to the rescue once again. Utter impotence in the face of female cruelty had first brought his perversity back to life. Now it spurred his continued arousal into keeping pace with his escalating terror. 

The threat to his soul seemed to recede. While those bare-breasted, cock-girded, masked and horned women remained in view he writhed fruitlessly on and ogled them avidly. God they were so fucking hot! He wanted to kneel and suck, and bow for every one of their big crimson penises. His own sin screamed with need and his fuck-holes just loved their ultimate stuffing! 

Turned on by even his helpless turning, the maddened piece of male rotisserie felt the fire heating his tattooed flank now. Stamped like a side of beef, he’d felt at the time. Then the heat was creeping around toward his rear as the mechanism of his execution reliably did its job. 

The stretching of his nipples changed vectors and lessened. His ringlets fell away from his face and the choking air cleared some as his view of the demons damning him was steadily replaced by the ravine behind, the splendor of the indifferent heavens above and finally the dark walls of the gorge of which he was being murdered at the very base.

His back and limbs to the fire at last, Bobby’s hammering heart slowed somewhat. His lungs relaxed and his body stopped trying to convulsively retch. His mind cleared a bit too, the mania of arousal and terror at finally being over the fire receding enough for him to realize that the heat was already growing quite painful, and that his rational faculties were sure to be limited. If he wanted to do any sober analysis or heavy thinking here on the cusp of his death, the time to do so was now, before the endlessly increasing agony overwhelmed everything else.

***

Bob Carlyle, published writer, was always a contemplative guy. Now the infinity of the cosmos called to him in his extremis. Yet the twinkling stars and endless possibilities above felt as ephemeral as a hopeless glimpse from the bottom of a well. Already they were being eclipsed by the ancient stone of the mountain above, and his own relentless rotation within the pit. 

So it was with his quest for the limitless paradise of belonging to Goddess Kimberly. 

From going ahead with the ‘dumber ‘n hell’ thing he’d admitted to doing in his doomed kitchen to freely accepting each step in his subsequent enslavement – and each rise in the dire risks to him – he’d set out for heaven and inexorably arrived instead at this unimaginable hell. 

Though he’d been spared the repellant offense of the dogs, and he hadn’t fallen prey to the petulant revenge of Edgar Brennan, Bobby was still failing and dying here. He was going a cock-locked virgin not to his Goddess’ welcoming bed but to the most hideous damnation imaginable. Yet even in this last extremity the lessons of the crucible held true. Keeping faith as he’d sworn he would, he continued to revere the deity that some might say had blighted his life and ultimately caused its pointless waste. He knew better.

The purity of Boy-toy’s devotion put his owner beyond any such doubt or blame. 

He had risked everything to gain the only girl he’d ever wanted. He’d failed and lost everything in result. It was as simple as that. But along the way he’d experienced personal and sexual fulfillments, adventures and extremes and an unexpected love of which few human beings could boast. Now all that was left to him was the manner in which he accepted the consequences. 

Above all, he must continue to prove worthy of both of his mistresses. And he must resist these demons’ occult claims on him, whether the attempt was futile or not. He was perfectly willing to die for both lovely Toni and Goddess Kimberly. Their claim to his immortal soul though, he would defend beyond the end.

Maybe it wasn’t insanity after all then, or perversity of a suicidal degree. Maybe it was more than a last-ditch distraction from impending death. It could be that his deranged arousal wasn’t so much a mental aberration or self-defense as it was that instinctive defiance. 

Somehow Bobby had sensed the necessity, and seized on this as the best way to not only cheat his killers of their glee but to resist their attempt on his immortality. As long as he got submissive fulfillment from what they were doing to him, perhaps his soul would stay bound to the Goddess he was being martyred for.

Or maybe his incredibly intensive training and maddening impotence really had twisted him to the point that he valued suffering more than life itself. Whatever the case, the fact of his last rapture was irresistible. And so Bobby gave himself wholly over to it. Facing the featureless root of the mountain while the fire heated his right side now, again helplessly inhaling smoke, he used that blank wall as a screen on which to project his most compelling erotic memories.

“Okay slave, do it: suck me off bitch!” He saw again Jeri’s ‘big gun’ poking up, her clit coaxed into the bull-dyke’s dick on which she was ordering him to go down. That was the first time he’d serviced a woman – and she’d finished by squirting her stuff in his mouth. Then he saw Toni on the teeter-totter, urging him to banish his last hesitancy about his sexual destiny. 

Naked in the night but for big black, she wanted him to mount and ride her erection for himself. And he wanted to do it. Oh, he wanted to do it so bad! But he was ashamed in front of her, even Mistress Toni, his first ever lover. She smiled at him then with her short-short hair and dusky skin and her hard, boldly tattooed torso. She smiled at him and he did it. Most of all though Bobby remembered being crushed under a pile of giggling schoolgirls, helpless while Kim’s excited breath tickled his ear. She was telling him she could do anything she wanted to him now. He felt her hot crotch forked over his lumbar curve. He felt his silky panties yanked ruthlessly ever further up his crack while she rode him prettily sissified all around the room. He even felt his raging erection waggling with each yank, her friends all laughing and turned on too while they whipped him and teased him and humiliated him in his madly burning excitement.

By the time he was fully facing the fire again, his first turn over the coals complete, Bobby was keening in his old involuntary manner. Aroused beyond belief, he tried to control his frantic panting. While the toxic products of combustion were rising straight into his face, he had to breathe shallowly and only when necessary. Even the difficulty of this excited him though and his doomed manhood throbbed on as he coughed and choked and dripped drool and tears into the laval hole below. Then as he came gradually back up to see the demons surrounding him, he moaned as much at the show they were now putting on as at his quickly growing torment.

Already the manner of invocation had changed again – or maybe the murder-party was getting started. Though everyone continued that insidious chant, only Lilli remained standing. While she stood guard with the shotgun and watched out for uninvited guests, everyone else had paired up and begun fucking. Yet this wasn’t any ordinary orgy.

Each couple copulated in identical positions: doggy-style. All faced in toward him in that same arc, still focusing their hate and will upon him as they added to the sadistic, sexual and occult energies in play. From the pained grimacing and occasional sharp cries, Bobby also intuited that all were having violent anal sex rather than making soft Sapphic vaginal love. That fit, too. The Marquis de Sade had defined this non-procreative fucking from behind as optimal because it was the most ungodly of carnal acts. It flouted all of the Church’s dogmas at once.

The deliberate symbolism of this spiked Boy-toy’s terror yet higher. It inflamed his lust even further. The sight of all that concentrated intent meshed with that of dangling tits swinging and fucking ones jiggling made him shudder with fear even as his sleeved penis raged ever harder –and hotter. Sweating heavily already he ogled his mistress-murderesses avidly again. Still hoping that arousal would offset the effects of their spells, he even found the wherewithal to struggle some more, adding to his needy frenzy. 

Dying a virgin, this was the last quasi-sexual experience he’d ever enjoy. He was going to make the most of it while he could! Inevitably though that rapturous spectacle slid away, replaced by trees and stars and just enough untainted air to settle his system for another interminable turn over the fire.

Turn after turn without end they went on – or at least without any end of which he would ever be aware. As he continued his slow rotation over the coals roasting him, Bobby soon fell into a delirious rhythm. 

It began with breathing and blinking at the impossibly remote sky while he could. Then he projected treasured memories of his revered ones onto the stone that enclosed him before facing again into the smoke and glow and ever more punishing heat from below. 

From each radiant transit of the fire-pit he then fought to focus his teary gaze upon the demons sacrificing him. Tirelessly they incanted their spells. Kneeling on the bare hard rock they added the offering of their painful and profane fucking to whatever energies were already being generated. And all the while he sought to sabotage their satanic magic with his willingness and even enjoyment of his exciting sacrifice.

Oh Goddess, this was so incredible! For what seemed a very long time indeed Bobby relished every element of his execution. 

Bondage and vulnerability thrilled him. Being dominated and abused by women stirred uncontrollable sexual compulsions he found it imperative to satisfy. And being denied any other outlet, he found this most necessary fulfillment in suffering extremely for those subjects of his otherwise impotent, always overmastering worship and desire.

So for a while hell remained heaven for the unabashed masochist. The steady transfer of heat from the fire to his body accumulated, slowly cooking him exactly as intended. His hair began to shrivel a little. He poured sweat continuously, his first drippings before the fat in him began to melt. Yet the effect of this autonomic cooling was negligible. 

He could feel his skin searing. Even the half of him furthest from the coals flamed on with a residual pain worse than any sunburn. And of course before this could even begin to fade he was rolled back around for yet another fresh application of that eventually deadly heat and pain. Hellish torture this was to be sure, and Boy-toy reveled in it as it grew ever more intense. 

Here was a challenge worthy of him! All the metal touching his body heated faster than his flesh, making those tight wires and handcuffs ever more painful. It made the rings stretching his nipples or the weights periodically resting against him burn with an additional, even worse agony. Still it was his chastity device that tested the eunuch most truly. 

Thrust forth by the outrageous stuffing of his abdomen, hanging closest to the fire of all, this seemingly flaming steel sleeve encased the sin of his sex (still straining insanely) in a torture more savage and unremitting than even the worst of his earlier extended shocking. 

That quintessentially male appendage he’d renounced the use of in homage to his Goddess now burned like it was in a blast furnace, or being dissolved by immersion in acid. Or maybe, like flesh on a griddle, it was being forever fused to the hot steel, so that not even a key or those bolt-cutters could ever free him. While by far the most satisfying of his many agonies, this supremely fitting sanction for the male failure hinted at the inevitable downfall of his endurance.

Even during his most prolonged shocking, dildo-drilling or fisting, or even the most tame and mundane whipping, Boy-toy could always expect an occasional pause in the punishment. He’d come to count on it. Having even the briefest respite to enjoy or look forward to allowed him to wallow unreservedly in the experience of the moment, knowing that the moment would eventually mercifully end. This time there would be no respite, no end before the end. 

If the Devil Dykes had their way, he would go straight from the torture that killed him to an eternity of far worse. The excruciation in the vestige that condemned him, like that of his roasting in general, had never halted or lessened yet and never would. 

After all his forge metaphors Bobby was finally in the crucible indeed. Unable to be refined any further, he was instead being tempered unto destruction. Still he clung to his manic arousal and even the scraps of his rationality. Throughout what felt like eons of suffering that soon far surpassed any transcendence he’d yet achieved, he remained confident in himself and in the safety of the soul at stake. Everything would be all right in the end...


Chapter Thirty-Four

Conflagration

Unfortunately an unbelievable excruciation of ever-increasing burning wasn’t the only factor at work. Bobby’s entire being was under assault this night, not just his edible flesh but his mind, senses, and everlasting spirit as well. 

Already the barriers between what he knew and what he had only been told, or what he had perhaps fallibly intuited, had been frayed into insignificance. Cosmology had become malleable. Eventually reality itself began to break down, as though he had been dosed with LSD again. Finally not even his clearest perceptions could be trusted.

Peering through the blear of constant tears was distorting enough. Boy-toy was also looking through a wavering heat haze and obscuring billows of smoke. Beyond choking and slowly poisoning him, those gases and fumes had a sickly intoxicating effect. Add in the euphoria of anoxia and all the endorphins he was flying on, and the psychoactive effects of unremitting, continuously increasing agony – maybe even an acid flashback brought on by extreme stress – and soon he might be capable of seeing anything. To top all that off was the delirium of his ceaseless rotation.

That dizzying round of ravine, sky, gorge, mountain, fire and chanting and fucking females was as endless and relentless as the pain in his penis and the heat cooking him. Profoundly disorienting, this mad carousel messed with his senses. It smeared and swirled the world that was revealed by his visual field.

Being sacrificed was not only the true crucible, but the real maelstrom he’d used as a metaphor too. Yet if he was going to see things that might not have been real, why couldn’t he have been blessed with fantasies of rescue, or the image of beatific Goddess Kim descending from on high to take his soul off to the paradise of her possession at last? 

Instead of such hopeful mirages he was soon hallucinating phantasmagoric horrors. Or perhaps he was finally perceiving things only accessible to those on the brink of death, with the mortal veil thinning toward evanescence.

Earlier Bobby had often fancied he sensed the Devil Dykes being possessed by the infernal beings they aspired to be. At the performance earlier they’d actually seemed to be embodying their half-human costumes. Yet now they were transforming before his very eyes. 

Muscular haunches in black chaps and boots grew hair and hooves, and legs turned crooked. Straps evaporated into fur, and cocks sprouted seamlessly from the same. Huge and ridged with jagged bone under the skin, glistening scarlet with steaming sweat, these weapons of sexual dominance promised to bring gouting blood from him and spouting, scalding demon-seed from the coconut-sized balls below as soon as he passed through the portal. 

Meanwhile breasts everywhere swelled to prodigious proportions. Whip-like tails lashed from bulbous asses. He even fancied he could see wings on occasion, flapping to further power the tireless thrusts of their inspired fucking. Yet these were just the more tangible manifestations. 

He also smelled sulfur in the smoke. It was as if that portal had now opened, whether to claim him indeed, disgorge more demons or both he couldn’t know. As he gasped and turned and wept helplessly in his horrible slow broiling, Bobby began to imagine he could see through the pit of coals below and down into a depthless fiery cavern beyond. 

It boiled with the teeming of tiny figures endlessly writhing and frenetically fucking and torturing each other. More potent forms swooped elusively through the subterranean vault. And all around him now he could perceive more clearly the pit’s escapees: the unnamed entities enticed by his sacrifice. 

No longer just subtle energies skirling over him, these were revealed as spectral beings, or smears of ectoplasm flitting through the moonless blackness. They whirled about him, toothy maws gaping wide to suck up the exudate of his pain and terror before they darted away to merge with the hellish bodies fucking all around him. Whether they were truly there or not, their entry nearly always caused a sudden upsurge in the savagery of the copulating couples, who screamed and roared and attacked ass with an ecstasy of furious demand.

Finally Bobby had to close his stinging eyes altogether, and not just in defense against the smoke. The more he watched those things, the more definition they took on, and the more he seemed to feel his soul slipping away. Seeking salvation before his arousal failed in the face of such an existential panic, he turned again to the images most dear to him.

In the eye of his mind he saw Toni slipping into the closet with him. 

He saw her sucking on his clit, tonguing it lovingly and lamenting the lack of a key. He felt her rubbing those hard, protuberant little breasts in his face and urging him to suckle her all he liked. As the torment of his execution inexorably escalated exponentially, now rising swiftly toward a truly intolerable immolation, he saw again his iconic Goddess Kimberly as a teenager. 

She dropped her bodice, exposing those incredible tits to him. While some entitled stud casually groped them, her eyes laughed at his pathetic virgin’s jealousy. Next she stretched a measuring tape up his screamingly hard penis, cooing approvingly but letting no one, least of all him, touch it. Then she held up her phone and took endless photos of him. She was documenting the birthday boy. He kneeled cross-dressed on the coffee table in a circle of mocking girls. His made-up face more crimson with humiliation than all that foundation and rouge she’d troweled on, he was jerking his burning boner madly while simultaneously jamming a vibrator in and out of himself from behind. It was his first, immensely consequential anal penetration...

Though bolstered by these most-potent memories, Bobby finally found himself saddened by them too. His sorrow over lost opportunities for future transcendence choked him worse than the omnipresent smoke. Heart breaking for his bereft goddesses, he again wept more for their disappointment than his still continuously soaring torment. At last, feeling the fire now browning his folded-back limbs again, he reopened his eyes and blinked them clear of stinging tears. 

Directly overhead, a shower of meteors streaked the impossibly distant heavens. 

The beauty of this smote him into fresh sobbing, and he made his last wishes on those falling stars. Though the words were only cried out in the privacy of his mind, he heard them echo as clearly as if no big apple crammed his cavity to capacity.

“Please Goddess Toni, marry Jeri and raise a family! Be happy together and remember me full of love for you both! Please Mistress Kimberly, forgive me for failing the quest you assigned me! Find yourself a more worthy slave and fuck all the hot young studs you want! Your contentment and sexual ecstasy is all that matters to me!”

With these pleas made, Bobby’s endurance finally broke. The ungodly agony of being roasted alive, always increasing and accumulating, at last had its way with him. Though screaming was as impossible as coughing properly (or shouting professions of devotion) he still mewled and squalled blindly into the gagging apple as insentience descended. Yet even as he slipped into the mindlessness of his terminal torture, into the maelstrom of the most hellish suffering known to mankind, Boy-toy’s impotent virginity burned and strained insanely on.

***

Burdened by the bundle of ropes but still using her hands nearly as much as her feet, Jeri toiled up the last steep slope. With Melanie’s undeniably cute little ass right in her face, she urged the tiring girl on after Toni. Her fiancé had reached the top and was already running through the trees toward the dry creek and lip of the gorge – talk about fit!

Jeri saw her stop and look down, willing her not to crumple with defeat. Instead she beat her fists on her thighs and whirled back to face their approach. Relief that Bobby was still alive was followed by the urgency that he clearly wouldn’t be for long. Recognizing that Toni’s knowledge and motivation far outstripped hers here, and most of all that it was her plan they were following, Jeri took her orders without question or resentment.

“Give Melanie the knife. Find me the shortest rope. Then get busy knotting the strongest and longest of them all together!”

Restraining her own urge to look, Jeri sorted through the coils and handed over the least of them. Then she sat down to husband her strength while tackling the next job.

Melanie had crept to the edge, braving the drop – and the rising smoke – to see for herself.

“My God you’re right: they’re fucking cooking him down there! He’s turning on a spit just like the pig at the party. Can he really still be alive like that?”

“He was alive ten minutes ago. And Lilli says they can last for an hour, even two or more sometimes.” Toni was using her razor to cut up that rope. “Never mind Bobby. He thrives on torture. Grab that survival knife and cut open this can of peaches, both top and bottom.”

“No, let me do the ropes!” the kid eagerly interposed. “I’m awesome with knots; you want to use a sheet bend here. They’ll never come apart.”

Jeri, who hadn’t exactly been a Girl Scout growing up, easily acceded at Toni’s nod. She dropped the ropes and pulled the knife from its sheath. While Mel confidently waded in she used the sharp, heavy blade to cut the ends out of the can.

Thirsty with the long night and tension, they shared the sweet syrup and even a couple peach wedges each before dumping the rest. 

“Now what?”

Toni had begun knotting the rope she’d given her into a crude harness about her body.

“Crimp it in a little all around the middle. Then find a sturdy overhanging branch you can slip it over. It’s kind of a half-assed pulley, but it’s better than none.”

Getting the picture at last, Jeri shook her head at the ingenuity – and bravery – of her future wife. Who should be the leader here? Clearly brawn wasn’t everything. Even little Mel was more capable at some things, her fingers flying swiftly but surely at their work.

Hell, they were all equals here and who needed hierarchies among friends? That was gang thinking and after tonight it was fucking over with.

Before crimping in the can she considered her choice of branches. She settled on one jutting from a healthy young oak growing right at the edge of both brink and the low creek-bed. Grateful for that tough knife with its serrations on one side, she lacked and sawed through this, careful not to drop the severed limb over the cliff. Then she crimped in the can as directed and slid it down over the stub. It turned easily with the flick of a finger.

By the time she was finished Melanie was tying the end of her composite rope to the harness about Toni’s body. She sounded guilty and apologetic as she confessed her inadequacy.

“It should really be me going down there. Not only are they my knots you’re trusting. I’m both the lightest and the weakest. But I’m no good at heights, much less fighting a couple dozen psycho cannibals. Any idea how you’re going to handle this, girl?”

“We wait for them to get distracted by their orgy enough for me to drop in unnoticed. I cut Lilli’s wicked throat, cut Bobby free and grab him. Then you pull like you’re three times Jeri’s size. You hear me, girl? The pulley will help, but what we really need is a block and tackle.”

“We’ll get you back up here,” Jeri assured her. 

She took the survival knife in its sheath and clipped it to Toni’s chaps. Her lover alone wore jeans under these and unlike her no cock. Big black was safely stashed. Using a last yard of rope, Toni quickly tied a sling to the bolt-cutters and looped the tool over her back. Then with nothing but a shared look they moved to the edge of the cliff. 

Jeri drew the long rope over the crimped-in can, then down around a lower branch that would allow her to snub it off when necessary. Just to the right of the rising smoke, they stood and looked down, watching Bobby turn and turn as he was cooked alive below them.

Everybody was fucking like crazy down there already – with one exception. Jeri didn’t need the shotgun she carried to recognize Lilli standing guard. It was all she could do not to drop a rock on her. Yet she had a healthy respect for the hard cunt’s wiles. Not only did she currently look impossible to surprise, but all the others were facing directly at Bobby. Naturally they wanted to watch him die as they chanted and fucked.

How long would it take them to get distracted? How long could they afford to wait? 

How badly must Bobby be hurting, and how long could he continue to survive? These were questions for which Jeri had no real answer.

***

Late to the scene but as motivated as anyone, Edgar Brennan burned with anger. 

At the wheel of his rented SUV, he had Jack’s gun gouging into his groin and the freak dyke who’d fucked everything up in the passenger seat next to him. They were following a pair of motorcycles and leading a veritable caravan up the one-lane track that supposedly led to an old dump at the ass-end of this cheap-shit campground. Beyond that was a path leading to where some other interfering cunt had supposedly taken Carlyle.

Edgar still didn’t worry about his personal safety. He was confident the money was safe too, back in the locked cabin and hidden behind the basement water heater. His habit of wealth and privilege was a magic shield. All he could think about was how everyone he met these days seemed like a total fuckup. Everyone he’d hired for this job so far had failed him.

The dog owners, bidders and bettors and such had begun showing up around midnight – right when Oates had promised to deliver the captive and hold her show. From inside the cabin he’d watched them set things up, jockey for positions, bargain over the order they were supposed to go in, drink, do drugs, and inspect each other’s trained studs.

As he’d deduced from the barking earlier, the dogs were huge. Rottweilers and mastiffs and such, originally bred as war dogs by the Romans, each must have weighed as much as Carlyle did himself. Battle-scarred and powerful, fitted with muzzles and shock collars, (as Carlyle himself soon would be), they snarled from the ends of choke chains. 

Imagining the asshole Kim preferred to him chained up under first one of them and then another after another filled Edgar with exultation. 

He never could have come up with such a punishment himself. If Kim hadn’t contracted with these nutcase bikers to deliver her sissy in the first place, he’d just have had to settle for the fool being immolated along with his apartment. Instead he’d dodged Jack’s every inept attempt to nab or kill him cleanly only to have it end like this! A more delicious victory over the gold-digging cunt could not be envisioned. As soon as his paid traitors delivered the chained bitch, the unbelievable fun could begin.

He should have known something would go wrong. 

The dykes that had gathered outside smoked too much dope to be reliable. And though they’d skipped the outrageous costumes and carried real whips and shock-prods for controlling their charges, he still found their satanic affectations silly.

That was not the way to be taken seriously in Edgar Brennan’s world. And as the hours ticked away with the star of the show still a no-show, his contempt grew along with his rage. Finally another group of bitches arrived. These were led by the spiky-haired freak that Jack had put him contact with. They didn’t have Carlyle with them though and whatever news they carried threw the gathering into turmoil.

Watching through the window and grinding his teeth, Edgar finally got the freak’s attention. Not bothering with the phone, he waved her to the window and cracked it open. She hurried right over.

“What the fuck is going on?”

“It’s Lilli. She’s the one who killed your guy in Ohio, and almost killed another one at that gas station. She jumped the other two before we could and snatched our show dog.”

“Goddamn it, you didn’t get him! Useless bitches! Where’d she take him?”

“That’s what we’re trying to figure out. Don’t worry: the show’s not off, just delayed a little bit. We’ll get him back.”

“You’d fucking better!”

Soon it emerged that a few in the crowd knew of a special, secret party place where it was concurred they must have taken Carlyle. 

Nearly everyone was willing to go after them. No one wanted to miss out on the promised show, or could resist the dark attractant of a somehow forbidden ritual that might be even worse. Lacking any real weapons, they wanted to take the dogs too, and bring the show to Carlyle rather than the other way around.

Edgar had endured enough of being cooped up and waiting on fuckups. He had Jack’s gun. The man’s pansy-assed warnings and unexpected scruples were dismissed. The money would be safe enough. It might even be possible to hold onto it after all this, if he had do the asshole himself. And if not, oh well – there was plenty more where it came from. He locked up the cabin while this Oates organized the pursuit.

He had a bit of uneasiness moving from cabin to car. But once he was shut behind locked doors again his fury at being balked for what seemed the thousandth time returned. He gave the freak an earful all the way to the old dump and was only mollified slightly by the discovery of the truck and cage both waiting out there. 

It seemed they’d found the fucker indeed. The only problem now was that they had to head off into the midnight mountains to get him. Still the others insisted the dry creek gorge ahead was the perfect place to hold their show. With the night getting old, Edgar checked the gun one more time. Then with the dykes that knew the way in the lead, followed by the three dogs that their owners had chosen to bring, he joined the party crashers following their flashlights into the wilderness dark.

Here there was cause for worry. Not about cougars and bears – they weren’t about to descend on what amounted to an army. Edgar wasn’t worried about that army either. There was a little resentment toward him due to his leadership style, but they all knew he had the only gun. He was worried more about his shoes. 

Handmade Italian, they weren’t intended for midnight hiking. They caused him to slip and stumble and would surely be ruined after this. Still what was a pair of shoes or even a million bucks set against the priceless chance to see that bitch’s beloved sissy raped by hounds and then sold into a lifetime of such hell? Cursing as a branch hit him, Ed turned to Oates following.

“You still have the camera, right? Will it work in the dark?”

“We’ll build a big fire – if they haven’t already.”

“Good. I want every bit of this recorded.”

At last they came down off the path and into the dry ravine promised. Here they could spread out rather than go single file, and they made a hell of a lot less noise. Though the dogs growled often, or whined as they scrabbled to race ahead, they held off barking. They’d been well-trained. Before long they could hear the party they were crashing up ahead, and their owners paused to remove the muzzles. Others readied knives, saps, whips or shock prods in case they had to fight for the prize. Then they listened another minute.

Between chanting and orgasmic cries it sounded like a weird cross between an orgy and a church service. Forgetting the necessity to keep as many of these psycho dykes in front of him as possible, Edgar hurried forward. They could see red flickering on the wall of the ravine ahead.

 Someone had built a fire out here after all: excellent. Finally wondering what the hell these bitches had brought Carlyle all the way out here for, Edgar Brennan led three dogs and another two dozen almost equally hardcore Devil Dykes around the last turn and found out.

***

“Get ready!”

Sitting on the edge of the cliff, within sight of anyone who cared to look up, Toni was preparing for her daredevil plunge. Any second now and she would have to roll the dice, live or die by luck and skill. Fired with adrenaline, waiting on a hair-trigger, the suspense was killing her. Nevertheless she had to do this right.

Her patience had been waning to the breaking ten minutes ago. 

Even before then she’d been telling herself Bobby couldn’t possibly take any more, and that she would just have to risk being targeted by the shotgun coming down. Maybe while Jeri controlled her drop, Mel could attack with rocks and distract the bitch enough to give her an edge. But before she could issue these new orders, their vantage atop the gorge brought them the sound of approaching bikes. These cut out without alerting Lilli down in the pit. Shortly afterward, Toni began to pick out the prick of distant flashlights working their way through the trees toward the ravine.

Who was this now? Were more cannibals coming late to join the party? Was this why she didn’t spot any of the worst offenders at the pig roast earlier? Toni suspected it was – Ellen had been gathering them all here. These could be reinforcements who hadn’t wanted to miss either blowout. On the other hand, it could just as easily be Angel and Psyche leading a rescue mission of their own. The bitch supposedly had a million bucks riding on this. Whoever they were or whatever their intentions, their arrival promised to provide the only diversion Toni was likely to get. She’d have to make the most of it and hope for the best.

The newcomers soon disappeared from view, evidence that they were taking the lower path up the ravine. Discussing their approach with Jeri, they’d quickly agreed to drop her as swiftly as possible right to the ground the instant the two groups became aware of each other. Friends or foes of themselves or both, that should be their moment of greatest distraction.

Poised to take advantage, Toni noted the interlopers coming around the last bend well before even Lilli did. Instead of standing guard she spent more and more time jeering at Bobby. It was as though she sensed his awareness leaving and wanted to gloat over him while she could.

Unable to recognize faces yet, Toni saw that there were dogs coming, along with what looked like a tall man. Then she was able to put names to a few figures at least. Fat Naomi and psychedelic Psycho were here, with others of their crew treasonous or not. 

They’d brought the dog show – and Brennan too it seemed – to Bobby, since he hadn’t come to it. How charming. Not interested in waiting to see this play out, Toni kept her eye on Lilli. As soon as she turned from spitting venom in Bobby’s spinning face to acknowledge the first shouts of disturbance, she gave the word to Jeri and jumped off the cliff.

Melanie had two jobs here. She crouched ready beside a pile of big rocks grabbed from the old streambed. If necessary she could bomb these on Lilli. But her primary duty was to tell Jeri when Toni was about to hit the ground, so she could snub up the rope. Hoping the kid’s timing was as trustworthy as her knots Toni held onto that rope for dear life and dropped like a stone. 

Despite the speed of her descent, time seemed to slow as she came down. She could see everything: the suddenly barking dogs charging forward, the chanting and fucking cunts breaking up to turn and face this interruption, and both Lilli and Ellen pushing hard toward the thickest of the disturbance. She didn’t see anyone looking up or pointing at her. Then suddenly the snubbed rope arrested her fall, making her gasp and groan but stopping her just above the ground. She hung for a bit, and was set almost gently on her feet. 

Immediately Toni staggered against the cliff face. Hopefully still unnoticed as the disturbance grew, she darted to the fire-pit, ducking behind the upright with the motor. Looking up, she saw Bobby’s face and body coming around.

His skin was red and shiny, his flopping ‘ears’ of hair shriveled to stubs. His eyes were horribly red too, glaring wide with derangement and so far unaware of her. But at least they blinked furiously, though no more tears came. They were alive eyes. Now she just had to see that they stayed that way.

Toni peeked around the motor. Everyone was still shoving and shouting, accusations flying. Already sweating this close to the fire, she yanked the lever that stopped Bobby turning while he was once again facing upwards. She un-slung the bolt-cutters, reached up and cut the wire binding his forehead. Leaning into the ferocious heat, she cut the one around his midsection too. Then she had to back off and look around again. 

Naomi and Lilli were right in each other’s faces, jawing angrily about revenge and betrayal. Good. The dogs were still barking and lunging and stirring up chaos – even better. With luck they might even bite someone. Unfortunately the other man who’d dared this gathering, no doubt the asshole Toni most wished to kill in all the world, was shaking free of Psycho and trying to push through the masked and half-naked women between them. He wanted to see what was becoming of his target. She was out of time.

Toni grabbed the one upright and pushed with all her might. Rather than roll smoothly back from the pit, the spit pivoted around the other upright. Still Toni kept pushing until it was clear of the flames. Then one-two-three-four she cut the handcuffs and the last three wires, catching Bobby’s body as it fell atop her.

God, he was so hot! His baking flesh stung her hands. She wanted to check his condition thoroughly but the game was up. Brennan was yelling and pointing and people were finally noticing that their sacrifice was no longer over the fire.

Lilli hadn’t been dealt with yet. The death she was owed for this aside, she would have a clear field for the shotgun. Unfortunately Toni was out of choices. She hooked the sling back around her neck and the bolt-cutters under Bobby’s arms, using the two to cradle his torso to her. That was all she had time for. Bitches in hoods and horns were already coming for them. 

Jeri didn’t let her down though – quite the opposite.

No doubt guided by Melanie, the second Toni had Bobby secured she felt herself lifted into the air. Her progress was torturously slow and the strain on her shoulders and neck abominable. But by the time the first cannibals arrived they were ten feet up the cliff and out of reach – of all but firearms. Frantically Toni scanned the crowd now gaping up at her slow-motion escape. At last she saw her ex-lover.

Bowling over the people between them, Lilli had charged. Seeing that she would come up too short and too late, she raised the shotgun. At this range the spread should get both of them. There was nothing Toni could do about it.

Fortunately she had friends. And sometimes even enemies turn out to be useful.

As Jeri and Mel hauled them upward as quickly as humanly possible, and her shoulders screamed along with the inside of her mind, Toni saw greater mayhem break out below.

Brennan was grabbing at Lilli to try and stop her; obviously he hadn’t given up on his own revenge. Also piling in from the other side came a pair of flaming redheads. 

Among all those black hoods, Angel and Brandi were easily recognizable as they battled the crush and their appalled dismay to do what they could to protect their sister and the charge to which they’d sworn their honor.

Together these jostlings were barely enough. Lilli was thrown off balance before she could shoot. She had to pause, turn and kick Brennan in the gut. Shrugging off Angel and Brandi, she lifted the gun again. 

Even in the chancy light and slowly growing distance, Toni could see the hate focused at her. It raved through the eyeholes of that executioner’s hood. Even now her finger must be tightening on the trigger. Then sure enough the sudden explosion of the gunshot came. Yet astonishingly it was Lilli who fell.

Lying on his butt on the dry streambed, infuriated at being struck by a woman, Brennan had pulled out a pistol and shot her in the midsection. Wordless and faceless in that black mask, Lilli clutched herself, swayed and toppled over backwards. Brandi plucked the shotgun from her as she dropped.

As Brennan gaped at what he’d done, Psycho just as neatly chopped a hand across his larynx and grabbed the handgun. The asshole who’d set all this unnecessary hell in motion fell back gagging helplessly. Deprived of one member of the hated gender but gifted with this far more fitting replacement, the crowd of vengeful women reacted to his felony and disarming by turning on him and closing in around him. 

Again Toni had slow-motion last glimpses. She saw Psycho hitting him with a shock-wand and overseeing his stripping and bondage. Angel and Brandi were saluting her continued retreat, huge grins on their faces. Naomi, Erica and Sydney all gawped upward at her in cheated dismay. She just managed to give them both middle fingers. Then they were out of range of everything but smoke from the fire.

A raft of this swirled in her face, making Toni close her eyes against a sudden sting of tears. Her arms and neck were killing her and each thump against the rock face as they were hauled on upward seemed likely to dislocate shoulders already sore from her ejection from the truck. Still as long as the ropes and the bolt-cutters held, her prize was safe. Though burning hot and unresponsive, Bobby had to be alive. And as soon as they got him to relative safety, she’d see to something almost equally important.

“Here we go! Help her, Mel!”

“Finally!”

A few last bumps and her butt scraped the cliff-top. Then she was pulled kicking atop it, with Bobby hauled along insensate on top of her. Her urgency ceding nothing to the relief in her arms, she fought weakly to extricate herself. Panting with exhaustion too, Mel was there to help.

That narrow switchblade flicked in and cut both the bolt-cutter sling and her rope harness.

“Quick!” Toni moaned as she worked her way clear. Then Jeri was there too, yanking the apple from Bobby’s mouth. Right away he began whooping explosively, coughing up smoke and puking a thin gruel. None of that worried Toni. Her arms too dead yet, she shoved the bolt-cutters at her wonderfully muscular lover.

“Cut the chastity device off. Now, before it cools and sticks to him!”

Jeri, bless her, didn’t hesitate. Immediately grasping the danger – and despite being spent as any of them from hauling them up the cliff – she deftly slid the cutters between his groin and the hot steel circlet locked about it. Big arms flexed and the metal was cut.

Disregarding the pain to her fingers, Toni carefully separated flaming metal from flesh, freeing Bobby’s penis from the sleeve at the cost of just a blister-thin layer of skin.

Even in his stupor he whimpered at the pain of this stripping. But there was no way Toni could let him become permanently fused to that fucking thing, a caged and impotent virgin forever. Shaking the pain away, she tossed the sleeve she’d been cursing all week aside with great satisfaction. Seeing that Bobby was no longer gasping and glaring, that he was now breathing easier and had let his dry, bulging eyes slip closed, Toni looked up at the others.

“Now what?”

Jeri met her gaze with quiet pride. Mel was peering horrified over the cliff again.

“It looks like everyone’s differences have been forgotten and tonight’s two secret hardcore parties are turning into one big one down there. They seem to have reacted to the loss of Bobby by seizing on the only available substitute. I’d say Edgar Brennan will no longer be a problem to us – or anyone else for that matter.”

“Good. Hopefully they don’t care about us anymore. Let’s get out of here while we can.” Jeri effortlessly took charge again. Toni was glad to let her. 

“Let’s get back to the bikes. Then we’ll see if Bobby needs a hospital or what. I’ll carry him for now but I’ll need lots of help on the trail.”

“You’ve got it sister!” Flushed at the success of their daring rescue, Mel was sprightly with exuberance again already. This had been an adventure to remember for the lucky novitiate. “That was awesomely done, both of you! You guys are my heroes forever, I swear. I can’t believe we pulled that off!”

They all helped each other up. Borrowing some of that ebullience, Toni kissed the kid as she kept gushing and complimenting them. 

Their night’s work was far from over yet. But they’d really won one for the good guys so far – that best guy in particular. Now they just had to get him to Boston.


Chapter Thirty-Five

Delivery

Bobby began to return from the place he’d gone a little at a time. In that last-ditch refuge there were no kaleidoscopic horrors whirling about, feeding off him and siphoning away his soul by increments he was powerless to prevent. There was no awareness of failure, or of the sorrow he was bequeathing those who deserved to know only joy and ecstasy forever. There was only the crucible, the blind raving excruciation that had claimed him for good at last. 

Tempered or tortured, he was being conducted through the portal to face an eternity of even worse. Insentience was his only defense and a paltry one at best. Surely the demons that had claimed him would jab him back to awareness in the most hideously conceivable way as soon as they had his soul entire. But then anomalies began to intrude. 

The roaring red furnace faded away. Voices spoke out of the ether. While incomprehensible their tones were familiar – and comforting. These were not the sneers of demons preparing to gore him with gigantic goat cocks.

Proprioception returned next: the ability of his brain to recognize the disposition of his limbs. He was no longer folded up in an agonizing hogtie. Instead he was cradled by huge arms against soft breasts. Either he’d been delivered to heaven through some miraculous intervention or something even more unlikely had occurred. He was still alive.

Bobby tried to attend to those voices. Only scraps of meaning came to him. But then another sensation intruded, one too real to be mistaken, and his body’s desperation responded.

Wetness stroked his flaming face, his cracked and desiccate lips. His parched mouth opened involuntarily. A trickle ran into him and he moaned, both event and response confirming that he did indeed live. 

Someone was wiping his face with a wet cloth; it followed that someone must have rescued him from the spit and pit. He was still burning all over but was now capable of discerning its lessened degree. The fire was gone and only nerve-endings raged on. Blackness surrounded him and he was sorely tempted to slip back into the similar blackness within. He badly needed its insensate bliss. But then the voices returned. And this time so did his grasp of their code.

“Give him a little more. Squeeze some in his eyes too.”

Liquid ran over his clumsy tongue and exhausted salivary glands rejoiced. Agony stung his eyeballs. Already he recognized that this was a restorative pain though: water bringing life back to tenderness seared to desert. He blinked furiously and fought to beg. The weak rasp of his voice brought the taste of smoke back though and he only made one word before retching.

“Please…”

This time a cup was lifted to him. He managed to drink it dry without puking. His eyes still hurt too much to open. But finally he was able to put names and faces to the voices.

“Are you with us, Bobby?” That was Jeri, between whose arms and bosom he rested.

“Want more water?” This was young Melanie, who’d taken such delight in banging him all afternoon. That innocent little orgy seemed centuries ago. Then he heard the voice he should have known was behind whatever miraculous intervention had occurred. It was Goddess Toni who held the cup for him. She was also behind the cloth. Tenderly she worked at completing yet another super-heroic redemption. Tears ran freely from ducts long dry.

“Keep giving him as much as he’ll take.”

That sounded sexual. The cup was handed off to be refilled. In its place soft, warm lips he would recognize dead suddenly caressed the pain in his own. 

He might not be able to talk or look yet, but this was a mode of reassurance he could respond to. He kissed back, whereupon Toni’s tongue plundered him in poignant celebration. When she broke away to proffer the cup again, tears fell on him and her voice shook.

“Oh Bobby, thank heaven you’re okay!”

“Don’t thank heaven, thank yourself!” 

As Toni helped him drink, Melanie took over with the rewetted cloth. By the time both finished their ministrations he’d got his eyes and mouth working again. He peered up at the stars, until a beloved face with that distinctive single spiral curl leaned in and beamed down at him. The sight was enough to start him blubbering with a hundred different emotions at once. At the same time it conveyed the realization that they didn’t have time for that. Still their eyes shared all they felt even as she nudged him toward practicalities.

“How are you doing, my precious baby-daddy? Do you think you can stand or even ride? Even if Lilli hadn’t died with the truck keys, we’re blocked in here by these SUVs. I don’t think we want to wait around until their owners come back so we can politely ask them to move. These are transportable dog kennels, darling.”

Realizing that his jeopardy hadn’t ended yet – and wouldn’t until he reached Boston – Bobby stirred to take belated stock of himself. 

He was burned to a turn nearly all over, dehydrated and debilitated beyond belief. He was whipped and bruised and cut from his finally un-snubbed nose to his heels and toes. His jaws and ass ached fiercely from their only recently relieved stuffing. He’d been cruelly exhausted even before he went over the fire. He doubted he could walk five feet or even stand as asked. But he had to do his part somehow. He coughed his voice into use.

“Help me onto…bike,” he barely finished. His entire body heaved as his lungs convulsed, still trying to rid him of persistent toxicity. Finally he got the point across. “Can’t stand. Don’t need to. Just cuff me. Like crossing… Mississippi.”

Jeri remembered.

“Mel, I need you to let Toni and Bobby use your ride. You can double with me. Dig in Bobby’s pack and find a big warm shirt for him at least. Come on, Toni. Let’s get you and your baby biked and ready to travel. I won’t feel okay until we’re back on the highway.”

“Right on, sister.”

Bobby was lifted again, carried and forked upright onto the back of a smaller bike. As his feet touched the ground he began taking his own weight for the first time since he’d been lifted and carried to the spit. He also noticed (for the first time) that his chastity device was gone. For the first time in two weeks, his penis was completely free. 

It also stung terribly: the raw flesh of a second-degree burn torn open. It would take a worse masochist than Bobby was to want to take advantage of his freedom. Even with the insane fortnight past and the unsettled future ahead, he was able to put his wounded (and almost lost) dick out of mind as soon as Melanie began helping him into an oversize hunting shirt.

This was a new bit of torture to his seared skin. But of course windburn and another prolonged chill on top of his recent roasting were the last things he needed. 

Pants they could worry about later. Abandoning Toni’s pack entirely, Jeri and Mel split the contents of Bobby’s between them, Jeri taking charge of the netbook. 

“Damn, I wish I hadn’t made you disable the internet in this thing.”

“Who knew he’d turn out to be both lovely and trustworthy?”

Once they were mounted up Toni used a snap scrounged from the box in the truck to link his cuffs back together around her waist. Rejuvenated as much by this familiar kinky intimacy as the awareness that they were on the way to Mistress Kimberly at last, Bobby clung lovingly.

“Here we go, baby.”

They fired up the bikes. Then bumpy hell returned for a while.

Toni led the way back to the main track. And though she took it slow, the punishment to his body was grueling after so many successive ordeals. Finally the ride grew easier though, and easier still when they left the main camp road for the driveway. Half a mile after that and they were back on the highway as promised. 

Bobby slumped with relief against Toni’s back. So much horror behind and hopefully only clear sailing ahead. 

He’d thought that before though, hadn’t he? He still had no idea how they’d managed to save him or what had happened with any of the other players in this fight. For that matter he didn’t know how much longer he could go on himself. But of course they weren’t just going to tear bare-assed across the rest of New York and Massachusetts to Boston straight away. Though it was closed with the lateness of the hour, Toni pulled in at the first gas station they passed. 

It had a telephone and a restroom. They needed both. 

Jeri used Bobby’s knife to pop the simple spring lock on the bathroom door. The four of them crowded in there. With the ladies supporting him they flicked on the lights to better evaluate his condition, render what treatment they could and decide on their course from here.

“Sit down, Bobby. Let me see those feet.”

Resting on the commode, Bobby let them lift one leg after another into the sink. Wounds closed by dirt and baking came open and bled clean under soaking and the faucet. Bits of sticks and stones were picked out of him. After blotting with paper towels, a pair of clean dry athletic socks from his pack suited temporarily for bandages. His shoes had been left back in the truck. But he wasn’t much fit for walking in any case.

Welts from branches and burns from the wires that had wrapped him were washed clean, as was the raw and weeping skin of the shaft of his penis. As for the general burn that covered pretty much everything but the portions of his limbs and back that had been folded in around the spit, there was nothing to be done but let it continue to cool and eventually heal on its own. When the tally of these injuries was finally taken, Bobby still had no hesitation.

“What do you guys think?” Melanie looked from big sis to bigger sister. “Should we take him to a hospital? Or at least a motel where he can rest a while?”

Jeri looked at Toni.

“We could go to a motel. Or we could call and tell her to send a limousine for us right here. She’d do it with gratitude.”

“No!” Bobby struggled to pull his loosest pair of pants on without making himself cry out. “I want to go all the way on our own power, just like the original plan. I say we bike straight on through. Mistress Kimberly is waiting. And we have a reward we need to earn. Let’s get going.”

“I want to call the cops first.” Jeri held up a hand. “They need to know where to find what’s left of Brennan, so that he doesn’t just vanish without a trace. Kim might find legal confirmation of his demise helpful. And if any of those psychopaths that were going to sell or cook Bobby end up in prison for their night’s fun, that’ll just be a nice side benefit. Do you want to call Kim while we’re at it, and let her know we’re safe and on the way?”

“It’s the middle of the night!” protested Toni. “Why wake her up? I’m with Bobby. If he says he can take it, I think we should press straight on ahead. We can be there in time for breakfast, our job well done and then some.”

Jeri looked at Mel, who was still starry-eyed and gaga over them both. “Whatever you say, Jeri. You’re the boss.”

“All right. Everybody back on the bikes. Let me just use the phone and we’re out of here.”

Bobby took another long drink out of the faucet while Jeri called 911. Then he had to back up yet more bravado. This time he at least made it onto the motorcycle on his own. But when Toni pulled his arms back around her waist he proffered them for binding himself. As she linked the bracelets he still wore back together she called out to him.

“Are you going to be okay, baby?”

“I’m going to try. Was it you who got me off Lilli’s spit?”

“What do you think?”

“Maybe you could tell me about it sometime.”

“How about over breakfast?”

“It’s a date.”

“Hang on then darling. Don’t go completely to sleep back there.”

“I’ll be responsible, ma’am.”

Once again they were off. Willingly eschewing riding the last mile in style (Jeri was right, Kim would have been delighted to send a limo), Bobby settled into the final ordeal of his quest. 

This turned into another eerie soul-journey of sorts, a marathon of pained and exhausted endurance. Like with Jeri before he dozed despite the racket of the bike and the regular bumps. Yet he never sank beyond awareness of the wonderful woman he was bound to, or the pain that refused to go away or the necessity to keep the vehicle balanced. With Jeri and Melanie purring alongside on their larger hog he groaned and shivered in the constant wind and half-dreamed memories and fantasies that somehow kept him going the rest of the night. 

Once they were out of the mountains and heading due east they were chasing the sunrise. With no helmets they were just asking for hassles with the cops, so they made the best time possible while the roads were mostly deserted. 

Even in the pearly pre-dawn they began to encounter commuters, rat race runners heading for the coastal megalopolis to begin their daily scurrying on the wheel even though the weekend had begun. Having been advised by Kim long ago of the confusing layout of Boston’s arteries in and out, Jeri stuck to the route that had been drilled into her. Though dazed almost to insentience again by the time they’d crossed this last state, Bobby felt the warmth of the new day growing. It was still high summer. With what truly seemed to be the last of his strength this time he clung blindly to the special lady who’d saved him from so many dangers. Through the last interminable stops and starts of city traffic he held just as grimly to the light. 

Dimly he perceived gates opening before them. The road under their wheels was now smooth and untroubled, not a seam or bump anywhere. Like motes they approached a dwelling as magnificent and imposing as any Midwestern museum. Two weeks and fifteen hundred miles since beginning his quest for Mistress Kimberly, Bobby was delivered to her battered, burned and so dead on his feet that he didn’t even see her. As soon as they stopped and Toni shut down the motor, he slid without volition into the deepest unconsciousness of his existence. 

***

The sleepless night had taken its toll.

The bedcovers were twisted and wrinkled and piled in drifts of satiny black. Likewise her negligee was creased and rumpled, her hair as disarrayed as she ever let it get and her eyes red and swollen. Her complexion was blotchy and her usually naturally ruddy lips too pale. 

Kim knew all this from staring uselessly up at her reflection for the past seven or eight hours. Feeling the tears threatening again, her heart lurched when a chime sounded. It was the intercom from security.

“Ms Strauss, we have two motorcycles at the gate, one man, three women…”

“Let them in!” Kim cried, her heart doing cartwheels even as she quailed at how dreadful she looked. She should never have gotten in bed; she should have just stayed up with a book. 

Kim scrambled off the mattress and grabbed up her wrapper, an embroidered robe of heavy white samite. As soon as she had it belted closed she grabbed a brush too. Pulling this through her hair even as she rushed barefoot down the hall, she almost bumped into Maureen.

Though it wasn’t quite eight yet the majordomo was already here, alert and on duty.

“Shall I put the coffee on?”

“Yes, thank you, a lot of it!”

On down the endless halls she went toward the foyer and front doors. On the way she at least got the rats’ nests out, and picked up Collins, the ranking security man at this hour. 

“These are the best of friends!” Kim assured him as he moved to open the door for her. “But stand handy to help if need be.”

“Of course.”

Looking like death warmed over, she burst outside to find that Bobby looked far worse, and couldn’t give a shit how unattractive she felt first thing in the morning. He was out on his feet.

Actually he was collapsed against the back of the woman his arms were cuffed around. Kim recognized Toni from all those videos but it was odd. She looked different without a joyous Boy-toy gobbling her cock. Kim bounded down from the entrance, through the portico and out to where the bikes had pulled up. 

Jeri was already off hers. They met at either side of the man she’d spent her entire life preparing to spend the entire rest of it with. As Toni unhooked his wrists they each caught him by an arm. Kim gasped and froze as the reek of wood-smoke hit her nose. 

Bobby’s lovely hair was mostly gone, puppy-tails singed to a frizzle. The tan he’d sported throughout his videotaped training was darkened beyond the worst possible sunburn, and a line the thickness of a wire seemed branded about his forehead. He was shoeless and blood seeped through the socks on his feet in several places. What had he offered about walking to Boston?

Kim pressed two fingers to his neck. The pulse was strong, steady and slow.

“Thank you so much!” she gushed. “Let’s get him inside.” She waved to Collins, who hurried forward with another man. As Toni extricated herself these two took up the unconscious form in a chair carry. Everyone followed Kim back through the portico.

“Come inside please, all of you! My house is your house and I mean forever! This way, Mister Collins, the guest wing is closest. And once we get him comfortable, you can get a doctor discretely out here, can’t you?”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

Kim reined in her anxious babble as she led the way to the nearest suite of rooms.

There she turned back the bed and had Bobby stretched out on it. Dismissing Collins to see about that doctor, Kim used the excuse of sending the other man to Maureen to allow Toni, Jeri, and the third girl to undress him and tuck him in. 

Though she badly wanted to join him in that bed and pore over his sickening condition for herself, she knew she owed it to Jeri and Toni to immediately learn what they’d endured for her. She’d never meant to cause them any trouble. She’d just wanted to share the fun of training her slave. Misfortune must have struck them all hard to turn up like this.

“I can show you all to beds too if you’d like. But I’m about to have coffee right here. Would you like to join me and catch up while we wait for the doctor?”

Jeri twisted and stretched her clearly weary frame.

“Coffee might keep me conscious for half an hour. Then I’m likely to drop like he just did – not that any of us have been through anything like he has.”

“Coffee sounds lovely, thank you!” chirped the cute young blonde. Playing the gracious guest, she was clearly delighted by the circumstances she’d found herself in and was eager to enjoy them. Last to rise from smoothing Bobby’s coverlet was Antonia Acosta, who must have once again performed amazing heroics to get him here. Kim couldn’t help but implore her.

“Please join us Toni! I’m dying to know what’s happened and how I can make everything okay. I want to get to know anyone my Bobby loves so much. I pray that I may someday share that love. Here comes Maureen now. Let’s all have a seat and say hello at least.”

Everyone moved to the adjacent sitting room. No maid was on duty this early, nor did they need one. Kim helped Maureen seat everyone and pour out. Sliding the little pitcher of hot cream to the youngster gluttonously dumping tons of sugar cheerfully into her gourmet blend, she smiled at her enthusiasm.

“I’m Bobby’s old classmate Kim of course.”

“Oh God, I’m so sorry, it’s Melanie. Like the pothead Bridget Fonda in Jackie Brown.”

“Nice to meet you, Melanie.” Kim decided to let the kid tell the story and spare her friends any potential embarrassment. “You were in on the plan. But I don’t see Psyche here. How did things play out? What went wrong?”

Melanie glanced around for approval, got it and launched into her version of the adventure.

“Well I was just doing my job. I was guarding the truck at the party. And let me tell you, that was an awesome spectacle. That slut-boy of yours got fucked and loved it like you wouldn’t believe. Then Jeri gave the signal and Angel and I slipped away to act as vanguard.”

Kim clenched her fists at hearing how treacherous Lilli, who’d fought so bravely for her, dropped out of nowhere to suddenly steal Bobby. She nodded approvingly at Mel’s quick bike repair and their valiant pursuit. She waited in dread to hear about the dogs. Hearing instead about what they’d found at the gorge behind the dump almost made her faint with relief and shame. 

Kim remembered the psychosomatic stinging of her eyes. She also remembered what she’d been doing while her brave beloved rotated on a roasting spit for her. She had to lean forward and put her head in her hands a few minutes before she could suppress the horror enough for the room to stop graying in and out. Then captured by Melanie’s exultant glee she listened with breathless suspense and staggered awe at how Toni had devised and carried out her third and by far most spectacular rescue of their mutual love from certain death. 

Before she could begin to express proper thanks though, Mel charged on to describe how she’d saved his sexual function too. She’d cut away the chastity sleeve before his burned skin could become permanently bonded to the hot metal. Kim was still trying to process the enormous relief and implications of that while the irrepressible kid went on to report Edgar Brennan bound and being tortured as they left, the dogs and spit both waiting the finish of the preliminaries. The fact that it was at Bobby’s insistence they drove the rest of the way before he could even begin to properly recover choked her up more than anything at the end. Talk about romantic glamour!

Of course Toni had carved out her quota and more of that too. 

Slipping as unexpectedly into the narrative they’d crafted as Edgar had, she’d saved it repeatedly from disaster. She’d redundantly earned their limitless love and gratitude. And though she remained modestly quiet throughout Mel’s gushing account and Jeri’s quiet concurrence, and waved away Kim’s every attempt to offer more thanks and praise, Kim got the sense from her that she was being evaluated, and that Toni was withholding judgment on what she felt about or wanted from her in return.

Before she could pursue this perception Collins returned. He had his superior Ennis with him, as well as the doctor she’d requested. Maureen reappeared too and the time for coffee and conversation had passed. Kim rose to her responsibilities.

“If you guys are ready to bathe or rest or whatever, Maureen can show you to some nearby suites. You’re welcome to stay here as long as I’m alive. We’ll get our heroic boy here checked out, cared for and recovering nicely, and get back together in a few hours to talk some more. Is everyone okay with that?”

No one objected. Jeri rummaged and then handed over Bobby’s little computer. Maureen took the guests in hand while Kim clasped that netbook to her and turned to face the professionals.

“Mister Ennis, Mister Collins, thank you so much. With your help a dangerous situation has been resolved with (I hope) only superficial injuries. Doctor…?”

“Montague, ma’am.”

“Right this way, please.”

Kim drew him past the withdrawing security men.

“Doctor Montague, this is a twenty-six year-old white male, no allergies or disabilities. He was anally raped, marched barefoot over rough ground, whipped, shocked with electricity and wired for at least an hour to a roasting spit. I shit you not. He was rescued from some very twisted people. I need you to evaluate his condition and recommend treatment.”

Keeping whatever he felt to himself, the doctor opened his bag, snapped on latex gloves and went to work. From recording vital signs to doing a general examination to treating and bandaging all open wounds, Kim played the part of nurse, assisting him wherever possible. When he started an intravenous drip to replace lost fluids, they debated the merits of a light sedative or antibiotic.

Clearly Bobby needed rest profoundly. While not comatose by any means he was certainly unconscious and unresponsive. It was recommended he just be allowed to rest peacefully until he woke up. Likewise as long as his many cuts, welts, scrapes, punctures and the curious pattern of deeper burns showed no sign of infection, antibiotics were deemed superfluous. As for the overall general burning, there was nothing to be done but let it heal along with the rest of him.

Relieved beyond belief that no hospitalization or special care would be required, Kim received instruction in removing the IV needle when the bags were exhausted. Her supply of ointments and unguents was approved, more common-sense advice was exchanged and the doctor took his leave finally. By Saturday noon she was actually left alone with the guy she hadn’t really seen since high school, and had been molding into her perfect slave-mate since long before that. It was a moment of quiet, supremely smug triumph.

There had been no parade of a hundred bikers delivering her trained male to her. But Edgar had been thwarted. He’d paid for what he did to Jordan and suffered exactly what he’d planned for Bobby and then some. Meanwhile her heroic guy had arrived here alive, riding a crest of glamour and romance that it would take them forever to properly savor together.

For now though, this moment belonged to her alone. It was the payoff for decades of discipline, dedication, and delightful deviance. And she knew exactly how to mark it now.

Leaving her soon-to-be husband in slumber, Mistress Kimberly returned to the master suite. From the jewelry box where she’d kept them safe, she retrieved the small gold padlock and wedding rings she’d had prepared. 

She’d fantasized about rewarding him so already, rather than making him wear the sleeve for five years first. She’d pleasured herself so while he roasted for her. And now this intent coincided with event: Toni had intervened to cut that sleeve off, preventing his ultimate ordeal from making it a permanent part of him. 

Synchronicity seemed to insist she celebrate the establishment of their marriage now and in exactly this most significant fashion: with Bobby blissfully oblivious. After all, he’d been blind to her manipulation all along. 

If he awoke when she with-this-ring-wedded him, it would become a moment of legend for them. If he didn’t, his unconsciousness would spare him yet another exquisite agony – one that nearly every subsequent instance of arousal would endlessly echo.

Also set aside against this eventuality was the large sharp needle she would need, along with rubbing alcohol, gauze and swabs, a small torch and pliers. Kim collected everything and returned to her fiancé.

The most sensitive, dendrite-dense spot on the penis, indeed the entire male body, is the frenulum, which connects the motile foreskin to the static glans just below the meatus. Careful to avoid the frenular artery, Kim pierced this ultra-tender band of thin connective tissue. Threading through the first of Bobby’s wedding rings, she closed and sealed it and stanched the wound. After installing the other in ring his scrotum – the poor exhausted dear stirred and moaned but didn’t return to awareness once – she clicked closed the heavy gold lock connecting them.

“And now we are married, my darling!” Mistress Kimberly kissed the cheek of her somnolent slave. “We’ll have to wait until you’re healed up – not to mention awake – to consummate that. But I promise you’ll never forget or regret it!”

She cleaned up the mess from her minor but oh-so-consequential surgery. She checked his burns and bandages and IV one more time and tucked him back in again. Then although it was a king-sized bed and she had every wife’s right to join him, Kim took a blanket and curled up on the couch in the sitting room. They all had broken rest to catch up on.

***

When Jeri woke up her belly was telling her it was dinnertime.

Whether it was traveling habit or something else, the three of them had ignored the offer of separate suites and crashed together in the first big bed they came to. Though Toni slept on, Mel was freshly scrubbed and smoking in an awesome silk robe. Others in various sizes had been laid out with towels and toiletries, and she waved the tablet she was holding.

“There was a note saying to shop for clothes and anything else, and an Amazon account open, unlimited overnight shipping. Feel like picking out a whole new wardrobe, gorgeous?”

“Right now I’ll settle for a smoke and a shower.”

There was a fresh carton on the table; clearly Mel had just discovered and opened them. Now she lit one and passed it over. Still understandably jubilant at being the only other member of the crew to make it to Boston – and with the rewards already pouring in – her dimples had never been deeper. There was a familiar, longstanding offer in her eyes and smile.

“You want someone to scrub your back?”

“Why not? Everything’s better when you’re on vacation.”

By the time they finished and emerged Toni was up and ready for her turn. Like a harem girl Melanie insisted on bathing and servicing her other heroine as well. Finally they were all scrubbed and rubbed, robed and refreshed and more aware than ever of several missed meals. Nevertheless they made checking on Bobby their top priority.

Ensconced in the suite next to theirs, he was still asleep. At some point Kim had visited the shower too. With the benefit of rest and classy fashion she was elegantly beautiful beyond words. Jeri felt like a boy suddenly and could see Mel trying not to gape. Only Toni seemed unaffected, having eyes just for Bobby as they gathered around his bed. Jeri cleared her throat.

“I’m sorry about the line across his forehead. I know I promised no permanent marks. I did leave one scar as a signature, my right as master trainer. I put a cigarette out on his left thigh the very first day. But other than that he was unmarked until last night. That fucking cannibal cunt! I’m afraid those wires may have branded him irreparably.”

Kim reached out and stroked a gentle finger along the line burned across his brow.

“That’s okay. It’s a miracle you got him here at all. And Bobby can wear his brands with pride. They’ll be a daily reminder of his honor and bravery and all that he’s risked and suffered for me. I won’t even have to add my own brand.”

Bobby’s lips moved. Perhaps he’d been roused by her touch. Then his eyes flickered open as if he’d merely been resting.

“Please do, Goddess. I want to wear your emblem.”

“Very well, darling.” Kim leaned over and kissed his abused lips. “Congratulations on completing your quest, and on your recent marriage. Yes Bobby Strauss, we are married now, in the eyes of the only people who matter – though we can surely make it official later if you like. So, husband of mine, spouse and slave for life, how else can I reward you and our valiant friends upon the achievement of such momentous ends?”

“You can forgive us, please. And take a very serious request seriously.”

Mildly surprised when she shouldn’t be, Jeri listened along with everyone else while Bobby confessed the way he and Toni had bent the rules and flouted gang protocol in order to make simulated love. He explained how their shared adventures had influenced Toni and Jeri to renounce the Devil Dykes and commit to each other for life instead. He hoped they could do it here, with them. Then finally from his bed of convalescence Boy-toy begged a reward far more precious than any simple sexual or material benefit.

“They want to start a family. Toni wants a baby. And she wants me to provide the seed. 

“We all want that.” Bobby was so earnest that Jeri nodded her support without interrupting. “Even if we have to use IVF and never see each other again afterwards. 

“Toni saved me three times at ever-worsening risk of her own life. She made my training supremely successful and wonderfully special. Though I am eternally sworn to you, my beloved Goddess Kimberly, we’ve grown to love each other dearly too. So please let Toni have my genes, artificially at the very least. Any further intimacies would depend on your intentions for me and your level of comfort of course.”

Bobby’s voice rattled at the last. Considerate Mel held out the big glass of scotch she was working on. As he sat up cautiously to take it, Toni lit up one of those fresh new smokes. Jeri joined her and their eyes shared an anxiety of suspense while Kim blanched with surprise or perhaps distress. Clearly she was taken aback. Her voice was shaky with self-accusation as she put a shielding hand to her brow.

“This is what has come to obsess you on your journey to the edge of death and back? My word, what does that say about me? I’ve been tormented here by despicable temptations too thrilling to resist. I’ve been jacking off to ever more extreme versions of the scenario you first recommended and then repudiated to me, Jeri.”

Only Mel didn’t know what that implied. In the awkward silence following Jeri cursed herself again for proposing the unjustifiable.

“I need time to think about all this,” Kim finally confessed. “I need to hear all your stories in more detail; get to know you all, either from scratch or after long absences. And you need a week or so of healing yet, Bobby. You need the tender loving care of four solicitous, only occasionally kinky nurses. So let’s put off any big decisions for a bit. Let’s just enjoy each other’s company until you’re healthy enough for you and I to finally consecrate our relationship. After our first intimacy in all this time we can talk about the future.”

Bobby nodded wearily. Handing back the glass, he lay back down. Jeri and Toni shared a rueful smile and a shrug. They took a relaxing drag off their smokes.

“Sounds great to me!” Melanie knocked back the rest of her scotch with winning youthful insouciance. “What’s for dinner then?”


Chapter Thirty-Six

Rewards

The longer they stayed at Harborview, the more Mel wanted to never leave.

Growing up ‘disadvantaged’ in the stultifying center of the plains, she’d never even dreamed of this level of luxury. Two weeks ago splurging meant cutting a boiled frank into her ramen noodles. She was lucky to have the hot water last through a single shower. Here the bathrooms were marble and gold and every tub was a whirlpool spa big enough to swim in.

Then of course there was the swimming pool itself and all the other amenities of a multimillion-dollar mansion. 

Every gourmet meal was literally served on a silver platter. The sheets were all silk and the feather beds ridiculously huge and sumptuous. Every bar was filled with only the best brands of booze and Kim was equally free with her super high-quality weed. 

One hit was enough to get you blitzed and she’d laid out a fat ounce. With that unlimited internet account the clothes Mel had ordered were already arriving, and suddenly she was better dressed than a poor biker chick like her could ever have hoped to expect. Still despite all this, despite suddenly dropping into an unreal world of dazzling wealth and privilege like you only see on TV, it was her companions that made her the most ecstatic.

Bobby was just a darling, a one-in-a-million guy. Nursing him back to health kept her charmed and full of awed admiration. She was the one who’d trimmed his frizzled hair and whiskers, making him sexy as hell once again. Meanwhile Maureen and the rest of the very minimal staff here were all friendly and perfectly courteous. No one talked down to her for being a coarse young rube who’d barely finished high school. 

As for awe and admiration, what could you say about Mistress Kimberly? Her flawless beauty, fabulous body and queenly poise (not to mention ungodly wealth) should have made her unapproachable, or at least an insufferably stuck-up bitch. Yet nothing could be further from the truth. Perhaps because she’d hadn’t been born to such luxury, she hung out with them in completely natural fashion. She laughed and partied and put every video in that netbook up on her incredible home theater. Then she whooped and cheered and praised them endlessly, gleefully reliving their adventures without a hint of pretension. 

And she was so fabulously attractive too! Melanie was shamelessly infatuated and wondering in her lust if the sister might swing. Touring the master suite and its adjuncts – one room filled with outfits and dildos, another with disciplinary tools and toys, she found herself envious of both mistress and slave. The mirror and sling over the incredible bed made her writhe with mad imaginings. Indeed the only flaw in her happiness here was the growing longing that filled her and the awareness that she was in danger of becoming the proverbial fifth wheel.

Everything was still unsettled for now. But if they continued this way, she would soon be sharing space with two committed couples. 

Kim had told her she could stay forever. Yet where did she fit into such a household, especially if Jeri and Toni chose to get married as well? She needed a place and role everyone could be comfortable with, where she could go on having so much fabulous sex and indulging her worship of these awesome older women without making an intrusive nuisance of herself. Already she was uneasy staying in the same suite with Jeri and Toni. 

Of course neither made any indication that she was unwelcome. And they included her sexually as a matter of habit. Their chapter had always been eager and open about such sharing. But she knew her contributions lacked the deeper satisfaction they found in each other – and that Toni had so obviously found with Bobby.

Already subordinate in age and rank (even if the gang was no more) Melanie found herself growing obsequiously eager to please whenever she was intimate with either or particularly both of them. As Toni had noted traveling with Lilli and Jeri, one member of a regular threesome was inevitably going to feel either superfluous or put upon – used dually a bit too hard too often.

Well, better to embrace the latter than succumb to the former. With Boy-toy’s example before her, Mel began to wallow in playing the submissive, encouraging these bulls to use her together ever harder and however and whenever they chose. She even began dreaming further.

While sandwiched in their favorite configuration – face-to-face atop Toni fucking her from below while Jeri hammered her ass from above and behind – she found herself with an un-fucked orifice. How fabulous would it be to have Mistress Kimberly here too, pushing her patrician pussy or another big cock into her mouth? She could even be tonguing Boy-toy, delving in his insatiable entrance or making his poor pierced penis scream. By the time that organ had healed from its burning, stripping and re-imprisonment, and Kim had announced her intention to take him to bed and then decide its fate, Melanie knew what she wanted to ask of the lady of the manse. She just had to approach her prospective mistresses about it first.

While Kim led her naked man to the master suite, the last of the Iowa Devil Dykes went to their own bed. After easing their mutual anxiety in that best way possible, Mel squirmed her petite frame lasciviously between their larger, much more muscular ones. And though she played the coquette she left no doubt of her seriousness.

“Sweet Ginger Brown, I’ve got the most awesome thing going right now! I sure hope nothing fucks it up. Tell me straight, sisters: what’s the best and worst case scenario here? What’s Kim likely to decide and how will it affect us?”

Toni had relaxed considerably since their arrival. Like Mel, she’d been disarmed and encouraged to learn that rich and gorgeous or not, Kim Strauss seemed like just another stand-up sister. Now she pulled and twisted a nipple painfully, hinting that she was indulgent of Mel’s unspoken yearning.

“The worst case is that Kim decides to spend her life fucking anyone and everyone she likes right in front of Bobby, all while keeping him a locked-up impotent virgin. The even worse case is that she gets understandably jealous and resentful of my disapproval of this, and refuses to let me even have his last milking – or anything else to do with him. In that unhappy event I leave here brokenhearted and never return.”

“Wow, that would suck! So what’s the best case?”

This time it was Jeri who answered. Perhaps Toni’s hopes were too poignant to be spoken.

“Best case is that Kim lives up to her promise: that what’s hers is also ours. In this scenario she not only lets us stay here, but shares her slave with us too. 

“Since the lady of the house isn’t interested in breeding herself, she allows Toni to make love to Bobby, who fathers wonderful babies for us to raise. We get to continue doting on and dominating our baby-daddy too. She never makes him watch or take it from another man, and we all live happily ever after together as one big kinky family.”

“Oh, baby, that’s more like it! Well, now that I have a whole new wardrobe, the only thing waiting for me back home is outdated electronics and unpaid bills. And it seems our bike club is pretty much history too. Have we heard any more about what happened after the cops landed?”

“Nope. Lilly and Brennan were both pronounced dead at the scene. There were a number of arrests with charges pending. None of those busted were from our crew. 

“We haven’t heard from Psycho, who was the only one who had this phone number. Either she’s on the run or she’s satisfied with whatever she picked up from Brennan. She’d better be. Anyway, once things settle down we’ll look up Angel and Brandi and see that they get taken care of. Toni says they stayed true and saved us too. Everyone else can piss up a rope.”

“I hear you there, Jer! I just want to nail down my own place in this dream scenario you describe. Even if it’s one of the lowliest in the household, I want to be secure in it. And I want to be like Bobby, and learn to wallow in my fulfillment however I can get it. 

“What I mean is I want to stay here with you guys, and help with the house and the baby. And if Kim does monopolize her property, I’m willing to fill the void there too. 

“I want to be your shared fuck-toy and body slave and even that of Mistress Kimberly if she’s interested. Maybe I can work my way up to apprentice mistress. And maybe I’ll earn my own harem of male and female slaves some day.”

“And maybe you’ll take another ferocious butt-pounding right now,” growled the gorgeously butch brute behind her. “I’m sure it’ll be hours before Kimmy’s done rewarding her Boy-toy enough to get around to us. Why don’t we spend the time seeing just how excitingly submissive of a little bitch you can be?”

Mel yelped delightedly as Jeri rammed back in. Toni was twisting her nipples again, both of them worse than ever! Harborview’s newest slave squealed and writhed and prayed for things to stay just this way until she was seriously old and gray.

***

At long last, it was time for Mistress Kimberly’s reward! 

From fists in the face on the school bus floor to predator and prey on the playground, from spin-the-bottle through a scandalously planned domination date to flaunting her favors for others; from the acceptance of her quest through its every challenge up to the final refinement of the crucible itself, everything had been for this. His Goddess was taking him to her bed at last.

But of course she didn’t take him straight to bed. At the door to the master suite that he had yet to see, she halted and bound black fabric about his brow. Then since his leash had been lost in the ravine she led him by the hand through deep-carpeted darkness to the most opulent bathroom imaginable. Still when the cloth was lifted away, he had eyes for only her.

Kim Strauss was as naked as he was! 

Bodily poetry from top to toe, her every plane and curve, nub and pucker combined to put all the artwork ever created in the pale. The Goddess truly embodied, she swept every experience with demons and dykes and ordinary women effortlessly from Bobby’s awareness. Though he was already rearing in agony (oh his wedding piercings were so much worse than even that betrothal sleeve!), what truly made him tear at those perforations wasn’t her elegant legs, come-hither hips, slender belly or even tits that were somehow even more spectacular than in memory. It was the sight of her own eager erection.

Mistress was not only the feminine godhead personified. She was the hermaphrodite from heaven as well!

The big, exquisitely crafted cock jutting out from her crotch seemed entirely too perfect to be possible. Yet it was beautifully, undeniably, twelve-by-two-inches of penile reality. With no straps or skin-tight latex to explain the illusion, she giggled at his gape.

“It’s called a feeldoe, darling. I’m amazed your lesbian friends haven’t discovered them yet. They’re totally missing out. It’s actually two cocks in one. The inner half holds the outer one perfectly in place and provides the physics for orgasms galore. You know: every action has an equal and opposite reaction. I believe it’s Newton’s Third Law of Motion.

“It’s also the best cure for penis envy ever invented – which I was fucking born with baby! So every day for the rest of our lives as man and wife, I’m going to fuck you with it at least twice – or at least I’ll double-fuck you enough most days to make up for any I might miss. 

“Pegging you will always be the quintessential expression of our passion, husband. Indeed I’m about to peg you right now: fuck you with my wonderful cock and for glorious hours on end. But first I have my own little rituals. I need to get my willingly impotent virgin into the bath.”

From the spit it seemed he’d landed in the stewpot. Whimpering at the agony already distending his supremely sensitive tip, Bobby stepped down into the churning hot bubbles. 

Though even his worst burns had healed by now, he couldn’t help but flinch at that liquid sting. After the fortnight on the road he’d just endured, he moved in a disbelieving daze. Dumbly he followed his owner’s urging through the drifting bubbles, boiling foam and incredible decadence all around. At last she sat him on a cathedra: a half-submerged seat built into the side of the grandiose bath like a potentate’s throne.

“Normally this will be my place, as it will be your job every morning to help with my daily hygiene. You will bathe me and shave me, wash my hair, lotion and massage my body, assist me with my toileting, all my primping and dressing and any other servicing I might require. 

“Won’t that be wonderful? You can provide me with all the comforts and attendance that any court eunuch does his empress, or any meekly shriven subject his divinity. But as I said, that doesn’t begin until tomorrow. Tonight is all for you, my incredibly brave slave. This first night together is our honeymoon, when we do things we may never dream of indulging in again…”

As she so decreed, she joined him. 

Like Venus Mistress Kimberly slipped in the bath and moved toward his humbly slumped form. And thus the paradise Boy-toy had done his utmost to earn descended upon him at last.

More tenderly than anyone yet, his lifelong temptress washed his entire body. Then she shaved his groin, under his arms and even his legs. Without leaving a nick she stripped him smooth and sleekly bare, using an ornate straight razor that made him think regretfully of Toni. 

As much has he loved his favorite trainer, his goddess’ claim would always be primary. Rubbing aftershave lotion into his pubis and balls, Kim giggled at the way his torturously straining penis lifted these up for her kneading touch. Memories of that birthday party…

“I haven’t had these in my hand in ten years. Did you miss it, baby?”

“Oh Goddess, how can you ask?” Bobby groaned.

“Did you dream about me while you made up sexy stories and played with yourself all that otherwise wasted decade?”

“You know I did Mistress Kimberly. Every single day, every time I touched myself.”

“I’m glad. And I’m flattered, darling. I’m gratified you enjoyed all that weenie-wanking, all those convulsive ejaculations, each one jetting so forcefully out of a supremely rigid prick while you obsessed on my sanctified image. 

“It’s good to know you got so much orgasmic satisfaction from just the lonely fantasy of me. Because now you’re going to pay for all that objectification. Now you embark on the intolerably maddening reality that is life in service to Mistress Kimberly.”

Leaving that penis screamingly needy and as erect as it could now possibly get – perhaps a quarter of what he was formerly capable of – Kim drew her nearly deliriously deprived slave off the cathedra and out of the tub.

“Let’s get you dried off, Boy-toy. I want to inspect my property properly before I enjoy it physically for the first time.” 

She allowed him to blot her all over before using the heated Egyptian cotton to do the same to him. Then she ordered him to pose motionless while she circled and studied him. Still she giggled like the wicked little schoolgirl who’d singled him out upon first setting eyes on him.

“I always envied and despised boys growing up. I wanted revenge on them just for being boys, and getting to pummel each other and play football and stuff without getting in trouble. And somehow I knew intuitively how to make one of them my own, how to bind a particularly vulnerable boy to me sexually and psychologically, until the time when I was old enough to do something about all that envy. And I really did make the perfect choice, didn’t I Bobby Strauss? 

“Now that I’m old enough to appreciate men, I can honestly say that you’re a truly lovely specimen – if not exactly the kind I fantasize abound pounding me breathless myself, perhaps. 

“Still you are androgynously attractive to me as both an eagerly willing sissy and a deliberately stunted stud, whatever my current mood might call for. And once we grow your hair back out and get you exercising regularly, you’ll only get more appealing. The last two weeks have toned and toughened you up beautifully – among other things.”

Bobby followed her critically loving gaze. 

This gloated a moment over the stark black tattoo Erica had inked into his now trimmer belly and flank. It frowned at the way the smoking coals and his endless sweat-drippings had turned his innocent virgin’s collar from white to a dingy gray – perhaps that should be replaced. Flitting down to his thigh, it approved of the circular scar the size of a thirty-eight slug prominent now that he had no pelt of hair to obscure it. Jeri’s first real test of him was now her master trainer’s signature. 

Goddess’ judgment also approved of Toni’s equally permanent contribution to his body modification. The rings she’d fitted through his nipples back at the motel were now fused immovably to him thanks to that unanticipated but beautifully challenging slow-roasting. Approval and even gloating were nothing like the wicked delight Mistress Kimberly would always take in her own handiwork though. 

Lingering on the larger gold rings she’d married him with, the glee and degree of smug victory in those shining eyes made Bobby pray to his Goddess that she would at least consent to milk him into a specimen cup once. Nothing in that exultation indicated that she would ever surrender the vengeful pleasure of keeping him an eternally virginal, constantly cuckolded spooge-stooge.

Finally his owner’s eyes traced the five thin lines branded onto him by his ultra-tight trussing. Renewed approval softened that smugness some, paving the way for pride in the way he’d described that ultimate tempering for her. Love and warmth flooded forth as she returned his timid scrutiny. She took his hand with flattering eagerness.

“Come to bed, slave. I command it. We just have a little tour to take on the way.”

From the bathroom fit for Saudi royalty she led him past a mirrored playroom filled with bondage and discipline equipment. Across from this masochist’s fantasy was a wardrobe overflowing with dominatrix costumes. There was an assortment of dildos that dwarfed the combined stashes of Sydney and Naomi for those outfits that didn’t come already equipped, and a palpitating array of lingerie.

Much of this last was clearly for him. The soft and girly ruffles, pastels and ribbons were meant to humiliate as much as titillate. The French maid’s uniforms certainly weren’t delivered to the wrong closet. There was even a complete case of perfectly practical panties. As Goddess led him over to this, Boy-toy saw that it contained an identical five hundred pair of cheap female underwear. His size and made of sturdy, hot pink nylon, he understood the implications instantly. Mistress’ confirmation only made him moan and strain in hopeless pain.

“Put on a pair of these underwear, slave. I will not fuck you until I’ve ripped them into pieces by yanking them up your crack. 

“This will be a ritual for us, and a condition too for anyone else who wants to fuck you: first the wedgying, then the ass-hammering. So do hurry, darling! I can’t wait to relive the way I spent so much of our formative years dominating you – not to mention lose my pegging cherry afterward. I’ve been saving myself for you too, you know.”

Despite his acceptance of impotence if necessary, the pain in his penis demanded Bobby parse every word for hope. He seized on the suggested equivalency in these and donned those panties as swiftly as he could. Of course Kim was just as quick to take advantage of his vulnerability as she’d been two decades ago.

He was just pulling them up; straightening with another moan as the cheap, slick, somehow slutty fabric enclosed his genitals. Immediately she grabbed the back and yanked them up high, purring into his ear as she cut into his rear and pulled him up onto his toes.

“Damn, I’ve missed this! Bullying you was the highlight of my childhood darling. Are you happy to be back in my clutches at last?”

“I’m ecstatic, Mistress!” Bobby gasped. 

Looking down past his ridiculously stretched genitals bulging out through one elastic leg-hole, he saw that Kim had donned spike-heeled boots of rattlesnake skin. These molded her legs to mid-thigh and made her loom a few inches taller than him. Utterly under her power forever he almost swooned with joyous submissiveness. She waggled with her next yank, making him waggle too, and he cried out his desperate excitement.

“That’s good,” she breathed. “Let’s go to bed then. Finally the real bullying can begin!”

Yanking his underwear even higher, she turned him and used this pitiless grip to frog-march him on his tiptoes into the vast master bedroom.

The luckiest slave in all existence saw the entertainment system, the bar, all the sensual artwork; the furniture, furs, and the freestanding circular fireplace. As he’d begged for, the handle of a branding iron jutted from the glowing coals. 

Also circular was the giant bed, and the mirror set in the ceiling above it. As he was jerked naked toward these by the slutty panties bunched up in his crack, he saw the elaborate bondage sling dangling there. The possibilities for sodomy (and cuckolded voyeurism) that this offered made his head swim again and his eternally frustrated maleness stretch and shrill afresh. Then he was propelled under that mad contraption and slammed facedown into luxuriance. 

Bobby landed straddling a cylindrical bolster. Half a meter by two, this was like a log made of firm but soft goose feathers under bark of the slipperiest silk. His crotch clutched it automatically, his ass cocking upward as his Goddess landed atop him.

With a throaty laugh that was nostalgically thrilling beyond description, she got two hands on his underwear, hooking her fingers through both waistband and leg-holes. Then she gave him what he needed, what they both needed: the utterly compulsory foreplay to the kind of female-dominant mistress-sex by which their relationship was always destined to be defined.

Sawing back and forth as she yanked ever harder upward, giggling at first but soon panting with serious passion, she effortlessly subdued the feeble struggles he used only to accentuate his pained, anally evocative, sexually humiliating excitement. Humping that bolster with his squirming, he cried out again as that quasi-orgasmic inner twinge wracked him. 

Savoring his shudders as though he’d truly given up hope of ever again experiencing the real thing, Boy-toy gloried in every instant of the fifteen or so minutes it took his mistress to wrestle and wrench and pitilessly wedge his buttocks apart until the tough, space age fabric of his panties at last tore into pieces. 

As Mistress Kimberly then used the biggest of those pieces to tie his hands together behind him, the frenzy of Boy-toy’s ever-growing arousal made him buck a bit with coltish skittishness. Oh, he needed it so bad! Who was the pegging virgin here anyway? Of course virgin or not, such a congenitally dominant goddess as this was certain to prove an absolute natural…

With his wrists now bound he spread and bowed, lifting up his slut-cunt and presenting himself for penetration more eagerly than ever in his experience. In the past month at least a hundred different women had used him this way: from behind, while he was helpless to resist. And though he knew unprecedented glories lay ahead, when she finally deigned to take him face-to-face like a lover, he still wanted to measure his owner against the experts.

Would her personal passion for him prove more potent than their rapists’ misandry? Would love and esteem bring that special intensity to their coupling that made the most mundane tryst with Toni more fulfilling than a hundred-biker tag-team gang-bang? Had his unrelenting training properly prepared him for the supremely testing kind of sex life that fate and his owner had decreed he must lead? His gorgeous Goddess must have read his mind.

“Now we find out!”

Her fingers rubbed lube on an opening unoccupied since his sacrificial stuffing had been eased free. Toni had done him that favor, though he’d been in a torture-fugue at the time. Now he was healed up, not even abraded a bit: a delightfully tight fit that was rampant for stretching. 

Goddess’ middle finger slid all the way in. An intolerable tease, it smeared and twisted and prodded him toward paradise. He groaned and wanted to beg, but such was superfluous. She pulled it out. Then with no hesitation, no clumsy fumbling or worries about hurting him, Boy-toy’s stern but loving mistress put her prick where her finger had been. The instant its tip kissed him she drove it just as smoothly and irresistibly all the way in.

Her cry of amazed gratification, of decades-delayed consummation easily overtopped his own. But these were familiar mechanics to him by now – though as he’d hoped they were far more impactful. Mistress Kimberly by contrast was just learning for certain what her lesbian friends had known all along.

Sometimes wielding the cock can be ten times as fun as taking it. And if it was a particularly deserving or appreciative guy taking it, it could be a hundred times the fun. Propped above a slave who’d willingly given up everything for her, even his immortal soul, she began plunging her organ of vengeance into his acceptance with a joy and fury of love and punishment that easily surpassed anyone else’s efforts. She took what he offered with proprietary ecstasy, and together they screamed their compatibility.

Never had two lovers been more ideal for each other. Their complementary needs fit this unconventional congress exquisitely. All Bobby’s silly questions were answered in the affirmative and now the heavenly honeymoon could truly commence.

***

She squatted above him and bobbed. She knelt on the bed in her boots and did him doggy-style. She straddled and clutched him with all fours, as if she was the doggy, one of the ones her intervention had saved him from. She lay bodily atop him, squashing him between that bolster and her naked breasts and belly. But however she had him mounted, dominant Mistress Kimberly just kept on thrusting. 

Tirelessly, ruthlessly she rammed her erection ever harder into him. Even after all he’d taken on the way here, from power tools to demons by the dozen, it was still the most exquisitely thrilling, humiliating, rewarding and tormenting glory imaginable. Because it was her doing it.

By the time this incomparable Goddess had stabbed her way to the third climax of her reign, Boy-toy could barely imagine allegiance to any other. Only the reflexive longing to have Toni plumbing his front and Jeri shocking him at the same time reminded him there were surely further orgies to hold out for, and even more glorious wonders in store. 

At last his priceless owner moved to bestow some on him. 

After fucking her property as so many others had done before her (and demonstrating her clear superiority to all), Mistress No-Longer-A-Virgin moved to peg that pet as none had yet. She untied his hands, pulled him off that bolster, and rolled him over and around until his head and shoulders indented its center. 

Slouched supine below the sling and mirror, his limbs completely free, Bobby raised and splayed his legs in the timeless invitation to rut. Still inexhaustibly eager for orgasm, his beloved obliged him in a manner so exalting and demanding that he was like an initiate again himself. Hardly could he have conceived of such incredibly moving intimacy even after all of his rule-bending with Toni.

Kim sat leaning back, slapping her crotch rhythmically into his. Or she crouched before him doing the same, her gorgeous face alight with delight. She flung his legs back over his head and did him on her knees, those artillery-shell tits pointy even at their most jiggly. On all fours again she eclipsed him, that panting visage and fabulous hair between him and the mirror as she loomed just above, lunging inexhaustibly on. In whatever manner Mistress Kimberly kept pegging him Bobby was always looking her straight in the face now. And while the spectacle of her bobbing, dancing, jiggling or dangling breasts was captivating enough to keep his penis screaming, it was being privy to her facial beauty that made sex this way so limitlessly arousing.

Every expression, every tinge of exertion reddening those alabaster cheeks, every curve of those lush lips and especially every flare of emotion enlivening those eyes (love, smugness, pride of possession, and overriding sexual insistence foremost) were all available for his appraisal. Just the sight of his Goddess in her glory as she relentlessly sodomized him filled Boy-toy with as much soaring euphoria as it did frothing gutter-lust. Constant eye contact maximized the inherent humiliation that both found so addictive. And when she at last dropped atop him, crushing him underneath her in the classic missionary position, he’d have sworn heaven could get no better.

Besides the unprecedented paradise of their naked bodies squashed together, that divine visage was now only inches away. The depthless wells of her eyes compelled him. Chestnut tresses draped their communion with silk. Symmetry and perfection millions would pay to see on the big screen was his alone to obsess on. Then she was even kissing him as they fucked, and it seemed his heart would have to burst – or his penis tear free of its piercings. Yet still the rewards kept coming, as permission withheld forever was given between kisses.

“Use your hands on me, baby. Cup my butt and help me fuck. We’re just getting started.”

So it proved. And though he was too timid to touch her breasts uninvited, the hours they spent in each other’s arms – Bobby clutching and caressing that matchless ass and the small of her back while she rocked atop and pounded into him – more than made up for everything he’d endured to earn her. He could have spent eternity just so, treasuring even the endless tearing agony in the most sensitive, highly erogenous spot on his body. His carnal frustration was insanely acute, and he had no other hope of coping with it than sublimation though pain.

After yet another savagely stabbing, gasping and screaming climax, Goddess Kimberly commiserated with his continuous whimpering. Still pegged solidly to the bed, Bobby gazed with crazed reverence up at her giggling.

“My poor property, it’s so hard being fully functional and yet eternally impotent for me, isn’t it? After all this time, instead of pleasure and catharsis, sexual intimacy with me brings you only the opposite. You understand why I must demand this sacrifice though don’t you Bobby darling, my hopelessly devoted subject?”

“Of course my Goddess Kimberly. All of my issues were resolved in the crucible, all my weaknesses annealed. I exist only for you now.”

“That’s gratifying beyond understanding, darling. No wonder I treasure you so much. But just because you must renounce the wasteful excess of ejaculation to properly worship a goddess doesn’t mean that we can’t play…or that exceptions can’t be made…”

The big spike pinning him in place pulled back. Mistress disengaged the peg connecting them. Then she slid down his body to more directly confront what she’d done to him.

As usual she cooed over his terrible distension. 

Interlocking circles of gold and his most sexual flesh kept the tenderest tip of him grotesquely stretched. As a masochist it was her gift that arousal and agony always remain proportional and complementary. Like Toni before her Mistress tested this by tonguing that sensitive nexus. Deliberately she stimulated what Jeri had christened his clit until he needed to weep or scream or tear his hair and flesh with the pain and stress. Unlike Toni however, Goddess Kimberly had the granting of prayers at her command. She had miracles at her fingertips. 

Gold flashed in her grasp like the manipulations of a prestidigitator. Then suddenly the lock opened and for the first time in nearly a month his manhood leaped into complete, exorbitantly celebratory engorgement.

“Oh!” A gasp was all Bobby could manage as intensely sexual agony was suddenly replaced by the prodigious potential ecstasy of that far more universal distension. As he throbbed and swelled and strained toward the slightest possible touch – certain it would bring apotheosis – his unfathomably generous owner smiled beguilingly at him.

“I promised to reward you greatly, darling. And that was before you braved the fires of lesbian cannibal hell for me.

“Now, I had intended to waive the five-year engagement and replace your betrothal sleeve with these wedding rings as part of that reward. Your wonderful Toni rather ensured that I do so by cutting it off you. And while the thought of you fused irrecoverably to my steel by your sacrifice has a certain dark glamour, I’m glad that she did. Because you’ve earned at least one orgasm with me Bobby Strauss – and maybe more. So I’ll give you a choice here. Do you want me to just jack you off now as fast as I can? Or would you rather I tie your genitals all up hard like this and tease and beat and torment them for a good hour or two before I let you come?”

“Oh Goddess, please just make me spurt, I’m so dying for it!”

“Okay darling. Tomorrow I’ll unlock you, tie him off, tease and torture, endlessly beat and suck and titty-fuck him and not let you come. I might just do that every day in fact.” 

Before Bobby could even groan, Mistress Kimberly gripped his supremely rigid shaft and pumped briskly. Immediately he jerked spastically, and the orgasm he’d waited weeks (or his whole life) for convulsed him. 

Incredible ecstasy, relief and release wracked him before he could even properly prepare for it. He cried out almost wretchedly as he ejaculated, watching in disbelief as his owner kept on pumping, holding his still red and swollen tip so that the seed Toni so coveted spurted not into a sterile vial but all over the nipple and aureole and bulb of one incredible breast. Then while he moaned and quivered in too-soon aftermath she shifted dripping back atop him.

“My choice this time: should I let you lick it from me or just smear it in your pretty face? The latter I believe. I really need to see how you look all covered in stud-spunk.”

Already flushed hot, a sick but necessary humiliation flamed in Boy-toy’s face as his owner used that incomparably delectable breast to wipe that noisome spooge all over his cheeks, nose, lips and chin. Of all his dreams of finally getting to touch those breasts, this was not one. He burned even hotter then as she reared up to thrust that other organ into his defiled face.

“Okay cocksucker, suck my cock! Pretend you’re in a cage above my bed, and I’m the massively hung stud that just cuckolded you. I just finished in your face. Let’s see how much gullet-plumbing it takes me to get off and you to get hard again!”

Quailing in distress and revulsion at this hideous prospect, Boy-toy was nevertheless too accomplished of a fellatio virtuoso to service his mistress with anything less than fervid lubriciousness. And he was so addicted to brutal female use that his erection easily returned as ordered by the time his owner had her next orgasm. So his glorious rewarding could continue. 

Panting and becoming beautifully disheveled from her efforts, Mistress Kimberly gripped his stiffness approvingly. She pumped him some with an expert’s evaluation.

“Wonderful! Now that we have the easy one out of the way, now that you’re not about to ruin everything by spurting prematurely, I can even the score between us a little more. 

“You have earned this too my darling – let’s give the devil bitches of the world one less reason to want to sacrifice you again. Though this too is against my original intentions, I really can’t in good conscience not return the favor and relieve you of your own virginity now. 

“Unfortunately this lessens some of your piteous appeal. But even if I never so bless you again, at least from now on you will truly understand what wonders are being denied you.”

Bobby was still sorting this for sense. But then sense ceased to matter. His amazingly desirable wife swung astride his hips. Still holding his erect prick (oh it felt so great to be unencumbered!) she pulled her own from her crotch and set it aside. Gently she rubbed his tender, be-ringed head against her holy opening, collecting chrism. Then she slipped him inside and sank down onto him.

Sheathed to the root in silky wet warmth, Boy-toy warbled a cry of blessed distress. 

Oh Goddess, the sensation was so amazing! For the first time ever – and likely the last – his reproductive organ was squeezed inside the body of another member of his species. Just such a simple genetic success added to so much insane stimulation made him want to detonate with love, joy, gratitude and scandalously selfish accomplishment. 

He wasn’t going to die a cock-locked virgin after all! Hooray for him!

Still the awareness that this ecstasy was limited, that he was being gifted and rewarded and incomprehensibly honored so just this once made him frantic to savor every nuance of the experience. Gazing worshipfully up at the Goddess so unbelievably socketed atop him, he blessed her for more things than he could ever express – but particularly for expediently jerking him off earlier. Otherwise he’d have indeed spurted and spoiled everything already.

“Do you like this, Boy-toy? Is being inside my pussy as nice as you always dreamed it would be? Is it worth what you’ve endured for me, and everything else you still must?”

“This is the pinnacle of my existence, Mistress. Thank you from the bottom of my heart. You own my soul forever and I will always love you fanatically no matter what.”

“I’m glad, my darling. I love you too. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted in a spousal slave – and so much more. Let’s see if we can celebrate this once-in-a-lifetime occasion by taking it slow and sweet and leisurely and eventually climaxing together.”

Nude but for those boots, the most attractive woman in the world began rocking atop him. Smiling indescribably, she slowly pumped her hips. Pushing forward until she was fully impaled, she paused occasionally while the superbly adept sheath that gripped him clenched in undulating waves, making him shiver with ecstasy each time.

Even had Toni been riding his prick rather than a rubber substitute, he doubted she had tricks like that in her repertoire. And though the intimacy of their illicit simulation had been unbelievably moving, their kissing and her hard little breasts with their big be-ringed nipples in his face paradisiacal, there was really no comparison to this. Whether truly a Goddess or not, Mistress Kimberly was as close as any sexual being was likely to meet. And she was deliberately lavishing him with the most unforgettable erotic indulgence.

Again she permitted his hands on her hips, on her bunching haunches and desperately sexy lumbar curve. Again the breasts that had obsessed him since long before prom night were displayed right in his face, their jiggling reconfiguring ever-captivating. Sitting back with squared shoulders thrusting them out or leaning in to dangle them above him as her pace began to sedately accelerate they continuously took his breath away. When she chose to vertically pogo, they bounced about like fruit on a bough, just out of reach of the hopeless starveling. Then suddenly famine turned to feast with an abruptness that might have caused a cardiac infarction.

Without warning Kim dropped forward and buried his cheeks in cleavage. Even as she squeezed him with her undulating cunt, she twisted like an odalisque, slapping and squashing those matchless tits against his captive countenance.

Conical nipples scraped his skin, breaking the glaze of smeared semen dried there. Fatty-but-firm bulbs battered him, brushing off that clinging crust. A million teenage fantasies were realized or superseded, a rampant male breast fixation generously indulged. Boy-toy soared unmoored toward nirvana. Just before an apoplexy of excitement might have slain him though, that smothering wonderment at last drew back. Rhythm returned latitudinal and increased again. 

Tossing that spectacular banner of hair, flushed and avid despite her avowed preference for more robust specimens, Mistress Kimberly grinned and bore down. Even in her glad abandon she was carefully calibrating her pace to what she felt he could take. Drawing his nuptial defloration out as long as possible she altered technique repeatedly, yet always kept nudging the urgency upward. And as she rode him relentlessly on the Goddess soon granted yet another fantasy: at last allowing her always-respectful subject to paw and grope those boobs like a clueless boor too. 

Finally the pain of that after-prom party was assuaged! For as long as their measured crescendo lasted, Bobby was either worshipfully fondling her, gasping madly as she returned to aggressively slap-smothering him or just gazing rapt at the gelatinous dance of the most enticing tits on the planet. 

Ever the pace accelerated though. And if it was ten minutes or two hours that his owner showed him what only the most exemplary of utterly selfless service might someday earn him again, it seemed a fleeting eon to the unleashed male. Wallowing in his natural sexual function at last was almost too poignant. 

Mistress was cruelly insightful. Truly now knowing what he’d been missing (and soon might be for the rest of his life) made enduring all he suffered in its place more appalling (and daunting) by far. Yet that was all the more reason to appreciate the moment. Copulating like this even once with such a deity was surely worth eternity in any pit of fire.

Alas, though he may have lost track of time during each ordeal, the reward couldn’t have lasted much longer than the roasting that earned it. 

Nearly as lost in a delirium of arousal as he’d been to excruciation then, Bobby soared to as transcendent a rapture as ever. But finally Mistress Kimberly’s hands intercepted his as they clutched desperately for her bounty again. She twined their fingers together and fell forward, spreading his arms wide as she pinned them to the sides. Crushing him helplessly into bolster and bed, she locked lips with him even as her hips quickened their already frantic jerking.

Rocked and stropped in slippery hotness, exquisitely rigid after so much deranged frustration, Boy-toy’s inexperienced manhood exulted insanely. Mistress Kimberly’s tongue was equally warm and slippery, driving aggressively in to rout his mouth even as her cunt conspired to coax forth this honeymoon’s second, even more rewarding orgasm. 

Valiantly he managed to restrain this ultimate apotheosis until his Goddess was first wracked by her own climactic spasms. After that his derangement had its way with him. 

Wrapping her body in his arms as though he had every right, Bobby Strauss clutched this Supreme Being tightly to him even as his bridging hips lifted her. As she’d intended they ejaculated in tandem; whatever scanty pearls were still hoarded in his family jewels shooting deliriously toward her womb. Gripping lips and tangled tongues tore apart then, and their snatched breaths turned immediately into screams as man and wife, mistress and slave finally truly consummated their lifelong dalliance. 

Now at last the next fifty or so years of heaven (and the eternity of incorporeal custody beyond) could begin!

Epilogue

Happily Ever After

Midnight had come and gone and they were all wrecked on way too much chronic. They’d killed a few bottles of exquisite vintage too. They’d wallowed in no little energy expenditure and were temporarily out of breath. No one considered crashing though. Matters of great moment were still at hand.

At foot was new slave Melanie. 

Hogtied with stockings she’d unwrapped just that afternoon, dildos stuffing both her lower holes, she was attempting to prove just as proficient as Bobby at tongue-bathing feet and sucking on toes. Her enthusiasm undimmed by the brutal and degrading ways they’d been testing her resolve over the past few hours, she continued to show the sincerity of her ambition – and provide a priceless distraction. Toni didn’t know how they could have possibly coped with the suspense so far without her. 

Half a house away their entire future was being determined. 

Left to themselves, she and Jeri would have been too anxious to do anything but obsess about it and make each other ever more nervous. With Mel insisting on auditioning for her new role though, they suddenly had quite a party going on. Jeri seemed to think so too, as she recovered from her latest pitiless hammering of their obliging young bitch. Wearing only her strap-on, she heaved herself off the bed.

“I’m going for another bottle of wine. If I don’t come back, it’s because I’m raping an impertinent security guard.”

“Hold on!” 

A sudden buzzing hit Toni like a zap from Erica’s old shock-wand. 

Along with all her other generosities, Kim had given them each a new state of the art smart phone. Now hers was vibrating. Only two people not in this room had the number. And one of those was almost certainly tied up.

“Kim?”

“Hello Toni. I’m sorry to keep you all waiting. Would you like to come and join us?”

“Just give us a second to get decent.”

“You’re the most decent people I know. Just come as you are. It’s nothing I haven’t seen on video, right? And I certainly don’t want to interrupt anyone’s fun.”

“You got it, girl!”

Toni hung up. 

“Mistress Kimberly has invited us to the master suite. She insists we come just as we are. Shall we carry the new slave there, or drag her by her hair?”

“I can do better than either!” 

Jeri pushed over a trolley used to transport some of the many packages delivered to this suite in the past week. She plucked the little shopaholic right off the bed and deposited her on it. Sticking a third dildo into her giggling mouth, she wheeled the naked, hogtied sprite toward the door that Toni was already holding open.

Unconcerned with security cameras, they hurried unmolested through the huge, seemingly empty mansion. 

The doors to the master suite stood ajar. As they pushed them cautiously wider and rolled their triple-stuffed slut inside, Kim greeted them with a gleam of appreciative relish – and little more clothing than they wore. 

Her kickass boots devastatingly accentuated the feminine perfection of the rest of her. Seemingly magically attached, her big, shockingly realistic cock likewise emphasized those elegant lines and eye-popping curves. Yet if Toni was only wowed, Melanie goggled and moaned worshipfully up at her, squirming in doe-eyed offering.

Welcoming them in with an offer of drinks, the mistress of the mansion moved to get these. Revealed as they entered further was the disposition of the other naked slave – the one who’d inspired so much hatred, danger, treachery, and her own reappraisal, love, esteem and ever more desperate heroism on the way here. 

This was the guy who’d won her heart despite already belonging to another, mused hopelessly devoted Toni. Limitless love and loss and desperate trepidation made that heart squeeze painfully within her – though Boy-toy certainly looked happy enough finally ensconced here in his fabulous new home.

Ring-gagged as he’d been so often on the way out here, Mistress Kimberly’s slave now wore black leather blinders hiding his eyes. Wrists linked to ankles, he dangled from elbows bound together behind him, and from black straps that conspired with gravity to split his proffered-up hindquarters ever wider. 

Suspended swaybacked between the ceiling mirror and all the whips scattered over that sybaritic bed, he was obviously as eager as ever to be of service to the superior gender. Drooping lowest of all though, Toni spied the crucial difference in his genitals.

While as pitilessly locked up as ever, these were quiescent for once. 

Rather than throb and swell and pull angrily at ever-redder flesh, they rested as if finally at peace – or at least accorded a temporary relief. Not even the certain excruciation of the calligraphic ‘K’ freshly branded onto his balls had Bobby attempting to erect.

Moving closer, Toni wanted to ask him if he’d finally gotten what he needed out of his staggeringly selfless quest. She wanted to know if he could honestly live with hanging there in horribly degraded, hopelessly impotent cuckoldry for the rest of his days if he had to. But then she heard Kim behind her.

“Don’t worry, girlfriend. He’s had his reward for enduring the fire for me.” 

Toni turned, and accepted the glass of liquor handed her. 

Up close the mistress’ spectacular beauty was more dazzling than ever, even a bit intimidating. Yet it was still the imploring of a grateful, would-be intimate in her smile. 

“He’s in heaven, believe me. And now it’s your turn – all three of you of course, but especially you, Toni. Hear what I’ve decided and choose your course accordingly.”

She handed Jeri her drink too, then stooped down to stroke Melanie’s cheek affectionately.

“First, I should tell you that I’ve heard from Edgar’s people. 

“As much as he came to hate me, it seems he hadn’t yet got around to revising his will. That means that once the government and the various banks take their bites, everything he owned will become mine – yachts, real estate, Swiss and Cayman accounts, expertly sheltered long-term investments, the whole works. So in addition to saving the love of my life and delivering him so splendidly trained for me, you guys have managed to increase my already scandalous wealth by a factor of at least ten. Well done.”

She raised her glass to them and drank.

“So as I promised, you three are free to stay here with me (or at any of my other properties) indefinitely. You’ll all have unlimited credit for life. I currently have more treasure than we could ever hope to spend together – though it might be outrageous fun to try. 

“We could buy a private tropical island, for example, our own triple-x fetish clubs in the Caribbean, the Combat Zone or the Tenderloin District, and a customized jet to take us comfortably between here and there and everywhere else…

“If that doesn’t appeal to you, or you just can’t stand the sight of me, anyone can of course take off at any time. And you can take five million dollars with you, free and clear, no questions asked or arguments raised. 

“You can have it right now if you want. We’ll go to the computer and open an account at the bank of your choice. But of course I’m hoping instead that you’ll agree to stay here with me, and help me embark on some better-than-ever new adventures.”

Kim tousled Melanie’s hair and cast a meaningful grin at Bobby.

“All those thrilling videos you guys made have turned me seriously bi-curious. I want to join in on these awesome foursomes and wonderful torture orgies you’ve all been enjoying. I want to explore the love of women as well as men. So not only is my home and money at your disposal, but it looks like I’ll be sharing my body and bed and my beloved slave too with whoever cares to join me here. Which brings us at last to the crux of the matter, doesn’t it – the nature of the relationships we’re going to have?”

She turned to Jeri.

“You want me to refrain from degrading Boy-toy with other men. No open cuckoldry or unwilling homosexuality, in other words.” She looked over at Toni, who felt herself teetering on some terrifying inner precipice. “And you want my Bobby’s baby. One of you asks I give up my maddest fantasy, while the other wants a permanent piece of my man.”

While Toni almost shattered her glass with the fist-gripping tension, Kim climbed onto the bed to pet the blindfolded head of the property in question.

“I owe you both so much – more than I could ever possibly repay, as I’ve stated again and again. But I could never live without fucking other men. Casual sex with beautifully built, hugely hung young studs is just too enticing to resist. I’m just too hot to not make the most of it. Bobby knows and accepts this about me. So here is what I’ll do.

“Whenever I feel that overpowering need for more virile man-meat, I will dismiss my slave until I’m finished discreetly sating it. I will spare him watching and participating and send him instead to you, Mistress Toni. And I will turn over the key to his penis at the same time. 

“While I’m scratching my occasional Adonis itch, you two can make love all you like and try for as many children as you want. Lord knows we can afford them, and have room enough here for over a hundred. And if you have trouble kindling, we certainly have more than enough money for the best fertility treatments too. 

“You’re right; I’m not interesting in childbearing myself. I’d rather avoid that kind of pain and responsibility – not to mention keep my figure the way it is. But I’m intensely flattered for my slave that you want this, Toni. I think it’s a beautiful testament to you both and an appropriate recompense for thrice saving his life at such great risk to your own. 

“I wouldn’t have a husband at all without you. So this is truly the only just thing to do. Plus it will pay me back for cheating on him, even if I refrain from rubbing it in his face. Once again it means I have to tweak my original intentions though.” 

While Toni was trying not to faint with relief and suddenly weeping helplessly with joy (the first time she’d cried since prison, oh my), Mistress Kimberly reached in between bed and bitch with a riding crop. Lovingly her leather tongue hefted and caressed those branded, pierced, ringed and locked-down genitals.

“I’ll have to break down and ride this boy myself once every few years or so – or at least allow him the occasional orgasm under torture. If the only times he ever ejaculates or gets laid is with you, while I’m off fucking somebody else, he might develop unwelcome attitudes. Then I’d have to throw the key away entirely, or watch him destroy it. But I don’t think that will be a problem. Do I understand you guys are getting married too?”

“That’s right!” Jeri clinked Toni’s glass and beamed at her through the persistent blur of her tears. “And as you see, we already have our own little slave to share!”

“Bravo!” Kim cried. “Congratulations, all three of you! Well, maybe before long it will be like we’re all married to each other here: free love in the lap of luxury. I would consider that fantastic, even better than Jeri’s original suggestion. Are we in agreement then, wives?”

“Hell yeah!” Jeri crowed. 

Her brawny arm encircled and supported Toni as she nodded fervently and blubbered on. The two slaves signaled their delight too. 

Deeply dimpled Melanie twisted wildly on her little dolly, her blue eyes shining like sapphires in all her super-excited stuffing. Boy-toy writhed about in his helpless suspension as well, a dozen familiar nonverbal signals communicating what his covered eyes and locked open mouth could not: his ecstatic joy at having every last wish granted.

“Here’s to it!” Jeri was clinking their glasses together again. Kim joined eagerly in. 

They saluted each other and tossed back the rest of those celebratory brandies. Jeri kissed her, turned and kissed Kim, and then Toni kissed that gorgeous, generous goddess too. All three of them kissed – and kissed and kissed and kissed again. Someone was seriously bi-curious indeed! It reminded Toni of herself once upon a time, in far less felicitous circumstances. At last that heavily breathing beauty pulled back and grinned.

“Well, if we’re all going to be married to each other, perhaps you ladies would care to join the honeymoon. I’d love to introduce you to the greatest cure for penis envy ever invented. Then maybe we can put some of those videos you made to shame!”

“Hear, hear, dear!” 

Once again weeping but laughing now too, Toni knew exactly how her best guy felt. 

Her every wish had been granted and more. And now they could all live happily ever after!
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