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Chapter I

Birth of An Idea

 

Horatio Hornblower Ainsworth, a name feared in the business world, and one chosen by his mother who was in love with the books of C.S. Forester, paused in his work to take a sip of brandy from the snifter on the nightstand.  The liquor warmed his mouth and traced a path down his throat that was most pleasing.  Picking up the belt again, he approached the woman kneeling in the middle of the huge bedroom, her knees sinking into the plush burgundy carpet.  The pretty blonde’s head was touching the floor, which placed her rump sticking up in the air.  She was, of course, completely naked and her wrists were crossed behind her back and bound that way with white rope.  Her eyes were closed and her body tense as it awaited the next blow.

Smack!  The belt impacted against bare flesh.  The young woman gave out with a squeal and fell to her side.  Her fingers stretched down towards the forming red mark, but were not quite able to reach that far.

“Oh, you didn’t tell me it would hurt so much!” she said, blinking away the first of the many tears to come.

“It is supposed to hurt,” he chided in his Upper Class British Aristocracy tones.  “That is the purpose.  Now get back on your knees.”

The very pretty woman, whose name was Patricia, struggled to regain her kneeling position.  With a backward glance filled with trepidation, she lowered her head to the floor and presented her now not so pristine flesh.  Horace viewed the red mark left by the belt, and sighed.  It was so wonderful to see such pain and hear the cries of the tormented.  He swung again.  This time it was greeted by a louder cry and the girl again falling to the floor.

“You really must try harder to stay upright,” he told her.  “How can I get a steady rhythm going if I have to wait each time for you to get up?”

Not liking the term “steady rhythm”, she nevertheless regained her kneeling position.  He delighted to see that her muscles were all tense, anticipating the coming blow.

He let her stew for a few long seconds, just enough so that she began to relax those pleasing muscles, then cut loose with the hardest blow of all – yet.

The cry issuing from her lips was most satisfying.  She wobbled to one side but managed – just – to keep her balance.  Her head, which had jerked up, was planted again on the soft carpet.  Tears began to flow down her cheeks.

Patricia, one of secretaries in his main company, might have had only average sized breasts and lacking the degree of firmness he preferred, but she still possessed a wonderful round and full ass plus a nice set of legs to match.  He had enjoyed watching her prancing around the offices in those short skirts that had gone out of style years ago but still displayed her shapely legs to the best.

One afternoon, he called her into his office and made a direct and simple proposition: would she go to bed with him – for a big bonus in cash?

The young lady looked over the CEO of the very big company, noting the fine, muscular shape filling out his shirt and the deep blue eyes of the forty-two year old man.  The slight touch of gray at the temples only made him look more distinguished, she thought.  And the amount he named was equal to two month’s pay at her wages.  She accepted and, at his prompting, promised not to say a word about the arrangement to anyone.

Walking back to her desk, Patricia wondered about how quickly she had prostituted herself.  But the thought of all that money, and times being hard financially, soothed her conscience.  The fact that she had just broken up with her boyfriend over his drinking problem helped.  She wondered what sex with the boss would be like.

Horace took her out to a nice dinner at a restaurant that she could never have afforded on a secretary’s salary, treated her to just enough wine to relax her, and then drove her to his palatial estate, called “Briarwoods”.

By the time he had her in his bedroom, she was actually looking forward to a little lovemaking with a not unhandsome man.  Following his orders, she removed all her clothing, but when she approached him with the intent of putting her arms around him and kissing him, he held one finger up and ordered her to stop.  He then took a length of rope from the nightstand drawer and told her to turn around.

“None of that kinky stuff!” she protested, but rather mildly.  “You won’t hurt me, will you?”

He was binding her wrists behind her.  “Not much,” he told her.  But by then the wrists were wrapped in rope that was being knotted.  It was a little late to back out.  Besides, Patricia was a little nervous but not really scared.  Being a modern lass, she was aware of many kinky activities being popular in this enlightened age.

When he ordered her to kneel down and put her head on the carpet, she wondered if he was going to screw her in the ass.  She was a virgin to that type of sex, but had heard from friends mixed feelings about the act.  Some said it was degrading and hurt; others said that it was incredible and enjoyable.  She figured she was about to find out.

When the first lash struck her bottom, she found out that he was not intent on sodomy but on sadism.  She protested, but did not demand to be released.  He had not yet paid her, after all, and might not if she backed out.  So she struggled back to her knees and prayed that he would not hurt her too much.

With the strokes coming regularly, she became used to each burst of pain.  Not liking it, but realizing that it could be worse, probably much worse, she braced herself to endure, suspecting, with her female intuition, that sooner or later he would be excited enough to want to use her body in a more normal way.

She was, of course, correct in that assumption.  After sixteen blows on her ass, and the whole area having turned a pleasing shade of red, he tossed aside the belt and knelt behind her.  But only after removing his pants and underwear, of course.  She was busy crying and did not see him approaching her rear.  She felt his hands on her hips, holding her in position.  Before she could wonder what was happening, he was thrusting into her, and there was no doubt that she was ready for it.

Taking his time, unlike some of her boyfriends who made short work of the sex act, he moved slowly and steadily, driving deep and letting her excitement build up until she was matching his movements.

Just as he gauged the time was right, he squeezed his fingers into her ass cheeks, deeply and hard.  The grabbing of that sore, overly sensitized flesh sent fresh pains shooting into her, but instead of cooling her ardor, it drove her crashing into what was probably the finest climax she had ever experienced.  She moaned loudly, clenched her hands into fists, and her muscles gripped at him.

The climax lasted a long time, enough so that she was still feeling aftershocks when he too reached his peak.

All in all, as she lay on the carpet shivering from the pleasure, it was well worth the pain in her ass for such a fine experience.  She curled up into a ball and allowed her mind to wander away in the warm afterglow.

Horace replaced his pants and sat on the bed, sipping his brandy contentedly.  When Patricia came around, he told her to crawl over to him and kneel before him.  She obeyed, wondering if more was coming in this little game.  But he only opened the nightstand drawer and withdrew a neatly banded batch of large denomination currency.  Telling her to open her mouth, he inserted the stack of bills in and told her to hold it there.

Only then did he walk around behind her and untie her wrists.  There were some red marks and small indentations left by the ropes, but they had begun to fade already and he knew, from much experience, that there would be no rope burns.  He had tied her wrists tightly enough so that they could not twist or turn under the ropes, which was the main cause of rope burns.

Once free, she stood and removed the money from her mouth.  Her eyes widened when she saw how much he had paid her.  It was even more than he had promised – enough for her to purchase a new car if she wished.  Well, not a very expensive car, but a brand new one, nevertheless.

Holding the bills in her hand, she threw her arms around him and kissed him gratefully.

“Anytime you want to do that again…” she whispered.  “Anytime…”

 






  








 

Chapter II

Afterwards

 

“Was she a nice fuck?”

The person asking the question of Matilda Ainsworth, wife of the aforementioned Horace Ainsworth and a very understanding woman.

“Actually, she was,” he replied as he began undressing for bed.  Matilda was already under the covers, only part of her showing above the sheet as she lay propped up on her pillow.

It was an amusing point that she always referred to his having sex with another woman by that extremely vulgar term, while using “love making” when referring to their own sexual activities.  Which was always in the past tense since they had not engaged in intercourse for several years.  A medical problem and the subsequent operations had left her unable to enjoy an orgasm.  Indeed, even the act of trying was painful for her.  Still, instead of being bitter about it, she stated that she was happy to have survived and wished with all her heart that her husband not be denied the joys of sex for the rest of his life.

It was an unspoken understanding between them that he was free to engage in sex with any and all women he wished, but that he not fall in love with any – save for Matilda, of course.  It was an arrangement and an understanding that worked well for both of them.

“You whipped her, didn’t you?”

“Well, hardly a real whipping, dear.  I only used a belt and not a real whip.”

“I heard her screaming all the way to the den, darling, while I was watching Masterpiece Theater.”

“I must have left the door open then.  She as not really screaming, just giving audio testimony to the small amount of pain I was administering to her bare ass.”

Putting aside the book she had been reading, she added, “You took a shower afterwards?”

“Of course, don’t I always?”

It was a particular quirk of his wife’s that he not come to their bed with any possible bodily fluids upon him from another woman.  Not even the smell of another woman would be tolerated.  Which did not bother Horace, who felt that a thorough cleansing after sex was a good idea; very civilized, after all.

“It was very smart of you to purchase a house with the servant quarters separate from the main house.  Having them over the garage is far preferable to having them living in the same building as us, don’t you think?  Don’t want them knowing about your little peccadilloes, do we?”

She was referring, of course, to his preference for kinky sex, bondage and discipline, and such.

“Of course not, dear,” he said as he leaned over to give her a gentle, loving kiss on the cheek.

“By the way, darling, the holidays are coming up.  Have you decided on a present for our daughter?”

“No, I have been busy and really haven’t had time to give it much thought.”

“Well, perhaps you could get her a new girlfriend.  I understand that she broke up with that Linda girl.  I never liked her.  She was too much of a tart for my taste.”

“Yes, dear.  Linda was a bit rough around the edges.  Well, I’ll think about it.”

 

* * * * *

 

Athena Matilda Anisworth, a name much feared in the world of high fashion, was dressing down an employee with verbal abuse that made the young woman cringe.  At issue was a minor mistake the woman had made, something that an understanding boss would simply have treated with a word of advice and mild caution not to repeat it.

The scene was her office on the top floor of a Regent Street building owned by her father and which housed her fashion company, “Trends by Athena”, and only a stone’s throw from Prada.  Said office was a model of modern design, all glass and chrome and black walls and carpet.  A painting by one of the new “steampunk” artists adorned the back wall, a huge red on white intricate pattern looking very much like the artist had just thrown a bucket of red paint over a crude drawing of a naked woman on the canvas.

From behind her table tennis sized desk, she leaned back in her thickly padded, black leather chair, crossed her shapely legs and made a tent of her fingers.

“Any more crap like that and I’ll see to it that you never work in this industry again!”

The sweet and innocent young woman with short cropped blonde hair and large gold hoop earrings, was on the verge of tears.

“Now get out of my sight.”

The girl hurried out, never noticing the wicked smile on Athena’s face.  She would have rather taken a whip to the girl’s ass, but such discipline was frowned upon in modern companies – more’s the pity.  Besides, this girl was a little too skinny for Athena’s taste.

After graduation from an expensive and totally worthless college, Athena was given a choice of businesses in which to learn of the business world.  Horace, having no other offspring, intended for her to one day take over his vast publishing empire, and knew that she had better stop her jet-setting around the world and settle down to learning what would be necessary to run such a giant corporation.

So it was that he financed a startup fashion company for her, pouring a lot of money into it from the beginning.  It would be a test as well as a learning experience.  If Trends by Athena succeeded under her leadership, he would know that he was safe in one day turning over the reins of his vast financial empire to her.  If she failed…  Well, he would have to make other plans.  It was too bad that his wife was unable to provide him with a male heir.

Thus, at the young age of twenty-five, she was the CEO of a multi-million dollar company, and doing fairly well.  Realizing early on that she lacked any talent for fashion designing, she hired the best she could find and worked them hard.

Under normal circumstances, she might have not been so rough on the girl, but she was still seething from being dumped by that bitch Linda.  It had been fun for a while.  She even invited Linda to live with her in her lavish Park Street townhome.  But then the stupid woman decided that Athena was a little too rough in bed and departed for parts unknown.  Good riddance!  Damn bitch!

Athena sighed, and consoled herself with the thought that another woman would come along.  This time she would make sure that it was not only a good looking female who was damned good at the lesbian arts, but one that understood her position – which was kneeling at the feet of her Mistress.

The few male employees in her company all knew better than to hit on the boss.  She was hardcore lesbian, and if they valued their jobs they would bow down and grovel.  At least she paid well.

Maybe, she thought, there was that redhead down in purses.  Nice body, sparkling emerald eyes and, as far as she knew, not dating any boys.  Which was always good, from her point of view.  Yes, maybe she would invite her out for a dinner conference over the new designs for the Paris show.  And then…

 






  








 

Chapter III

Proposition

 

Horace was a man of his word – usually, unless the issue involved business, and then he would do anything to win.  But in this case, he did as he said he would: he thought about what kind of Christmas present to give to his daughter, a young woman who had just about everything and could buy the rest herself.

He had given her a new Jaguar only last year, and so far she had managed not to total it, something she had managed with prior cars.  Clothes?  A trip to some exotic location?  He was about to settle for some jewelry, though she did not really need any more diamonds.

Then he saw one of his employees returning from lunch break and ideas in his mind began to churn as a startling thought hit him.  Thinking about it, a plan formed.  He called that employee into his office that very afternoon.

“Miss Montanari, please sit down,” he said as the slightly nervous young woman entered his office, one no less plush than his daughter’s but more along traditional lines of wood paneled walls, leather and oak desk.  He watched as she walked to a chair and sat down – with, he noted, a nice display of leg.  She was, as he remembered, in possession of a very fine body, one that projected both strength and sensuality.  Those firm, young breasts straining against the blouse, those long, very shapely legs, and that narrow waist, all were a delight to the eye.  Top it with her long, dark hair and eyes, just the slightest olive cast to her skin, and you had a woman both beautiful and exotic.  And sexy as hell.

“Miss Montanari, may I call you Danila?”

“It is my name,” she replied, rather noncommittally.

“You have been with this firm for what, a year and a half?”

“Seventeen months.”

“And your work has been fine.  I have received good reports from your supervisors, so please be at ease.  You are not ‘being called onto the carpet,’ as the saying goes.”

She relaxed slightly and lifted one eyebrow the tiniest bit in question as to why she was there.

“I am going to speak of some personal matters.  I hope you won’t be offended.”

The eyebrow lifted higher.  Undoubtedly she expected him to “hit on her,” as they said.  She was preparing to turn him down, even if it threatened her career.

“How much do you make a year?”

She told him and shifted in her seat.  He was about to offer her money to… To what?  Be a mistress?  A kept woman?  She almost opened her mouth to tell him he need not make the offer when he spoke first.

“How would you like to take a year off for, shall we say, a sabbatical?  Sort of a paid vacation?

“And,” he went on before she could decline, “you will be paid considerably more than you are making now.”  He then named a figure that would equal what she could expect to make in ten years of work.

“Ah, I see in your eyes what you are thinking,” he went on.  “And you are wrong.  Although you are a very beautiful woman, I am not, repeat not, asking you to go to bed with me.”

The frown that had formed on her face began to fade.  “Then what is expected of me?” she asked in a voice that could seduce men by itself.  To call it a sexy voice would be an understatement.

“First let me state a few facts.  You are not married, nor do you have a boyfriend.  In fact, you are a lesbian, are you not?  Oh, don’t bother to deny it.  Please let me continue before you reply.

“To go on.  Your status with regard to men is a well-known fact among those who know you.

“I also see from your personal folder that you were once arrested for prostitution.”

At that, she reacted.  “My status, as you call it, is not a subject for discussion.  Nor is the arrest on my record.  I was young and needed the money very badly for medical bills for my mother.”

“I am aware of the fact surrounding your case,” he went on.  “I know of your need for more money; the medical treatments were expensive.  By the way, I am also aware that they were successful, and your mother returned to Italy where she is currently living in good health, thanks to your help.”

“They why bring that up?”

Those dark eyes were attractive when they flared in anger, he thought.

“In a moment.  Your background was checked out before you came to work here.  I have no objection to your means of obtaining money when you needed it, even if the law sees otherwise.  But tell me, did you like going to bed with men?”

She looked as if she were about to spit on the carpet.  “I hated it.  They were smelly, crude bastards, usually drunk.

“But you did what you had to, right?”

She glared at him and did not reply.

“Nothing wrong with that.  We all do what we have to.  So you were a lesbian even back when you were that young?”

“I do not wish to talk about my private life,” she told him.  “Perhaps I should go.”  She made to rise, but he waved her back to her seat.

“Please hear me out and then you may leave.  I am going to make you a proposition.  Please let me finish the details and then you can decide if you are interested or not.

“I would like to hire your services for one year.  The pay would be…” and again he named an amount that would tempt anyone.  “Your duties will be simple: you will be a slave for my daughter.

“Hold on.  I see you are about to protest.  Let me explain what being a slave entails.  You will be the property of my daughter – her name is Athena, by the way – for that year.  She will be able to do to and with you anything she wants.  You will obey her and not object to anything she wishes.

“My daughter is a lesbian - to the core.  She is also slightly sadistic.  And loves a kinky lifestyle.  No doubt you will often be tied up or chained or whatever.  And often be punished whether you deserve it or not.

“I will, however, guarantee you that you will not be harmed or seriously hurt in any way.  These punishments that my daughter likes to give her girlfriends is more along the lines of spankings and such.  Might entail a few bruises and a sore bottom, but probably nothing worse.

“It is my understanding that she will mostly order you to perform sex acts on and for her.  She is very dominant.  You would have to play a submissive role.

“Now, before you tell me that you can’t do that, please let me inform you that I am aware of your relationship with Marsha Carlyle.  She was willing to talk about it, quite anxious, actually.  She seemed to enjoy describing some of the activities you two engaged in.  I found it a most interesting discussion.”

Danila looked as if she were about to cry.  “I tried to keep that a secret,” she said.  “Damn Marsha.  It is none of your or anyone else’s business.”

“That is true, Danila.  But it does tell me that you are qualified to serve as a… Shall we say, companion? for Athena.

“Do not answer now.  Think about it.  If you decide to accept, the total sum of the money will be deposited in an account in your name upon the first day of your service.  When your year is completed, you will find that it has compounded considerably.  Working for you during that year, so to speak.

“Your first day will be the twenty-fourth of December.  That is two weeks off.

“Think of what you could do with that kind of money,” he added.  “Think of what you could do for your mother.  And employment in this company at least at the level you are now will be available for you when the year is up.”

He folded his fingers and placed his hands on the desk.  “Are there any questions, Danila?”

The dark-haired girl seemed to be struggling inside.  Whether anger or greed or what was hard to tell from her expression.

“You’ve met my daughter, have you not?”

“Twice.”  She paused for a few seconds, before adding, “She is beautiful.  Is she very cruel?”

“Some.  Not being privileged to witness her private life, I cannot say to what extent her passions will take her.  I will promise you that she will not harm you.  Hurt you, yes, but do damage to your body, no.”

Danila rose from the chair and turned to leave.  Immediately she turned back to face him and seemed to be on the verge of speaking, but she bit her lip and departed without another word.

Damn nice looking woman, Horace told himself as she left.  I would love to bed her down myself.  Maybe even mark up that nice ass a little.

But he understood her desire to have nothing to do with men.  Too bad…

 






  








 

Chapter IV

The Christmas Present

 

It was Christmas Eve, and as was the tradition with the Ainsworth’s, the whole family was gathered for a formal dinner followed by the opening of presents with the family around the fireplace and decorated tree.  This marked the twenty-fourth such event since the birth of Athena.  What puzzled the youngest Ainsworth, however, was the lack of a gaily wrapped present under the tree for her.  Matilda received the keys to a new Mercedes Benz, her old one being four years out of date, and one simply must keep up with appearances.  From Athena, she received a diamond bracelet.  Although Matilda already had enough diamonds and such to equip a whole squad of princesses, she thanked Athena sincerely.

Horace, being a rather wealthy man, only got token presents from the two women in his life, but he was perfectly satisfied with that.  When you can buy anything – repeat anything – on a whim, you really do not care much about the cost of the gift; you care about the giver.

Those aforementioned presents having been opened, Athena was frowning.

“I suppose that you’re wondering what our present to you is this year,” her father said as he swirled the brandy in his snifter.  A faint smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.  “Well, if you’ll come with me, I’ll show you.”

Putting down his brandy, he headed towards the entrance to the library, holding out his hand as a gesture for Athena to follow.  Matilda stayed in her seat with a smile on her face.

The library was dark, and when Horace switched on the lights, it took Athena a few seconds to take in what was in the room.  In addition to the numerous bookshelves, comfortable reading chairs, coffee tables and a fireplace, there was a woman.  Athena, immediately taking an interest, approached the woman.

The first item that struck her was that the woman was topless and was displaying a very nice set of breasts – young and firm and large enough without being overly so.  Second item she noticed was that the woman was quite beautiful.  The long black hair, the dark eyes and the slight Mediterranean cast to her features and skin tone suggested her ancestry was derived from somewhere in Italy.  Item three: the woman was not speaking because someone had put a chain gag through her mouth.  It was simply a small length of chain, large enough to push the tongue down and tight enough to just begin to cut into the corners of the mouth.  Athena knew that the woman could make noises, and even, perhaps, form misshapen but intelligible words, but that gag would make speech difficult.  It was also the type of gag that one would use not only to quiet speech, but also to punish the wearer with its discomfort.

It was upon seeing the gag that Athena noted the woman, who was sitting calmly on the edge of a chair, was holding her arms behind her.  A quick glance confirmed what Athena had suspected: her arms were bound, in this case with two pair of handcuffs, one on the wrists and one on the arms just above the elbows.

To fill in the rest of the scene: the woman was wearing a pair of hot pants, very short, very tight black velvet and, along with the pantyhose, displaying her nice legs very well.  Another pair of handcuffs was locked upon her ankles, which helped to explain why the shackled woman had not simply gotten up and walked away.

Athena studied the woman’s eyes for a while.  She saw intelligence there, an awareness of her helpless condition, and, just perhaps, a tinge of fear.  At least, this woman was a bit nervous, the taut status of her nipples attested to that.  Fear does that to a woman’s nipples.

Once she had taken in the full scene of the lovely young woman and her restraints, Athena turned to her father and lifted one eyebrow in question.

“She is yours,” he told her, trying to hold in his amusement at her puzzled expression.  “I mean that literally.  I am giving you possession of this young woman as a slave.  You may do with her as you wish.  But,” he lifted a warning finger, “you will not harm her and, at the end of her contract, she will be set free.  That will take place on this date next year.”

The frown was turning into a smile on Athena’s face.  “You mean anything?” she said.  Then she turned her attention back to the woman.  Reaching out, she touched the left breasts lightly, playing with the taut nipple with her fingers.  Immediately the woman who had been labeled a “slave,” reacted.  But instead of backing away from the touch, she leaned forward as if eager for more.  Athena saw in her eyes what she wanted to see: lust.  This was undoubtedly a lesbian.  Or a damned good actress/whore.

“I can take her away?” Athena asked.  “For a whole year?”

“That is what I said.  Your mother and I wanted you to have a present that you would enjoy.”

Athena was not aware that the tip of her tongue was protruding and licking her lips.  Her fingers, which had not left the area of that rigid nipple, took it between thumb and forefinger and squeezed hard enough to make the woman whine.

Aware that she was not alone and should perhaps not display too much sadism to her father, she let go of the rigid flesh and stood back.

“Does she have an apartment or something,” Athena went on, “or can I keep her in my apartment.”

“She is yours.  She is a slavegirl.  You keep her wherever you wish.  You order her to do whatever you want.  You can even punish her – if needed.  But I remind you: no damage is to be done to her.  No whipmarks that won’t fade, no branding, no cutting parts off – you know what I’m talking about.  You can cause her pain but not damage the goods.”

He was looking at Athena but speaking such that the women knew the message was for both of them.

“Her name is Danila, by the way.  But I expect you’ll just call her ‘slave’.”

Athena took the couple steps to reach her father, put her arms around him, and hugged him.  “You are a very understanding father,” she whispered in his ear.  “I will have such fun with her.”

He could sense the tingling excitement within his daughter and smiled.  He was sure that she would have a lot of “fun” with the woman who had signed an unusual employment contract with him.  He just hoped that she would make good his promise to Danila that she would not be harmed.  But then, as Athena turned back to her present, he thought, “What the hell, she’s only a prostitute.  A very highly paid one, but still only a common whore trading her body for money.  If Athena gets rough, it won’t be the end of the world.”

Being the understanding father that he was, he handed the key to the handcuffs and the lock on the chain gag to his daughter, and then left the room to allow her to begin playing with her Christmas present.

 






  








 

Chapter V

First Taste

 

Like a tigress circling prey, Athena walked around the chair on which Danila was sitting.  The slavegirl did not follow her new mistress but kept her stare straight ahead.

Inside, she was excited.  She had been sitting there, enduring both the handcuffs and that chain locked through her mouth for well over two hours.  Probably the worst part was that the library was not heated very well, and she was cold.  But Mr Ainsworth had insisted that she wear very little in the way of clothing, better to impress her new mistress, he had told her, so she simply endured.

There was also the dark.  As he left her to attend to his family dinner, he switched off the lights.  A tiny bit of pale glow seeped in through the windows, mostly light reflected off the thick layer of snow surrounding and clinging to the old house.  So she sat in the dark, awaiting the beginning of a totally new lifestyle that she would have to endure for a whole year.  With the feel of steel around her wrists, arms and ankles, she was very much aware that this captivity had begun.  And, as one would expect, there was a bit of doubt about the wisdom of her decision.  Was she getting into something that she would regret?

Her thoughts kept returning to the large amount of money she had been promised and knew was sitting in an account in her name.  Perhaps, when this was all over, she would return to Italy and help her mother.  The woman’s health was still not the best, and she had gotten Mr Ainsworth to agree to take some of the money and sent a monthly check to her mother – a check equal to her former monthly salary.  Even though it seemed a lot to Danila, it would do little to diminish the total amount available to her once she was freed from that contract he had her sign.

I will be a good slave, she thought to herself.  I will give this woman no reason to punishment me.

Danila, having been a woman who formerly traded her body for money one man at a time, knew that there are men who enjoyed hurting a woman.  Being a lesbian, she also knew that there were woman who enjoyed the same – and often were meaner than a man.  She was fortunate to never have endured anything close to torture, but she knew pain.

On the other side of the coin, she was excited inside, feeling that familiar heat growing between her legs when she was touched by another woman.  This Athena, who she had been cautioned to call “Mistress”, was a very pretty woman with a nice figure of her own: curvy, solid and very sexy.  Danila had to wonder what those breasts would look like when freed of the blouse and bra.  A shiver raced down her spine at the thought of her Mistress naked.  She wondered what her kiss would taste like.

Athena was back in front of the woman she had decided to call “slave” as her father had suggested.  It was so right.  She had playfully called some of her former lovers by that name, but this time it was real, not just a term of endearment.

“Stand up,” she ordered, than added, “slave.”

Slave obeyed, slowly because of her ankles being joined by the handcuffs.

Athena looked her over.  Very nice of dad to have her dressed in so little; it showed off her fine figure.  And those heels!  They were high but not the stilettos she preferred.  With the three inches heels, slave still came a good three inches shorter than Athena.  But then Athena was a tall woman.

Athena wanted to reach out and take this woman in her arms.  She wanted to touch those lovely breasts, stroke those legs and then put her face down on a bed and whip that full ass until it was red all over and she was crying from those deep, dark eyes.  Then she would order slave to perform sexual acts that would go far beyond simply licking and sucking.

The thought occurred to Athena that his slave was not only good for having sex and punishing, but also she could be trained.  Given a whole year, perhaps she could train slave so well that she would not want to leave when next Christmas came around.  That thought caused a surge of power in Athena.  And set for her a task that would be so enjoyable to perform.

She considered using her slave to service the heat growing between her legs. Had not her father left her alone – perhaps just for that purpose?  But the room was too cool for any protracted naked lesbian activities.  Still…

Athena sat on the edge of another chair and spread her legs, pulled up her dress up and lowering her pantyhose.

“Let’s find out if you know what to do,” she told the standing woman.  “Get down her and make me feel good.  And you had better do a good job.”

As she issued the stern orders, Athena was watching the girl’s face to gauge the reaction.  What she saw pleased her.  There was no hint of refusal, not protest in her eyes.  In fact, there was apparently an eagerness to obey.  But then the dark-haired woman shook her head.  It took Athena a moment to realize that slave was not refusing, but indicating that with the chain gag in her mouth it would be impossible for her to comply with the order.

“Kneel down here and I’ll take it off,” Athena told her.

With joined ankles and no hands to help, it was not easy for slave to lower herself.  She actually fell to her knees then had to shuffle up to place herself between the outstretched legs.  Fortunately the carpet was of very thick pile.

She bowed her head so as to present the lock at the back of her neck.  When Athena removed the lock and then the chain, slave could not help but issue a sigh of relief.  She was about to thank her owner but was prevented by a slap on the face.

It was not a hard slap, but it stung a little.

“You will not talk unless told to,” Athena said very sternly.  “And then you will address me as ‘Mistress’.  Got that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” slave said.  Ignoring the stinging on her cheek, she bent over and pushed her face between Athena’s thighs.

At the first touch, Athena stiffened and sucked in a breath.  In the following minutes, Athena’s first impression was confirmed.  Slave did, indeed, not only know how to make lesbian love, she was damned good at it.  Her rhythm was well paced to stimulate just the right amount.  Athena was soon moaning and tilted back with her hips thrust forward and her eyes closed, and it was not long before she reached a very fine climax.  For a minute, her legs lifted and clamped around slave’s head.

With her Mistress still occupied by her pleasure, slave sat back on her heels and waited patiently.  It would have been wonderful where Athena to return the favor and perform the same act upon the burning-with-lust place between slave’s legs.  But she showed no inclination to do so, and slave just sighed and resigned herself to frustration.  Remember your place, she told herself.

Eventually, Athena pulled up her pantyhose and lowered her skirt.  Clothing back in place, and feeling very mellow from good sex, Athena felt like kneeling and taking slave in her arms and kissing her very tenderly.  But she tossed out that thought.  This was not another girlfriend whom she had to keep happy. No, this was a slave.  She did not have to pay the slightest attention to slave’s needs or wants.  And that freedom to consider only her own desires exhilarated Athena.  What a wonderful feeling!

She did, however, kneel before slave, but it was only to place that chain gag back in and lock it.  The chain was now cutting into the sides of slave’s mouth more than when Horace had originally locked it.  Athena smiled and patted slave’s cheek, the same one she had slapped a short time before.

“You’re good,” she told slave.  “Very good.  But I’ll train you to be better.”

She rose and headed for the door.  Before leaving, she switched off the lights.

In the dark, filled with frustration, slave shifted over to sitting on the carpet and leaning against a chair.  She sighed and waited.  Just as a good slavegirl should.

 






  







 

Chapter VI

Good Morning, slave

 

It was late when Athena returned to her Christmas Present and put it away for the night.  There was no way she was going to drive back to London that late on a snowy night, plus she had planned to stay for all of Christmas day itself.

Athena had long been aware of her father’s propensity towards bondage and the administration of a certain amount of pain to go along with his sexual activities.  Not, of course, on a personal basis.  No, Horace would never have indulged in his “hobbies” with his own daughter; that was simply not done.  But, being the normal sneaky and curious young girl, she had spied upon him and observed him giving money to a well-spanked young woman on more than one occasion.  When challenged with this, he simply said that it was the way he liked things, and, yes, Athena’s mother knew about it and approved.

She could have left slave in the library.  With those handcuffs on her arms and feet, she certainly was not going to get very far or fast.  Had Athena chosen to do that, she was sure she would find slave curled up in one of the chairs, a bit cold and stiff in the morning but still present and still her slave.  She chose, instead, to take the dark-haired woman to her bed, something that was not an unusual activity, even on that holiday eve.  She had several times brought home her current lover for the holidays when she was at the university.

She did have the good sense to unlock slave’s ankles so she could walk normally to Athena’s bedroom on the second floor.  There, Athena unlocked the rest of the shackles, allowed slave to massage her wrists and stretch a bit.  She had, after all, been locked in those for the better part of six hours.  Athena was happy to see that slave had no red marks around her wrists.  Such marks would have shown that she had been struggling against the restraints.  Instead, she had accepted her restrained condition – as a good slave should.

After a bathroom visit and Athena’s removing her clothing, they made ready for bed.  As was her custom, Athena slept in the nude.  So, of course, did slave.  The main difference was that slave had her wrists locked again in the handcuffs.  After she was installed in the bed but before the covers were pulled up, Athena locked another pair on her ankles.  Then she placed herself next to her slavegirl and covered them both up.  In the dark, she put her arms around slave and held her close, a lot of skin touching under the covers.  Slave was a little confused about how her hands should be placed, considering that they were joined in front of her, but finally settled on holding them down as if the hands were guarding her sex.  Of course, that was not the case.  She had no wish to prevent her Mistress from touching her there, or any place else.  In fact, she wished Athena would do that.  The servicing of her Mistress and the whole condition of being a slave was exciting to the young woman.  It would have been wonderful if they were to make lover and simply sleep with their arms around each other as Danila had so often with her other lovers.  And then, maybe, in the early morning, begin the day by again enjoying each other’s bodies.

Maybe, thought slave, if she were to awake first and begin touching her Mistress, something along those lines might happen.  She was experienced as a lesbian, but not as a slave.  This was a new game for her.  An exciting one, but one that she would have to learn the rules for.  It would be so nice were the two of them to make love in the morning, both taking part in pleasuring the other.  But if Mistress wished only that slave service her and receive nothing herself, that would have to be the way it was.  There was not only the handcuffs, there was her status as a slave.  She had to obey, even if she really wanted something different.

As they became dozy, slave moved her head a little and kissed Athena gently on the lips.  The kiss was not an attempt to arouse passion, but a simple statement that slave/Danila was ready to please her Mistress.  The kiss was not returned.

 

* * * * *

 

In the morning, weak, watery sunlight crept in around the curtains and into Athena’s bedroom so that when slave opened her eyes, she found herself in a dim, gray world.  She was, however, warm against her Mistress’ body and that pleased her, handcuffs notwithstanding.  She could not lift her hands up to touch the breasts pressed against her own, but she began caressing the soft skin of Athena’s thigh with her fingertips, slowly awakening Mistress with that stimulation.  She allowed it to continue until slave moved to lift her hands higher so that she could reach those honey blonde curls guarding Athena’s sex.  At the same time, slave began kissing Athena’s neck, teasing the nerves there in a way she knew would plainly tell of what she wanted – or at least what she was willing to do.

Athena stuck her arms out of the covers and stretched like a cat awakening from a nap.

“Good morning, Mistress,” slave said in what she hoped would be the proper tone for a slavegirl.  She was about to ask if Mistress had slept well when Athena jerked off the covers and rose from the bed.

“You do not talk unless told to,” she told her slave.  “Don’t you remember that?”

“But I was only…  Yes, Mistress, I remember.”

“Good.  Now roll over onto your stomach and stretch your hands out above your head.”

When slave was stretched out on the bed, Athena looked around for something to use as a whip.  The best she could come up with was a belt from a dress in the closet.  It was thin and made of a soft type of leather, dyed red, but it could be doubled over to give added strength, which is what Athena did.

Ignoring the cool morning air against her skin, she stood by the bed, took aim, and delivered a strong blow across the soft ass on display.  Slave yelped in surprise and was about to roll away when she caught herself and forced herself to stretch out again.  Her bottom stung and burned where the belt had struck, but it was not really too bad – she told herself.  She had felt worse.

The second blow did not catch her by surprise, so slave was able to keep her mouth silent, even though this one hurt a little worse than the first.

“You do not talk unless told to,” Athena emphasized, accenting each word with a blow to the bare bottom.  The belt made a nice smacking sound in the quiet room, a pleasing accompaniment to her quiet weeping.  All of her bottom was burning and, if she could see it, she would have found it a wonderfully vivid red.

Athena tossed aside the belt after a dozen blows; that number seemed the right amount for a minor transgression.  She then found herself holding her sex and realized that an early morning spanking was a wonderful aphrodisiac.  Grabbing those two scarlet globes with her hands, she dug her fingers in and massaged the sore skin hard enough to bring fresh tears to slave’s face.

The temptation to pick up the belt and begin pounding on that flesh again was powerful, but not what Athena really wanted right then.  She grabbed slave and rolled her off the bed, allowing her to thump into the carpet.  Then she sat on the edge of the bed, still warm from slave’s body, and spread her legs.

“Get up her and please me,” she commanded.

Slave struggled to her knees, then shuffled over until she was between Athena’s legs.  With her hands cuffed in front, it was easy for her to use her fingers as well as her tongue.  Athena was soon moaning.  As the passion rose, she grabbed the back of slave’s head with both hands and used that to hold herself half upright, and to press that head deeper into her.  Slave had to fight to keep her head far enough away to perform well.  But she was experienced at this and had little trouble.

Mistress had a good morning climax, apparently a rather pleasing one to judge by the passionate sounds she was making as she curled up into a ball and shivered all over.

During the rest period while Mistress enjoyed herself, slave reflected upon the morning’s activities.  Her bottom had been whipped before, both by strong male hands and even a male belt which, driven by much more force, hurt her a great deal.  So she did not think that her sore bottom was such a terrible ordeal.  What bothered her worse was that Mistress had climaxed twice already, while slave had not been allowed to be pleasured or to pleasure herself.  She felt a strong attraction to Athena’s body.  It turned her on, no question about that.  And that generated a need within her that itched and burned and wanted very badly to be satisfied.  When would that be allowed?

If nothing else, Mistress would leave her alone sooner or later.  When she was allowed a shower, she might have time to touch herself.  The thought of that hot water pouring over her while she did it made slave shiver.  But maybe that was the cold air.  Apparently they did not heat the rooms very well in that old house.

When Athena was recovered a few minutes later, she rose from the bed, smiled and pointed to the floor at her feet.  “Kneel there and stay until I tell you otherwise.”

Then Mistress was off to the bathroom.  Slave shifted over to the spot indicated and knelt, prepared for a bit of a wait.  Her joined hands were resting on her lap.  It would be easy to spread her legs a bit and slip a finger down there.  She heard running water and wondered how long Mistress took for her showers.  But the idea of being discovered masturbating was a little bit frightening to slave, so she ordered her fingers to stay away from where they wanted to go.

If talking without permission earned her a belting across the ass, masturbating without permission would probably earn her a worse punishment.  Simply logic.

Danila was perfectly willing to be obedient and submissive.  It was her nature, actually.  She had always let other woman take the lead in their lesbian activities.  But if this was going to prove to be more S&M than lesbian lovemaking, she would start having doubts about this slavery arrangement she had committed herself to.

Serious doubts.

 






  








 

Chapter VII

Slave’s First Breakfast

 

Slave was allowed to shower, but with wrists joined in front by handcuffs, not that it limited her much beyond the difficulty of washing her back.  She would have carried out her plan to gain the sexual satisfaction so far denied her by her Mistress, but Athena seemed anxious to be off to breakfast and would not leave slave alone long enough.

Toweling down was a little difficult with the handcuffs, so Mistress unlocked them.  It would be necessary in order for her to dress.  Mistress asked where slave’s clothes were, the ones she assumed the girl wore when she came to Briarwoods, and was told that they were down in the library, folded neatly and placed behind a chair.  Athena grinned and told slave to go downstairs and retrieve her clothes.

“Naked?” asked slave.

“You don’t expect me to loan you any of my clothes, do you?”

“No, Mistress.  Silly of me to think it.”

“Watch it, that was close to sarcasm,” Athena warned.

Slave left the room, hurrying down the stairs, ever cautious not to run into someone.  There were distant sounds indicating that someone was awake, perhaps the staff preparing breakfast.  Fortunately she encountered no one on her journey, at the end of which she was shivering.  Dashing naked and damp through a cold house will do that.

As she was dressing in her slacks and blouse, the thought occurred to her that she was alone, unshackled and now dressed.  What was to prevent her from just walking out?  Nothing really.  The thought was tempting, but quickly pushed down.  She wanted to complete her contract and earn her money before escaping from her slave status.

Her high heels were back up in Athena’s bedroom, so she had to walk back barefooted.  There she found Mistress waiting impatiently.  “What took you so long?” she demanded.

“I tried to avoid being seen by anyone.”

“The only people up now are the cook and Jeeves, the butler.”

“You actually have a butler named Jeeves?”

“Well, that’s not his real name, but Dad likes to call him that.  Makes him feel a bit more like aristocracy, you know.”

As she was speaking, she was twirling a pair of handcuffs around her finger.  Slave meekly held out her wrists and quickly the shiny steel and chrome bracelets were tight about her wrists.

The dining room had a table large enough to accommodate King Arthur and most of the knights.  Four place settings were set out.

“Guess Dad told Jeeves that I had a guest,” Athena commented.  “You sit there.”

As she slid into her seat, Horace and Matilda made their appearance.  Slave noted that both were dressed for breakfast, no casual bathrobes here.  Horace nodded to her, noted the handcuffs that she was just putting down on her lap, but said nothing about them.

When all four were seated, Jeeves, a classic English butler with receding hairline and gray in what was left, came in, carrying a tray upon which was a silver teapot.  Carefully he poured the hot beverage into each person’s cup, and then retreated back to the kitchen.

It was a good quality breakfast tea and slave felt nervous about showing her shackled wrists as she added sugar and sipped it.  Neither of the older Ainsworths seemed to see anything unusual, nor did either make a comment.

Jeeves returned and began to set out trays filled with breakfast delights.  The smell of food reminded slave that she was hungry.  Jeeves began filling each plate with bacon strips, poached eggs, fried tomatoes, toast, sausages and hash browns, beginning with Mrs Ainsworth.  Slave kept her hands on her lap, below table level, feeling somewhat uneasy about the bracelets.

Later, as she was eating, Jeeves came into refill the teacups and paused for just a second when he saw that slave was eating with joined hands.  Being very proper, he said nothing, but Athena popped in with, “She lost a bet.  She has to wear those all day.  Isn’t that cute?”

Jeeves did not reply.

Horace lifted one eyebrow at his daughter and seemed to be trying to suppress a smile.  “The snow has stopped falling,” he began.  “The roads back to London should be clear soon, if not already.  I’m sure you’ll be wanting to get back to your apartment.”  He glanced at slave as he said that, meaning that Athena would be anxious to get her slave settled into her new home.  “Please be careful, Athena,” he said.  “When you drive, I mean.”

They both knew that he was warning her not to flaunt having a shackled slavegirl as a companion.

“I always am, Dad.”

Later, with slave still handcuffed, Horace accompanied Athena and her new possession to the garage.  “Will you be letting her ride up front?” he asked.  “Or will she have to be secured?”

“I think that a slave, especially a new one, should be restrained at all times,” Athena replied, glancing down at the handcuffs on slave.  “Of course, these will not be enough.”

“Of course,” her father agreed.  “There is a selection for ropes in that cupboard.”  Horace had brought along a warm overcoat over his arm, a woman’s coat of a rich, sable color and a length that would extend almost to the ankles.

“Get over here, slave,” Athena commanded.  As she looked through the coils of rope neatly stacked in a box, slave obeyed.  Athena unlocked slave’s handcuffs, told her to remove her blouse, and selected two lengths of rope.  The air in the garage was cold, and goose bumps were forming on slave’s arms when the blouse was removed.

“Turn around.  Put your hands behind you.”

As the ropes went around her wrists, slave, who had a little experience at being tied up, knew that her new Mistress had done this before.  The ropes were applied with a firm hand, wrapped around her crossed wrists in both directions, then cinched down tightly and knotted carefully up between her arms where her fingers could not reach.  Mistress draped the fur coat over slave’s shoulders, picked up the handcuffs, and pointed to the sleek, nearly new Jaguar.  She had to hold the door open for the bound woman, and seatbelt her in place, but then slave was ready for the trip to her new home.

The countryside was as off a Christmas card, all white and pristine.  Mistress had failed to close up the fur coat around slave, and it was open a little in front, just enough to show the insides of her breasts.  Fortunately, the heater was on, so slave was not cold where the air hit her bare flesh, but she felt a little funny driving around with a good part of her breasts on display.

They drove along in silence for a good half hour before slave dared to speak.

“May I ask a question?”

“Yeah, why not?”

“Will you allow me to have an orgasm?”  When that was met with silence, she quickly added, “I mean, it is your right to grant or withhold pleasure, but so far I have given you pleasure but obtained none myself.  I simply wanted to know if that is the way it is to be between us.”

Slave had a sinking feeling, to judge by the silence as icy as the countryside, that she had overstepped the boundaries for a slave.

Finally, Mistress told her, “Maybe.  But you are quite right: your body is mine now.  I will give it pleasure or hurt it, as I wish.”  She drove on in silence for a while, and then added, “Did your serving me make you horny?”

“Yes, Mistress.  It is nice to give pleasure to another woman, and it does, indeed, make me sexually aroused.”

“Couldn’t you simply say, ‘yes, I get horny?’  You went to college, didn’t you?”

“I have a degree in business.”

“Fancy that!  Too bad they didn’t have a degree in slavery – as in being one.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Apparently Mistress was deep in thought, for most of the drive into London was in silence beyond the hissing of the tires.

The apartment building that housed Athena’s apartment had a basement garage.  Slave did note that they had entered Mayfair and that building was among the larger and more expensive.

They were alone when Mistress got out and opened the door for slave.  As she stood, the fur coat opened more, revealing all of her breasts.  She would have immediately closed it but her hands being bound behind her prevented that.  The air in the underground garage was cold and she felt her nipples stiffen from it.  Mistress seemed unconcerned about the partly exposed condition of her slave.  She walked to an elevator, assuming that slave would follow.

As soon as the door closed, Mistress pulled together the front of slave’s coat, buttoned it just enough to make it cover most of her breasts, but leaving quite a bit of the tops and the insides.  When the door opened, they were in the lobby.  Athena marched over to the desk and asked for her mail.  Slave followed, aware that there were two men watching her, the desk clerk and another man who was obviously waiting for someone, for he stood by the door and had been staring outside until the interesting women entered.  Slave was very much aware of her bound condition, although it did not show from the outside.  She was not used to walking around with her hands bound behind her in public.

Yet, it was exciting in a way.  What would the men think if Mistress took off her coat and showed them a topless, bound slavegirl?

The apartment was huge, taking almost half of an entire floor of the building.  The décor was modern with a lot of glass, black leather, bold colors and a couple paintings that slave thought looked like someone had swished wide paintbrushes in a dozen directions and colors across the white canvas.

Once inside, Mistress put down her mail, and turned to slave.  Taking off the coat, she checked the ropes on her wrists and, assured that they were still in place, began to lay down some rules.

“First, you will never, ever, leave this apartment unless I take you out.  Second, you will never use the phone or the computer to communicate with anyone.  You are not a guest; you are a slave.”

She patted one bare breast.  “You will obey all orders instantly and without question.”

Mistress went over to a well-stocked bar and poured herself a glass of scotch, taking a sip before turning back to slave.  “Come here.  Kneel down.”

When slave was properly submissive and on her knees, the lecture continued.

“You will not pleasure yourself in any way without my permission.  That means no masturbation, not even feeling your own breasts.  If you are to have pleasure, I will give it or give permission.”

She sipped again.  “Oh, and obeying orders extends to any friends that I may have over.  If I instruct you to perform a sexual act for or on another person, you will do it without fail.

“Break any of these rules and you will be punished.”

Slave was about to say “Yes, Mistress,” but held back.  It was not easy to remember to speak only when allowed to.

“Do you understand all this?”

Now the “Yes, Mistress,” came out.

“You had better.”  She turned to walk towards the bedroom, carrying her drink, when she stopped.  “Slave, come over here.”

Slave rose to her feet and approach Athena.  “Kneel!  Good. Now kiss my ass.”

Athena turned around and bent forward enough so her ass protruded.  Only when she felt something touch her bottom did she straighten.  “Just to make sure you understand your place,” she commented and walked away, leaving slave kneeling and wondering if she should follow or stay where she was.

A few minutes later Mistress’ voice called her from the bedroom.  Upon entering, slave noticed that the room was done in shades of red and black with a huge bed covered in black fur.  Mistress was not visible, so slave took a few steps inside.  Immediately, a sharp pain exploded on her ass.  She cried out and jerked a few steps forward.  When she turned around, there was Mistress, standing naked just inside the door and holding a riding crop in her hand.

“Get back here,” she ordered.  “Now get those slacks off.”

It was a bit of a struggle, but slave managed to pull her slacks down and off, even with her hands tied.

“Did you know that you’re not wearing any underwear?” Mistress asked sweetly.

“Your father instructed me to not wear any,” she said.

“Well, that’s a good idea.  I don’t think I’ll ever let you wear any.  Now turn around and bend over.”

With the riding crop plainly visible, slave had little doubt what would happen next.  Still, she obeyed without protest and presented her ass to her Mistress.  The blow was quick and sharp, and on the bare skin hurt much more than the first one on covered skin had.  Slave cried out and tried to hold her position.  A moment later the other cheek suffered the same fate, a burning, stinging snap of the riding crop delivered by an expert in using the riding accessory to best advantage on a naked ass.

A couple more blows and slave was shedding tears upon the white carpet.  Her hands were clenched in fists, but that, and her weeping, was the only indication of her reaction to the pain.

Mistress tossed the riding crop onto the bed and strode over to the incredibly soft looking fur covering.  There she lay her body down and bid slave to come over.

“Kiss my breasts,” she ordered.  Slave leaned over and did as ordered.  Mistress moaned in pure pleasure.

“That is soooo nice,” she said.  “I could take this for hours!”

It was not hours, more like fifteen minutes, but Mistress did seem to enjoy it so very much that slave had to wonder how long she would have to continue.  Finally, Mistress spread her legs and ordered slave down there.  A couple minutes later, she was curled up on the bed and enjoying an intense orgasm.

Slave, feeling quite aroused herself, had to stand by and watch, unable to touch herself.  Some of the tears she shed then were tears of frustration mingled with those from the pain in her ass.

 






  








 

Chapter VIII

Slave Waits Patiently

 

Athena had given all those in her company the week between Christmas and New Year’s, so she had plenty of time to settle her newly acquired slave into her apartment.  The first day went smoothly enough.  She left slave’s hands tied behind her back and allowed her to wander around the apartment with her body on display.  Since they were on the eighth floor, it was unlikely that anyone could see her even if she stood before the windows and looked out.  The apartment faced the wrong way to see the Thames, but they did have a nice view of Hyde Park – between some buildings.

Athena was busy taking phone calls and chatting with old friends (all girlfriends), and when not engaged in conversation was making a list on a pad of paper.

In the evening, as the sky was turning gray and dimming, she told slave that she was going to go out to dinner with some friends and that slave would have to stay in the apartment.  That was not too surprising to slave, who did not expect to be included in Athena’s circle of friends, but what did surprise her was that her bondage was to increase.  Mistress took her into the bedroom and told her to lie on the bed, face down.  Slave did, suppressing a sigh.  As her ankles were being bound with rope in a crossed position, she wondered if Mistress was perhaps taking this whole slave thing too seriously.  Danila had made a commitment to stay with Athena and serve her as personal slave for one year.  But that did not mean that she should have to be tied up or handcuffed all the time.  Surely she could be trusted to not abandon her employment, as she thought of it?  All Mistress had to do was order her to remain in the apartment, and she would obey.

Instead, when her ankles were bound together, she felt the rope being passed around her wrists and then pulled, lifting her feet up and pulling them towards her hands.  The rope was passed between the ankles and wrists several times, pulled until she felt her ankles pressing against her wrists, and then knotted tightly on the other side of the ankles, away from the fingers.  Again, slave made a mental comment about the skill with which Mistress used the ropes to make her helpless.

Athena went about her business, taking a shower, laying out a nice dress, and such things as a young woman does before going out for a formal dinner with friends.  All that time, slave lay on the bed, the fur bedspread under her naked body making for a very sensual feeling as she watched her Mistress getting ready to go out.

When Athena did leave, it was without even a goodbye to slave, simply a leaving as if the naked and hogtied young woman on the bed were not a person but a part of the furniture.

Slave sighed and rested her head against the fur.  She explored around with her fingers, seeking some knot she could work on or a loose rope, but none was to be found.  She struggled a little, just to test the limits of her bondage, and concluded that she was going to stay on the bed until her owner came back and untied her.  With her ankles tied crossed, her knees were spread and she found that meant she could not even roll onto her side.  She might, if she struggled enough, manage to work her way to the edge of the bed and even fall off onto the carpet.  But what good would that do?  The carpet was plush but the bed more comfortable.

The room passed from a gray gloom to an almost complete darkness, eased only by a slight glow of the city’s lights reflecting off the cloud cover.  Mistress had turned off the lights when she left, undoubtedly reasoning that slave would need no lights since she was not going to be doing anything.

The hours crept by at a snail’s pace.  Had something been left to occupy her mind, it would not have been so bad, but there was nothing.  As she lay there, unable to move and feeling more helpless than she had ever before in her life, slave wondered about those days when Athena was off being the CEO of her business.  Would slave be left like this every day, helpless and awaiting her Mistress’ return?  She hoped not.

When light came into the bedroom, slave found that she had drifted off into sleep.  It was late, she knew, but could not see the clock on the nightstand.  Mistress came in, switched on the bedroom light and stood there looking down at the still naked and still bound woman.  She grinned.

“Good little slave, you didn’t try to get free,” she told slave, and, in the process, informed her that she had been drinking enough to slur her words slightly.  Slave did not inform her that she had tried to free herself, but failed.

Athena kicked off her shoes and began taking off the slinky black dress that had shown her figure so well to all those at the restaurant and the cocktail lounge afterwards.

“Wow, look at that!” she said as she slipped out of the dress.  “It’s way after midnight.  It’s Boxing Day!”  Then she giggled.  “But don’t think that I’m going to trade places with you!  You are a slave and you will stay a slave.  That’s my final word on it.”

She pulled off her undergarments, flimsy and tiny as they were, and sat down on the bed next to slave.

“You know, I had the hardest time not telling that stuck-up Karla Nottingham and her equally stuck-up husband that I had a real, live slavegirl back in my apartment.  Really wanted to see the look on their faces.  But Daddy said not to flaunt my little present, and Daddy knows best.”

She sighed and reached over to pull back part of the fur bedspread.  “You have been such a good little slavegirl that I’m going to let you sleep in my bed.  But only tonight.  Might figure something better for other nights.  Can’t let you go thinking that you’re my equal, no sir!”

With slow fingers, she worked at the knots holding slave in the hogtie.  When her feet moved away from her hands and she could straighten out her legs, slave sighed with relief.  It had been a bit of a strain having been forced into that hogtie position all evening.  And it was with great relief that she was finally able to bring her arms around in front of her.  They had been tied behind her for about sixteen hours, by slave’s reckoning, too long to be comfortable.

Still, it had not been all that terrible of an ordeal, and she was free now and it felt good.  Gladly stretching her arms over her head, slave was ready to crawl into bed.  She wondered if her Mistress would want her to “pleasure” her before falling asleep.

Mistress did, but first she locked slave’s hands into handcuffs – this time behind her back.  Then she crawled under the covers and told slave to kiss her breasts.  Slave did and found, after a few minutes, that Mistress had fallen asleep.  As well as she could, she inserted her body under the covers and pulled them up over her.  She fell asleep lying on her side with her breasts against Mistress’.

 






  








 

Chapter IX

Mistress goes Shopping

 

The next day, Mistress awoke with a headache and snapped at her slavegirl repeatedly.  Slave, realizing that a hung-over Mistress could well make for unpleasantness, wiggled out of bed and made for the kitchen where she brought her handcuffed hands up in front of her by stepping through her arms.  Then she found the makings of coffee and put a pot on to brew.  While she was waiting, she explored the rest of the kitchen, finding it reasonably well stocked, maybe a sign that Mistress liked to cook.  She was setting out the ingredients for breakfast when Mistress wandered in.

“Is that coffee I smell?”

“Yes, Mistress.  Let me pour you a cup.”

As she was sipping the hot brew, Mistress looked at her naked servant and asked, “How the hell did you get your hands in front of you?”

Slave showed her how easy it was to hold her hands down low and step through her arms.  In a second her hands were again joined behind her back.  She repeated the process so she could continue with the breakfast making.

After serving a plate of scrambled eggs, bacon and toast, she went off to the bathroom in search of aspirin.

Mistress was lamenting when slave returned with the aspirin bottle.  “One day I’ll invent a drink that gets you high but has no hang-over.  Then I’ll retire a multi-billionaire.  Crap my head hurts.”

Had they been friends instead of slave and Mistress, Danila would have suggested that perhaps Athena would be wise to not drink to excess.  Instead, she kept her mouth shut, a rather wise decision under the circumstances, and placed the aspirin on the table.  She stood submissively by, awaiting orders.  But, being an intelligent woman, and having missed dinner the night before while she enjoyed her hogtie on the bed, she had eaten a quick breakfast before Mistress came in.

After Mistress forced down half the food then pushed the plate way, slave cleaned up the dishes and pans, put everything away and wiped down the counter.  She was a fair cook, and she was figuring that establishing herself as a useful servant might just make her life as a slavegirl easier.  One might whip a slavegirl just for the fun of it, but might think twice before whipping the woman who was going to fix your next meal and clean up the kitchen.

Well, it was worth a try.

Mistress did little that morning, so slave used the time to acquaint herself with the apartment.  It was a big place, with more room than many houses.  There was a guest bedroom in addition to the main one, and a small library or study off the main living room.  There was also a balcony with a sliding door, but she stayed away from that.  They might be living far off the ground, but she was uneasy about the possibility of someone seeing her both naked and chained up.

The main bedroom, she found, had a very large walk-in closet, filled with a great many dresses, coats and an array of shoes that tended to high heels a lot.

By lunchtime, Mistress was feeling almost human, and had regained an appetite.

“I’m going out this afternoon,” she informed, as slave was cleaning up the dishes.  “You’ll stay here, of course.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

Mistress gave slave a look that clearly indicated she was trying to decide if that was sarcasm or not.

In any event, an hour later Mistress called slave into the bedroom and showed her another pair of handcuffs.  “Step back through those on your wrists,” she told slave.  “Good.  Now sit down here.”  She locked the second pair on slave’s ankles.  “There, now you won’t be changing from back to front.  I’m going out now.  Try not to get into trouble while I’m gone.”

With that, she departed, leaving slave sitting on the bed.  When she heard the sound of the door closing, slave settled onto her back, lifted her legs, bent the knees and slid her joined wrists over her feet.  A moment later she was standing by the bed, her hands again in front of her body.  She experimented with walking, and found that she could manage if she took very small steps.  Anything more than a couple inches and the steel cuffs snubbed her ankles.  She shuffled off to the kitchen and fixed herself a cup of tea, which she took into the living room to enjoy.  She found a very nice sound system on one wall but the selection of music ran to modern and loud, whereas she preferred classical music.  There was a very soft sofa and a coffee table facing the window, and it was there that she sat.  The view was not all that inspiring that day, being gray and misty.

With her tea finished, slave wondered if she should not clean the cup, put it away and returned to the bedroom where she would reverse the process and bring her hands back around behind her again.  If she left her hands in the front, it would show Mistress that slave was not as helpless in this arrangement of restraints as she had believed.  Perhaps it would be best to keep that little trick a secret.

She lay on her back and brought her hands around her feet, then settled down to wait for Mistress to return.  She assumed that it would be sometime before dinner.  Slave assumed also that Mistress was out shopping.  She had taken that list she had been writing with her.

And hour passed, then two.

The apartment was warm enough so that being naked was no hardship, but just sitting around with your hands and feet shackled was boring.  If her hands were in front of her, she could have held a book or magazine up to read.  But she knew that were she to do that, she would not be able to get her hands back behind her in time when Mistress came through the door.

There was a smaller window in the bedroom, and, for the first time, she walked right up to it to stand there and look out.  Well, she shuffled, not walked, but she was standing there, her nudity fully visible should anyone happen to be close by and looking in that direction.  There were a few buildings with windows facing that direction, but she could not see if anyone was in them.

She should have been thinking about her situation and what Mistress had planned for her.  So far, she had shown slave Danila that she was self-centered, demanding, and with a not too small sadistic streak.  But instead, slave was thinking about how frustrating it had been to be using her lesbian arts to please a beautiful woman to whom she was most certainly attracted, but not obtain any satisfaction herself.  She could pull her hands around in front again and masturbate, she told herself.  The fact that she was locked in those handcuffs and had no way to unlocking them, was stimulating to her.  But she had always leaned towards kinky sex, so that was no surprise.  On the rare occasion when one of her girlfriends tied her up, it was exciting.  Of course, that play was mostly teasing and oral sex and tickling and even a spanking – a playful one.  It was not the same as slave had experienced the night before.  She had never been bound that tightly nor left alone while tied, and certainly not for as long as Mistress had left her.

Remembering how helpless she had felt while hogtied on that fur bedspread sent a little shiver of excitement racing down her spine.  She could lie down with her hands in front of her, close her eyes, and remember how the ropes had felt so tight on her wrists and ankles, just how helpless she had been.  It would not take long, she told herself, and I’ll have a nice orgasm.  Mistress need not know about that.  I’ll be done and my hands back behind my back before she comes in.

But she did not bring her hands around in front.  She did not tease her sex until she gained satisfaction.  Somehow, that did not seem right.  Instead, she sat there, remembering the rules that Mistress had set down for her.  Especially the one that said “no sex unless granted it by Mistress.”

If you are going to play this slave game, might as well do it correctly, she told herself.  But, damn, sleeping next of a beautiful woman like Mistress was frustrating as hell.  Her having to “service” Mistress with nothing in return only made it ten times worse.

A little part of her mind whispered that she could do it and Mistress would never know.  How could she, unless she caught you in the act?

Slave considered that, but was afraid that Mistress would be able to smell her secretions or somehow just know what she had been doing.  Then she would be in trouble.  But how much?  Maybe a little punishment would be a small price to pay for putting an end to this frustration.

Her debating was ended by the arrival of Mistress, bearing several packages.

“Have I got some things for you,” she said.  Putting the packages down, she looked slave up and down, noted that she was shackled in the same manner as when she left.  Then she went over and reached down between slave’s legs.

“Good,” Mistress said, removing her finger.  She had noticed slave grimace at the unexpected attack upon her sex.  “I’m glad you didn’t find a way to masturbate.”  She was grinning when she added, “Slaves do not get any pleasure unless given by their owners.”

“Yes, Mistress,” slave said, hoping that she was not blushing from the thoughts she had had just before Mistress’ return.  “I wouldn’t think of it.”

Mistress reached into a package and pulled out a shiny metal collar.  “There is this little shop not far off that caters to the kinky crowd.  Isn’t this collar nice?  I’m going to lock it on your neck and you’ll wear it all the time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”  Slave was a little less than enthusiastic, but she could not deny that the collar was very pretty.

 






  








 

Chapter X

Presents for slave

 

“Yes, I picked the right size,” Mistress said as she fitted the collar around slave’s neck.  The silvery band was only an inch wide, but she was very aware of the metal pressing against her neck.  It was made of polished chrome and had a built-in locking mechanism.  Once you closed the two prongs on one end into the holes on the other, it was locked and could not be forced off.  A tiny keyhole next to the locking portion was the only way to remove the collar.

Slave felt the cold metal encircling her neck and feared, just for a moment, that it might interfere with her ability to breathe.  But, as Mistress said, it was the right size.  Slave heard the click as the collar locked itself around her neck.  It was just tight enough to make her constantly feel it and not move around as a looser collar might.

“That is very pretty,” Mistress said.  “Go look in the mirror, slave.”

Slave did and was amazed at what she saw.  Partly hidden by her long ebony hair, it nevertheless caught the eye, like any fine jewelry would.  Her hand hesitantly went to the smooth surface.  Quite pretty, yes, but the fascination was in the fact that she could not remove it without Mistress’ aid and, of course, approval.  It would remain there for the next year as a constant reminder of her status as a slave.  That was somehow very sensual.

Slave turned to Mistress and said, without being given permission to speak, “It is very beautiful, Mistress.  Thank you.”

Athena grunted but let the minor infraction of the rules pass.

“The store owner assures me that you can wear it in the shower.  He says you could even go swimming and the water would not harm it in any way.”

Mistress pulled over another bag and removed a black garment of stiff design and with long black laces hanging down.

“This is a corset, but you probably know that already,” Mistress said, holding the garment up to slave’s torso.

Slave did not really know about corsets, having never worn one or even seen one in real life, only a few photos.  It looked both frightening and exciting.

“I think I got the right size,” Mistress said.  “Turn around and pull your hair up.  Keep your hands on your head.”

The fitting of the corset proved that Mistress had again judged the size of her slave correctly.  The stiff garment went around her waist and almost closed in the back.  The stiffen rods or bands or whatever, curved in at the middle, pressing firmly against her body even though not yet laced up.  Mistress proceeded to begin working on the laces, from the middle, narrowest part, upward and downward.  She tightened them all down, and then went back over the same ground, tightening again.  On the third round of tightening, the back edges of the corset were only a fraction of an inch from touching, and slave’s waist had shrunk a few inches.

“That’s very tight, Mistress.  Makes it hard to breathe.”

“Oh, pooh!  You can breathe just fine.”  She knotted the laces after determining that she could tighten them down no farther.  “There, all done.  Now look in the mirror.”

Slave was amazed at the difference it made in her appearance.  Her waist was noticeably narrower, which made her hips look a little wider but very sexy.  The garment also lifted up her breasts a bit, but did not cover the nipples.  It was like a hand holding up each breast.  She could feel the curved wire insert that supplied most of the support.  It reminded her of a photo she had seem of her grandmother in a formal dress with a corset underneath.

“An hourglass figure,” Mistress said.  “That’s what they used to call the effect.”

Whatever the name, the effect was very nice.  Not only did it make her look much sexier, it also felt good.  She liked the feeling of support, but the tightness of the corset laced around her was almost a form of bondage.  She had to wonder if she could reach behind her to undo the laces herself, or if she had to depend upon Mistress to remove it.

“Yes, I tied the lace knots up high on your back,” Mistress said, as if reading her mind.  “I doubt that you can reach them, let alone untie them.  Go ahead and try.”

Twisting her arm behind her, she could reach half way up her back, but the knots were just out of reach, she could see that in the mirror.  Likewise, when she tried to reach over her shoulder, the knots were still out of reach.

“Gives you much better posture,” Mistress said as she reached for another bag.  “And this will improve it even more.”

“This” was a long sleeve of soft black leather, also with laces.  There were two straps attached to the top and the whole thing narrowed to a close at the bottom.

“It’s called a single glove or an arm binder,” Mistress informed.  “Turn your back and put your arms behind you.”

Slave obeyed without hesitation.  She had never seen such a bondage device before, but could guess at its use.  Mistress inserted her hands into the glove and pulled until her fingers were curled up at the bottom.  The straps attached to the top went over her shoulders then back down under her arm to be attached again to the glove.  Those straps held the glove up.  Mistress than began lacing up the back opening of the single glove, again working them tight, then going from the bottom up, then back over from the beginning again until slave’s arms were tightly pressed together.  Fortunately she was slender and flexible, so touching her elbows behind her was easy.  The glove laced up all the way to several inches above those elbows, and was knotted there.

Mistress adjusted the shoulder straps so that they pulled up on the glove tightly.  She attached a small strap across slave’s chest, connecting the two straps in front, and making it impossible for her to slide them off her shoulders even if she tried rubbing them on something.

The final touches were two additional straps, each about an inch wide.  One went around her wrists and was buckled tightly.  The other went around just above her elbows and had the effect of locking them even tighter together.

“Now look at yourself,” Mistress ordered.

Slave could hardly recognize the woman in the mirror.  Her figure was wonderfully accented, aided by the pulling of her elbows together which shoved her breasts outward.  She turned slowly so she could see the leather glove that encased her arms.  It was beautiful!  Slave felt a tingle of excitement and a growing heat between her legs.  The woman looking back at her was a picture of captivity and sex.  Not only did she look helpless, but also she felt it strongly.  She could not free her arms from that device, of that she was certain.  She could not even wiggle her fingers!  And it was so wonderfully tight!

“May I struggle?” she asked Mistress.

Lifting one eyebrow, her owner said, “Of course.  Go ahead!  Knock yourself out!”

Slave tried, first to pull her arms out of the leather, failing as she knew she would.  For a few minutes she twisted her body, tugged and strained, but remained a total prisoner to the leather glove.

Mistress watched fascinated as her slave put out every effort to free herself but failed utterly.  A heat was growing as she watched that lovely body contort.  The fact that slave was naked to begin with added much to the scene.

For her part, slave knew that she was putting on a show.  Fighting that leather encasement was exciting for it made her feel very helpless and that turned her on.  And she hoped that it was doing the same for her Mistress.  Maybe, just maybe, Mistress would finally grant her a reward.  It might have been a small hope, but short of coming right out and begging for satisfaction, she knew nothing else she could do.

It was also in her mind that this little show would arouse Mistress to the point where she would order slave to service her.  That would be not only expected, it was the pattern that she had already seen.  It was after that service that she hoped she would be rewarded with a little pleasure of her own.  Maybe she would have to ask, but a Mistress who had just had her own climax might be mellow enough to grant her slave’s wish.

At least she hoped so.

The first part of the plan proceeded along rapidly.  Mistress took slave’s head in her hands and kissed her.  Slave kissed back with a great deal of pent up passion.  Their tongues dueled, Mistress’ finally forcing itself into slave’s mouth in a form of symbolic intercourse.  Slave’s breasts were squeezed until she moaned with the mixture of pleasure and pain.  Mistress was pressing her body up against slave’s, her hands roving over the breasts, corset and even feeling the tight leather encasing her arms.

Releasing slave, Mistress divested herself of clothing in such a rush that she almost tore the blouse off.  Quickly she was naked and sitting on the bed, legs spread in a silent command.  Slave, breathing heavily herself and very much aware of the heat between her own legs, knelt, shook her long hair back, and moved forward.  Very quickly Mistress was moaning.

It all happened very quickly.  Slave had barely begun she could feel the waves of ecstasy flooding through the woman before her.

With a jerk, Mistress tossed aside slave and curled up into a ball, her hands between her legs as she trembled all over.

Slave whined in pure frustration and settled down to the floor where she lay, trying to reach her leather clad hands around to touch herself.  Failing that, she turned over and began to thrust her hips into the carpet, clenching her thighs and moaning.  It felt good, the stimulation against the carpet.  She tried to rub herself, and that added to the sexual excitement.  She might – just might – be able to reach a climax!

To an observer, it would look as if this woman were trying to bury her sex into the carpet.

Her efforts might have achieved her goal but for the early, unexpected arrival of Mistress.  Having recovered, and hearing slave moaning and grunting away on the floor, she crawled to the edge of the bed to see what was happening.  It took her only a second to realize what slave was doing.  And another few seconds to get off the bed and picked up the riding crop from the dresser.

The suddenly burst of pain on her flank barely registered in slave’s brain.  Nor did the second and third.  But by time a dozen vicious strokes of the riding crop had impacted on her flanks and ass, she was well aware of the pain.  Rolling onto her side, she looked up with pleading eyes at Mistress and begged, “Please, Mistress, let me finish!”

“No way!” said Mistress in an evil tone.  “You do not!”  Each word was accented by a strike of the riding crop to the front thighs.  Slave tried to curl up to protect them.

Mistress pulled her leg to straighten her out on her back, then sat on her legs to hold her down.  With Mistress’ weight holding her legs together and down, slave could do little beyond twist her torso from side to side.

“Please!  Please!  Touch me there!” she pleaded.  “I’m burning up!”

The answer to her pleas was a sharp pain on her left breast.  Her eyes widened in shock and she cried out.  The riding crop was not a serious whip, but when striking directly on a bare nipple, it can really hurt, as slave just discovered.  Another strike to the other nipple, and she was trying to turn over to remove the target.  She could not although she almost bucked Mistress off her legs.

“Please, don’t hurt me there,” she begged.  “It hurts terribly!”

The response was more blows of the leather crop, covering much of the available surface of both breasts.  Slave was sobbing now, distracted from her desire for sexual satisfaction by the burning pain on her breasts.

With each blow, the breast struck flattened a bit then sprang back.  With each stroke, slave cried out in pain.  Driven by anger, Mistress’ blows were more than just a snapping of the wrist; they were delivered with most of the strength of her arm.

Neither girl counted the blows, but when the riding crop was finally tossed aside, all that was visible of slave’s breasts was flesh an angry shade of red.

Grabbing some more ropes, Mistress took one leg and jerked slave around so that she could bind the girl’s ankles towards the legs of the bed.  With her legs spread wide and her lying on her bound arms, there was no way that slave could touch herself or push against any object.

As the pain lessened, there came a point where the heat between her legs again occupied her thoughts.  It was a surprise to her, but even with the pain, she was still aroused and frustrated as hell.  It was almost as if the pain added to the arousal.

“I told you that you do not have satisfaction unless I allow it,” Mistress said as she sat on the bed, facing slave.  “For that, you will be punished.”

About to say that she had already been punished enough, slave bit her lip and held back her protest.  She closed her eyes and tried very hard to ignore the itch between her legs.

As the desperate need slowly subsided, slave became aware that she was alone in the bedroom.  Fueled by a fear that Mistress might never allow her satisfaction, she vowed silently to find a way to get it on her own, no matter what Mistress said, nor no matter how much she was punished.

It just was not fair!

 






  








 

Chapter XI

Alone in the Dark

 

Slave was left on the floor, legs spread and available but untouched for several hours.  During that time, she was alone, although she could occasionally hear Mistress moving about the apartment.  The only form of amusement she had was to try to free herself from the ropes binding her ankles and the single glove holding her arms tightly together.  She failed in her attempts, but that was not unexpected.

When Mistress finally came back in, she ignored the naked woman on the floor and began setting out some clothes.  Then she took a shower, emerging all damp but clean.  Modest was not one of her sterling qualities, for she moved around the bedroom, occasionally having to step over slave, without clothes and without apparent thought to the woman having to endure the stressful bondage on the floor.

Slave wanted to say something to get her owner’s attention but was afraid to.  It was apparent that Mistress was getting ready to go out for dinner and slave really did not want to have to stay tied in this manner for the whole evening.  Besides, she was hungry.  She considered politely asking if she could be released so that she could fix a small meal for herself, promising that she would allow Mistress to handcuff her when she left so that slave would not get into trouble.

Yes, that was what she would do.  As soon as she gathered up the courage to risk punishment for speaking without permission.  As her Mistress was getting dressed, her fear of being left all evening like that overcame her fears and she spoke out.

“Please, Mistress, may I be allowed to fix myself some food?  You can chain me up afterwards when you go out.”

Mistress stopped suddenly as she was putting on a diamond earring to slowly turn towards the source of the plea.  “Did you speak to me?” she asked calmly.  “Without permission?”

“Yes, Mistress.  But I’m afraid that you’ll leave me like this.  I will miss my dinner.  And this is uncomfortable.”

She would have pressed the discomfort angle harder but was simply afraid to.

“Do your breasts still hurt?” she was asked.

“Yes, Mistress, they do.  Some.”

“Are they ready for another whipping?”

Slave hesitated before replying.  It seemed to her to be one those damned if you do, damned if you don’t questions.  Finally she ventured with, “If you wish, Mistress.”

Mistress squatted down.  Taking a few of slave’s hairs between her thumb and forefinger, she yanked them out.  Slave squealed at the sudden pain.

“Oh, well,” Mistress began, “I suppose that I have to occasionally feed you.  You can get your dinner, but be finished by the time I’m ready to leave, because, finished or not, you’re going to be secured for the night before I go.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”  She considered adding, “You are so kind,” but it sounded sarcastic even to her.

The ropes on her ankles were removed and she was allowed to stand.  When the single glove was unlaced, her shoulders hurt to move her arms forward.  But it felt good to see her hands again.  The corset was also unlaced, and slave found it felt strange to not have her waist squeezed in.  Mistress locked handcuffs on her wrists, but slave did not mind.  She hurried off to the kitchen because she saw that Mistress was nearly finished dressing.

Figuring that she did not have the time to cook, she threw together a sandwich of cold meats and hurriedly ate it.  Then she hurried to the bathroom to make sure that she did not embarrass herself while left alone.

When she got out, Mistress was standing there, dressed and ready to go.  There were three lengths of rope laid out on the bed.  Wondering how Mistress was going to secure her for the evening, she stood before a very beautiful Athena and bowed her head, ready for whatever her Mistress had in mind.

What she had in mind was not too pleasant, yet not really horrible.  Her wrists were bound behind her, including the elbows together.  She was then taken over to the walk-in closet and told to sit down on the floor.  The room was bigger than some bedrooms slave had seen, carpeted and filled with shelves and rods to hang clothes.  In one corner was a kitchen chair, which made slave wonder why someone would have a chair in a closet.  She soon found out.

Mistress bound her ankles together, but only modestly tightly, which puzzled slave because those ropes were looser than the ones holding her arms together.  But when the third length of rope was tied around her ankle bindings and Mistress brought the chair over to stand on, slave understood.  In the ceiling, right next to the light, was a metal ring, apparently solidly screwed in.  Mistress passed the end of the rope through that ring and then stepped down.  The rope went between slave’s legs and was pulled.  As the rope shortened, slave found her feet rising into the air.  Up they went until her legs were pointed straight towards the ceiling and she was resting on her butt.  Mistress tied off the rope at the ankles and stepped back.

Slave had been afraid that she was going to be hung up by her feet, but Mistress had set the rope so that most of her weight was still taken by her butt and back.  The rope to her ankles was not really lifting her body, only making sure that she could not be able to lower her legs.  It was then that she realized why the rope around her ankles had been not tightly cinched down.  As her legs rose, the rope around her ankles tightened down from the weight of her legs.  But there had been just enough slack so that the ropes closed tightly around her ankles but did not cut into them.

Mistress has done this before, was slave’s thought.  Most people do not have a ring set in the ceiling of their closet.  It was undoubtedly placed there for just this purpose – or some other forms of suspension.  She wondered how many other women had been kept prisoners in that closet by Mistress.

Of course, she was lying on bound arms, but there was enough movement allowed to rotate to one side if she wished.  For the moment, it was not too uncomfortable to simply lie there.  Later, maybe it would get worse.  In fact, she was sure it would, and could only hope that it would not be too bad.

“It’s pretty soundproofed in here,” Mistress was telling her as she stood in the door of the closet.  “But I would rather that you not do any yelling.  If I find out that you’ve been making noise, I’ll just have to gag you every time I leave you here.”

“Yes, Mistress.  I will be quiet.”

The overhead light was switched off but the door was left open.  A few moments later the light coming in from the rest of the apartment disappeared and slave thought she heard the door close.

In the dim light, slave could see very little.  But what difference did that make?  Seeing the clothes and shoes and such around her would do her little good.  She began to explore the ropes binding her arms behind her, twisting to one side to take her weight off them.  Her fingers could bend backwards enough to reach some of the ropes on her wrists, but there was nothing she could do to work the rope off.  Finally, she gave up and allowed herself to ease back onto her arms.  It was not too bad but she wondered if her hands might go to sleep later.  The ropes were tight and she was lying on them.  But then, she told herself, she had been with her weight on her arms for a few hours just a short time ago, and they had been forced together just as firmly then by the single glove as they were now by ropes.  Her hands had not gone to sleep then.

For a while, she tried wiggling her feet to see if she could loosen any of the ropes binding them.  She found that weight of her legs was just enough to keep the rope around her ankles taut.  Just to be thorough, she tried jerking on the rope to see if she could pull that ring out of the ceiling.  That only hurt her ankles, so she stopped.  It was her guess that the ring up there could take all her weight easily and not come out.

Time passes slowly when you have nothing to distract you.  In our daily lives, there is always something going on around us.  People, traffic on the road, televisions and radios, always something to occupy your mind.  Modern humans are just not used to total boredom.

In her closet prison, slave could hear no sounds, could see no changing in the pattern of dim light coming through the bedroom window and creeping into the closet.  There was no clocks to look at, nothing to gauge the passage of time, only her thoughts.  To occupy her mind, she replayed everything that had happened to her since she signed that contract and Mr Ainstworth had driven her up to his big house in the country.  She remembered how he had told her to take off her clothes and put on those pantyhose and the very small pair of shorts.  Having undressed before for strange men, she was not too embarrassed by that.  But when he clicked shut the handcuffs on her wrists, she felt a shimmer of nervousness race through her body.  And then, when he added the second pair on her elbows, the feeling intensified.  Being left alone in that dark library, her arms and ankles shackled, and almost naked, was both frightening and exciting.

It had been a long wait, but when her owner came in and she saw the look in her eyes, Danila knew in her heart that this was going to be an awesome adventure.  It was at that moment she really began to realize what she had let herself in for.  To be totally controlled and submissive to another woman – a slave was the term both Mr Ainsworth and Athena had used – was an intense emotion.

And Athena was so beautiful!  Danila felt a strong attraction for the other woman, a longing to touch her and be touched.  She felt an urge to fall to her knees and tell Athena that she would happily be her slavegirl.  But Mr Ainsworth had cautioned her to maintain silence and simply obey orders, so she did.

In the darkness, she again felt every stroke that Mistress had given her, every time she had been denied sexual gratification, and every time she had used her tongue and lips to give that gratification to Mistress.

It was strange to the woman bound and helpless, that this harsh treatment made her feel… Well, wanted.  And loved.  Being a little experienced with human nature, she did not find it hard to believe that one person could inflict pain upon another and it was an act of love.  There was something simply right about her being submissive to Mistress, something so very right and proper.

Still, her owner had been cruel in denying her what her body craved.  Would it have been so hard for her to simply allow slave to masturbate?  Mistress would not even have to put out any effort, simply allow it.  It was another form of cruelty and punishment almost as brutal as the whipping with that riding crop.

Slave’s finger crept along her side, stretching to reach her pubic area.  But the elbows being so tightly bound prevented her from reaching all the way down there.  Using the rope to her feet as leverage, she arched her body and tried to push her fingers between her legs.  Again she was unable to touch that which begged to be touched.  She fell back to the floor and whined.

Slave tortured herself with memories of other women she had had sex with.  It did nothing to help her aching need, in fact, it made it worse.  But she could not help herself; the images and memories came without permission.

When Mistress returned, at least she was not drunk.  She was also in no hurry to untie slave from a position that had become more and more uncomfortable over the hours.  Instead, she disrobed and knelt straddling slave, her knees on either side of slave’s shoulders and her sex only inches from her face.

“Kiss me,” she commanded.

Slave strained to lift her head so she could reach lavish attention on those most sensitive places.  Mistress was soon moaning and wiggling around.  It was not long before she was giving out with a cry, and clamping her knees tightly against slave.  It must have been very satisfying, because when she rose, she patted slave’s bare bottom and untied her.  The ropes were replaced with handcuffs on both wrists and ankles, and slave was allowed to sleep next to her Mistress that night.

Slave would have secretly been touching herself as they drifted off into the arms of Morpheus, but for the fact that her wrists had been locked behind her.

 






  








 

Chapter XII

Time Calculation

 

“I’ll be going into my office in three days,” Mistress began, as a naked and handcuffed slave served the breakfast she cooked.  “And it will be necessary to assure that you remain in the apartment and stay out of trouble.”

Slave knew what was coming next: she would be handcuffed or bound with ropes, and probably naked as well.

“I have to go out to get a few more things to make preparations.  So, of course, you’ll have to spend the morning tied up.”

Of course, thought slave as she sat down to her plate of bacon and eggs.  Since her only restraint at that point was a pair of handcuffs locked in front, the cooking and eating were relatively easy.

The manner in which Mistress bound slave a little while later suggested that the poor girl was being punished, or that Mistress was mad at her, or both.  The handcuffs were taken off and her arms bound behind her with elbows together.  Her legs were bound at the ankles and knees, and she was turned over onto her stomach for the binding of ankles against wrists in a classic hogtie.  It was tight and would become rather uncomfortable, but slave would still be lying on the bed and still helpless when Mistress returned from her shopping, and, of course, that was all that mattered.

Before leaving, Mistress came over with a scarf in her hands.  She rolled slave onto her side, moved her hair from her face, and tied the scarf in her mouth as a gag.

“I know this isn’t much of a gag and you can talk anyway.  Hell, you can push it out with your tongue.  But don’t!  If you push it out, there’s no way you’ll be able to get it back in and I’ll know when I return.  In that case, you’ll be punished.  It’s just a reminder for you not to make any noise.”

Then she was gone, leaving a naked and tightly bound slave on the bed and wondering how long she would have to remain in that position.  Just for something to occupy her mind, she tested the ropes, groped around for knots that were nowhere near her fingers, and then tried rolling onto her side and back just to see how much mobility she had.  Not much.  With some effort, she could probably roll onto the floor, but the bed was more comfortable so she did not try.

As they are wont to do when a woman is immobile and with nothing to distract her, the hours crept by with glacial speed.  The girl formally known as Danila had lots of time to think, and her thoughts turned to the future.  A year is a very long time.  How many hours would she have to spend in conditions like this, immobile and bored?  She began mental calculations.  Three hundred and sixty-five days times…  No, four days had passed already.  Make that three hundred and sixty-one days times twenty-four hours a day yields eight thousand, six hundred and sixty-four hours.  Okay.  Now assume that Mistress is away at her office each weekday from eight o’clock in the morning to five o’clock in the evening.  No need to add much in the way of time for travel since her office was close by.  That gives fifty weeks times five days a week times nine hours a day, which is two thousand, two hundred and ninety-five hours.  Of course Mistress would go out for other reasons occasionally - like she was right then - so a few hours should be added for her going out to dinners and such.  Say, two nights per week for dinners…  No, make that three nights per week – Mistress seems to like going out for dinner.  Okay, three nights per week at four or five hours each night equals twelve to fifteen hours per week, or six hundred and twelve to seven hundred and sixty-five hours.  Let’s split the difference and say six hundred and eighty-eight hours.  Add that to the office time of two thousand, two hundred and ninety-five hours and you get two thousand, nine hundred and eighty-three hours!

Crap!  That’s a lot of hours to spend chained or tied up.  A hell of a lot of hours of pure boredom and discomfort.

A nagging thought crept into her mind that spending so much time with nothing but her own thoughts for company might have an effect upon that mind.  Might it not push her along the road to insanity?  Well, that might be extreme, but it could not help but have an effect upon her mind.

Didn’t prisoners in a penitentiary have to endure long hours with no human contact when in… what was that called?  Solo… No, solitary.  As punishment, prisoners were put in tiny cells and left alone for most of the day.  But they survived, didn’t they?  No, wait.  What was that term for someone who went crazy while in prison?  Remembering a book she had read once, the name came to her: “stir crazy”.  But why it was called “stir”, she had no idea.

This line of reasoning was getting her into a fearful state.  Maybe she should discuss this aspect of her slavery with Mistress.

When Mistress returned, she was carrying two large bags that seemed to be heavy.  She looked at slave, nodded as if to confirm that she was still bound, then dropped the bags on the floor.  They made a metallic clanking sound.

Slave was uncomfortable from the tight ropes and the nuisance of having that cloth gag tied in her mouth, but those were pushed away by her curiosity - and perhaps a little fear - about what was in the bags.

Mistress was humming a happy tune while she removed her coat and put it away.  Then she reached into one of the bags and, after a dramatic pause, lifted her hand out.  Clutched in it was the end of a shiny chain.  She lifted it and lifted it until she was holding the end over her head and the other end was out of sight below the edge of the bed.

“Isn’t it pretty?” she asked.

Slave, knowing that she could reply without danger of punishment, nevertheless said nothing.  That chain looked heavy!  Each link was about an inch long and looked as if it could hold an elephant.

Mistress coiled the chain up on the bed next to slave.  It must have been fifteen feet or more in length.

A display card with four padlocks under the plastic came out next.  The writing on the package informed that all the locks were keyed the same.  Then came another, much shorter length of chain with smaller links.

“Those were the things I got from the hardware store,” she told slave.  “This other bag I got from the kinky sex shop.”

She reached into the other bag and pulled out a red rubber ball.  Driven through the ball was a leather strap.  It was obvious that was a gag and could be strapped around her head to silence her.

Next came a piece of black leather, looking somewhat like the single glove but smaller.  It was tossed on the bed, and all slave could see was that it had eyelets and laces, like the single glove.

A couple other boxes were taken out and put away in a drawer without being shown to slave.

“Had a nice morning?” Mistress asked.  Then, when slave did not respond, “Come on now, I know you can talk with that kind of gag.”

“Yes, Mistress.”  The gag interfered with her tongue but the words were quite recognizable.

“Good.”

“But I was thinking…”

“Don’t!” Mistress cut her off.  “Thinking is bad for a slavegirl.  As is speaking without permission.”

Slave wanted to explain that she was worried about having to spend almost three thousand hours with nothing to occupy her mind, and that it might have negative consequences for her mental well-being.

Being still tightly hogtied on the bed, however, reminded her how easy it would be for Mistress to punish her, so she held back.

Mistress dumped the chains and locks on the floor of the walk-in closet then came to untie her slave.  It was nice to be able to move and stretch again, even if there were deep red marks on her arms and legs.  Slave knew they would fade away, but it looked almost as if the ropes were still there – or the ghosts of them.

“Get in the kitchen and fix some lunch.  I’m starved,” Mistress said as she locked slave’s wrists together.

Enjoying the ability to walk and move her arms, slave hurried off to the kitchen where she was surprised to find that it was noon already and she was hungry also.  As she searched the kitchen for food, she calculated that she had spent three and a half hours in that hogtie.  Which left her with only two thousand, nine hundred and seventy-nine and a half hours to go!

This was going to be a long year.

 






  








 

Chapter XIII

Freedom, Sort of…

 

The arrangement was simple.  Slave was chained by the ankle to the bed.  The chain was long enough to reach into the bathroom, into the walk-in closet, and just to the bedroom door.  She might be able to move a little farther if she was willing to try to drag the bed along with her, but it would never fit through the door, so that would gain her little.

One end of the chain was wrapped around her ankle and locked on with a padlock.  The other end was locked to the metal frame that held up the bed.

“This,” explained Mistress the first time she locked slave in that manner, “is the basic way you will be secured while I am gone.  Of course, if I find that you’re getting into things you shouldn’t be, or need punishment for some other reason, you will be restrained to a greater degree.”

Slave looked down at the heavy chain on her ankle and said, “I’ll be good, Mistress.”

“You had better be.”  She picked a coat from the closet and was about to head out when she turned and looked very firmly at her slave.  “You do understand that while I’m gone you are not to touch yourself in any manner sexually.  No masturbating.  If I find that you’ve been disobeying orders, not only will you be punished, but also I will know that I cannot leave you with so much freedom, and will take measures to assure that you are unable to touch yourself.  Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” slave said meekly.

“Very good.”

Then her owner was gone.

For a while, slave just sat on the bed staring at the dark living room.  It was evening, and Mistress was going out for one of her lengthy dinners.  This was the sixth day of slave’s confinement and the first time she had been left alone in a condition where her hands were not secured behind her.  It would be very easy to simply reach down and touch there – very easy.

But dare she?  Would Mistress somehow know that she had been giving herself pleasure when she had clearly been ordered not to?  She reviewed in her mind her encounters with other women and with men, searching for what kind of evidence Mistress might be able to find.  Smell?  Slave had never really noticed, but perhaps, when she masturbated, her secretions gave off an aroma.  That must have been what Mistress had been looking for.  How long would it take for the aroma to fade away?

After half an hour had passed, she assumed that Mistress would not be making a sudden, unexpected return, and was sitting down with friends to dine.  It would be several hours at the earliest before her return, easily enough time to work herself up to a nice climax and be over it when her Mistress walked in.

She lay back on the soft, sensuous fur and stared at the ceiling light.  The fur against her bare skin stimulated her, almost like a soft caress from a lover’s hand.  She closed her eyes and remembered some of the times that other women had crawled up between her legs and given her much pleasure.  She was forcing herself to keep her hands at her sides, but, as the memories became more vivid, they began to creep up her hips.  Soon she was caressing the soft skin between her legs.  It would be so easy to slide a finger…

With a jerk she pulled her hand back.  Wishing to obey Mistress, she was also wishing for the sexual satisfaction denied her so far in this relationship.  Her thoughts lingered on not one of her prior loves, but on Mistress, on the feel of her body, her scent, and how incredibly wonderful it was to see her exploding into a climax.  She was so very happy that she could give Mistress that kind of pleasure.  But it also made an ache inside her for the same.

She heard rain begin striking the window.  The large drops came in, driven by the wind, to end their life against the window of their bedroom.  For a few moments, slave wondered what it would be like to stand in front of the window, open it and feel that cold rain against her body.

Clenching her thighs together and making fists of her hands, she fought to keep thoughts of Mistress’ lovely body from her mind.  It was a losing battle, of course.  In the warmth of the apartment, on the soft comfort of the fur bedspread, her hungry body could think of nothing else.  With a shutter, she stood up and walked to the door, her chain making a soft clinking sound behind her.  Just at the doorway, her left foot was snubbed and she could go no farther.  She looked out at the kitchen doorway and the living room with the wide view windows and the soft couches, and sighed.  She was living in comfort, but still suffering.

To keep her mind off the forbidden subject, she tested the limits imposed upon her by the chain.  There was the door, a dresser, the walk in closet, and the bathroom.  For a while she stood before the window, looking out into the gray night and almost feeling the raindrops striking the glass.

Coming back to the bed, she began to explore the nightstand, then the dresser.  She found several sets of handcuffs in one drawer, along with several lengths of rope, some apparently used, some looking clean and brand new.  There were the other two padlocks from the original package, and the ball gag that Mistress had shown her.  She put the ball up to her mouth and then past her lips and in.  The ball filled her mouth and pushed down her tongue, but was small enough so that she could partly close her jaw.  She pulled the strap around her head and buckled it in back, then dropped her hands to her sides.

She looked in the mirror and was fascinated by what she saw.  The gag forced her mouth to remain open.  She could not close it all the way.  She tried speaking a few words but quickly found that the ball prevented her tongue from forming the words and only gibberish came out.  And there was that lovely silver collar around her throat, the symbol of her status.

She just knew that, sooner or later, Mistress would place that gag in her mouth and leave it there.  Undoubtedly her hands would be tied behind her so that she could not remove it.  Would it become uncomfortable?  Right now it was okay, but she sensed that keeping her jaw open for a long time would make the muscles ache.  She also noted that it was almost impossible to swallow with that ball in there.  Would she start drooling and not be able to hold it in?  Maybe.

She took the gag out and wiped her saliva off it.

Next in the drawer was the single glove that had given slave such a sense of helplessness.  Beside that was the smaller piece of black leather.  She picked it up and unfolded it.  The leather was soft.  The general shape was a ball with a slit up one side that had eyelets and laces.  On the other side was a hole.  Then it hit her.  This was a hood of some kind.  If it were put over her head, it would cover all of her down to the neck.  With the laces pulling the back closed, of course.  She opened the hood and carefully placed it over her head.  Although on the tight side, she could close it up in back and found that it made for a very tight fit.  She did not try to lace it up, but she did leave it in place for a while.  With the hood all the way over her head, she could not see.  The small hole in the front was for her nose to stick out.  So she could breathe, she assumed.

What a thing it would be to have to wear this!  As with the gag, it if where laced up tightly and her hands bound behind her, there would be no way she could remove it.  She would be locked into a world of darkness.  It would be claustrophobic.  Even then, with the hood not laced tightly and her hands free to reach up and take it off, she was experiencing an intense feeling of helplessness.  The idea of being laced up in that and restrained sent a shiver of fear down her spine.  She hurriedly took it off.

Taking a couple careful breaths, she calmed herself, then folded it and replaced it in the drawer.

The other drawers contained only clothing.

Slave retreated to the bed.  She had found some of the bondage devices that no doubt Mistress would be using on her.  But she found no keys to the handcuff or the locks.  Mistress had those hidden someplace else, probably out of the room.

Pulling back the bedspread, she crawled in under it and covered herself almost totally.  As she began to warm up, she found herself closing her eyes.  Wishing to think of pleasant things but unable, her mind kept bringing up the feeling of that ball gag and the hood.  To be tied up and forced to wear those would be…  Well, would be terrible.  Torture, even.  A few hours like that, and she would be screaming for release.

Yet those same ideas were exciting her, even though she denied it.  As she wondered what it would be like to be in that hogtie her Mistress had left her the day before, and with the ball gag and hood on her.  How helpless would she feel?  Could she take it without screaming?  And, for that matter, what would a scream sound like with that ball in her mouth and the leather covering her head?

She began drifting off to sleep, almost unaware that one hand was grasping a breast, and the fingers of the other were caressing between her legs.  Almost…

 






  








 

Chapter XIV

Punishment!

 

Slave was rudely awoken with a slap on the face.  Her hand flew up to her face as she struggled out of sleep to find Mistress standing over her.  The fur bedspread was pulled back, exposing her body totally.

“You masturbated!” accused Mistress, shaking a finger at the bewildered girl.

“No, Mistress, I did not.”

“Don’t lie to me.”  Mistress held her finger up to slave’s nose.  “Smell that!”

There was a faint female smell, something that slave had detected many times before.  Mistress wiped her finger on the sheet and growled, “I told you not to masturbate!  Stupid slave slut!”

Slave was about to proclaim her innocent again, but halted.  She remembered, as she drifted off to sleep, of very vivid thoughts of being tightly bound up, and Mistress’ body next to hers, and then what it would be like to be not only tightly bound but forced into that gag and hood.  Those thoughts were accompanied by a warmth between her legs and then… then the pleasure.  Crap!  She had masturbated.

“Don’t bother denying it.  I can see it on your face.”

While slave was remembering that she had, indeed, masturbated, and wondering how could Mistress possibly know that, her owner was going to the drawer to fetch ropes.

“Stand up, bitch!”

Slave stood, trembling slightly at the harsh tone of Mistress’ voice.  She was roughly grabbed and turned around, and then the ropes were biting into her arms, forcing them together from wrist to elbow.  Knotted tightly at the elbows, she knew that she could not possible work those ropes free.  Mistress pushed her down to the bed and began binding her legs together at the ankles and above the knees.  That process finished, she used the last piece of rope to connect slave’s ankles to the rope around her elbows, not her wrists.  When Mistress pulled, she could feel her legs bending, which made the ropes around her knees tighten and her feet slowly move towards her hands.  But they did not stop at her hands.  Mistress pushed her over onto her side and pulled some more, as hard as she could, until slave’s body would arch no more.  When she tied off the rope, slave’s feet were almost touching the bound elbows.

She had never felt anything so tight nor her body ever so strained into a horrible position.  The arch she was forced into made her feel as if she were thrusting her breasts out.  The ropes were digging into her elbows and ankles something fierce as they held her body in that cruel bow.

Mistress rolled her back onto her stomach, where slave found that she could not lower her knees or breasts to the bed.  The arch was simply too tight to let her body flatten out.

A minute passed and slave wondered how long she would be left like that.  Already it was hurting worse than the previous hogtie – much worse.

A sharp pain suddenly burst into life on the bottom of her left foot.  Then another on her right sole.  Slave gasped at the pain and jerked her body as if to try to roll away from whatever had caused it.

The cause was Mistress, standing beside the bed with a belt in her hand.  She swung the belt again and slave cried out loudly as fresh pain shot into her foot.

“Please, no!” she begged.  “That hurts!”

“It is supposed to,” she was told, followed by another burst of pain.

“No, no, no…”

“Not going to keep quiet, are we?  I’ll fix that.”

A few moments later Mistress was squeezing slave’s cheeks together to get her to open her mouth so she could force the rubber ball in.  She buckled the strap much tighter than slave had done when trying it on.  The leather strap cut into the sides of her mouth.

Slave was crying, big tears falling on the blanket when Mistress picked up the belt again and resumed the beating of the soles of slave’s feet.

Being beaten on the soles is a terrible torture.  A light beating hurts; a heavy beating can cause the victim to scream and damage to the foot.  There are a lot of nerves there, much more than most people realize.  But torturers from Roman times to the Third Reich knew this and used it to best advantage.

Mistress stopped after a dozen blows.  Since her anger was mostly for show, it was easy for the logical, sane portion of her mind to call a halt to an activity that might damage slave.  She had hurt the woman, undoubtedly more than anything else she had done so far, and made her point.  Slave was not to masturbate without permission.

Of course, Mistress really had no way of telling if slave had, indeed, masturbated.  She had pressed her finger between her legs and it came out with a slight scent on it.  She used that as proof of disobedience.  If she had not found that probably innocent, normal woman scent, she would have claimed that she saw it on slave’s face.  Some people cannot keep emotions off their faces, of course.

She left the sobbing slave on the bed while she went to pour herself a drink.  Sitting on the couch in the living room, she sipped the single malt scotch, and she resisted the urge to call her father and thank him again for this wonderful Christmas present.  Then she made plans.  It was going to be a wonderful year!

 






  








 

Chapter XV

Changes

 

The first day on which Mistress was going back to her office to conduct the business of Themes by Athena, slave was nervous.  She knew that Mistress would be gone at least nine hours, maybe more since she had told slave that she often had to work late.  Or she might decide to go out to dinner with one of the other executives.

How was Mistress going to leave me, she wondered?  The memory of over an hour spent in that extremely tight and joint-popping contorted hogtie was fresh in her mind.  Not to mention the terrible ache in her feet.  They pained her with each step for a day afterwards.

The answer was simple.  Her left ankle was locked at the end of that long chain, her hands were locked in cuffs behind her back, and she was admonished not to “get into trouble”.  Mistress looked her over after the chain and handcuffs had been applied, frowned, and then added another set of handcuffs to her elbows.  She informed slave that the extra pair was to assure that she not step through her arms and bring her hands up to where she could masturbate – a most serious offense, as slave had learned.  Then she was left alone in the apartment.

The only kindness granted her was that Mistress suggested she eat a big breakfast since she would not be able to reach the kitchen and Mistress was not coming home for lunch.  She never did.

So began the first full day of those two thousand, nine hundred and eighty-three hours.

She explored around, checking the dresser drawers, the bathroom and everything she could extend the chain to.  Apparently Mistress had taken precautions, for she found nothing in the nature of keys, also nothing that might possibly alleviate the boredom.

As she looked at herself in the mirror, she was surprised to see that the shackled and collared woman looking back had a smile on her face.  Wiping it off, she told herself that this was not something to smile about.  She was a prisoner, sometimes beaten, and had been able to have sexual satisfaction only once in the last ten days, a pitifully long time for a healthy young lady with higher than average hormonal drive.  It seemed as if she was horny all the time.  Which made her wonder if being shackled or bound in ropes had anything to do with it.  She found being helpless was a very strong stimulus and a most erotic one.  Many women did, she told herself.  What was wrong with that?  If a woman enjoyed that kind of stimulation, and she definitely fell into that classification, then what was wrong with it?

As she thought more about it, she realized that it was more than just being helpless or semi-helpless, it was that she was not in control in any way.  Mistress told her what to do, inflicted punishments, restrained her almost all the time, and was, therefore, totally the one in control.

It was a strange feeling to be so controlled.  She had been submissive with some of her girlfriends, true, but this was several orders of magnitude greater than those.  This was much stronger control and constant.

The question in her mind was: did she like it?

When the pain was making her weep bitter tears, she hated it.  But later, when she was ordered to pleasure her Mistress, she found a strong form of satisfaction.  Not sexual satisfaction, mind you, but a good feeling that she was making her Mistress feel good.  It made her feel that it was proper and right that she be the one kneeling and helpless and using all her lesbian skills to give pleasure to a woman she was so attracted to.

Other times, when she was alone and chained or bound, there was still the feeling that it was right and proper that it be so.

On the whole, she concluded that she did like this slavery.

Most of the time.

She passed the hours thinking about what she would do with all that money accumulating interest in the bank.  She would go back to Italy and buy a very nice house for her mother and her to live in.  Then she would take some time off to rest and think about her future.  Maybe a year to match the year she would spend as a slave so she could earn that money.

Her thoughts wandered off in different directions. What kind of car would she buy when back in Italy?  Would their house overlook a lake, or be on a mountainside?  Maybe it would have a small vineyard and she could give some of her produce to the wineries in exchange for bottles of the wine made from her grapes.  That was a pleasant thought, seeing grapes that she had grown with her own hands turned into delicious wine.

Her stomach announced that lunch had come – and probably gone.  There was no clock in the bedroom.  There had been one, but Mistress removed it, so she had no idea how far into the afternoon it was.  The weak sunlight coming in through the window made it hard to judge the position of the sun.

Eventually that daylight went and told her, along with the growling of her stomach, that evening had come.

She stood and stretched as best she could with arms joined behind her.  The handcuffs on her wrists were no problem; she was very used to that kind of restraint.  But the pair on her elbows was another story.  Not that they hurt – much - but they were so damned restrictive.  She could only bring her hands a little ways around her body, not the almost all the way to the front without them.  And she found that she was forced to lie on her side or turn over onto her stomach which was not the best position since that made her arms try to separate and the elbow handcuffs dig in more.

When she heard the door opening, she was very grateful.  Now there would be a release for her elbows, and, best of all, food!

Mistress walked in, tossed her purse on the bed and sighed.  “I forgot how damned demanding it is to run that fucking company,” she proclaimed.  “How was your day?”

“Very boring, Mistress.”  Then she ventured, “If you will unlock my arms and the chain, I will fix a dinner.”

Mistress glared and seemed on the verge of announcing that the request was speaking without permission, but sighed instead.  She was also hungry.

With only her wrists joined in front of her, slave hurried off to the kitchen where, thirty minutes later, she served hearty portions of lamb chops with mint jelly, mashed potatoes and steamed broccoli with hollandaise sauce.  She even pulled a bottle of Merlot from the refrigerator out and poured a glass for Mistress.  She would have liked to have some of the wine also, but was afraid it might make her seem to bold.  Slaves cannot afford to be too bold.

The meal was very good, and slave was glad that she had learned so much about cooking from her mother.  The wine seemed to mellow Mistress, for she even complimented slave on the good cooking.

When the meal was finished, Mistress refilled her glass and went off to the living room, leaving slave to clean up, which slave did.  After that, she found Mistress in the living room, looking out over the city lights of London glowing in the misty rain.

“Mistress?” slave said quietly.

“Yes?”

“There are a couple practical matters that I need to bring up.”

“Such as?”

“Food.  How do you normally restock your kitchen?”

“I order the food and it is delivered here,” Mistress answered.  A moment later, she frowned.

“Yes, Mistress, there should be someone to answer the door and accept the food.  Also, I cannot clean the apartment when I’m shackled and limited to the bedroom.”

Mistress continued her frown.  Feeling that she was on good logical ground, slave ventured another question.  “Could it be possible for you to leave me some books to read?”

Having thought a lot about it, slave had decided that she would go crazy if she did not have something to occupy her mind during the many long hours of being alone.  Providing a few books to read did not seem as if it would be breaking any rules – at least, it did not to slave.

“Danila, come over here and sit down.”

Shocked by the use of her real name, slave did as ordered, on a chair facing her owner.

“I have been thinking,” Mistress began.  “I enjoy having you as a slave, heaven knows I do!  But perhaps I have been overdoing it a bit.  Perhaps it is not necessary to keep you constantly in restraints.  Or leave you to die of utter boredom alone in this big apartment every day.”

She paused to sip the wine.  “But,” she said with emphasis, “I do like having your helpless and obeying my every order.  I do enjoy the way you use your tongue.  You are the best I have ever experienced.  And I do enjoy punishing you.”

Another pause, then, “Besides, seeing you totally naked all the time sort of makes it no longer something special.  Know what I mean?”

Slave nodded.  If her Mistress wanted, she would spend the rest of the year naked as the day she was born.  But it would be nice to wear clothes again.

“I’ve done these things with other women that I’ve gotten my hands on.  More than one woman has cried her eyes out in my bedroom while wishing she could put her hands to her beaten and bruised ass.

“You should realize by now that it is simply my natured to be sadistic.”

Slave, wisely, did not openly agree.

Mistress finished off the wine, leaned forward to put the glass on the coffee table, and looked slave directly in the eye.

“I’m going to make some changes.  Give me those hands.”

Slave held out her hands, more than a little confused by this sudden, unexpected change of heart.  Mistress unlocked the handcuffs and set them down next to her wine glass.

“Get yourself some clothes.  There’s plenty the closet.  Some of them should fit you.  And I will not leave you chained up during the day.”

Suddenly slave felt her nudity, something that had not happened for a while.

“But…”  Mistress said sharply.  “You are still my slave!  I will call you that and nothing else.  At least when we’re in here.  Anytime I order you to, you will strip naked.  And, of course, you will obey any command given you.  I will still bind you tightly with ropes and keep you locked up in chains and handcuffs if it pleases me.  And I will spank you, whip you, and do anything else I want to you, no matter how much it causes pain.  Do you understand that?  Those parts are not changing one bit.”

“Yes, Mistress, I understand.”

“Good.  I’m not being kind,” she continued.  “I’m doing this because it is too much effort and too much of a problem to keep a woman a total slave every second of the day.  I have too many other things to do.  So, you see, I’m doing this for myself, not you.  You are a slave. Your wishes do not matter.”

Slave meekly nodded agreement, but inside was thinking that the last part was simply Mistress not wanting to seem too lenient.

“There are still rules.  Break them and you will be punished.  Don’t ever forget that.”

“No, Mistress, I will not forget.”

And she meant it.

“Now go get a shower so you’re clean when I take you to bed.”

Slave stood, but hesitated before leaving.  “Mistress…” she began.  “May I hug you?”

Mistress stood and allowed herself to be hugged by the naked woman.

Slave wanted very much to say thank you, but held back.  The hug said it well enough.

That night, slave’s hands were bound behind her and she was spanked – a good, hard spanking that left her crying for real.  Then Mistress allowed her to crawl between her legs and service her.  Later, they fell asleep with Mistress holding slave and their naked bodies pressed together.

 






  








 

Chapter XVI

Alone and Free, at Last!

 

The next morning, slave was standing there, dressed in a pants suit but barefoot as she watched Mistress leave.  She was, for the first time, both alone and unrestrained.  With a heady sense of freedom, she walked around the apartment, exploring every corner, enjoying the lack of restraints but also, in a strange way, missing them.

Well, when Mistress came back, she would undoubtedly spend some time in the handcuffs or ropes, whichever her Mistress wished.  The thought sent a little shiver of delight down her back.

Her exploration completed, she returned to the bedroom and threw herself upon the bed.  Later she planned to search the apartment for books or other reading material.  She had forgotten to ask Mistress if she had any.  Then she remembered seeing a computer on a small desk in the guest bedroom.  Being familiar with the Internet, she was sure she could find some books or something to entertain her.  She would be careful, though, to only view material on the screen, and not sent any email or other form of communication.  Mistress had forbidden that.

She waved her arms and legs against the fur bedspread as if making a snow angel both for the sense of freedom it gave her and the soft feel against her body.  She remembered how good that fur had felt against bare skin, and quickly stood up.  In a moment, she had divested herself of the simple clothing and was lying naked and face down on the fur, enjoying the way it teased and caressed her skin.

That exercise brought back memories of the night before when she had knelt between Mistress’ thighs and used her tongue to the best of her ability, all the while blinking back the tears and feeling the burning of her ass.

If only Mistress had done the same to her, it would have been a perfect evening.  Yet, when she awoke in the morning and found she was in the arms of Mistress and their bodies pressed together, she was a happy slave.

Then the thought occurred to her that there was nothing to prevent her from touching her breasts and more.  She could even have the orgasm she had wished for last night.

Nothing but herself, that was.  Mistress had expressly forbidden that action.  In fact, it was the last thing she said to slave before closing the door.

A little voice pleaded with her, explaining that Mistress need never know.  But would she?  Somehow she had known before.  And the punishment for that misconduct had been quite painful.  She grimaced to think of it.

Better not to run the risk of that kind of punishment again.

To help remove temptation, she replaced the clothes and left the bedroom.  The computer did have an Internet connection, and she spent several hours “surfing the web” and searching for books.  Having always enjoyed reading a variety of books, it was the one thing she missed the most.  She found a source of many books, a site called Project Guttenberg.  The books were all older, but there were so many of them, and many classics.  All she had to do was download them to the computer and read them as much as she wanted.

She took her time to fix a nice lunch for herself, then began a list of groceries that she would need if she were going to do all the cooking.  Later, she would ask Mistress how to call in an order.  Maybe, if she gained Mistress’ trust, she might even be able to go to the store herself to pick out the best fruits and veggies.  That thought excited her, partly because the idea came to her that if she were allowed to go to the market for groceries, why not a bookstore?  The idea of roaming through aisles of newly printed books with that wonderful fresh-book smell excited her.

After lunch, she watched a little on the television but got bored and turned it off.

By the time Mistress returned, she had prepared not only a nice meal of steaks and baked potatoes, but had a small speech planned explaining the logic of allowing her to shop for groceries.  Included in the speech was a solemn promise not to talk to anyone or go any other place.  She would buy the food and return immediately.

Mistress seemed cold to the idea.

“Too much freedom,” she stated firmly.  “A slave simply cannot be allowed to roam free all over town.  Next you’ll be forgetting that you are a slave.”

“Never, Mistress.  You are my Mistress, my owner.  I am your slave.”

Slave meant it.  Even with the sometimes harsh treatment, she had found herself developing a strong attraction for Mistress.

“Harrraammph!” Mistress harrumphed.  Then she dropped the conversation with only a mild comment that she would think about it.

That night, Mistress did a strange thing.  She tied slave spread-eagle on the bed, pulling her limbs tightly to the four corners.  While the naked slave lay there and wondered what was going to happen, Mistress went to the entranceway and returned with a package she had left there.  Placing the package on the floor beside the bed, she removed something from it, but slave could not see what it was.  A few moments later there was a loud humming noise and Mistress’ hand came up with a large cylinder.  On one end was a round ball that looked like rubber, attached to the cylinder by a rubber shaft.  From the other end trailed an electrical cord.

Slave instantly knew what it was: a vibrator!  But such a huge one.  She had seen only small, bullet-shaped ones that where battery powered.  As this one moved closer between her legs and she knew what its target was, she felt a shiver of both excitement and fear.  Was that thing not too big and too strong?  She was all for a little stimulation to help bring about satisfaction, but this thing looked like it could shake her body to pieces.

As the device touched her, slave gasped loudly as the powerful vibrations spread into her body.  She tried to curl up, to close her legs, anything to stop that strong pulsation of her most tender spot.  But the ropes and Mistress conspired to hold slave motionless save for the tossing of her head from side to side and clenching of her fists.

“No… It’s… Oh!  Please, it’s too strong!  Oh….”

Mistress had played with such a vibrator before and knew just how to lightly touch for maximum stimulation.  But – and slave did not know this yet – her goal was not a climax for the tied down girl; no, she had other plans.  With her experience, she knew as slave was approaching close to her climax.  Her eyes were closed, her breathing heavy, she was flushing, and her hips were straining to push upward.  At just the right moment, the vibrator was pulled away.

Slave moaned loudly.  For a few seconds the muscles in her thighs and hips continued to twitch, but then her eyes opened and she looked to Mistress.

“Please…  Put it back,” she begged.  “I am so close…”

“Yes, I know,” was all that Mistress said.  She switched off the vibrator and stood up.  Without another word, she walked out of the bedroom.

A shocked slave called out after her, begging her to come back, but was not answered.

With her hands twisting around and straining to escape the ropes holding them, she endured an overpowering need to reach down and touch herself.  So near, yet so far!  Just a few seconds more and she would have off to Neverland.  She wanted to scream.

Later, about twenty minutes later, she was calmer but still feeling a great frustration, when she realized that this was not a botched attempt to please her; it was a new torture from Mistress.  She whined and fought the urge to curse Mistress with every nasty word she had ever heard, starting with “asshole”.

When Mistress walked in, however, she held her tongue and spoke not what she was thinking.

Mistress knew, however.  It had all been planned out carefully.  As she knelt to pick up the vibrator again, she saw the fear in slave’s eyes.  The helpless girl knew what was coming!

The second application of vibrations to slave’s sex was shorter, mostly because her body was still aroused.  Again it required careful timing to assure that a climax was near but not obtained.

This time, when the vibrator was switched off, slave did curse.  Among other things, such as foul names and suggestions of what Mistress could do with herself, slave pleaded to be set free.  Had Mistress been inclined to do that, they both knew that slave would grab that big vibrator with both hands and shove it up against her.

So slave was left tied in that taut spread-eagle and again had to endure the torture of extreme frustration.

Twenty minutes later, when Mistress again returned, she looked down at the unhappy slave and smiled.  “I wonder how many times we can do this,” she said.  “Five?  Six?  More?”  She sat down on the edge of the bed and grasped a breast to squeeze it.  “You know, eventually your body will no longer respond and the game will be over.  Or…  Or I may miscalculate and allow you a little too much time.  In that case, you will get your climax.”

“Please…” whined slave.

Mistress pinched the nipple and enjoyed the cry of distress it brought.

“Tell me,” Mistress said, “What would you offer me to induce me to return the vibrator and leave it on until you’re satisfied?  Remember, you are my slave and I can do anything I want to you, so it should be something I cannot otherwise have.”

Slave tried to think of something, but Mistress was right.  She could do anything she wished to slave, order slave to do anything, so there nothing she could offer that Mistress did not already have or could have.  Was there some act she could perform?  Something that would please Mistress?

“I will use my tongue on you,” she began.  “Afterwards, you may tie me in a hogtie and leave me that way all night.  But before you do, please use that vibrator on me.”

“That’s not much.  I can leave you hogtied all night and all of tomorrow, too, if I want.”  She watched the disappointment flow over slave’s face.  “But I am a kindly Mistress.”

She stood and began removing her clothing.  When she was naked, she mounted the bed, knelt over slave’s head and leaned forward so that she was only a fraction of an inch away from slave’s face.

“You may start,” she told slave, and the girl lifted her head.  This time, she began by pushing out her tongue and wiggling it around.  After that, she was kissing and licking, and doing a fine job of it.  Must have been good, because very quickly Mistress cried out, fell to one side and curled up.

Slave waited patiently (as if she had a choice?) and hoped that Mistress would keep her part of the bargain.  Of course, she told herself, she doesn’t have to.  She is Mistress, I am the slave.  She can do anything she wants to me – or nothing – even lie.

Eventually, Mistress came back to the land of the living and opened her eyes.

“That was good,” she told slave.  “That trick with your tongue was very well done.”

Never mind the compliments and get on with satisfying the terrible itch between my legs, she thought, and wanted to shout.

Slowly, Mistress stood, stretched her fine body and walked around to where the vibrator was lying on the floor. She picked it up.

“Should I unplug this and put it away?” she asked.  “Or use it some more.  We wouldn’t want to get it worn out, you know.”

Perhaps she saw the desperation in slave’s eyes, or maybe she was simply mellow as a result of slave’s expertise, but she carefully applied the vibrating end to slave, and shortly thereafter slave was gasping loudly and enjoying a very pleasing climax.

 






  








 

Chapter XVII

Unexpected

 

For a while, everything went along fine in the Mistress/slave household.  During most days, slave was allowed the freedom of the apartment, but restrained in a variety of ways in the evening, and occasionally all night.  One day of the week, she was allowed out to visit a market not too far off where she purchased food and other necessities for them.  Keeping to her promise, she talked to no one beyond the minimum required to make the purchases.  Twice, men tried to get a conversation going with the pretty girl, but she ignored them.

After the first couple of shopping trips, slave asked for, and was given, permission to visit a bookstore.  She returned to the apartment with a large bag filled with paperback books and a big smile on her face.  This was going to be the perfect opportunity to do some reading that she had never seemed to have time for.  She cleared off a space on a shelf in the living room and neatly arranged her books in a row.  Mistress, apparently was not much into reading and had no books in the apartment previously.

For the most part, the arrangement worked well.  Not that it was always easy for slave.  She was punished for the slightest infraction of sometimes arbitrary rules, and often went to sleep with an ass still red and burning from a spanking or belt whipping.  And occasionally the punishments were of a much more severe form.  Mistress had her moods.  At times she took out the frustrations and problems with her company upon her helpless slavegirl.  Thus it was that slave sometimes spent hours in extremely uncomfortable bondage, often with a gag and that leather hood encasing her head.  It was as she had feared, a very unpleasant experience to be blind, gagged and your whole head being pressed by the tight leather.

Yet, even though unpleasant and disliked, that type of punishment excited slave and made sex, when granted by Mistress, much more intense.  It was not uncommon for slave to be laced into the hood, tightly laced into the single glove, lying on her back with legs spread wide while she awaited Mistress to either pleasure her with the vibrator or drive her crazy with her tongue.  Yes, Mistress did use her tongue – and fingers – on slave when she was in the mood to do so.  Those were precious moments in their relationship, and slave cherished them immensely.

Of course, given the perverse nature of Mistress, sometimes those waits in darkness and tight constriction of her body were ended with pain, not pleasure.  Mistress had this set of metal clamps with strong spring to hold them closed.  When placed upon slave’s nipples, they provided a constant source of pain and evoked intense struggles of her helpless body, not to mention muffled cries through the gag.

It was particularly intense when she lay there, pain shooting into her breasts and Mistress skillfully playing the vibrator like a fine musical instrument upon the slave.  Those times were special, in a horrible/wonderful kind of way.

Most of the time, naturally, it was slave who was providing pleasure for her owner, usually bound in some fashion and using her considerable lesbian skills to please.

Thus passed the days, giving all appearances of this being the lifestyle for those two until at least the end of her year of slavery.

Until…

One day, in early spring, slave had spilled a drink she was preparing for Mistress, and was being punished for that.  Her punishment took the form of being tightly bound, gagged and wearing the hood while Mistress went out to dinner with some of her business associates.  To be specific, slave’s arms were bound behind her by rope, with elbows together.  The gag and hood robbed her of sight and speech, which should have been a small loss considering there was nothing new to see in the bedroom and no one to talk to.

In addition to her arms bound tightly behind her, her legs were tied together.  While possible for her to squirm around and maybe even move about the apartment by wiggling like a worm on the carpet, she chose to remain on the soft bed to await the return of her Mistress.  It would be hours, she knew, and before that eagerly awaited return, her jaw would be aching fiercely, and she would feel very much punished.

Stretched out on her side, slave was not yet sleepy enough to drift off, so she tried remembering some of the things she had learned in classes at the university.  With nothing to see, and seeking something to take her mind off the tight ropes and aching jaw, she concentrated on remembering some of the international business course she had taken.

A noise brought her out of those thoughts.  Was Mistress back already?  It did not seem that she had suffered long enough, but time sense is distorted under such conditions, and maybe much longer had passed than she thought.  Slave made a whining sound through the gag and hood, to greet Mistress.

But there was no answering of the usual greeting: “Having fun, slave?”  Just silence.  For a minute, then she thought she could hear someone breathing.  With what was almost a sixth sense, she became aware of someone standing near the bed.

Was Mistress just not saying anything?  Or was she planning a surprise for slave?  Like a slap across her bare breast or the sudden, terribly sharp bite of those metal clamps on her nipple?  Slave strained to hear any sound that might reach her through the leather covering her ears.

About to again force a sound out from behind the rubber ball gag, slave suddenly felt a hand on her breast.  With a tiny moan, she thrusts her breast forward, hoping that Mistress would play with her breasts.  It was frustrating as hell, but also exciting when they were teased for a long time.

Then, with a shock, she realized that this was not Mistress’ hand on her breast, but a larger, harder hand – a man’s hand!

Whining in fear, she tried to pull her body back from the touch.  A dozen thoughts flitted through her mind.  Was this some friend of Mistress’ that she was allowing to see slave in her helpless, punished state?  Was Mistress standing behind him, with a smile on her face as a man touched her slave?  Or was this something else…?

The hand squeezed, hard enough to hurt.  Slave tried to roll away but the hand held her breast.  She whined, a pitifully weak sound of distress.  Another hand clasped the other breast and they began groping and squeezing roughly.

Slave’s mind flashed back to those days when she had let men paw her body over for money.  Most of those men had been rough with her, some hurting her more than others, but most not bothering to be gentle.  This pair of hands reminded her of those times.

She shook her leather-covered head and made sound of distress but was ignored.  Before too long, the hands tired of that game and left her.  What now, she wondered?

Then she felt the hands on her ankles.  He was untying the ropes there!  Without having to be told, slave knew that it was not from kindness that he was removing the tight ropes.  He wanted her legs unbound for a different purpose.  Being completely naked, slave knew what his intent was.  She tried to cry out for him to stop but the words could not be formed, yet the tone of the noise coming from under the hood should have let him know that she did not want this to happen.

Her ankles freed, he began on the ropes around her knees.  Slave tried rolling and pulling her legs away, but the man easily held her in place.  Then the ropes were off her knees.  Slave tried to kick the man, swinging leg wildly but missing.  A hand caught her ankle, and then the other, and she felt her legs being spread wide, despite her efforts to prevent it.  A heavy body was crawling onto the bed between her legs.  The hands left her ankles but she could not close her legs because the man was kneeling between them.

She heard a zipper and knew what was coming next.  She was on her back, and with her arms beneath her, lifting her body and forcing her breasts to stand out.  She cried out, not so much from pain as from anger and shock.  But still she wondered if this was something Mistress had set up.  Maybe she was standing by, smiling and enjoying the sight of her slavegirl being ravished by a male.  She might be that cruel.

But that did not seem to fit in with what slave knew of her Mistress.  She had expressed a dislike for males in general and for the male way of sex in particular.  It was crude and coarse, she said.  And usually not considering the woman’s needs at all.  It seemed unlikely that Mistress would want to have a man screwing slave.  Unless it was a new side of her perverse nature…?

Then he was gone.

Slave curled up on her side and, as much as possible with her arms bound as they were, assumed the prenatal position.  She was softly weeping under the leather hood.

 






  








 

Chapter XVIII

Aftermath

 

“Been having fun?”

Mistress’ question stuck in her throat when she saw that slave’s legs were united but her arms were still bound as she had left them.  Something was wrong here.

Hurrying over to the bed, she pulled slave around so she could work on the laces holding the leather hood on.  When it was off, she saw that slave had been crying.  The poor girl looked up at Mistress with blinking eyes that were red from her weeping.

“Were the ropes too tight?” she asked as she unbuckled the ball gag.

“No,” slave forced out as soon as the ball was pulled from her mouth.  Then she began crying again.

Mistress held her close, resting her head against her chest and let the tears flow.  Maybe that hood is a bit too much, she wondered.  I was gone for almost four hours.

“A man was here,” slave blurted out through the tears and sobs.

“A man!?”

“He fucked me!”

Mistress looked down at slave’s unbound legs and saw that there was evidence of her claim on the bedspread.

“Tell me,” she demanded.

Slave sniffed back the tears and told the story of the unseen male attacker.  “It was horrible,” she concluded.

Mistress was sorry that slave had been violated, but was more concerned that some stranger had been in her apartment.

“He did not come to fuck you,” she told slave.  “The management said that someone had stolen a pass key and a couple apartments had been entered and jewelry stolen.  They’ve been changing the locks, but they haven’t gotten to us yet.”

Mistress felt pain as slave’s hurt-little-girl face looked up at her.  She could empathize with slave; once a man had forced himself upon her against her will.  It had been one of those “date rapes” and she was not tied up and helpless, but still it had been most unpleasant for her.  It was also the last time she dated a man.

She continued to hold slave for a long time.  Finally, she helped slave to stand up, untied her arms and told her, “Go take a shower.  Wash all of him out of you.”

Slave weakly nodded and went off to the bathroom.

Mistress checked and found none of her jewelry missing.  Perhaps he had fled after satisfying his lust on the so conveniently naked and helpless woman.  She resolved to have the locks changed the next morning, before anything else.

Later, after a lengthy shower under hot water, slave and Mistress held each other under the blankets.  The lovely fur bedspread had been pulled off and rolled up into a ball to be thrown away.  Mistress would buy another.

Slave seemed to have recovered after cleansing her body.  The two of them gently kissed before sleep overtook them.

 






  








 

Chapter XIX

“See What I Did?”

 

The locks were changed.  Mistress did not go to her office until that was done.  While waiting for the maintenance man, they talked.  Slave was much happier in the morning sunlight and willing to talk about the previous night.

“I guess a part of what made it so unpleasant,” she told Mistress, “was the way it reminded me of the time in my life when I had to sell my body.  I didn’t like being a whore, but it was the only way I could get money to pay for Mom’s medical problems.”  She paused for a bit.  “You don’t know, I’m sure, but men who use a prostitute often hurt her.  And it’s not just that they don’t care, it’s almost as if they have some kind of resentment against women.  And they take it out on the woman they pay.”

Mistress reached over and took slave’s hand.  “You were a brave girl to do that,” she said.

Suddenly Mistress pounded her fist on the table.  “Christ!  I hope he didn’t get you pregnant!”

“The timing is not right,” slave told her.  “But that would be a most unpleasant result.”

“Got that right.”

For a little while longer they sipped their coffee and said nothing.

“Slave,” Mistress eventually said, “Are you going to be upset if I tie you up tonight?”

Slave shook her head.  “No.  What happened was not your fault.”  Sighing a bit, she added, “It was a shock for me.  If I had known it was coming, it would have been like those times with the other men: not very nice but also not the end of the world.”

A minute later she spoke again.  “The first time I did it with a man, we were both pretty young.”  She laughed.  “Neither of us really knew what we were doing.  But it wasn’t too bad.  Except that he came almost as soon as he got inside me, and I didn’t have an orgasm.  The second time was with an older man – three whole years older than I was – and he knew what he was doing.  He made it last long enough so that I had my first orgasm through intercourse.  It was pretty good.”

“Were you a lesbian then?” Mistress asked.

“I guess I was.  I had played with a couple other girls and found that it was very, very nice.  I probably would have become… What is it they call a girl who does both?”

“Bi.”

“But I had to have money right after that, and sex for me was a series of strangers who cared not a shit about me.  Turned me off about men.”

“Don’t worry.  I would never give you to a man,” Mistress said.  “Unless you really, really need serious punishment.”

Slave looked at her Mistress sharply.  But she saw the hint of a smile on her lips.

“Well…” she replied, “If he was handsome and long-lasting and hung like a horse…”  She let the words trail off suggestively.

They both were laughing when the doorbell rang.

Later, after testing the new locks, Mistress kissed slave and went off to her office.

Slave read some, cleaned up the kitchen, and thought about her future.  Did she ever want to have a husband and children, like her mother constantly nagged her to?

She pushed the idea out of her mind by telling herself she was still young and did not have to make such decisions yet.  First, she told herself, I have a commitment to finish out my year of slavery.  Then we’ll see…

 

* * * * *

 

As evening approached and slave knew that her Mistress would be home soon, she thought about what would happen that night.  Mistress seemed concerned that the encounter with the strange male might prove traumatic for slave, especially when Mistress wanted to tie her up.  Searching her soul for an answer, slave concluded that the incident would not sour her on the often exciting, often painful games they played.  And to demonstrate that to Mistress in a vivid manner, slave went into the bedroom and took of her clothing.

She knew where all the restraints were, save, of course, for the place where Mistress hid the keys.  Carefully, she laid out the items she wanted, checked the clock and figured she had an hour, maybe more, before Mistress arrived.  She opened her mouth wide and inserted the ball gag, buckling it tightly behind her head.  Then she bound her legs with rope, as tightly as she could, at the ankles, then both above and below her knees.  She followed what she had seen Mistress do and cinched all the main ropes down and knotted each binding with three knots made as tight as she could.  As an added touch, one that slave had thought up herself, she bound her big toes together with string, cinching it down tightly and knotting it.  She pulled this way and that on the toe bondage but could not separate them.  Satisfied that she would be unable to wiggle her legs free, she took the long chain and encircled her waist with it, locking the padlock tightly so that the chain was cutting in to her waist.  Not enough to hurt or make breathing hard, but certainly enough to show that she was serious about being restrained.  The other end of the chain had already been locked to the bed frame.

She picked up the leather hood and looked at it for a while.  It was uncomfortable to have to wear, but it did make her feel so very helpless.  And, since she had been wearing it when the man used her body, her wearing it now for Mistress would demonstrate that there was no permanent affects from the experience.  It was a way of telling Mistress, without words, that she could continue to do anything to slave that she wished.  And, by securing herself before Mistress came home, while she was alone in the apartment, she would show Mistress that she could take even being alone and helpless.

She had, of course, checked to make sure that the door was locked before she began this little demonstration.

Having gathered her long black hair into a ponytail held with a rubber band, she fitted the hood over her hair, careful to pull the ponytail to the top of the opening slit in back before she began to pull the laces tight.  She went down the row of laces three times, until she could not get them any tighter, then she knotted them at the bottom.  She shook her head and could feel her ponytail swaying behind her.  She knew it looked good sticking out that way.

Sightless and unable to speak, she was ready for the final step in making herself totally helpless.  Feeling to her left, she found the handcuffs and clicked one cuff around her left wrist, tightening it down until it was very snug against the skin.  While sitting up in the middle of the bed, she brought her hands around behind her.  It took a little work, but she managed to encircle her right wrist with the other cuff and click it to the first notch.  There she paused.

This was the point of no return.  The cuff around her right wrist still had enough space for her to pull her hand out if she wished.  If she closed it a few more clicks, that would become impossible and she would be helpless.  It was a delicious moment that slave savored.

Then she closed the cuff, pushing it until the steel pressed against her wrist all the way around.  She tugged on them a bit and tried to pull her hands out just to prove that she really could not.

Then she settled on her side to wait.  Mistress would come in and find a naked woman, gagged and hooded, legs bound and hands locked, not to mention the chain around her waist shackling her to the bed.  She hoped the sight would please Mistress.

As she waited in darkness, she pondered about how much she had changed in just a couple months.  Before, she was a woman who could enjoy a little kinky sex and found being tied up fun.  But now she was a…  A what?  Kinky bitch?  No.  Pervert?  Sure, but that was not the right word.  Then she had it.  She was a kinky slut!  She was both a slut for sex and for kinky bondage and, let’s be honest, a masochistic slut who loved pain, if given to her by her Mistress.

She lay there, enjoying the feel of the tight ropes on her legs, wondering if Mistress would find the binding of her big toes cute, and wondering what Mistress would do to her.

While seeming like several hours, it was actually only eighty-six minutes that slave had to wait for Mistress’ return.  Through the leather, she heard Mistress call out from the living room.  A silence, then the sense that someone was standing over her.  Slave stuck out her chest to put on a good display of her breasts and wiggled her legs a bit to show just how tightly they were bound.

“Think you’re being real cute?” Mistress said.  “Do you realize that you’ve done this without permission?”  A pause, then, “And will be punished for it?”

Slave sighed inside the hood.  This was going to be a nice night.

 






  








 

Chapter XX

Disaster!

 

It had been a wonderful night.  Mistress removed the handcuffs and replaced them with tight ropes that locked slave’s elbows together so that she did not have to thrust out her breasts, they were forced that way.

Mistress then played with the nicely helpless body before her, teasing the nipples into a taut state of rigidity, squeezing the round, firm ass until slave squealed through the gag, and teasing her with the vibrator just enough to arouse her but not satisfy.  That was repeated a dozen times, and after each one, slave was moaning and straining to show how much she wanted the touch of that marvelous device again.

The chain around her waist was unlocked, and she was placed over Mistress’ knee to be given the hardest and longest spanking ever.  When her hand became tired and was stinging, Mistress switched to a spatula from the kitchen and continued the beating of that already red ass.  The muffled wailing and useless struggles were pure ambrosia to Mistress, not to mention a powerful aphrodisiac.

So, of course, the hood and gag were taken off, leaving slave’s lips and tongue available.  They were quickly put to good use.  Both women were so excited that it was only a couple minutes work needed to bring Mistress to a wonderful intense climax.

When she recovered from that, she found slave rubbing against the edge of the bed.  Mistress pushed her onto the floor, forced her onto her back, and shoved the vibrator against her.  She left it there, on high, until slave was crying out.

It was two exhausted but mellow females who went to sleep in each other’s arms that night.

 

* * * * *

 

Having proven to Mistress that she was willing to be left alone in the apartment while in a state of total helplessness, slave found herself often in that condition.  At least one day each week, she was left in handcuffs and the chains to keep her restrained and limit her to the bedroom.  On those occasions, the most frustrating part was that with her hands locked behind her back, she was unable to read any of the dozens of books she had bought.  But the other four days of the week, she was free to perform her duties around the apartment and enjoy her books and the Internet.

Slave also made sure that she was naked, bound, handcuffed and gagged many of the evenings when she had been dressed and free when Mistress left.  That was her subtle way of saying she wanted to play that night.  It always worked.

 

* * * * *

 

As summer began, Mistress made a game of inventing new ways to restrain slave, and new punishments to inflict.  During the first week of June, Mistress took to whipping slave’s breasts.  She bought a small whip with six leather thongs.  It was more of a flogger than a whip, but it delivered stinging blows over the firm breasts and brought many tears to slave’s eyes without doing any damage.

As she was just getting used to having her breasts flogged as a punishment, Mistress introduced her to a butt plug.  The plastic plug was very narrow at the base, so that when it was inserted it would stay in place even if slave tried to push it out.  It was not painful but uncomfortable enough to keep her feeling abused.  Slave said that she hated having to wear it because it was embarrassing.  So, of course, Mistress devised a way, using a couple lengths of chain and some small locks, to secure it inside slave so that she could not removed it, even with her hands free.

The two of them would not admit it, but both of them were coming to love each other.  That did not, however, mean that Mistress treaded her with more kindness.  No way!  If anything, she became meaner to her slave.

This strange but satisfying relationship was approaching the halfway point in her year of slavery, when disaster struck.  Mistress came home one evening after working late and called out for slave.  There was no reply, which did not surprise her.  Heading for the bedroom, she assumed that she would find slave naked and helpless in a state of self-bondage.

Slave was not in the bedroom.

Frantically, Mistress searched the apartment.  No slave.

She could not believe that slave would have gone out without permission.  That was something she had been strict about.  Slave could go to get groceries and occasionally to the bookstore, not ever anything else.

Then she noticed that half of the ropes were also missing.  Why would slave leave and take ropes with her?  Mistress could think of no reason that did not frighten her.

 






  








 

Chapter XXI

Missing Slave

 

“Father, I need your help.”

Athena’s voice sounded strained on the phone as Horace Ainsworth talked with her.

“What is the problem?” he asked.

His daughter explained that Danila had disappeared.

“How long ago?”

“Yesterday when I came home, she was gone.  She’s never done this before.”

“Were the two of you getting along?  You can be pretty sadistic, you know.  Maybe you pushed her a little too hard and she ran away.”

“Dad, she would NOT do that!  We…  We care about each other.  If there was a problem in that area, she would tell me.”

Horace said nothing.

Athena added, “Besides, would she run away from all that money you promised her after finishing almost half of her year?”

“Probably not,” he had to admit.  “I’ll come over.”

Athena looked more worried than Horace had ever seen her.  She also looked as if she had not slept the night before, as, indeed, she had not.

“Tell me what happened.  Everything,” he said.

She did, being totally honest with her father about how she treated Danila.

He thought for a few moments, then asked, “Is there anyone else who knows about her staying with you?”

“Well, I suppose someone could have followed her back from the weekly trips to the store.  But since this is a security building, it would be unlikely that anyone could follow her up to the apartment.”

“Think.  Is there anyone who knows about your special relationship with Danila?  Have you bragged about owning a slave to anyone?  Even if that person has never met her.”

“No, Dad.  I do not talk about her.  Not to anyone.”

Both were silent for long seconds.  Then Athena’s frown deepened.

“But,” she began, “there is one person who knows about our relationship, at least part of it.”

She went on to explain about the evening when a man had broken in with the intent of robbery but instead assaulted Danila.  “He would know that we play kinky games.”

“But you don’t know who he is?”

“No.”

After another silence, Athena begged, “Please, Dad, do something!”

“I know a man who has helped me when problems come up.  I’ll call him.  Give me anything else you remember about that occasion.”

She did, again pleading for him to do something as he was leaving.

After he was gone, Athena wandered aimlessly around the apartment.  Never had she felt so alone in the place.  In the bedroom, she picked up a pair of handcuffs from the dresser, a pair that slave had often worn, and even had placed on her wrists herself.  She threw them across the room and began crying.

 

* * * * *

 

Danila blinked when the light came on again in her prison.  Turning her head up, she saw the man who had kidnapped her standing there.  He was a big man, but not fat.  Maybe late twenties, neatly cut hair, a slender face and dark eyes.  He was smiling.

“See that you’re still here,” he told her.

Danila looked down at her handcuffed wrists but said nothing.  Not only were her wrists locked together, the center link of the handcuffs was locked to a metal ring screwed into the wooden floor.  She could not move her hands away from that point on the floor.  She had tried with all her strength and gained only sore wrists from the struggles.

He walked into the tiny room and looked down at Danila.  She wanted to cover her bare breasts but could not move her hands up.  At least she still wore the slacks that had been on when the man walked into the apartment and took her by force.

He squatted down so his face was closer to hers.  “I’m going to enjoy screwing the hell out of you.  You were the best I ever had!”

Looking up suddenly, she asked, “You’re the man who screwed me before?  When I was…  When I was tied up?”

“And gagged and hooded,” he agreed.  “Whoever put you in that position did me a great big favor.  All I had to do was untie your legs.  Like I said, it was a great screw.”

His head tilted as he looked at her face intently.  “I’m glad that you’re so good looking.  For a while I wondered if that hood was tied on your head because you were ugly and whoever did it couldn’t stand to look at you.  But I see that you’re pretty good looking after all.”

“If you want money, I think my Miss… friend can get it for you.”  She was also trembling as she spoke.  “You were robbing the apartments, weren’t you?  I’ll see that you get a lot of money – if you don’t hurt me and let me go.”

He smiled.  Danila did not like the way he smiled.  It reminded her of a snake, cold with no warmth in it at all in the eyes.

“I’ve been doing pretty good in the robbery business.  I wouldn’t mind a pile of money, but there is something more I want.  You.”

Danila turned her face to the floor.

He stood.  “I’ll be back later.  Then we can begin getting to know each other better – much better!”

He turned the light off as he left.

Danila wanted to cry.  The room she was in was little smaller than Athena’s walk in closet.  There was no window, but also no hanging rods or dressers, so it was not a closet.  She had no idea what the room normally was used for.

That afternoon, she had heard a sound and went to investigate.  It was too early for Mistress to come home; at least, she had never done that before.  She was surprised to find a man standing there, one hand on the doorknob.

“Are you with the building staff?” she asked, not suspicious at all.

“Yes.  Yes, I am.  I’m here to check out something.”

“What?” she asked.

“You.”

Before she could react, he was on her, his strong arms around her as he forced her to the floor.  In less than a minute, she was handcuffed and being led into the bedroom.

“I know you’ve got a bunch of ropes around here.  Where are they?”

Danila was scared by this man, almost to the point of shaking.  “In there,” she said, pointing to the dresser with her chin.

Taking some of the ropes out of the drawer, he laid them on the bed.  Danila was pushed face down on the bed and the handcuffs were changed for ropes.  Only when her arms were tightly bound behind her, was she allowed to stand up.

From his pocket, he took a small plastic box.  “This,” he told her, “is a bomb.  Not a lot of explosive, C4, but enough to tear that lovely body of yours to shreds.”  He pushed the box between her arms just above where the elbows were bound, and taped it in place with duct tape.

“Inside the box is the detonator and a small radio receiver.”  He pulled a small black device looking like the beeper people use to open their car doors.  “This is the transmitter.  I press this button, and poof!  You go all to pieces.”

Leaving the shaken Danila, he went into the closet and returned with one of Athena’s bigger coats.  Placing that over her shoulders, he buttoned it up.

“Now, we’re going to walk out of here like a couple of old friends,” he told her.  “You just follow along and say nothing to anyone.  One little mistake on your part, and I step away, then press the button.  Boom!”

He led her to the door.  “Now don’t go getting brave or stupid,” he said.  “Just behave and you’ll come through this just fine.”

They left the building, walking right through the lobby as if they owned the place, although Danila was pale and walking with trembling knees.  On the street outside, he put her in a car, seat belted her in place, and drove away.  No one noticed anything unusual.

Apparently not caring if she knew where they were going, he drove her out of London to a small house in the countryside, about twenty-five miles to the south.  There he led her inside and to the small room that was to become her prison.

“You were a good girl,” he told her, grinning in a manner she did not like at all.  “So I’m going to tell you a secret.”  He pulled out the beeper and pressed the button.  Danila cringed but nothing happened.  “There’s no explosive.  Just a box filled with modeling clay.  Surprised?”

She almost sank to the floor, feeling faint.

He pushed her into the closet-sized room, took off the coat, and began untying her arms.  “Don’t get any ideas,” he said.  “I’m watching for you to try to kick me in the balls and run.  So don’t try it.”

He pulled her arms around in front of her and locked them into the handcuffs.  Then he forced her to kneel.  By the metal ring was a padlock, which he used it to secure her handcuffs to the ring.

He walked around her, getting a good look at her, then said, “Let’s see if your still look as good as you did when I first found you.”

Taking the back of her blouse in his hands, he ripped the material down the middle, then ripped it totally off, paying no mind to the grimaces of pain as the material cut into her before parting.  There was no bra because Danila needed none.

“Ah, yes, that fine pairs of tits.  Every bit as good as I remember.”

He stood and sighed, his eyes never leaving the breasts she could not cover.

“I have some things to do, but I’ll be back later.  I’d tell you to take those pants off, but I don’t think you can do that with your hands locked like that.  Would save a little time when I get back, but I guess I’ll just have to do it myself.  Have a nice rest.”

He was gone, leaving the unfortunate young woman to think about what he was going to do when he returned.  She began weeping silently.

 

* * * * *

 

It was many hours before he returned.  The light blinded her for a few seconds, but when she could see again, he was kneeling and unlocking her handcuffs from the ring.

“Come on, I have someplace more comfortable for you.”  Holding firmly onto the handcuffs, he led her out of the tiny room and up some stairs to a bedroom.  There were two candles burning on a dresser and no electric light on.

“Romantic, isn’t it?  Sex by candlelight is much nicer than under harsh lights.  Come over here.”

Once again she was pushed down onto a bed on her stomach before he unlocked her wrists.  Without allowing her a chance to fight, he bound her wrists behind her back, crossed this time.  Then he stood her up and pulled her slacks down.  As he expected, there was no panties.  “My, but you’re a sexy bitch,” he said.  “No bra or panties.  Certainly convenient for a man in a hurry.”

Pulling his pants down, he sat on the edge of the bed and pointed to the floor before him.  “Kneel!”

With a sinking heart, Danila obeyed, knowing what would come next.

 






  








 

Chapter XXII

Found Slave

 

“Athena, I have a lead on the man who might have Danila.”

Athena’s heart tried to rise in her throat.  “Yes?” she managed to force out.

“I’ll pick you up in a few minutes.  I’m not far away.”

Eleven minutes later he was knocking on her door.

“This is Monty,” he said by way of introduction to the man behind him.  “Get your coat and we’ll be going.”

Without asking questions, Athena hurried for a jacket and followed the two men to a car downstairs.

“I figured that if this man had been robbing apartments in this building without breaking into them, he had to have a key,” Monty was telling her as they drove south out of London.

“The management reported that a key was missing and they began changing all the locks.”  The man looked like a former military officer and gave the briefing as if addressing troops.

“But when your father told me that you said there was no signs of breaking in when Danila disappeared, I figured that he had to have used a key again.  But that meant he had to have one of the new passkeys for the new locks.  And that got me to thinking that maybe he was one of the staff or had a staff member helping him.”  He paused to turn onto the A23.  “So I began checking out the employees.  It wasn’t too hard to find one who had a record and was suddenly spending more money than he made.  He cracked easily under questioning.  He was the one who gave keys to a man named Anton Warwick.  We’re going to his home now.”

Nothing more was spoken until he transferred to the A25.

“Are you sure you want to come along?” he asked Athena.  “Things might get a little rough – if he is the one who snatched Danila.”

“I want to be there,” she said firmly.

Nothing more was spoken until they turned into the small town of Chuckfield.  It did not take long before they were parking in sight of the house Mr. Warwick owned.

“I’ll go in first,” Monty told them.  “Horace, you want to go position yourself near the front door?  I’ll be going in the back.”

They were standing outside the car.  A shiver ran down Athena’s spine when Monty pulled out an automatic and checked the magazine, then chambered a round.  She was even more surprised when her father did the same.

“You stay in the car,” he told her.  “This could get nasty.”

“Oh, Father!  Give me a gun and I’ll shoot the bastard!”

“Then it is a good thing that we don’t have an extra one for you.  Now sit in the car like a good little girl and we’ll see if we can get your… ah, property back.”

Angry with her father, she, nevertheless, obeyed.  Watching through the windshield as the men approached the house in the early evening gloom, she felt as dismal as the weather.  Was slave in there?  Was she unharmed?

She could barely see her father as he hid behind a bush close to the front door.  The other man disappeared around the house.

Waiting was not easy.  Nothing happened.  No sounds, no man running out of the door, nothing.  Finally, unable to take it any longer, Athena exited the auto and crept towards the house.  She had just reached her father, who was turning and about to admonish her for failure to stay safe, when a cry sounded from inside.  It seemed to come from the second story.

“Shit!” Athena exclaimed and took off for the door, her father hurrying to catch up with her.

She flung open the door when she heard another cry, louder this time.  It was the cry of a woman in distress and pain.  Looking around, she saw no one.  The sound came from above, so she located the stairs and dashed up them, after shaking off her father’s hand on her arm.

At the top of the stairs she almost ran into Monty.  He was crouched down and looking towards an open bedroom door, that big automatic held ready.  The sounds of her father coming up the stairs sounded incredible loud to her.  Monty hurriedly put a finger to his mouth, and then turned his attention back to the light coming from that bedroom.

He crept forward, Athena right behind him.  She could tell he did not like having her behind him, but was not about to start an argument.

As they rounded the doorframe, a surprising sight greeted them, along with another cry of pain.  Inside was a naked man standing behind Danila’s also naked form.  Her hands were bound behind her back, and she was kneeling on the bed.

“Bastard!” she screamed.

Several things happened at once.  Warwick looked shocked as he turned to the two people in the doorway.  Danila also turned her head to the side, saw Athena and cried out, “Mistress!”

For a second, the scene held that position.  Then, with really foul curse, Warwick withdrew and turned towards the dresser behind him.  Athena saw a gun resting there and her heart skipped a beat.  But his hand never reached it.

Monty, moving with amazing speed, stepped into the room, crossed the couple steps to the naked man, and calmly kicked him in the balls just as his fingers were touching the gun.

Needless to say, Anton Warwick went down with a strangled cry of pain and lay on the floor, clutching himself and moaning loudly.

Danila began crying.

Athena walked over and kicked the naked man in the side, at least cracking, if not breaking, a few ribs.  Hurt her foot, but made her feel better.

Then she was untying Danila.  They held each other until slave’s tears dried up.

 






  








 

Chapter XXIII

Aftermath - Again

 

“What’s going to happen with that Warwick fellow,” slave asked.

“I don’t think you want know,” replied Mistress.  “Now hold still while I finish tying your elbows.”

“I do want to know.  Will he be spending a lot of time in jail?”

“I don’t think so.  I heard my father telling Monty to ‘get rid’ of him.  And I don’t want know what that means.  You don’t either.”

“Oh…  That Monty fellow as rather good looking, don’t you think?”

“What!” Mistress exclaimed.  “After that the man did to you, I would think that you would never want to even see another man, let alone have one touch you.”

“Well, a girl can’t hold a grudge forever, you know.  I think Monty was nice looking – if you like the strong, silent type.”  She sighed.  “I suppose it would be a terrible punishment if you were to tied up like this and let him have me.  Really horrible!  I would feel sooooo very punished!

“Are you going to gag me, too?”

“Of course.”

“And the hood?”

“Of course.”

“For a long time?”

“Of course.  You were a very bad slave, tempting that evil Warwick chap with your charms so strongly that he felt he had to kidnap you.  You deserve a lot of punishment for that.”

“If you say so, Mistress.  Oh, that’s tight.”

As Mistress brought forth the rubber ball gag, slave sighed.  “You know, Mistress, that if you put that in my mouth, I won’t be able to use my tongue on you?”

“There will be plenty of time later for that,” Mistress said as she pushed the ball into slave’s mouth.  When it was buckled in tightly, she picked up the leather hood.  “The next sight you see will be my face - in the morning.”

Slave tried to make objections, but the gag ruined her effort to proclaim that all night was far too long to have to wear that thing.  Especially with the gag underneath it and those very tight ropes on her body.  She shook her shoulders and whined.

When the hood was tightly laced up and compressing slave’s whole head, Mistress sighed with pleasure. The ponytail swaying ever time she moved her head was sooooo sexy.  Of course, that fine body was sexy, too.  Very sexy.

Positioning herself on the edge of the bed, Mistress pulled slave over her knee and picked up the spatula.  As the first stinging blow landed and slave squeal through the gag, Mistress realized that this was a special day.  It was exactly the halfway point of slave’s year.  Another wonderful six months to go, and so many interesting punishments to try.

Life was good!

 

The End
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