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Mallory had always been an introvert, and a
bit of a loner, to boot. She'd become fascinated with computers as
a teenager, and then video games of all kinds. The latter
fascination was not merely in the competition and enjoyment of
playing the games, but in how they operated, and the logic behind
them. She'd taken computer engineering and computer animation in
college, and joined the ranks of one of California's more
successful game companies.

She was unparalleled in handling software,
but less than deft in handling people. This was exacerbated by the
often odd personalities which she was forced to coexist with, many
of which were as poorly equipped with interpersonal skills as
Mallory. The situation was made even more uncomfortable for her in
that almost all her colleagues were male, and Mallory, as the often
sole female, in her classes, and then her work, became something of
a focus for their romantic efforts.

Presented with an endless parade of eager
male would-be paramours, Mallory had to learn, at the very least,
to say no, and to deal with the results. And eventually, she
learned to say yes, and deal with those as well. In that way she
became somewhat more adept in dealing with people, but no more
comfortable with it. Lucas, who she wound up living with in her
final year in college, was the boy she felt most comfortable with,
for he was the least overbearing, least offensive, and had the same
basic interests in computers, animation, music and life as she
did.

He also, she admitted to herself, had nice
shoulders for a slender guy, and really nice hair with a nice smile
and bright blue eyes. Those were shallow thoughts, she knew, but
she couldn't ignore them. Lucas was cute. It was the first thing
she'd thought the first time she'd seen him. And he looked even
cuter naked, with his deceptively slim but nicely muscled chest and
stomach

She liked him. In time, she even came to like
him a lot. She wasn't quite sure she actually loved him, but she
was certainly very fond of him. He was (usually) good to have
around, and he took care of a number of the chores she disliked,
such as paying the bills at their house, making little repairs, and
driving her around (Mallory didn't like driving). Neither of them
liked cooking, so they usually ate out or ordered in. Neither liked
cleaning either, so a cleaning lady dropped by once a week.

Lucas wasn't particularly demanding. He left
her alone when she wanted to be left alone, didn't overly irritate
her, and even, on occasion, made her laugh. He was, like most young
men, enthusiastic about sex – rather more than Mallory was, in
truth – but on the other hand, his needs were easily, and quickly
satisfied. Mallory became quite adept at seeing to them as
efficiently as possible so as to not draw her away from her
computers for too long.

All in all, it was a quite acceptable
relationship as far as both were concerned. Neither, in their early
twenties, had any particular long-term aims, and certainly neither
even considered such things as marriage and children. They had
student loans to pay back, and computer games to create.

* * *

“There's an exhibit of 3d rendering with
Qzbit at the Mainware booth,” Lucas said as he eased in beside
her.

“When is it?” Mallory asked, examining a
collection of small Japanese anime dolls in a glass case.

“At eleven, but they're only taking official
reps. Want to see if you can get us in?”

Mallory wrinkled her nose and then shrugged.
She didn't really want to, but on the other hand, it could be
interesting, and neither of them had to even consider why she might
have more success than Lucas. The convention center was overflowing
with computer geeks interested in the gaming world. About a third
were actually there as representatives of various companies. The
rest had paid their own way in to have a look at the latest
innovations.

She and Lucas were from the latter camp, and
so would normally not be given much attention by the exhibitors.
But Mallory was young, female, and, though the thought somewhat
bewildered her (and often irritated her), considered 'hot' by most
of the men around her.

She certainly didn't feel hot, and certainly
didn't dress to appear hot. She was wearing a faded black Batman
T-shirt hanging over a pair of white jeans. Her hair was mahogany –
mostly. Her last trip to the hair stylist had resulted in some
confusion, and half of it, the top half, had been turned blonde,
though with brown tinges. She had irritably pulled much of it back
and to the side and held it together with a batman clip, but the
thick blondish bangs kept spilling over the top of her black framed
glasses and had to be shoved back.

She rarely paid much attention to how she
looked. She'd come to accept that the guys, nerd guys, geek guys,
would pant over her no matter what she wore simply because she was
usually just about the only young woman around. It rarely occurred
to her that it might be more than that. She was slender, slim
hipped, and she conceded that her breasts were a reasonable size
(and God knows geeks seemed obsessed over breasts).

She had an oval face, bright brown eyes, and
a small mouth with full lips. But the only feature she considered
superior were her long lashes, and she would never have considered
herself particularly attractive. Geeks were just desperate, she
thought privately.

Even Lucas, who, she had to admit, actually
was pretty cute, and could have done better, seemed capable of
turning to mush at the sight of her undressing. That bemused her,
and flattered her more than a little. It could not help but be a
boost to her ego to know that she needed only to arch her back to
interrupt whatever he was saying, doing or thinking as easily as a
slap to the face. It also gave her a smug little sense of sexual
power over him – and over other men, though she rarely used it.

It was still nice to know it was there,
however undeserving she felt.

She was no busty blonde like all the video
game toons, characters and models, after all, or all the girls in
those porn videos the guys she worked with seemed obsessed with.
She didn't wear makeup. She didn't wear high heels. She didn't wear
skirts, and she didn't own anything with cleavage. In fact, she was
something of a tomboy in that she was uncomfortable around other
women, and related more easily to the guys. She was, after all,
something of a geek herself.

“Where is it?”

He led her through the crowds, taking her
hand possessively. Mallory was uncomfortable with open displays of
affection like that, but she knew it pleased him to show her off so
she didn't protest, even though she didn't feel she was any great
trophy.

He let her hand go as they approached the
booth, and then hung back, letting her go ahead alone. She sighed
and wended her way through the crowd, absently pulling up the
bottom of her T-shirt and tucking it into her jeans as she
went.

She usually wore it long because she was
self-conscious of all the geeks in a big place like this staring at
her butt. But tucking it in would tighten the T-shirt and even...
yes . She paused, pulled the bottom to the side and tied a knot in
it. That not only tightened it against her breasts it left a one
inch strip of her belly showing. That was like dripping blood in
the water among this crowd, but she would tug it loose as soon as
she finished.

Like virtually all the exhibitors, these were
men, as were virtually all those gathered around. And so Mallory
caught the eye of one of the men the instant she sidled up to the
rope.

“Hi there,” he said with a broad grin. “You
interested in 3d rendering?”

“I work for Sanchez Games,” she said. “I do
computer animation.”

“Really? Well, you know, we're having a
little show at eleven to demonstrate Qzbit's new rendering engine
if you're interested.”

“That sounds pretty cool. Could I bring my
girlfriend?”

“Not a problem!”

She grinned and he grinned back. She'd come
to realize that most of the men in the industry would go well out
of their way to please her, even if they knew they had no chance
whatever of getting a thing from her but a smile and a thanks.

It was flattering, but also exasperating.
She'd become used to it over the years, but it sometimes irritated
her that whenever she was around games and software developers or
fans someone, sometimes several someones, was eying her
appreciatively (and probably undressing her with their eyes). It
probably wouldn't be so bad if so many of them didn't seem to have
poor social skills.

Still, it was awfully useful at times.

She faded back into the crowd after a short
discussion of the game she was working on, then quickly pulled the
knot loose so her t-shirt spilled down over her hips again.

“Score,” she said.

“Excellent!”

Lucas had a great smile, and a great mouth.
When he was happy she felt an unaccountable pull on her own mouth,
a desire to taste that mouth and not just look at it. That wasn't
going to happen here though. Mallory didn't do scenes. And since he
was almost a head taller than her a quick, discrete kiss was a
little more difficult. She'd have to rise up on the balls of her
feet and lean in, and then his arms would slide around her, and
everyone nearby would stare.

Nope. Not gonna happen.

But she wasn't completely displeased when he
took her hand and led her away.

“What's that?” she asked, peering at a crowd
around a doorway with flashing lights.

He shrugged and led her over there. They
could hear laughter and the occasional applause as they
approached.

“Oh cool!” she said as they slipped
inside.

The room was outfitted like the dark
laboratory of The Spider, a character in a video game. The ceiling
was covered in thick spider webs, with gruesome plastic spiders the
size of small dogs stuck to them. There were a number of models of
other characters, a pile of game boxes in a pyramid, and a big
screens on the walls showing various action scenes.

But the focal point of the crowd was the
Spider, who was using his oversized eyes to 'hypnotize' people.

“I don't believe that,” Lucas said with a
sniff.

“You don't think you could be hypnotized?”
she asked with a grin.

“No way.”

Still, they found it amusing as one of the
guys who'd agreed to be hypnotized started to jump around and make
monkey sounds. Another scuttled along the floor like a spider,
while a third danced like a ballerina. That caused even more mirth
since the ballerina was an overweight bearded man.

Unfortunately, as in other settings, she drew
too many eyes, including the Spider, who knew that a pretty girl
would definitely get more attention than any of the geek men he was
hypnotizing.

“And how about you, Miss? Would you like to
be hypnotized by the Spider?” he asked.

Mallory had no intention of being led of the
room to be stared at.

“My boyfriend says he doesn't believe you can
hypnotize him,” she said, deflecting the man.

“Oh, he doesn't, eh?”

The Spider grinned at Lucas, who pursed his
lips doubtfully and scowled at Mallory.

She smiled sweetly back as the Spider guy led
him out of the crowd, and then grinned even more broadly as “The
Spider” tried to tell Lucas, who was the epitome of a laid back,
casual, easy-going guy, that he was now an aggressive pirate on the
Spanish main, eager for booty and prisoners.

Her amusement turned to astonished delight,
though, when Lucas began bellowing out orders like

“Avast there! Heave to or we'll board you!”
and swinging around a cardboard tube like it was a sword. Too late,
she fumbled for her smart phone to record it, and only got the end
before the Spider drew him back and wakened him.

“I was just faking it,” he said
stubbornly.

“Yeah, sure!' she laughed as they walked
away.

“I was! He promised me a free game.
See!?”

He showed her the coupon but she only
smirked. All the hypnotized people got one of those. She supposed
they could all have been faking, but Lucas was no more an extrovert
than she was and she didn't see him shouting and prancing around in
front of a crowd just for a free video game. It wasn't like they
were poverty stricken, after all.

“Okay, Bluebeard,” she said.

He scowled in annoyance

* * *

Between them, they made a very nice paycheck.
Mallory had wanted to focus on paying their student loans off as
quickly as possible, and so would have preferred a small, cheap
apartment. All they really needed was good internet and a bed to
crash in. But Lucas had other ideas. . The prices of houses was so
depressed that it was an irresistible time to buy. The prices
couldn't help but go up, and then they could sell, if they wanted
to, and use the profit to pay off the student loans.

That was the theory, anyway, and since he
knew a lot more about financial matters than she cared to Mallory
bowed to his wishes. The house they'd bought was quite comfortable,
with four large bedrooms, a two car garage, granite counter tops,
and a swimming pool. They never could have afforded the place a few
years earlier, but the price had dropped by two thirds in that
time.

They turned one bedroom into a computer lab,
of course, with several computers and a half dozen monitors
connected to their LAN. And while Lucas had a big screen TV in the
living room, both spent most of their time at home in the lab
working, and sometimes playing (though neither really
differentiated much between the two).

Mallory was in the lab that evening, in fact,
working on a tricky bit of coding. She was wearing nothing but a
tank top and a pair of yoga pants, her bare toes enjoying the soft,
thick carpet below. She was so intent, in another world, as she
often was, that the sudden explosive noise made her scream and leap
from her seat.

“What the fuck!?” she cried as Lucas stood in
the open door.

He was shirtless, and had, of all things, a
bandana tired around his head. But her eyes were for the wall,
which the doorknob had just slammed into.

“You put a dent in the wall, you moron!” she
cried, moving to it, shoving the door back against him.

She was startled as she felt his hand
grabbing her hair and yanking her roughly back. An instant later
his other hand came around her and cupped her breast just as
roughly.

“Ahr, my little beauty!” he growled in a
gravelly voice. “You're a fine bit of booty for me and my
mates!”

“Lucas!” she cried in exasperation.

He dragged her back whirled her around and
then crushed his lips against hers.

Mallory's eyes widened, for while Lucas was
most definitely the typical horny guy he was completely
non-aggressive – sometimes annoyingly so. Privately, she would have
liked for him to be at least a little more, well, macho. Such rough
attention was definitely out of character for him!

His hands were already roughly kneading her
buttocks, and before she could figure out what was going on, much
less respond, he'd lifted her bodily into the air and sat her down
heavily on the edge of the long counter which ran along the wall.
Then as his hands lifted off her butt they went instantly to the
hem of her tank top and yanked it up and off in a smooth, quick
motion that again left her gasping and half falling back.

“Lucas!” she exclaimed in astonishment.

But that was all she got out as his lips
crushed hers again, his hands sliding eagerly up and down her back,
then cupping and squeezing her breasts so enthusiastically she
yelped in pain. She jerked back a little, but again his movements
were fast, eager, unhesitating. He helped her along, shoving her so
she half fell across the counter, then grabbing the waistband of
her yoga pants and yanking them out from under her, pulling up so
hard her legs flew up in the air before dropping again – naked.

“What the fuck are you do – !?”

Again he was on her, his lips on her, his
body on her, pressing down onto the counter as her legs flailed
around him. She pushed at him and he grabbed her wrists and shoved
them back hard against the counter above her head. He pulled his
lips from hers and laughed.

“Ah, my little beauty! You're a right prize,
you are! You'll fetch a pretty penny at the slave market in Santa
Cruz!”

She got that he was playing the pirate again,
of course. But was quite flustered about it and not at all sure how
to react. It was silly, for one thing, but on the other hand...
well, on the other hand, he'd never played those sorts of games,
nor had she. And truth to tell she was finding this sudden
aggressive lust of his more than a little exciting now that she'd
gotten her balance and was no longer overwhelmed by it.

“You're crazy!”

“No, my beauty,” he growled. “I'm your
captain, and you are my prisoner!”

And with that he grabbed her bare thigh and
yanked it up and around, flipping her onto her belly so violently
her glasses fell off onto the counter! Mallory yelped in surprise
and confusion, then again as he quickly pulled her arms back behind
her back. His hand fumbled in amongst a loose collection of cords
and wires, and pulled an electrical cord out of the mass. He
crossed her wrists, pinning them with his larger hand, then looped
the cord around them, criss-crossing them quickly while Mallory
continued to stare at the wall in disbelief.

“Hey! What – ? What are you doing, you loon!?
Let me go!”

“Ha! Not any time soon, my pretty
bauble!”

He slapped her bottom sharply and she yelped
in pain.

“That stung!”

“Then you'd best learn to do as you're
told!”

He roughly rolled her onto her back again,
and she stared up at him, gasping, wide eyed, as he bent over her
and took the center of her left breast into his mouth. His teeth
bit into the soft flesh as he sucked roughly, and again she yelped
in complaint, astonished, and more than slightly overwhelmed at his
sudden aggressiveness!

“Ow! Not so hard!”

He ignored her, his fingers digging roughly,
eagerly into her breasts as his mouth moved from one to the other,
sucking, licking, chewing, ignoring her yelps and complaints. But
then he quickly licked his way down her belly, grasping her thighs
and yanking them wide, pinning them against the edge of the counter
as he licked right down between her legs!

Like many young men, Lucas was too eager to inside her to spend
more than the minimum necessary time in foreplay. And he was not
particularly adept at that. Except now... he was!

Mallory gasped weakly, the tendons in her
thighs aching from the way he'd spread her so wide, then gasped
again as he opened his mouth wide and closed it on her entire sex,
growling like some kind of animal as he enclosed it in his
widespread jaws. Then his tongue whipped out and he began to lick
roughly and quickly across her clit.

“Ow! Y-You're being... too... rough!” she
gasped.

He continued to ignore her, which was again
totally unlike Lucas, who was always very quick to respond to her
expressed wishes.

He jammed her legs down with his forearms,
freeing his hands. His fingers slipped into her and he pulled her
sex lips wide, achingly wide as she yelped in astonishment. Then he
jammed his mouth against her, his tongue pushing inside her and
wriggling around like a live snake. His nose ground against her
clit as he did.

Then he slid his mouth upwards, licking and
sucking avidly at her clit, his forearms continuing to pin her
thighs down as his hands rose up and covered her breasts, roughly
and repeatedly squeezing and kneading them as his tongue worked
hungrily at her clit.

“Fuck! God!” she gasped, panting, chest
heaving, still unbalanced by this wild attack.

She could do very little about it, though.
Her wrists were very firmly encased in the electrical cord he'd
tied around them, and so she was very much, as he'd said, his
prisoner, vulnerable to whatever he chose to do with her.

And adding to the state of confusion reigning
within her was a surging sexual arousal from the strangely
intriguing and exciting situation, and from the way his tongue and
mouth were working over her sensitive flesh.

“U-Untie me, you freak!” she gasped.

“Not now, not ever!”

He leered at her, then stood up. He shoved
his sweatpants down and his cock sprang up hard and thick and
long.

She stared at it excitedly, still panting. It
was as naked as her sex. He'd begged her to shave herself bare, and
she'd only agreed if he did the same. So he had. Now the long
length of him lay completely exposed as he ran the head up and down
her sex. She was already wet with more than his saliva she knew as
he chortled down at her, then lifted her legs up and apart.

“Spread those legs for your master, wench!”
he growled.

He gripped his cock and pushed himself into
her, and Mallory moaned in pleasure as she watched the head pushing
through the mouth of her sex, then felt it sliding deeper and
deeper into her belly.

“Bastard!” she panted weakly, not meaning
it.

She groaned as he lunged forward, as he
gripped her legs behind the knees, lifting them up, raising her
buttocks up and tilting it back. He jammed himself deep into her
belly, so deep it hurt. He was a big man down there, and so he was
always very careful, very considerate in entering her slowly, and
ensuring that her body had the time to accommodate him.

Not today! She felt the head of his cock
punching deep into her belly, and gasped in pain. But for some
reason the ache excited her too. There was something so wild and
out of control about him that she felt her body thrilling to this
unfamiliar rough handling.

“You belong to me, wench!” he growled,
leaning into her, forcing her knees back farther. “You'll spread
your legs for me and my crew from now on, and then to whoever I
sell you to on Santa Cruz!”

He began to pump, then, thrusting his slender
hips in and out hard and fast. Again, this was far form his usual
style, and for long seconds Mallory, caught off guard, was thrown
into a state of aching confusion as his cock rammed into her and
his hips slapped sharply against her upraised buttocks. Her
instinct to restraint him went for naught because her wrists were
tied up and her slender legs held firmly in his grasp. She was
completely helpless, and could do nothing but adsorb his wild
sexual attack!

At first it just ached, but that passed
quickly as the heat grew and she felt her mind adjusting to her new
circumstances. She gasped and moaned and stared up at him, then
between her thighs as he continued to pound against her. Her pussy
ached, but it also began to burn with a deep, throbbing hunger and
pleasure. His teeth were bared above her, his eyes filled with
feral hunger and lust as he rutted against her, and for a moment
she was almost afraid, seeing the raw lust exposed there.

But then the heat grew into something like a
fever, and her body churned with a sexual storm like none she had
ever felt before.

“Oh! Ungh! Ahg! Ungh! Ahh! Oh! Ungh!” she
gasped as his hips slapped against her buttocks.

She was laying on her upper back, on her
arms, really, her body folded up, her knees almost jammed down
against her shoulders. And then they were against her shoulders! He
continued to ram himself into her, his hands sliding down her legs
from behind her knees to her ankles, and straightening her legs,
but forcing them back even further.

Mallory felt herself swept into a different
world, a swirling, churning world of sexual heat, hunger and
passion in which she could barely catch her breath. Moaning,
gasping, helpless, she could do nothing but absorb the wild dark
thrill of being possessed, being used, being pounded by this – this
pirate of a man!

And then, for the first time in her life,
Mallory came during actual intercourse. She'd come while
masturbating and while being masturbated. She'd come during oral
sex. She had never come like this, though, never come with a hard
cock pounding into her and her legs jammed back against her chest,
never come with her body engulfed within a flaming, churning storm
of sexual abandon!

He gnashed his teeth above her, bending his
chest lower, his hips pounding into her as she squealed and cried
out, as she twisted and writhed and her head thrashed from side to
side. It was an intense orgasm like none she'd ever had before. It
astonished and delighted her, and she clung to it greedily, milking
it for every bit of pleasure it would give her.

Then he threw back his head and crowed in
exultation as he came inside her, as his hips pounded against her
slender body and her pussy spasmed around his cock.

“Fuck! Yes! Yes! Ahhh!” he cried.

He half collapsed atop her, jamming her feet
against the wall behind the counter as he panted for breath.

Mallory's eyes were slitted, and her chest
heaved as she moaned dazedly.

“Th-that's your first taste of your new life,
wench,” he growled, straightening and allowing her legs to fall
back to the counter.
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Mallory only moaned as he he looked around in
disdain. Then he bent and yanked off his sweatpants before reaching
for her again.

“Wha – hey!” she gasped dazedly as he yanked
her off the counter.

“On your knees, slut!” he growled.

The word broke through the dazed languor she
was feeling, and she raised her head up.

“Wh-who are you calling Slut?!” she
demanded.

“Talk when you're spoken to, slut!” he
growled.

“Hey! Ow!”

He wrapped her thick hair around his fist and
yanked her up and forward on her knees, pulling her face in against
his flaccid cock.

“You can open your mouth when you're
servicing me, wench!” he snarled.

He jerked on her hair sharply. “Now do it!
Get me hard again so I can taste the sweet pleasure of your tight
little body again!”

What the hell!? – Mallory thought as he
mashed her face against his groin.

Her bound wrists made it impossible for her
to resist him, and the sharp, stinging yanking on her hair
compelled her to obey, at least for now. She sucked on his balls,
her eyes staring up at him in some bewilderment. Yet a dark haze
began to creep through her, as well. Staring up the long length of
his slender, athletic body, sucking on his balls, seeing him with a
snarl on her face, she felt a wild dark sense of sexual heat she'd
never really known before.

Her wrists pulled experimentally against the
cord, but it was very firmly in place. She really was tied up! And
that too was something novel. She wasn't used to being helpless
like this, and would not have embraced the idea had it been
suggested. And yet now as she knelt before him, as he snarled down
at her and jerked her around by the hair, she felt herself falling
into the dark sexual fever again, felt herself embracing his kinky
pirate story and letting herself think of him as a pirate who'd
captured her.

A hot flush ran up her body, then another as
she licked at his cock, then as she actually let herself feel and
act like a submissive prisoner, another series of hot flushes
followed, along with a crackling sexual electricity which started
between her legs, rippled up through her belly and chest, and made
her nipples ache to be touched, to be squeezed and sucked and even
bitten!

God, this was kinky!

His cock grew rapidly as she licked up and
down around it, as she sucked at his balls with more enthusiasm,
and then, when he was semi hard, she took him into her mouth,
sucking, licking, bobbing up and down. She moaned in heat as he
snarled down at her and twisted his fingers in her hair.

“Suck that cock, whore!” he growled.

The words were outrageous! But for some
reason the courageousness of it thrilled her even more. After all,
it wasn't Lucas saying them, but her captor pirate!

His cock stiffened as she sucked, and then he
twisted his fingers in her hair again, making her cry out in pain
as he yanked her forward.

His cock pushed into her throat and slid
right down deep!

Another shock wave burst within her.
Mallory's eyes bulged and she instinctively tried to jerk back, but
he had one hand gripping her hair and the other behind her head,
holding her face firmly in against his groin.

“That's it, you slut! Swallow that cock!” he
snarled.

Shock followed shock within Mallory's mind,
dazing her. She'd experimented with deep throating, and had some
success in the past, but she'd never just... just taken a cock
right down into her throat like that! Again she felt outrage at his
behavior, but it was underwhelmed by a sense of wild sexual heat,
hunger and delight. For whatever the means, she now had his cock
buried, absolutely buried in her throat! And she hadn't even gagged
as it had gone in!

She gagged as he pulled back, though, gasping
and choking a little, saliva dripping over her lower lip as he
pulled free and she gulped in air.

“They'll teach you how to properly please a
man in the slave pens, wench,” he growled.

He jerked back on hair sharply, forcing her
head back, making her back arch as she cried out in surprise and
pain.

Then he yanked her forward again, moving out
of the way. She almost fell on her face, but he clung to her hair,
and though it hurt sharply for a moment the pain faded as he
dropped to his knees behind her.

He yanked her hips up and slapped her bottom
again, producing another yelp of pain.

“Don't!”

That just brought another sharp slap,
followed by him grasping her thighs and jerking them apart.

“Spread those legs, slut!” he growled.

“Lucas!” she gasped.

Another slap made her yelp, then he jerked
back on her hips. She was on her knees and belly, well, on her
knees and chest, really, with her bottom raised high and her legs
forced apart.

“You're mine, wench!” he growled.

She gasped weakly as she felt him enter her,
as his cock slid deep. Then she began to gasp ad moan and grunt as
he rode her hard and fast.

Her breasts ached beneath her as her body
jerked back and forth atop them. Her wrists pulled feebly against
the cord binding them in place. She stared at the rug under her
chin in dazed confusion mixed with dark heat.

God! What was he doing, she wondered! What
had caused him to suddenly go crazy like this!?

His cock was thrusting into her even harder
than it had when she'd been on the table! She ached inside, despite
how wet she was, and yet it was a good ache, and she never would
have understood that description until then. It was more than good,
it was dark and delicious! She gasped and moaned as he took her, as
he mounted her, as he rode her as though she really was his
prisoner, and she again let herself fall into the role of helpless
prisoner, moaning and panting as he chortled and growled behind
her.

“Ow!” she yelped as he slapped her
bottom.

He leaned over her, his hands coming down on
the floor on either side of her body. His chest pressed against her
back as he bit into the side of her shoulder, and again ignored her
yelp of pain.

Then he straightened, and she cried out again
as he seized her hair in two fists and yanked her up and back back.
His hips pounded against her firm bottom as he held her tightly by
the hair. Her head was back, her body off the floor now, bent at
the waist. Her breasts wobbled and shook below her as he took one
hand off her hair and used it to roughly grope and squeeze and even
slap them!

“Don't!” she gasped.

“Quiet, slut!”

Another sharp slap to the bottom made her
yelp.

She gasped and moaned and panted and
whimpered as his hips pounded against her, as his cock thrust into
her like a pile-driver, as her body ached and her scalp stung and
her wrists pulled helplessly against the cord. But the wild,
tumultuous sexual storm was tearing through her system and a fever
was growing in her mind, and as he continued to pound against her
another orgasm exploded deep within her belly and she cried out in
helpless pleasure, twisting and writhing and gurgling in breathless
wonder.

* * *

It took her a few minutes to recover, laying
there on the floor alone. She groaned weakly and caught her breath,
then, grunting with effort, sat up, and stared at the closed door
in continuing wonderment. She got to her feet and, muttering, began
considering how to get the cord off her wrist. For she would be
damned if she'd ask him to do it! Now that the wild sexual storm
was passed she was starting to feel more than just slightly
outraged.

She worked the cord against a thin,
protruding metal brace on an unfinished computer, and managed to
get it loose enough to pull her slim wrists free. She massaged
them, glaring at how red they were, and again at the closed
door.

She pulled on her yoga pants and then the
tank top before opening the door and stomping downstairs and into
the living room.

Lucas was slouching on the sofa watching a
movie. He glanced over his shoulder idly.

“Hey,” he said by way of greeting.

Her eyes narrowed.

“Got your project done?” he asked.

His voice was so... so normal, and his
attitude so casual, as if nothing had happened, that she stared at
him in some confusion for a moment.

“No, I didn't!” she snapped. “Not with that
interruption!”

The look on his face was so honestly confused
that she hesitated again.

“Mister pirate!”she snapped.

He rolled his eyes in annoyance. “Don't start
using that as a nickname, okay. I told you, I was faking it to get
the coupon.”

Again, his attitude was so honest and obvious
that it gave her pause.

“You don't think your little game playing
this afternoon might be worth a nickname like that?” she
demanded.

“What are you pissed off about?” he asked.
“And what game playing? I was watching TV. You were the one in the
lab.”

One of the things which had drawn her to
Lucas, or at least, made him an acceptable friend and more, was
that he was so open and honest. He was guileless, and incapable of
doing anything sneaky or underhanded. If he tried to be sly, he'd
always ruin the effect by smirking or grinning. Yet now he was
clearly confused.

She felt herself sharing that confusion. It
wasn't possible that he didn't remember, was it? The thought was
alarming, for it would make him seriously unbalanced. Then she
remembered the hypnotist that afternoon and felt a slowly dawning
wonderment. Was it possible that he had fallen back into that role,
and actually wasn't aware of it? Surely not!

Yet what else accounted for his
behavior?!

But what had set him off again? Something
he'd seen on the TV? Some key word? How was she to find out? She
glared at him doubtfully, while he looked back in confusion, then
turned and stomped back to the lab, closing the door behind
her.

She went on the internet and looked up the
contact number for the conference, then went through a series of
people before getting an organizer who could at least give her a
contact number for the publicity people at Eastway Games – the
people who'd hired the guy to play the Spider. A threat of a
lawsuit got her the hypnotist's name and number but all she got
there was an answering machine.

Irritated, she went to the bathroom and
locked herself in. She stripped and examined herself in the mirror
with a sense of indignation. There were bit marks on her breasts!
Her inner thighs were red, as were her wrists, and there was a
hickey blossoming on her shoulder!

But inside her the echo of the wild, fierce
pleasure she'd felt, the dark thrill of the incredible sexual
passion and almost violence still made her nipples tingle. Her
nipples – which were still hard – and sensitive, as she tweaked
them a little.

That had been the most incredible, intense
sexual experience of her life. It was utterly bizarre to think he
hadn't even been aware of it, and had been on autopilot, run by
some strange part of his subconscious that remembered an implanted
hypnotic suggestion. And yet, how ideal! The two of them had a sort
of rivalry at the best of times, and letting him take such control
of her would have been embarrassing. But if he didn't even
remember...

Or was he just pretending? But that wasn't
like him. If he wanted to play pirate he would have proposed it to
her first, gotten her permission, worked out exactly what he'd do,
and then he'd probably even have dressed up in some sort of pirate
outfit.

She googled all she could about hypnosis, and
it seemed to her that what she needed was the trigger word or
phrase to start him up – and stop him. Of course, he hadn't stopped
until he'd finished with her and then just wandered off, but maybe
that was just because he was sated. Maybe you eventually just come
out of these things even without the code word, she thought.

She considered talking with Lucas further
about what had happened. But if he didn't know she didn't want him
to. Second, if he was just pretending, she didn't want him to think
he'd convinced her, that she'd bought his silly excuse. She just
wasn't sure what had happened, or why.

She wandered back into the living room and
leaned over the back of the sofa, sliding her fingers through his
dark brown hair. He reached an arm up and slid it behind her,
pulling her in closer as he kissed her, then pulling her all the
way over so she slid across his lap as they continued to kiss. She
hadn't intended anything but a little affectionate kiss, but his
hand was now kneading her breast – much more gently than he had
before, and her nipples were both still tingling.

And in truth, she wasn't really looking for
sex again, not so soon. Weren't guys ever satisfied, she wondered.
She could already feel him hardening underneath her. A sudden
though struck her, and with it a surge of curiosity, and some small
excitement. She wondered if she could deep throat him as easily as
she had earlier. Not that she'd actually been the one doing it,
though. It was more like he'd shoved his cock down her throat and
she hadn't been able to stop him.

But it had been easy for her to take. It had
slid down her throat with a strangely erotic sensation that she
wanted to feel again. So it wasn't so much that she was aroused as
curious about whether she could do it again.

She rolled off his lap and onto the floor,
then turned around, grinning up at him, running her hands over his
crotch as he grinned back and pushed his sweat pants down. She
gripped his cock in both hands and licked slowly, teasingly, around
the base, kissing and sucking lightly on his balls, pulling them
into her mouth and working them around with her tongue.

She finally licked her way up to the head of
his cock, circled it, kissed it, and let her lips sink slowly down
around it, sliding him into her mouth and sucking. She worked her
lips slowly up and down, letting her saliva coat the long length of
him, taking him deep, until the head threatened to go into her
throat. She pulled out, licking around the bottom of the shaft,
then took him into her mouth again.

She moved her lips slowly up and down, up and
down, taking half his cock into her mouth, then braced herself with
determination, remembering the feel of it sliding down her throat
earlier, remembering how easy it was, and forced her lips down. At
first she thought she was going to gag, but once the head was
inside and sinking deeper, the shaft followed with ease. Lucas
cursed softly, groaned, and his hand came down urgently on her
head, as if afraid she would jerk back.

Instead she slid deeper, feeling a sense of
delight within her at the ease of taking him into her throat.

“Fuuuuck!” Lucas groaned. “Oh baby!”

She pressed her lips tight against the bottom
of his shaft, rubbing her breasts into the soft as she knelt before
him. She rolled her eyes up at him, lips tight around his shaft,
feeling the head deep in her throat. Then she slowly drew back,
feeling her chest and head pounding from lack of oxygen until she
could pull free and gulp in air.

The more she did it, the more confident she
felt. The more confident she felt the easier it was. And the easier
it was the more confident. She was even able to slide her lips up
and down his shaft while he was in her throat, and was actually
disappointed when he came, exploding deep in her throat. She didn't
even get to taste him.

“Wow!” he panted, “That was amazing,
Mal!”

“I'm an amazing girl,” she said, with an
impudent grin.

“Shit yeah!”
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Mallory worked at home most days. She much
preferred it that way, and since she only occasionally needed to
consult anyone in person on her coding her manager didn't mind
either. Not so Lucas. He had to get up and go out to work every
morning, and was quite jealous of her for being able to sleep in
later and then just shuffle out to the computer lab to do her work.
Meanwhile, he had an hour's drive in rush hour traffic.

She, of course, didn't feel at all sorry for
him. In fact, she felt rather smug at being able to work at home,
and rarely bothered to hide it. She wore, as she usually did, sweat
pants, for they were soft and comfortable, and a T-shirt which was
loose enough to be comfortable but tight enough to keep her breasts
in check without her having to wear a bra – at least, in her own
house

And since she worked late she tended to get
up late, and start in on work when she felt like it. That let her
relax with her morning coffee out on the back deck overlooking the
pool, taking in the sunshine. She was doing that, and idly
considering what she needed to start with, when a sound which came
through the screen door brought her head around.

She frowned and got up, then pulled open the
door and stepped inside.

“Lucas?”

He grabbed her by the front of her T-shirt
and yanked her up against him, crushing her lips with his.

“I missed your hot little tongue, baby!” he
growled.

He yanked the T-shirt up and off, then bent
and grabbed her around the waist, lifting her up across his
shoulder.

“Lucas!” she yelped as she found herself
belly down across his shoulder.

“You and me got business in there,” he
growled.

He slapped her bottom as he carried her
upstairs and into the bedroom, then yanked down her sweatpants and
panties in one motion, pulling them off before throwing her onto
the bed.

“Wha-- what about work?!” she gasped, staring
at him anxiously.

Was it that pirate thing again!?

He jumped into bed and then leapt atop her,
crushing her into the bed.

“I got where I want to go and do what I want
to do!” he said, his body settling between her legs.

“B-But I have to work!”

“You just have to lay there and let me fuck
your pretty little brains out, honey,” he said.

He ground himself against her, his rough
jeans rubbing against her naked inner thighs and lower belly as he
chuckled low in his throat.

“Get off me!” she gasped, wriggling and
twisting, trying to roll over.

He ignored her except to grip her hair and
force her head back so his lips could press down heavily against
her again. But when she kept trying to roll over he pulled his head
back with a scowl.

“You're starting to piss me off, bitch!”

He sat up but when she moved to scramble away
he grabbed her arm and then yanked her across his legs. Sitting
back on his heels, he pulled her slender body up across his thighs,
belly down, then easily pinned her wrists behind her back. Then his
other hand snapped down stingingly across her upraised bottom.

Crack!

“Oww! Wha – ?”

Crack!

“Lucas!”

Crack!

“Oww! Stop it!”

Crack!

“You're gonna learn who gives the orders
around here, baby,” he growled.

Crack` Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oww! Fuck! Oww! Stop it! Lucas!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows stung! And her bottom was rapidly
getting hotter and hotter as his hand continued to snap down across
it. She wriggled and twisted, cursed and begged, but his hand kept
slapping down even as her bottom began to flame wildly.

“Please! Oww! Don't! Lucas!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Okay! I'll do whatever you want!” she
cried.

“You think like you got a choice there,
girlie,” he sniffed.

Crack! Crack!

“Cause let me tell you, you don't!”

Crack! Crack!

Mallory's legs kicked and flailed but her
bottom continued to burn as his hand spanked down onto it.

“You ready to do your duty, wife?”

“I'm not your wife, asshole!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oww! Shit! Fuck! Okay! Okay!”

“Impertinent female,” he growled. “You need
to learn a woman's place.”

She bit back an obscene retort then gasped as
she felt something being wrapped around her wrists. She twisted her
head around to see him wrapping some sort of small cord around
them.

“What are you doing!?”

“Gonna teach you a few lessons, slut,” he
muttered.

She realized the cord was the drawstring from
her sweatpants, and bit back a curse. She'd never get it back in
again! Damn him!

“Y-You don't need to tie me up!” she gasped,
feeling a sudden flare of heat between her legs.

Crack!

“You telling me what I can and can't do,
woman?” he demanded.

“Ow! No!”

With her wrists tied, he let his hand caress
her soft, red bottom, and she winced as he kneaded her sore flesh.
Then his hand jammed in between her thighs, fingers exploring her
sex. His other hand slid beneath her to cup and fondle her bare
breast, and Mallory began to feel that flare of heat surging higher
within her lower belly as she pulled testingly on the cord and
realized she was firmly bound.

His fingers traced the line of her sex, then
dipped inside.

“Little dry in there,” he said. “Maybe we
need to do something about that. Don't like fuckin' a dry
cunt.”

She opened her mouth indignantly but yelped
as he rolled her over, grabbed her legs, and yanked her around,
then dove between her legs.

As he had the previous day, his mouth took
hold of her sex, then he set to work, eagerly, aggressively, his
tongue and lips working on her clit as his fingers stroked and
pushed into her rapidly moistening pussy.

Mallory was angry and frustrated, but also
feeling the same dark heat she had the other day. She had more of
an idea what was going on this time, though, and that sort of
excused Lucas from acting like some sort of trailer trash macho
jerk. But it was almost like being with another man entirely, and
that man was the proverbial bad boy that had always aroused her
imagination but whom she'd never actually wanted anything to do
with.

What possible relationship could she have
with such a guy, after all, a guy who'd know nothing and care less
about computers, software, video games, and the kind of techno
music she liked?

But this one had a wild and agile tongue
which was sending shudders through her belly and up into her chest
as it licked hard across her clitoris.

He licked higher, then, sliding his body up
her body until he was licking, sucking and chewing at her breasts
as his fingers kneaded them. He slipped his jeans down and she
moaned as he drove his cock down into her now moist pussy. He
didn't ram himself into her as he had the other day, his
concentration on her throat, her ear, her face, as he licked and
kissed her.

“You taste nice,” he said, in a strange half
drawl.

His heavy weight was pinning her down, his
cock embedded deep within her as he kissed her. He pulled his lips
up, then slid his fingers into her mouth, much to her surprise.

“Let me see you suck those,” he growled.

He gripped her hair, smirking, leering,
forcing her head back as he pumped his fingers in and out of her
throat.

She sucked almost defensively, gasping,
wincing as he yanked on her hair, her wrists pulling feebly against
the cord holding them together underneath her.

Then he slid up her body until he was
straddling her chest. His cock lay along her face as he leered down
at her.

“Get to work, baby. Suck my boner.”

God, what an asshole, she thought.

He slapped his cock against her face, then
pushed himself into her mouth and leaned up and forward.

“Suck that cock. Swallow my bone, you hot
little slut!”

He thrust down into her and Mallory gagged as
the head jammed into the entrance to her throat. He pushed himself
down deeper, though, his cock sliding down into her throat as he
forced her head back.

He spread his legs, drawing his body further
forward, then, with his hands in her hair, he began to pump in and
out, thrusting himself into her mouth all the way to the balls, his
hips rising and falling as he quite literally fucked her throat.
Mallory handled it at first, but soon began gagging and choking,
her head pounding from lack of oxygen, her chest burning. She began
to writhe and twist with growing desperation as he thrust in and
out with evident disregard for her comfort or ability to
breath.

Then, just as black dots danced before her
eyes, he pulled out, rolling off her, and Mallory gulped in deep,
desperate breaths of air. He yanked the pillow out from under her
head, rolled her over, and forced her hips up. He slapped her
bottom as he moved behind her, and Mallory groaned, still panting
for breath as she felt the head of his cock pushing against
her.

But he wasn't pushing against her pussy.

With her belly across the pillow and her legs
spread, he was jamming his saliva coated cock against her wrinkled
anal opening. Mallory was concentrating on breathing, at first, and
mostly ignored him as he pressed harder. His cock forced its way
through the tight ring of her sphincter and she gasped and
moaned.

“L-Lucas! Don't!” she croaked.

That drew another sharp slap to her
bottom.

“I had yer other two holes. Now I'm taking
this one,” he growled.

She gasped and twisted feebly as he worked
his cock deeper, but the surprise, and the fact that her brain was
in a state of muddled shock, actually worked to her benefit, for
his slick cock pushed deep into her ass before she could focus her
mind enough where it would cause her to clamp her muscles down on
it. A slap to her overheated bottom loosened them, and she moaned
as he spread her legs again and worked his cock deeper.

“Tight little ass you got, slut,” he
gasped.

Gulping in air, Mallory's face was pressed
against the sheets as she felt his cock driving even deeper into
her ass. She moaned and ground her teeth together, but all she
really felt was a little uncomfortable cramping as the head pushed
to the depths of her anal tunnel. It had been surprisingly easy and
painless, she thought with relief.

He started working himself in and out, and
again she winced and gasped, at first, but her muscles adjusted
surprisingly quickly, and he was able to move inside her with
nothing she could honestly describe as pain.

She wasn't entirely how she would describe
it, other than weird. She was laying face down, bottom raised, legs
spread, and could feel him sliding into her, deep into her belly
with every stroke. His hands slid up and down her bare back, then
gripped her hair, for no good reason she could see, just to pull it
up and back and twist her hair around his fingers.

“Ow! Don't!” she gasped.

He chuckled cruelly.

“I do whatever I want, little bitch,” he said
again. “Ain't no woman gonna tell me otherwise.”

With that he eased back out of her entirely,
then she yelped as he gripped her belly and yanked her up, raising
her bottom high. She felt his hands on her thighs, then his mouth
on her sex, licking and sucking eagerly. She twisted her head
around, seeing him laying on his belly behind her.

Then he rose up again, and she felt his cock
sliding into her once again. It felt oddly natural, as he pushed
deep into her ass. There was more resistance now because he'd
pulled out, but her body quickly adjusted to his presence again and
now he began to thrust into her harder and faster. The steady
hammering of his hips against her buttocks made her heat flare
higher, and she felt the rise of hunger and passion inside her as
her body responded.

They didn't usually do it doggy style. In
fact, in a play to modern accommodation they took turns being on
top. Mallory found her current position outrageously demeaning,
with her face down, her bottom up, and her wrists tied tightly
behind her. She did not have a submissive nature but now felt a
wild thrill at the submissiveness and helplessness of the way he
was taking her. She felt lewd and exotically perverted with her ass
in the air while he sodomized her. She felt helpless and submissive
in a way which should have alarmed her but instead was setting
flames to her imagination and her body.

It wasn't like she was afraid, after all. It
was Lucas – sort of. But the fact it wasn't exactly Lucas made it
almost seem like she was being taken, used, fucked, by a stranger:
by some sort of rough, leering bad boy who she couldn't control or
even predict.

Even though, of course, it was Lucas.

Now she could only gasp and grunt and moan as
his hips slapped against her harder, as the mattress jerked and
bounced beneath them, as his cock thrust deep into her belly with
hard, deep strokes.

“That's it, baby. Take that cock! You nasty
little slut!” he growled, slapping her ass. “Take that cock right
up your tight little ass!”

Again he slapped her ass, then gripped her
bound wrists, jerking her upper body up and back so he could lean
in and kiss her roughly on the side of the throat and face.

“You're my slut! You'll do whatever I want
whenever I tell you. You better learn that, woman!”

“W-Will not!” she gasped weakly.

Another slap to her sore bottom greeted that.
Then he shifted his body forward as he jerked her bottom even
higher. His left leg extended along her body, his knee bent, and
then she felt his bare foot come down on the side of her head! She
gasped as he pressed down hard, jamming her cheek into the
mattress, chuckling lewdly as he thrust down hard into her aching,
open ass.

“You're my bitch,” he growled. “You'd best
learn it.”

Her pussy throbbed even as she gasped in
disbelief and outrage. He pounded himself against her for a long
minute, foot on her head, then groaned as he came inside her.

“Yeah,” he gasped, panting. “That's what
you're there for, baby.”

“F-Fuck you!” she gasped.

He slapped her bottom as he pulled out of
her.

“You need some discipline, baby. You need to
learn your place,” he said.

Then he cupped her sex and squeezed.

“You think I can't get you to do anything I
want? I just got to please this hot little pussy of yours, and I
know how to do that.”

“G-Get off me!” she gasped, though even she
wasn't sure if she really meant it.

Surprising her, he did, but only to lean his
tall body forward and open the night table drawer on her side of
the bed. He pulled out her vibrator, and then she felt it sliding
along her sex, before turning on.

“D-Don't!” she gasped.

He laughed and played the vibrator against
her clit, rubbing it up and down, grinding it against her as she
moaned and her hips began to grind back helplessly. She was already
aroused, after all, and her pussy already flaming. Now, with the
vibrator playing across it, she couldn't keep still!

Instead of continuing, however, he pushed the
sex toy into her, sliding it deep into her pussy. It continued to
buzz, but the pressure wasn't directly against her clit any
more.

He got up and left the bedroom, and she
groaned, falling over onto her side, then onto her back, staring
down between her legs at the base of the vibrator protruding from
between the tightly clasping lips of her sex.

He came back, grinning, a coiled rope in his
hand.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she gulped.

He sneered down at her. “Any fuckin' thing I
want,” he said.

He chuckled and reached out, filling his fist
with her hair, then half dragged her out of bed and onto her knees
on the floor.

“L-Lucas!”

“Just shut it. You can open your mouth when
my cock is in it,” he growled.

He doubled up the rope then tied two large
knots in it, grinning evilly at her as he did. He placed the knots
around her breasts, then tightened them so they squeezed in around
her breasts. Mallory gasped as she felt her flesh constricted, felt
the flesh of her breasts puffing out into taut, hard balls. He tied
the two ends together between her breasts, then, smirking, tugged
on the three or four feet of rope which remained.

“Oww!”

“C'mere, baby,” he ordered.

He moved back, pulling on the rope, and
Mallory felt a sharp yank on her breasts which forced her to crawl
shuffle forward on her knees. She tried to get to her feet but he
kept the rope low, forcing her back to her knees.

“Lucas!”

“Maybe you should start calling me captain,
or maybe master.”

“Fuck you!”

“You better learn better manners, girl,” he
growled. “I expect discipline on this ship.”

“We're not on a ship, you asshole!” she
gasped as she shuffled awkwardly forward on her knees.

The vibrator slipped out of her and clattered
on the floor, and he paused to glare at her.

“Did I say you could leave your toys all over
the floor, slut?”

“F-Fuck you!” she gasped.

He snorted. “I've broken nastier bitches than
you before, girl. Don't think you'll be any different.”

He picked up the vibrator and she jerked her
thighs close together. Glaring at her, he yanked on the rope and
she yelped, staggering forward on her knees again.

“Maybe you just need something thicker inside
you,” he said with a smirk.

“Too bad you haven't got anything thick!” she
taunted, panting for breath.

“You think not, baby? Guess again!”

He had led her to the stairs, then pulled up.
The pressure on her breasts made Mallory yelp and rise up, and he
hefted her across his shoulder, then carried her downstairs.

“Let me go, you big... pick!” she gasped, her
head hanging upside down across his back.

She yelped as she felt his hand slap her
bottom sharply.

“Mind your manners, slut,” he said.

She felt a wild roiling wave of indignation
mixed with an intense sense of dark excitement. Somehow, the fact
it was Lucas and yet not Lucas robbed her of any real outrage and
fed the heat as he carried her into the kitchen. He set her down
roughly and she yelped, stumbling, and going down to her knees as
he opened the fridge and took out a large green cucumber. Mallory
gasped at the sight of it.

“No! Lucas!”

He chuckled evilly as he rolled the cucumber
in butter.

“Lucas, you're hypnotized!” she said
desperately.

“Course I am, baby.”

He pulled on the rope and she cried out again
at the pressure on her breasts, but this time he was pulling up,
and she was forced to her feet before he angled the rope forward
again, and back into the living room.

He pulled the rope forward so that she had to
straddle the coffee table, her legs spread wide as he pulled her
along its length. Then, near the end, he stopped and pulled the
rope straight up. Mallory's back arched sharply, and she stood
there, legs spread wide, barely able to balance herself in that
awkward position, and only because of the pressure pulling her
breasts up.

“Lucas! L-Let go! I'll fuck you all you
want!” she said desperately.

“Course you will. But yer gonna learn
respect, too,” he said.

Mallory was getting wobbly. The muscles of
her back and legs were not used to the kind of load she was putting
on them in that awkward, unbalanced position. But she couldn't fall
back because of the same strong pull on her breasts which had
forced her into it.

“What do you want?!” she asked
desperately.

“Call me captain.”

“All right! Fine! Captain!”

“You want to sit down? Sit down slowly,” he
said.

He eased the pressure, and her legs bent more
as she slowly lowered herself onto the coffee table.

But when she was halfway down he shifted the
pull on the rope. Instead of pulling it up, he was pulling it
straight down. And at the same time he slid the buttery cucumber
underneath her, putting one end against the table and holding the
other end up just below her pussy.

She gasped whens she felt its touch, and
jerked upward.

“Oh no! No, no, no!” she cried.

But the sharp pull on her breasts pulled her
back down.

“Lucas!”

“Captain,” he growled.

He rubbed the cucumber up and down against
her sex, and despite how flustered she felt Mallory felt a surge of
heat from the sensation of the warm, buttery cucumber sliding over
her clitoris.

She tried to maintain her position, but she
was in an even more awkward one now, squatting above the table,
knees far too wide and legs far too bent to support herself for
long. She moaned as she sank down and felt the rounded end of the
cucumber pushing against the mouth of her sex.

“I-It's too big!” she cried.

“You could take a fuckin' fence post in there
if you needed to, baby,” he said with a smirk.

“I can't!”

“Then don't sit down,” he taunted.

But of course, she couldn't avoid it. She
sank down, more and more weight pressing down against the end of
the cucumber as it jammed into her. She moaned as she felt the lips
of her sex spreading wider and wider as the end of the cucumber
pushed inside. The further down she sank the wider the vegetable
became, and she gasped and moaned to feel herself spread so wide
around it

But it was also true that her body was
aroused, and that her sexual fantasies had always had a 'size'
fixation. It wasn't, her rational, intellectual side knew, that
size really mattered so much physically. But it sure did mentally,
at least to her. And even though her sex lips spread and stretched
to the point of aching and pain, the feel of the cucumber sliding
inexorably deeper into her overheated pussy was inciting her
fantasies and throwing oil on the hot fire of her arousal.

The cucumber was halfway in, and Mallory had
stopped begging him to stop, had stopped hoping he would. Her eyes
and mouth were open, and she was simply trying to slow her downward
movement to give her body more time to get used to the thickest
thing which had ever tried to force its way into her.

“W-wait! Wait!” she begged.

“You need your hot little pussy filled to the
brim, baby,” he said with a glinting sneer.

“Please! Please!”

“Please Captain,” he said.

“Please Captain!” she gasped.

He chuckled in amusement and shifted the rope
so that it pulled up against her breasts again. She started to rise
but he pushed down on her shoulders.

“Oh no, baby. You're gonna take the whole
fuckin' thing inside you.”

“Please, captain!” she moaned.

“The whole fuckin' thing,” he reported
remorselessly.

Her legs were shaking, and she moaned and
then gasped as she sank lower, as the cucumber pushed higher. Inch
by slow, trembling inch her buttocks slid lower until, with a gasp,
she felt the table top against them. The realization she had
virtually the whole thing inside her was a shock, for she'd seen
its size and thickness. She felt both appalled and darkly thrilled
at the knowledge it was all inside her.

“But that one won't drop out,” he said with a
laugh.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


Lucas was watching a pirate movie on the wall
screen. He was eating corn chips and drinking coke as he sat back
comfortably on the sofa.

Mallory was laying on the floor on her side,
glowering at him. He'd pulled her ankles up and back sharply, then
pulled the trailing ropes tied to her breasts around her back, then
down to her ankles so that she was effectively hog tied. When she'd
complained he'd stuffed a sock in her mouth and then tied another
around her head, muttering about the lack of 'proper brig
gear'.

And there she'd lain for over an hour, her
breasts throbbing hotly, her pussy straining around the thick
cucumber, her back arched and body laying stiffly bound in place on
the floor. From time to time she strained against the ropes, but
any attempt to jerk her legs back tightened them painfully around
her already swollen breasts. And her wrists continued to be firmly
bound together.

“Enjoying yerself, baby?” he asked slyly.

She glowered at him. She was frustrated,
pissed off, and yet knew in her heart it wasn't really his fault.
At the same time, she was irritated it was taking him so long to
come back, that is, for “Lucas” to come back, the normal Lucas, not
the perverted pirate Lucas.

And also, weirdly, she continued to be
aroused. Despite her frustration and discomfort, there was
something darkly arousing about being bound naked that way,
especially with her breasts throbbing, nipples burning, and that
big cucumber inside her.

He got up and bent over her.

“You ready to be a good little girl?” he
demanded.

She glared, but then nodded her head.

“Don't think it'll be any extra effort to put
you right back down here,” he said, “if you mouth off.”

He rolled her onto her belly, and she gasped
at the added pressure on her breasts. Then the rope was untied from
her ankles, and she groaned as her stiff legs unbent. He straddled
her, sitting on her buttocks as he untied her wrists. But before
she could do anything he pulled her right wrist up along her spine,
up between her shoulder blades, while trapping the left with his
knee. She felt him wrapping the rope around it, then he grabbed her
left and pulled it up, as well.

With both wrists crossed high behind her
back, her fingers brushing the back of her neck, he bound them
tight again, then fed the ropes down along her arms, forcing her
elbows in close together before tying them off. Her shoulders ached
as her arms were forced back, but she had no way of resisting. Then
he pulled her to her knees, in no small part by gripping her hair,
and led her back to the sofa.

She found herself sitting across his lap, her
slender body propped up against the arm rest of the sofa, her
straining right shoulder pressed against his own as his left hand
slid behind her to help prop her in place

“More comfortable now?” he asked
pleasantly.

Mallory glared at him.

“I could always put you back on the floor,”
he said.

His right hand went between her legs and his
fingers rubbed lightly along her butter covered clitoris. Mallory
tried to pretend that did nothing for her but the sensations were
intense. She was confused by her reactions, her responses to him,
flummoxed by the heat he was rousing in her body despite the ache
and pain he was causing her. Not to mention the demeaning way he
was treating her.

She definitely did not like nor would she
tolerate overbearing men pushing her around!

So why was she getting off on it?!

His hand moved up her body, his fingers
caressing her taut breasts, rolling and tweaking her tingling
nipples.

The movie started and he fixed his attention
on it, but his hand rested between her thighs, finger idly rubbing
at her clit. Mallory found it very hard to stay still, and began to
squirm in his lap as her breathing became more and more ragged.
Infuriatingly, he would stop from time to time for no reason she
could discern, and she couldn't get him to start again.

It was twenty minutes before the next
commercial drew his attention to her again. He gripped her hair
idly but firmly, then forced her head back. That forced her chest
up and out, and she moaned as she felt his mouth around her left
breast, felt his teeth digging into the soft flesh as his lips
closed and he began to suck. She cried out weakly as his tongue
whipped across her nipple, which burned and throbbed powerfully. He
sucked and her hips ground against him as the heat swirled and
churned within her.

His other hand returned to her pussy, fingers
rubbing at her clit as the pressed and tugged at the rounded tip of
the cucumber protruding from between the taut lips of her sex.
Mallory could not repress soft gasps and cries of pleasure as her
hips ground frantically against him. The sense of sexual heat,
hunger and need overwhelmed her and drove all other considerations
out of her mind. Her body thrummed with sexual electricity, and she
shuddered at the pain and pleasure churning through her belly.

Then he abruptly rolled her over onto her
belly. That had her upper torso spilling out over the arm of the
chair, her head hanging down as his fingers pushed between her
legs. She felt him prodding at her back opening, his finger
buttery, and moaned a denial which he ignored. His finger slid into
her – deep, twisting and turning. A second followed it, and a
third. He slapped her bottom when she squirmed too much, then
slapped it again, simply because he could.

He pulled her back upright, shifting her
position, sitting her on his lap, her legs straddling his, her back
to him as he guided her down onto his cock. Mallory cried out into
the gag as she felt the puffy helmet head of his cock sliding into
her. Her belly already felt bloated with the thick cucumber inside.
Now she was sitting down on his stiff cock, feeling it sliding up
into her ass again.

He guided her back down smoothly, and his
cock pushed up deep, her insides now more used to being penetrated
back there, and her mind gripped by a swirling, overheated fog of
hunger and need.

Lucas had gripped the rope binding her hands
back, and now jerked on it, pulling her back then pushing her
forward. Straddling him, she sank down, as she had on the cucumber,
until his cock was deep inside her, and she felt more overstuffed
than she ever had in her life.

“What a hot, tight little ass,' he
groaned.

He shifted his grip from the rope to her
hair, holding it tightly bunched behind her neck.

“Ride me, slut!” he growled.

He jerked on her hair.

“Ride me, you little whore!”

It was like he was a stranger again! But why
did that thrill her?! She gasped and moaned, forcing herself up,
then sinking back down, rising up, then sliding back down, riding
his cock as he sat back and held onto her hair.

“Hot little bitch!” he growled.

His other hand slid around her hip and she
felt his fingers at her clit again, rubbing expertly as she rode
his cock. The hot, churning vortex of sexual heat and steam burned
hotter within her, and Mallory rode his cock harder, gasping and
panting and moaning each time she sank down its full length and
felt the ache deep inside.

It was all far too much for her, and the
orgasm hit her like a hurricane, throwing her backwards in a
violent, quivering arch as she cried out in helpless pleasure.

He cursed and thrust up hard into her,
growling and biting at her throat as she ground her hips against
his cock, as her insides exploded in glittering, burning waves of
sensations that swept her mind away under an avalanche of
thundering pleasure. She lost all sense of self, all sense of who
and what she was, all care or interest in anything but the wild
heat spilling through her veins. She forced herself up and down on
his cock, bouncing atop it as the orgasm crackled within her like
electricity, her mind writhing as her body quivered and shook and
ground violently against him.

* * *

Lucas stayed the “pirate” all day. Whatever
trigger word would cause him to relapse into his old self didn't
appear. Because of that, Mallory stayed naked the entire day, tied
up most of it, and veering wildly between anger, frustration and
deep arousal, depending on what he demanded of her. The anger was
defused somewhat by the way he seemed determined to force her to
climax repeatedly. But even that had it's own irritation value.

She did not see herself as some sort of
horny, helpless blonde who could be overcome by simply stroking her
into arousal. And yet, somehow or other, she was not far removed
from that due to the wild kinky situation she found herself in. At
least she managed to persuade him to untie her for bed, but of
course, once in bed together there was no going to sleep quickly.
She had to lick him all over, and he returned the favor (not
something which particularly upset her), then he fucked her harder
than she thought she could ever remember. It hurt, and she ached
afterward, but it had been a wild, thrill-ride despite that.

She was both relieved and disappointed when
Lucas was himself the next morning. She'd never experienced a day
of wild, kinky sex like that in her life and it had been
incredible! At the same time, she was more than a little disturbed
at her reaction to it, and anxious about what Lucas might be
capable of in his 'pirate' persona. She didn't like being pushed
around and called a slut, even if it was part of a sexual game. Yet
for some reason the very fact that it was all so out of control, so
unpredictable had been an intense turn-on.

She enjoyed being able to talk to him as an
equal again, though, to laugh and joke around. She was still a
little wary, looking at him, wondering if he could possibly not
remember all the stuff he'd done in his pirate persona. She was
relieved that he didn't seem to. She certainly didn't want him to
get the thought she liked him pushing her around and tying her up
like that! Nor did she want to be spanked every time she disagreed
with him!

She called the number of the hypnotist again,
then looked it up on the internet, found the address, and took the
train over there. The address turned out to be a small, second
floor office in a decrepit two story building, just over an antique
shop and advertised hypnosis to stop smoking, doing drugs, and lose
weight, among other things. It had the name T Dorfman on it.

She knocked on the old, paneled wood door,
then knocked again, harder.

“Hello?” she called? “Are you there?”

A moment later the door opened a crack and
she saw an eye peering down at her. The door pulled back and she
was looking up at a thin man in his thirties. The man had thinning
brown hair and one of those ugly little scraggly goatees she
thought such an affectation of poseurs.

“Are you the guy who was at the Eastway Games
exhibit the other day hypnotizing people?” she demanded.

His eyes looked left and right. “Maybe,” he
said.

She put her hand on her hip and glared at
him. “Were you or not?”

“Why?”

“I called you and left a message. You
hypnotized my boyfriend into being a pirate.”

“Everyone consented to whatever was done
there,” he said. “Everyone was over eighteen.”

“I don't care about that. He's reverting to a
pirate again! You didn't bring him out of it properly.”

“Of course I did,” he said indignantly. “And
what do you mean reverting to a pirate? Is he trying to hijack
ships in the bay?”

“No,” she said, her cheeks pinkening a
little. “But he's using pirate words and acting... like a
pirate.”

The man gave her a strange, doubtful look.
“Acting like a pirate?”

“Like... like violent and arrogant and
pushing people around and stuff.”

“You don't look very bruised,” he said,
looking down at her.

She noticed his eyes didn't linger long on
her face but passed down to her chest.

“I don't mean he's beating people up,” she
snapped. “Look, what was the trigger word? And how do I stop him
acting like that?”

The man rubbed his nose and shrugged. “There
was no trigger word. I mean, I put them under, and I tell them what
to do, then I bring them up and they start doing it, y'know. It's
not like I say, when you hear the word shazam you're going to start
acting like a pirate or something.”

“Well how do I stop him acting like a
pirate?”

“I put them back under, tell them they're not
a pirate, and then bring them out,” he said with a shrug.

“Well why would he be acting like a pirate
now!?”

He snorted. “He's probably just messing with
you, pretending, y'know?”

“He isn't,” she said flatly. “I'd know. And
he doesn't remember anything afterward.”

“Sounds like a pretty good racket to me,” the
man said with a smirk. “He messing around with some other girl and
blaming it on his pirate side?”

“He's acting like he's never acted in his
life!” she snapped. “You better do something about it or I'm going
to sue your ass!”

He rolled his eyes. “Tell him to come see me
and I'll put him under again.”

She glowered and then poked her finger into
his chest. “You come back and see him! I want this taken care of
today!”

“I can't leave during business hours,” he
said sullenly.

“Business hours? You don't answer the phone
or the door! You think you're going to lose a fortune by closing
up?! Anyway, he's working. You can come to our place after work.
And don't give me any excuses!” she snapped when he started
speaking. “I know a lawyer who'd love this kind of shit!”

“What exactly is he doing? I mean, when he
shifts into this pirate thing?”

“He's... uhm, louder and more aggressive,”
she said warily. “Like he slammed open a door so hard the handle
smashed through the drywall. And he says things like 'wench' and
stuff, and wants to be called 'captain'.

“Aggressive? Is he dangerous?”

“Well, no,” she said, her cheeks pinkening
again, “Uhm, he's just very, uh, bossy and acts like he's the
captain and everything, and everyone has to obey him or else. You
know?”

Or else what? He make you walk his plank?” he
asked with a smirk.

“Listen, you!” she snapped. “I'm going to sue
the company, and they're going to sue you! Now I want you down at
my apartment at four so you can hypnotize him back to the way he
was!”

She gave him her address, and with a final
glower, turned and stalked out, feeling his eyes on her butt until
she disappeared down the narrow stairs. Hypnotists, she thought
disdainfully, were apparently not a very professional group.

She did some shopping, in no hurry to get
home. If Bluebeard returned she didn't want to be there. It wasn't
that yesterday hadn't been an incredible thrill and all but... if
she wanted to live with some bad-boy who'd use her like his sex toy
she could have found any number of them. She wanted to live with
Lucas!

But she would miss Bluebeard a little. It was
a pity she couldn't have just arranged with the hypnotist to get
some sort of trigger word that would turn him on and off whenever
she wanted a little thrill. That would certainly be the best of
both worlds. She'd have a nice, capable, friendly, amusing,
intelligent boyfriend she could turn into a raving bad-boy now and
then. And the best part was he wouldn't even remember the nasty
things they did!

She toyed with that thought as she shopped.
She could probably pay the man to alter what he did. The man looked
like a weasel who'd do just about anything for money. But how would
she explain why she wanted Lucas that way? His insinuations showed
he had some suspicions already, and that had been embarrassing
enough!

She got home near noon, went in warily, then
put her things away and did some work for a few hours in reasonable
peace. But her mind couldn't quite stay away from the concept of
reprogramming Lucas to be more … interesting. She was sure it could
be done. If she could face the embarrassment of that Dorfman guy
suspecting something of her intent.

The door rang around four, and she checked
the peep hole and him in. Her stomach began to fill with
butterflies, and she tried to brace herself to stand up to him, to
fend off embarrassment, and to be resolute in what she wanted. So
what if he smirked a little? She'd never see him again anyway.

She opened the door and he looked at her,
giving her the same up and down look all the nerds seemed to,
though at least he didn't give her that doggy eyed look like he'd
seen breakfast. His eyes moved past her to the great room, then,
and as she gestured him in he had a long look around, greed obvious
in his eyes.

That was a good thing, she told herself.

“So where's the boyfriend?” he asked.

“He'll be home from work soon.”

He nodded. “Nice place.”

He walked to the window and looked out. “Nice
pool.”

She licked her lips nervously. “Look, uhm, is
there a way to.. I don't know, like, control this pirate
thing?”

He shrugged. “If he's somehow still reverting
then yeah I can stop that happening.”

“No, I mean, like uhm, is there a way to
like, have a trigger word that uhm, turns him on and off?”

He looked at her in surprise and then smirked
again, causing her to blush.

“Sure this isn't about turning you on and
off?”

“Is there or isn't there?!” she snapped, red
faced. “I can pay you!”

“Yeah, I bet you can,” he said, looking
around. “Yeah, that could be done I suppose.”

“How much can you make people do when they're
hypnotized?”

“Depends on the person and the
hypnotist.”

“Could you like, put a trigger word in to
make him a pirate, one to make him not a pirate, and maybe one to
make him uhm, do what he's told?”

He snorted. “You want me to turn your
boyfriend into a robot?” he asked sarcastically.

“No!”

It was hard to explain her thinking since he
had no idea what Lucas was dong. She certainly didn't want Lucas to
be an obedient lapdog... well, at times maybe but not usually. Her
real problem was she didn't want to bring him out of his pirate
thing while she was all tied up or something. That would be a
little hard to explain, to say the least. So she needed to get him
to untie her first, then go sit down, and then she could bring him
out of it.

“It's only like... suppose he's a pirate and
uhm, doing something, and I want him to come out of it. If he comes
out of it he'll wonder what the heck he's doing there and how he
got there, you know? But if I could tell him to go watch TV or go
lay down, and then brought hm out of it, he'd uh...”

“Never know how you were messing with his
mind?”

She blushed and glared.

“It's not like I'm harming him or anything!
And it's not like I'm having him do anything he doesn't want to do
either.”

She figured Lucas would not exactly mind
fucking her brains out. He just didn't seem inspired to do so
himself. Probably that was for her benefit, too. He didn't want to
be rough with her or treat her badly. And in fact, she didn't
really want him to. But if “bluebeard” did, well, that was
different.

Especially if she could control him.

“You pay me the money and I'll have him sing
like a parakeet if that's your thing, baby.”

“I don't have a lot.”

He snorted and looked around.”

“How much did they pay you for the show?”

“A thousand bucks.”

She bit her lower lip but nodded. “I can pay
that much.”

“You can, huh? Okay, so how do we do it? Does
he know he's becoming a pirate?”

“No. I haven't told him.”

“Why not? How are you going to explain me
being here and get him to cooperate?”

“I'll think of something.”

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Lucas walked through the door half an hour
later, and eyed the man with her in surprise.

“Hey there, Mr. Collins,” Dorfman said in a
smooth voice. “Glad to see you again.”

“Have we met?” Lucas asked, frowning.

“He was the spider guy at the show who
hypnotized you,” Mallory said.

“Oh right. Okay,” Lucas said in
confusion.

“You see, Mr. Collins, I've been in touch
with a few of the people from the show who didn't completely throw
off the effects of the hypnosis. I think it was because of the
crowd. Hypnosis is normally performed in a quiet, darkened room
where the sole focus is on the hypnotist and his voice. I think
because of that some of them didn't entirely come out of the
suggestions I implanted, so I'm checking on everyone to make sure
that they're okay.”

Lucas shrugged. “I'm fine.”

“Not completely,” Mallory said.

He looked at her in surprise.

“You've been acting a bit strange from time
to time,” she said.

“No I haven't!”

“You called me wench.”

“I did? Well, so what?”

“You wanted me to call you captain.”

“I did not!”

“Yes you did. You just don't remember it.
You've acted like, I don't know, there's been little flashes and
bits of odd behavior that you didn't even seem to be aware of.”

“I don't remember anything,” he said,
scowling.

“Just to be absolutely sure, Mr. Collins, I'd
really like to put you under and make sure I thoroughly remove any
underlying suggestions.”

“I don't think you need to.”

“I do,” she said.

He glowered at her.

“Please,” she asked, giving him her patented,
sad eyed look. “For me?”

He scowled. He knew exactly how she played
him, but even though he knew it still affected him.

“How long is this bullshit going to take?” he
demanded.

“Just a very few minutes. Have you got a
small, quiet, dark room we can use?”

Still frowning unhappily, Lucas let himself
be pulled into the bathroom, which was the only room which didn't
have a window. But then Dorfman kicked her out, much to her
indignation, saying that it would be much easier to get Lucas to
concentrate if she wasn't there as a distraction.

She paced back and forth outside, feeling
both anxious, and to a certain degree, guilty. Yet she told herself
she wasn't exactly doing anything bad to Lucas. Far from it, in
fact. At least he wouldn't revert to a goofy pirate at work! Still,
she almost burst in through the door several times to put a halt to
things. Only her inability to explain to Lucas why she was doing
it, and the fear that without Dorfman doing his thing Lucas would
keep reverting to a pirate at unpredictable times halted her.

When they finally came out, Lucas seemed
irritated, while Dorfman just seemed smug.

“I feel fine. Now can I eat?” he
demanded.

She looked at Dorfman, who nodded
confidently.

She wasn't about to test things out, however,
and make him turn into a pirate with Dorfman there. Who knew what
embarrassing thing he would say or do?!

Dorfman left, with his check, and she and
Lucas had dinner while he talked about his day. After dinner they
watched a little TV, then Lucas pulled out the controller for his
X-box. Normally she played with him, but she had a different game
in mind that evening. She went into the bedroom and considered her
clothes, then, with a grin, she dug into her dresser and came out
with a pink bikini Lucas had bought her a year earlier.

It was a thong, and the cups were way too
revealing for her. She'd never worn it, except once, to please him,
and it hadn't stayed on long. True, their back yard was very
private but wearing something like that was no in line with her
self-image as a practical, intelligent girl. She didn’t go out back
to give Lucas a hard-one, after all – not that that was ever
difficult – but to play in the pool or get some sun.

She had, on occasion, gone topless, but that
made her too nervous, just in case, somehow, someone climbed a
tree, or the fence or .. or something. It also turned her on, which
tended to make her feel something less than relaxed.

The bikini was little more than three
triangles held in place by thin pink strings, she thought. She made
a face at her image, for the cups barely covered her nipples, and
squeezed her breasts out alarmingly. The thong was even smaller,
with a thin bit of fabric down between her buttocks, and a nor much
wider bit of triangle over her sex, both held together by a pair of
strings. She tied the bows loosely, then went downstairs.

Nervously, she walked into the living room
and up behind his chair, then leaned over.

“Sauerkraut,” she whispered.

Dorfman said only her voice would trigger
him. Only her voice saying the words.

He stopped playing, and was still for a long
moment, then as she jerked up and back he looked around as if
confused before standing up. He turned and saw her, and a different
look came into his eyes as she backed away.

“Well, captain? See anything you like?” she
purred, posing for him.

“I see what I like, all right,” he growled,
coming around the sofa as she backed towards the stairs.

She had intended leading him to the bedroom
but he moved quickly, grabbing her by the front of the bra He
jerked the cups down and apart even as he swung her around and
shoved her back hard against the wall. She gasped as his mouth came
down hard on hers, but met his eager tongue with her own even as he
roughly groped her bared breasts.

“Hot little slut!” he growled.

“I-I am!” she gasped as his hand shot in
between her thighs. “Oh!”

He cupped her sex roughly, then thrust his
hand down inside.

Mallory squirmed against the wall as his
fingers traced the line of her sex and stroked across her clit. He
leaned into her at the same time, crushing her lips with his. Then
he yanked at the strings and tore her thong away. She yelped, her
hips lurching forward as it tore free, but he shoved her back hard,
his hands going around her, cupping her buttocks, squeezing them
hard as he lifted her up into his arms.

Mallory swung her legs around him, panting
for breath as their rough, hot kiss resumed and the sexual
excitement soared within her.

He carried her into the dining room then
dropped her roughly on the table.

His hands jerked at the strings and he pulled
her bra off completely, leaving her naked, then he yanked at her
thighs, pulling them up and apart, aligning her buttocks with the
very edge of the table.

She groaned in heat as her legs were forced
wide, achingly wide, and looked up at him with wide, heated eyes as
he leaned over the table.

“Nasty little slut,” he growled.

“Maybe you should fuck me then!”

He peeled his shirt up and off in a smooth,
graceful motion, tossing it behind her, then pushed his sweatpants
down and stepped out of them as nude as her.

“You think you deserve my cock, slut?”

He held his cock and rubbed it up and down
along her rapidly moistening pussy.

“Yes!” she panted.

He snorted and then stepped back.

“On your knees, slut,” he ordered.

Mallory felt only a twinge of indignation at
him ordering her about. Only a twinge. After all, he was acting the
way she had wanted. In effect, he was operating under her control,
not the other way around.

A dark thrill ran through her and she sat up,
then slid off the table onto her knees before him, angling her head
up and back, staring up at him.

“You know why you're there? You're there to
suck my cock. So get to it!”

Another thrill ran through her, and Mallory
reached for his cock, then slid it slowly into her mouth. His hand
came down and bunched up her hair behind her head, and he pulled
her forward.

“Put your hands down at your sides, slut,” he
said. “I want your mouth, not your hands on me.”

Reluctantly, Mallory complied, but began to
feel a tinge of worry about how fast and deep he would go without
her hands controlling him.

But the sense of being his bitch, of being
under his control was deliciously exciting, especially since, of
course, she wasn't.

“Suck that cock, you filthy little whore,” he
growled as he pushed himself deeper.

Mallory shuddered in heat a the words,
sucking obediently, her hands rising and falling repeatedly at her
sides as she fought the urge to bring them up to cup his balls and
fold her fingers around the base of his shaft. She sucked and
slicked at the head of his cock, and worked her way down but found
it difficult to bob her head up and down because of the hold on her
hair.

Instead he was pumping his hips in and out,
fucking her mouth, and he was moving deeper and deeper with each
stroke as she struggled to cope. She tried to pull her head back so
she could tell him not to go so fast but that proved impossible.
But at least she got his cock nice and slick and slippery, and when
he pushed himself into her throat she was able to cope – after a
fashion. Her hands still came up instinctively to press lightly
against his belly, but she didn't choke – much.

He pulled out and released her hair without a
word, then went to the hall closet. He returned with one of her
scarves and knelt behind her, pulling her wrists back behind
her.

“Wha... what are you doing?”

“What do you think I'm doing. Since you can't
obey orders I'm going to tie your hands behind your back.”

Mallory hesitated, anxiety rising, but in the
end, she could stop him any time she wanted by just saying the code
word, and her insides were roiling with heat and excitement. She
crossed her wrists and felt him tie the scarf firmly in place. It
was tight, but not too tight, and she felt the heat inside her grow
as he stood up and gripped her hair.

“Now suck cock, slut!”

He was treating her like such a whore, she
thought with excitement and astonished heat. And she took his cock
eagerly into her mouth as he twisted his fingers in her hair. She
moaned around it, rolling her eyes up at him as he pumped in and
out.

“That's all I need from your mouth, girl,” he
growled. “No talking, just sucking. That's the perfect woman.”

He chuckled darkly and pushed himself deeper,
and Mallory gurgled a little, but was protected by her own
excitement as he pushed into her throat. She swallowed him and
moaned as his slick cock slid deeper, all the way. Then her lips
were wrapped around the base of his shaft, and her wrists were
tugging fitfully, instinctively against the scarf as he held her in
place.

“That's what you live for, you hot little
slut,” he purred. “You live for a stiff cock inside your hot little
body.”

Her head pounded and her chest was growing
tight, but he slid himself back out and she gulped in air, gasping
for breath as he rubbed his spit-wet cock across her face.

He dropped abruptly to his knees before her,
jerking her head up and back sharply.

“Ahh! Lucas!” she gasped.

“Captain, slut,” he snapped.

His other hand was between her legs, his
fingers stroking her clit, and she shuddered, her hips grinding
helplessly as he forced her head back further and began to suck and
chew at her rigid nipples.

“Nasty little, cock-loving slave,” he
growled, his tongue lapping at her nipple. “I'll show you proper
discipline!”

He yanked forward on her hair, now, almost
threw her onto her belly before yanking her slender hips up and
slapping her bottom.

“Assume the position, wench!” he growled.

He slapped her bottom again and Mallory
yelped, spreading her legs, raising her bottom.

She groaned as she felt the head of his cock
rubbing firmly up and down against her sodden mound, as he pushed
the head into her, then pulled back, pushed in, then pulled
back.

“You want cock, don't you, slut?” he
demanded. “Say it!”

“I-I want cock!” she gasped breathlessly.

Crack! He slapped her bottom again and
she yelped at the sting.

“Keep that ass high, slut! Tell me you want
cock!”

“I want cock!” she gasped.

“Beg for it. Beg for my cock, you nasty
little slave!”

“Please fuck me, Captain!” she moaned.

He slapped her bottom again instead.

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, captain!”

Crack!

“Louder!”

“Please fuck me, Captain!”

His cock pushed into her again, just the
head, mashing into the mouth of her sex, then pulling back. He
rubbed himself up and down against her clit, sometimes just the
head, sometimes sliding the whole shaft across it.

She was becoming frustrated, wanting him,
needing him to penetrate her, to fuck her!

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Captain!” she cried.

It didn't seem... degrading somehow, because
it wasn't Lucas, even though it was, and besides, he wouldn't
remember it anyway.

“Please fuck your filthy little sex slave,
Captain!”

His cock pushed into her at last and it was …
glorious!

She shuddered and rolled her hips up as the
long, thick length of him moved deep into her belly. She was near
to climax, sweltering under a clinging cloud of sexual steam as he
ran his hands up and down her body, then slid under to roughly cup
and squeeze her breasts.

“Filthy little slut,” he growled, grinding
his hips against her upraised bottom.

“I”ll teach you proper obedience before you
go on the market on the Barbary Coast.”

He started to thrust, and every thrust took
her breath away and sent her mind spinning as the heat build up
higher and higher. She gurgled and moaned and rolled her hips back
frantically as his cock drove into her with long, frustratingly
slow strokes that left her tantalizingly close.

But despite his slow strokes her body was
swirling and churning with heat that was about to explode – until
he stopped. After less than a minute he pulled out and stood
up.

“Wha – please,” she gasped. “Oh! Ow!”

He gripped her hair casually, half lifting
her up by it, back upright on her knees, bending her back
again.

“You're not going to come until I tell you
you can, slut,” he growled. “You beg my permission and maybe, if
you're worthy, I'll let you come. Until then, you service your
master's cock.”

He yanked her face in against his groin,
feeding one of his balls into her mouth, and Mallory sucked it in
dazedly, too overheated to feel outrage, her wrists still tightly
bound together behind her as she sucked and licked at his balls and
rolled her eyes up imploringly at him. She met his scowling gaze
and felt another hot shiver run through her as he jerked her face
closer.

He let her mouth his balls for a long minute,
then pulled back, slid his cock into her mouth, and slowly pushed
it all the way down her throat, holding her face pressed tightly
against him until her head pounded and black dots danced before her
eyes. Then he pulled out and rubbed himself across her face as she
gulped in air.

“Nasty little slave girl,” he growled.
“You'll learn proper discipline and obedience, and how to please
your master!”

He jerked her mouth up against his
abdomen.

“Let me feel your tongue!”

She licked at his abdomen, licked up along
his belly, and then, as he guided her head down by his firm grip on
her hair, licked at his balls again, and once again he pushed his
cock deep into her throat. This time, however, he started pumping
slowly in and out, using her hair as a lever to pull him in and
back in tandem.

Mallory gurgled and choked and gagged a
little, but the heat churning through her mind helped her cope,
though once again black dots began to sparkle before her eyes as
she began to run out of air. He pulled out and slapped his cock
against her face as she gulped in air, feeling wildly out of
control, yet electrified for all of that. Then she gasped as he
flung her backwards onto the floor on her back. He seized her legs
and jerked them up and apart, laying his cock along her
abdomen.

“Do you want it, slut? Do you want my cock
inside you?” he growled.

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

He chuckled throatily, lifting her legs up
higher, pushing the back against her back. His hands shifted from
her thighs to the backs of her knees, then to her ankles as he
forced them back farther and farther, his own body rising and
moving forward atop her. Mallory groaned as she was bent double,
gasped as her lower body rolled up against him and she felt his
cock rubbing against her.

“Captain, little slut. Beg for it. Beg the
captain to fuck your buttery little pussy.”

“Please” she moaned, still gulping in air
“Please fuck me, captain!”

She gasped as he jammed her ankles down
harder, forcing them down and back over her shoulders, using the
weight of his body to crush her, to jam them in behind her ears as
she rested upon her bound arms. Mallory felt utterly helpless,
jammed down against the floor beneath him with her sex thrust up
and vulnerable.

“Beg, slut!” he growled.

“Please fuck me, captain!” she panted.

He rolled his hips, letting the tip of his
cock slide back and forth along her moist, overheated opening.
Grinning down at her he angled himself in and pushed lightly, then
more heavily, as the head of his cock slowly sank into the mouth of
her sex. Mallory shuddered as she felt herself penetrated, and
moaned as his cock sank deeper.

“Are you my slave, little girl?”

“Yes!” she gasped. “Yes!”

His cock pushed deeper and she whimpered in
pleasure, groaning as he pushed deep into her her belly and brought
his own hips down against her upraised buttocks.

“You belong to me, slave girl, and I”ll do
anything to you or with you that I choose,” he growled.

Then his hips started to work up and down
with a deep, steady stroke that had Mallory squirming and moaning
and then crying out in pleasure as the heat burned within her.
Crushed and folded the way she was, all her concentration was on
the feel of his thick cock moving into her ,moving inside her, and
her own body's sizzling sensory response.

He held his upper body aloft with straight
arms, his hands clamped around her ankles as his hips thrust down
into her harder, and she began to cry out to every deep stroke as
orgasm surged up like a rising tidal wave. Then it swept down upon
her and sent her mind spinning and reeling in the flooding waves of
pleasure. Her voice cried out in mindless pleasure as her eyes
rolled back in her head, and all she felt or knew or cared about
was the pleasure screaming through her mind and body.
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The different code words were a great idea.
She used one to get him to untie her, then sent him away while she
went upstairs to have a shower. She came back downstairs, and
turned him back to Lucas. Then they spent the rest of the evening
as normal. It was perfect! Or so she thought.

The next night was much the same, or at
least, started much the same.

The house was built for a family. It was too
big for the two of them, and they kept two bedrooms empty. There
was also a large basement. Part of it was finished, and part was
not. The 'not' part contained storage, a laundry room, a toilet,
and a furnace room. The finished part contained a nice, soft, cream
carpet, a mirror on the wall, her yoga mat, a treadmill, an
elliptical and an exercise bike. It was, in other words, largely
empty.

One other feature of the large finished room
were two floor to ceiling posts, each roughly one third of the way
along the room. And Mallory now had a closer acquaintance with one
of those posts than she'd ever intended, for she was tied to it,
hand and foot.

Her wrists were bound overhead, her ankles
down below. She was facing the wall at the near end, and looking at
herself in the mirror. The mirror was quite large and quite wide,
meant so she could study her position during yoga exercises. At the
moment, she had nothing else to look at since she was alone in the
basement and, she suspected, in the house.

Bluebeard, she thought in frustration, had
tied her here as the prelude to some hot, nasty sex, but then gone
upstairs. She had worried he had gone for those damned cucumbers
again, and had decided to use the code word if he did. But he
hadn't returned. Instead she'd heard the garage door going up, then
going down, as if his car had left.

The likelihood of that increased the longer
she stood there, and by her reckoning she'd been standing there
tired naked to the post for well over an hour already. She'd tried
to get undone, but it just wasn't possible. Her hands were tied
firmly, and no amount of twisting and tugging did a thing to ease
her hands free. She was starting to grow more alarmed. What if
Lucas got arrested for doing something stupid? What if the police
came to tell her and got no answer and broke in and found her like
this!?

Or worse, what if they didn't, and she was
stuck like this for days!?

She was feeling stiff already, her arms and
legs and back longing to bend and shift.

The sound of the garage door opening jerked
her head up with a sense of wild relief. She twisted her head,
trying to see behind her to the stairs, waiting anxiously. Where
the hell had he gone!?

The door opened and he came swaggering down
the stairs.

“Where the hell have you been, you asshole?!”
she demanded angrily.

He snorted, and carried a large bag across
the room.

“Do you know how long I've been standing here
like this? Naked?! My arms and legs are stiff and sore and my feet
are … hey! What are you... mmpphh!”

The first thing he pulled out was a ball-gag.
She knew what it was, though she'd never seen one before except in
videos and pictures. The surprise of having it pressed against her
mouth, of feeling the pressure against her lips and teeth made her
instinctively open her mouth wide as Lucas worked it inside. And
then, of course, it was too late to say anything.

Including, she suddenly realized, any code
words.

Her eyes grew wide as he smirked at her, then
reached into the bag for more. He drew out a thick handful of …
chains, and held them before her eyes

“I got something for you, slave,” he
growled.

Mallory stared at them in astonishment, then
realized he'd gone to some sort of sex store. Heat began to flare
within her again as her imagination caught up, and she watched him
as he knelt before her and untied the scarf binding her ankles
together. She almost instinctively tried to jerk her legs apart but
he simply gripped one ankle and lifted it up and out, effectively
immobilizing the other since she had to use it to support
herself.

She felt a hot shudder of excitement run
through her as she saw him slip a metal shackle around her ankle.
Feeling the cool metal encircle her soft flesh did something inside
her, and she squirmed breathlessly as he closed the shackle and
locked it.

It was about two inches wide, a flattened
stainless steel band which locked together with two tongues sliding
into the opposite end. It was unadorned save for a strong looking
metal ring on the outside. She didn't fight him as he released her
ankle, then lifted the other, and stared at him, transfixed, as he
lifted up two more and stood before her. He moved around behind her
and Mallory felt his fingers at the rope binding her wrists.

Then she felt the cool metal slide around
first one wrist, then the other. He jerked on her wrists and she
gasped as he forced her arms back away from the post. He pinned
them together with one hand as he untied the rope and it slipped
away. Then he slid the shackles down around her wrists and locked
them closed.

He released her wrists and came around before
her, then picked up the last metal band. It was a collar, and
perhaps two inches wide. There was an adjustable mechanism in the
back, with a large clasp which closed flatly over it. He slid the
open collar around her throat, adjusted the tightness, then locked
it in place and closed the clasp before turning it around so the
large metal ring was in front.

He squatted and began to sort through the
bag, and Mallory looked past him at her image in the mirror, her
nipples tingling, her pussy throbbing as she stared at herself.

He pulled out a pair of chains, and some
other things, then went into the other room and returned with some
tools. Mallory could do nothing but look on helplessly as he
hammered thick rings into the floor on either side of her. Then he
pulled her legs well apart, and chained them in place.

She pulled against them and felt intensely
helplessly, and extraordinarily aroused, her chest rising and
falling rapidly as she stared at him and wondered what else he'd
come up with.

That turned out to be another chain, a much
thinner chain. He stood up and slid one end through the ring in the
front of the collar, then let the two sides dangle between her
breasts. He adjusted the length, and then placed one end against
her right nipple She saw there was a loop there, and she watched as
he slid it over her rigid nipple, pressed it back, then tugged on
something to tighten it.

And tighten it further. She squealed as she
felt it closing very tight indeed, making her nipple ache and burn
and throb. He adjusted the other end, lifted her other breast a
little, then slid the loop around her other nipple and tightened it
too.

He had adjusted the length of the chain to
perfection, except that once he released her breast and it dropped
there was now pressure, solid pressure, pulling against both
nipples, tugging them upward enough to slightly lift both
breasts.

He dropped to his knees again and drew
something else from the bag. It was a dildo. It was a black dildo,
with a strange hose attached to its base. He rubbed the head along
her sex, then slid it easily up inside her. She groaned as he
worked it quickly into the depths of her pussy. It was thin but
long, and ached as it reached the end of her pussy.

Then he began to squeeze a little bulb
attached to the hose, and she understood its purpose. The dildo
began to expand inside her, to thicken and spread her open wider.
Mallory had never imagined there was such a thing! She stared,
gasping, feeling the thing thicken inside her, feeling her pussy
and the lips of her sex being stretched wider and wider as he kept
squeezing on the bulb.

It began to get uncomfortably thick, and she
shifted and pulled against the chains, then tried to yell at him
through the gag.

He looked up at her, grinned, pumped the
thing a couple of more times, then released it.

Then stared at her down there, leaned in, and
began to lick at her clit.

With the pressure inside her, the sensation
was even more powerful, and Mallory moaned into the gag, laying her
head back on her arms, staring at herself in the mirror, and
fighting to keep her hips from grinding into his face.

God! What a slut she was becoming! This was
ridiculously kinky! Why was she so fucking turned on!?

But she was, and as his lips sucked on her,
as his tongue licked at her, as he blew small hard streams of air
across her throbbing clit, she found her hips pushing forward, her
body twisting and writhing at the sensations pouring through her
veins. Her anger at him was forgotten as the storm of sexual energy
crackled through her body and mind.

Her nipples were throbbing fiercely. Not only
were the loops tight around them, but her every movement was making
her breasts move against them, and of course, the nipples couldn't
move at all, which only made them throb and tingle and ache even as
her belly groaned with the thickness of the dildo he'd pushed up
inside her, and even as his tongue worked on her clit.

It was too much, and she came, crying out,
arching and twisting against the shackles as Lucas lapped at her
clitoris. The storm of sensations sent her mind reeling, and she
writhed helplessly as she gloried in the pleasure, in the raw
impulses pouring through her body and flooding her mind. It was an
intense orgasm, a lengthy orgasm and left her gasping and moaning
and slumped against the post.

But it was not, apparently, the end of his
game. He had a second dildo of a similar sort as the first. He
spread something along it, then pulled her hips forward and slid it
up into her back passage, ignoring her moaned protests.

Soon that too was expanding, spreading,
growing thicker inside her as she squirmed and moaned and twisted
in helpless response. He made it as thick as the one in her pussy,
then gave the one in her pussy a few more squeezes to thicken it
still further.

She worried when he went back upstairs, but
this time he wasn't gone long. He returned with the camera, and
began snapping pictures of her, ignoring her baleful looks and the
shouted, muffled demands he stop. But she stopped worrying about it
quickly. As soon as she had the gag out of her mouth she'd use the
code word and order him to delete those pictures.

He set the camera carefully on the edge of
the control panel for the treadmill, pointed at her, and she
glowered, knowing he was setting it to video, to record her. But
again, she knew she could simply delete it afterward, so stopped
worrying as he dropped to his knees before her again.

Her insides felt stuffed by the two big,
thick dildos as he traced his tongue around her clit, and Mallory
felt an instant pulse of energy and excitement in response.

Then he took something else out of the bag.
It looked like a small ping pong ball on a pencil attached to a
small handle. It had a cord which he plugged into the wall, though,
and she realized it was a vibrator. She swallowed and stared down
as he turned it on, then gasped as it buzzed against her clit.

The vibrator she owned was more then enough
to make her come fairly quickly. And this one was even more
powerful. Furthermore, she had those two dildos stuffed inside her,
and her nipples throbbed.

It took very little time, as Lucas slowly
rubbed the round little ball up and down across her clit, before
her hips were bucking wildly through another powerful orgasm.

The problem was, he didn't stop.

Mallory's own sexual needs were few, or at
least, she'd once thought them few. A quick, delicious little
orgasm was all she'd really ever though she'd needed. Once she had
it she would put the vibrator away, and, usually (she usually used
it when alone), either go to sleep or move on to something
else.

But Lucas wasn't doing that, and she squirmed
and twisted as he held it against her. She was now super sensitive
down there, and the impulses coming from the buzzing little sex toy
were uncomfortably powerful.

“Stop it!” she cried, though of course, her
voice was very heavily muffled.

He didn't. And as she twisted, as her nipples
tugged on the chains, as her insides moved around the thick dildos,
as the vibrator rolled across her clitoris, the sensations grew
more powerful still, and suddenly, her sexual hunger re-ignited
like a flash fire, and she began to buck helplessly against him as
they grew more and more intense.

The second orgasm was even more powerful than
the first. And the first had taught her something, something almost
unconsciously. Not being a particularly outgoing person, being
somewhat inhibited sexually, she almost always repressed the signs
of her orgasm. She didn't, now. Her voice gave full-throated cries
of pleasure as the orgasm lashed her senses, and she screamed
helplessly into the gag as her mind was battered by the force of
the sensations.

Lucas only chuckled.

And he was still chuckling twenty minutes
later, when she came for perhaps the sixth or seventh or maybe it
was the tenth time.

Mallory wasn't chuckling. Mallory was
frazzled, exhausted, dazed, covered in sweat, her hair bedraggled,
and partly matted against her cheek, her insides aching, and her
nipples on fire. She was all-but limp as he unchained her ankles,
then her wrists, holding her to keep her from falling. He lowered
her slowly to the carpet, and she groaned dazedly as her arms were
allowed down, at last, hardly noticing as he drew them back behind
her and locked the shackles together.

He eased her down onto her belly, but kept
her bottom high, with a hand under her belly. Then he tugged her
thighs further apart. She groaned as he pumped more air into the
dildos, thickening them still further. Then he removed the tubes
and dug into his bag once more.

What he pulled out was a small, slender flog.
It had a short leather handle, and a dozen or so foot-long leather
cords protruding from its end.

“This, slave, is if you're disobedient,” he
growled, showing it to her.

Mallory stared at it through glassy eyes,
still panting for breath, drained, or so she thought.

But when he slashed it across her buttocks
she found fresh energy as she jerked at the stinging impact.

“Now spread those legs wide, girl,” he
ordered.

He was kneeling on her side, and tugging on
her legs. He shifted around behind her, pushing her knees forward
and out wider, straining her thighs until he had her bottom raised
as high as possible, her legs spread uncomfortably wide and her
pussy vulnerable and obscenely displayed with the dildo
protruding.

He turned on the vibrator again, and she
moaned helplessly as he began to play it across her clit. At the
same time, his open hand began to slap lightly against the base of
the dildo protruding from her pussy. He wasn't slapping it hard,
but even so Mallory felt the head lodged deep inside her jarring
against the back of her pussy tunnel.

… Or what she thought was the back of her
pussy tunnel.

The slaps became a little harder, and began
to ache as they jammed the nose against the deepest pit of her
pussy. Yet, somehow, she could feel the dildo slowly inching
deeper.

He turned his attention to the other one,
slapping at it, inching it deeper, as well, even as the vibrator
began to rouse the exhausted girl once again.

Then the flog lashed her bottom and
thighs.

“Keep that arse raised up, girl,” he said
sternly.

He slashed it down a second time.

“Keep those knees forward!”

Gasping, moaning, the bedraggled girl
complied as he resumed caressing her clit with the vibrator.

He roused her to trembling, gasping,
whimpering heat, then paused. She felt him fooling with the dildo
in her bottom, and felt the glorious sensation of it deflating, of
the pressure which had swelled out her back tunnel finally
released. She groaned as he slid the thing out of her, then gasped
as the flog cut across her bottom, once, twice, three times.

“Keep that arse up!” he barked.

Panting, gasping, moaning, she complied as he
moved behind her.

His cock didn't really need much lubrication,
but she felt it had it as it literally slid into her ass, and drove
immediately to the bottom. He was not as thick as the inflatable
dildo, and his flesh felt slick and slippery and deliciously warm
inside her. His hands slid along her back, up and down along her
hips and then, as he leaned into her, leaned over her, those hands
slid under her to cup her breasts as his warm breath played against
her cheek.

“Hot little slut,” he breathed. “Hot, sexy
little slave!”

His hips began to work in and out, his cock
pumping easily, smoothly in her ass, despite its tightness, and
Mallory felt an exquisite sensation of warm, slick flesh on warm
slick flesh – deep inside her. She grunted as he thrust harder, as
his hips began to impact her raised buttocks, gasping and moaning
in quickly growing pleasure as his hips started to slap against her
buttocks, as his fingers kneaded her throbbing, swollen
breasts.

Mallory felt herself in a new world. It was a
strange, almost surreal world, a world without pride or fear. It
was a world where she felt utterly conquered by him, utterly his.
She was his possession, his slave, his slut, even as he'd said, and
some part of her exulted in it as the pleasure spun her mind like a
top and she sank into the lush heat and delicious wonder of her
sexual fantasy. She grunted dazedly as his hips hammered her
buttocks again and again, then gurgled in mindless pleasure as yet
another orgasm almost quite literally took her breath away.

Rapture.

There was no other word as he rode her so
powerfully, rode her through a screaming storm of sensations which
she could only describe as ecstasy. His cock punched deep into her
belly as he jerked back on her hips, as he grasped her hair and
jerked back on that, as he slapped her buttocks, as he rutted
wildly, fiercely atop her.

Rapture. And her mind was swept clean
of all thoughts but pleasure.
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Mallory was becoming worn out!

She was used to sex every day, or almost
every day with Lucas, but that was a short, relaxed kind of thing
which was generally done in twenty minutes. It hadn't taken a lot
of out of her. Sex now lasted hours! And the orgasms were becoming
like a drug, and she an addict! Bluebeard, as she thought of him,
took her to the edge of insanity each evening, and left her gasping
and drained.

And he was much more into bondage, and into
dominance. That, she supposed, was not so strange a thing for a
pirate captain, but what was worrying her was how much she was
getting into submission. His short slaps and the quick, sharp blows
of the flog, or the thin crop he'd bought, were not especially
painful, though they did sting. But they, and her own heat and his
sharp voice were accustoming her to quick obedience, especially in
positioning her body for his satisfaction.

Things which would have once shocked and
outraged her, which certainly should have shamed her, now only
aroused her. Perhaps, she thought, that was because she didn't see
'Bluebeard' as she thought of him, as a real person, but merely a
persona, and one which could be swept away with a word, leaving no
memory behind.

She and Lucas were equals, after all, and had
always treated each other that way.

But when Bluebeard barked out an order, she
obeyed at once, with a little thrill of heat and a sharp little
jolt of anxiety lest she be too slow and draw punishment. She would
instantly drop her to her knees, or bend over, or do whatever else
he wanted. For she knew that a storm of pleasure was to follow.

And that pleasure was … addictive. So was the
dark, forbidden thrill of doing something so wicked, so perverted,
and so completely unnatural to her. Allowing herself to act the
part of the submissive slut, of being his 'sex slave', was way out
of character for a young woman who had always stood up for her
rights and dignity.

Lucas was starting to wonder where his
evenings were going, why he couldn't remember doing anything, why
he had missed shows he had intended to watch, or games he'd
intended to play. She knew she needed to stop, or at least, cut
back on her perverted little game, but the thrill was too great to
resist. And she always told herself that it would be just one more
time, and then she'd stop... for a while.

But this evening, she had had to hold out,
and ignore her own desire to feel again that extraordinary level of
excitement and heat. She was surprised at how fidgety she felt,
though, as the time wore on, and how often the thought arose that
she could just say the word, and have her way for a brief period,
perhaps just a half hour or so! He wouldn't notice that! Would he!?
Maybe he wouldn't have, but she couldn't take the change,
especially tonight, on game night.

So she found the strength of will to
resist.

What she didn't find the strength of will to
resist was the heat which rose within her and made her intensely
aroused to the point she became a flirty little slut around Lucas.
It surprised him, to say the least. He was always the one to start
any kind of sex between them, since Mallory was just not that into
sex. Or hadn't been.

And it came even though she had taken a
shower, and masturbated during it, with her dildo. She'd come, but
the orgasm had done little to ease the sexual frustration she was
feeling. It was Friday evening, and she could have done so much
with him since neither worked the next day! That was part of her
frustration, of course, but the rest was simple heat. She was, she
thought with no small irritation, like a bitch in heat.

She roughly dried her hair with a towel, but
didn't bother to do much with it other than comb her fingers
through it. She looked at herself naked, posing, running her hands
slowly over her body, lightly pinching her stiff nipples. Then, a
grin spread across her face. She left the room, padded naked to the
bedroom, and found the pink bikini which had turned on
Bluebeard.

She walked into the living room and around in
front of him.

“Good game?” she asked casually.

“This is just the pre-game,” he said, gazing
at her with sudden intensity.

“I thought I'd take a quick dip in the pool,”
she said airily.

“You uhm, know that Kevin is coming over for
the game, right?”

She had half forgotten, and started, jerking
her head around.

“When is he coming?”

“He said he'd be late because he had
something to finish up. He probably won't be here until the second
quarter.”

She relaxed and posed her body again.

“Maybe I'll just stay dressed like this,” she
said airily.

“Yeah, right,” he snorted.

She glowered at him. It was true she wasn't
one to show off her body to anyone, not even him, but she felt more
than slightly irritated at his assumption that she was going to
dress like some sort of virginal catholic schoolgirl all the time.
In fact, she felt a quiet thrill of excitement as she let her
imagination play out over the thought. Maybe she'd keep it on and
see what he thought as Kevin ogled her.

Kevin might like basketball games, but she
was reasonably sure one look at her in that bikini would completely
tear his mind away from anything else. She knew her effect on
Lucas' nerdy friends.

Not that Kevin was that bad a nerd, she
conceded. He was actually kind of cute, especially if you took away
his glasses. He had nice brown hair and a reasonably good build, if
a trifle thin for her tastes.

She glowered at Lucas. Was he taking her for
granted? Then she walked slowly past him, only to see him frown and
lean over to see past her. Glowering again, she looked at the
screen, then moved away, deciding to wait for a commercial. She
wandered into the kitchen and dining room, then looked out at the
back yard. It was just past sunset now, and she had a sudden idea
born of her arousal.

She grinned to herself, feeling a sudden
rising of excitement, and slid the door open, stepping out onto the
back deck. She looked around nervously in the fading light, then
stepped down onto the lower deck and padded across to the pool. Her
blood pressure rose and her heart began to beat faster as she
stared at the water and the heat beat down on her. She hadn't
really intended to take a dip. That was just an excuse to be
wearing the little thong bikini, but now...

She paused a moment, then jumped into the
water. Gasping, she rose, peeled off her bikini top, and tossed it
onto the deck. She grinned, undid the thong and tossed that too She
slid down through the water, twisting and turning with delight,
feeling the warm water skimming across her hard little nipples,
then swam to the opposite end. Climbing out made her pussy throb,
as she stood there naked in the open air. She looked around
nervously again, even though intellectually she told herself no one
could possibly see her. Through the tall hedges and fences

She dove into the water again, swimming the
length of the pool, then climbing out again, feeling quite brazen
and daring.

Then she saw Lucas' form through the open
window of the kitchen.

Grinning, she sat back on the diving board,
and reached back to wring her hair out, deliberately arching her
back. She looked away from the window as if she couldn't see, but
looked out the corner of her eyes, watching to see if he came to
the window. He did, and he stayed there, and she grinned to
herself, acting as casual as she could.

She slid off the board, turning around, and
bent way over as if reaching for something, giving him a very good
rear view of her neat, glistening little pussy. She straightened
just as casually, and turned, ready to spot him in the window and
wave coquettishly.

Only the figure in the window was wearing
glasses. She froze, and he jerked away from the window as her jaw
dropped and flame filled her face. She squealed and jerked her arms
in as if to cover herself, then looked around frantically for her
bikini. She scrambled across the deck and snatched it up, then ran
out from the view of the windows and hurriedly pulled it on and
tied the strings.

She pressed her hands against her face,
feeling the heat of her cheeks as she realized it must have been
Kevin, and he had seen her... had seen everything!

At first, she felt mortified, but as her
heart began to settle down that shifted to anger, first at Lucas,
then at Kevin, then at herself.

She couldn't honestly blame Lucas. He'd told
her Kevin was coming over. Although he had said he probably
wouldn't be there for a while. She certainly couldn't blame Kevin
for looking when she was parading around in her birthday suit!
Sure, he was a pervert to look, and what man wasn't a pervert!?
Which man wouldn't have been delighted to get an eyeful?!

She jumped as the back door opened, only it
was Kevin there. She flushed again as he came down off the deck and
around to where she stood with her arms folded across her chest
glaring at him.

“Kevin said you were out here naked!” he
exclaimed, half amused, half outraged.

“Well... well so what?! It isn't like I
expected him to be here yet! You said he wouldn't be here until
halftime!”

“It's basketball,” he said, grinning even
more broadly. “There is no half time. I said second quarter, but he
got away early. I'm sure he's pretty glad he did now.”

“Very funny!” she fumed. “Shouldn't you be
mad someone else was staring at your girlfriend naked!?”

“Are you kidding? What guy wouldn't have
stared at you naked?”

Which was close enough to her own thinking it
was hard for her to keep up the argument, but she intended to
anyway.

“Well, maybe I'll just walk in there naked
and join you guys, then!”

He laughed. “Sure. Be my guest. It won't
bother me. I think it might be kind of distracting for Kevin
though.”

“Maybe Kevin should be my boyfriend
then!”

He grinned. “I like looking at you naked,
baby. You know that. But I've seen you a zillion times. Kevin's
only seen you once. That's why it's such a treat for him.”

“And it's not a treat for you?” she asked
dangerously.

“Oh you bet it is. And I intend to treat
myself right after the game. Unless you want to come in and sit
around naked like you said,” he grinned.

“Maybe I'll just do that!”

He grinned and ruffled her hair. She slapped
his hand away and he laughed.

“You might want to grab a towel or something
before coming through the living room,” he said. “These are pretty
obvious.”

Then his hands reached out, he caught her
still very erect nipples where they were pushing so obviously
against the thin fabric of the top, and pinched them!

She yelped as he laughed and turned away.

“Bastard!”

He went back inside and closed the door,
leaving her glowering, her hands over her breasts.

That had hurt!

And it was odd. He'd never pinched her
nipples before, not ever. He'd never pinched any part of her
before! And he was awfully blasé about her being seen naked by his
friend. Probably proud, the stupid... male! Probably Kevin had told
him how hot she was or something like that! Men were all pigs!

But it was getting dark. How long did she
want to stand around here in her bikini? The longer it took her to
go in the more they, meaning Kevin, would know how embarrassed she
was at him seeing her naked. It was not part of Mallory's
personality to let anyone know when they had embarrassed or
offended or even hurt her. Well, except Lucas. In a strange way, if
Kevin knew how horribly embarrassed she was at him seeing her, that
would make her even more embarrassed!

But if she could pretend to being quite
casual and uncaring about it, that would take away much of the
sting. She would save face that way. Besides, no doubt Kevin would
tell others how he'd seen her, and if she ran through the house
with a towel over herself that would make her even more the butt of
everyone's amusement!

And truth to tell, she was not nearly as
embarrassed any more as she had been initially. She knew very well
that she had a great body. Didn't every guy who stared at her
reinforce that in her mind every day?

She braced herself and went inside. The only
way upstairs was through the great room and that meant past them.
She could cover herself with a towel or brazen it out.

She was going to brazen it out.

And now, thinking about it, she felt a rush
of heat in her lower belly, along with a flurry of butterflies.

She walked casually through the door to the
great room, determined not to rush. Thankfully, the lights were
reasonably low given the focus on the big screen and the game. But
it was still far from dark. Lucas ignored her, but Kevin's head
jerked around immediately, and she braced herself, heart pounding.
She walked at her normal pace, not hiding herself at all,
determinedly keeping her arms at her sides.

Lucas saw where Kevin was looking and turned
his head.

“Want to watch the game, babe?” Lucas asked
with a grin.

Mallory gave him a stern look, but then
smoothed her features, and turned towards the back of the sofa. She
felt the heat in Kevin's eyes and that resonated inside her as she
leaned over the back of the sofa, deliberately giving them both a
great cleavage shot.

“I don't get the fascination you men have
with playing with your balls,” she said.

Kevin let out a choked laugh while Lucas
looked at her strangely.

“But they're such big hard balls,” he said.
“I think you kind of like playing with those too sometimes.”

“Sometimes,” she said casually. “Baseball is
more interesting though. They have big long bats, too.”

Lucas laughed while Kevin just stared.

“Yeah, you like playing with big hard bats,
too,” he said.

“Not as much as you guys,” she scoffed.

She was both embarrassed and excited, and
becoming calmer and more confident at the not-so-clever, but still
outrageous word play.

“I'm not really into baseball any more,”
Lucas said. “I let others play with bats and balls for me.”

“Maybe if you were better at the game you
would have gotten into it more,” she teased.

“I've hit my share of home runs,” he replied,
eyes narrowing.

“And struck out a lot.”

Kevin laughed at that, and Lucas glared at
him. Kevin held his hands up placatingly.

“Hey, man. Even the best strike out. Of
course, that depends on the pitcher.”

“Yeah, some pitchers through you a lot of
curves. It's hard to hit them,” Lucas said.

“You just have to keep your eye on the ball,
sweetie,” Mallory said with a teasing smirk.

“I thought that was your job.”

“Me? I”m not much into sports, you know.”

“Neither am I,” he replied .”I just like a
little basketball now and then. And you're interrupting it.”

She shrugged and started to straighten to go
back upstairs.

“Of course, I like horses,” he said, turning
to Kevin. “You know, horseback riding.”

“Oh, yeah?” Kevin asked.

“Nothing like mounting a hot filly and going
for a long, hard ride.”

He turned back to Mallory and grinned smugly.
“You ever heard the term,'rode hard and put away wet'”?

“I'm glad you enjoy horseback riding, honey,”
she said. “On the other hand, I always wonder what the horse gets
out of it. Some goofy guy who isn't really very good at it, jumping
on its back and riding it around for a while. I mean, how much fun
can that be? You'd think the poor horse would get bored.”

“Depends on the horse, I suppose,” Kevin
said, evidently enjoying the conversation – not to mention the
sight of a still-damp Mallory in her little pink bikini.

“Some fillies are easier to please than
others,” Lucas said sourly. “And some aren't as well-trained as
others, and have to be put in their place from time to time. That's
why jockeys have their quirts, you know, to smack the horse on the
ass and get it to move faster.”

Grinning, Mallory leaned over the back of the
couch again, letting her arms squeeze her breasts together. She was
no longer really embarrassed at Kevin looking at her. Something had
shifted in her mind and she felt aroused to be flaunting herself,
especially right in front of Lucas.

“Jockeys are such tiny little guys,” she
said. “I always wondered if they hit the horses because they have
small-man syndrome or something.”

“They have to train the horses some way,”
Lucas said with a frown. “Just like you train bratty girls – with a
smack on the ass.”

She straightened with a superior grin. “Am I
being bratty?” she asked coquettishly.

She half turned, displaying her bare
buttocks.

“Would you like to smack my ass?” she
taunted.

“Don't temp me, brat.”

She grinned and stuck her tongue out, and
then as she started to move away, his hand shot out, but rather
than smacking her bottom he yanked on the string on her hip. The
knot instantly unraveled and her thong started to collapse. Mallory
squealed and grabbed at the front of it, jerking it back into place
as he laughed in delight.

“You asshole!”

“Now get lost and let us watch the game.”

She glared and then lunged forward, grabbing
the remote control with one hand while holding her suit together
with the other. Then she changed the channel, turned and ran
upstairs.

“Mallory!”

She reached the bedroom, opened the closet,
shoved the remote in the bottom of a box of winter jackets, closed
the closet, then ran over to the window as she did up the
string.

The door opened, and Lucas stood there,
glaring.

“Yes?” she asked innocently.

“Where's the remote?”

“Remove?” she asked as if in confusion “What
remote?”

“Mallory, quit fucking around. The game is
on.”

“Well, then, you should go down and watch
it,” she said. “Don't you have a guest? You're leaving him all
alone! I mean, how rude!”

“Mallory!”

“Lucas!” She made her eyes widen.

He stepped closer. “Where is it?”

She shrugged. “Search me,” she said, holding
her arms out.

“You horny little brat.”

She stuck her tongue out and he grabbed her.
She squealed, but didn't resist or fight even as he lifted her over
his shoulder and carried her out the door.

Mallory was aglow with heat and excitement,
though she had no idea what his intent was. Yes, she was acting out
of character, yes, she was acting immature, yes she was acting
bratty, but she felt bratty, and she felt like doing a lot more
than playing on the computer while he watched a stupid basketball
game!

“What are you going to do, torture me?!” she
gasped breathlessly.

“Would I hurt a girl?”

“You couldn't hurt a girl because girls are
stronger than you!” she exclaimed, as he carried her down the
stairs.

She felt a sudden wild shock as she realized
he was taking her back to where Kevin was, especially in this
position, with her basically naked bottom facing forward.

“Put me down!” she demanded, slapping at his
back, then at his bottom.

“Sure,” he said.

She yelped as she felt herself sliding
forward, as he bent and set her roughly on her feet. They were in
the living room before the TV, before Kevin, and she quickly spun
around to face him, so he couldn't see her bare bottom. But then
Lucas lifted her arms up and back behind her head, pinning them
there with one of his bigger, stronger hands and holding her in
position, back arched, facing Kevin.

“Now, since Kevin came over to be
entertained. I think that you should either give us back the
remote, or entertain him,” Lucas said.

“L-Let... me.... go!” she gasped, twisting
against his rock-solid hold.

“Like you said, it would be rude otherwise,”
he taunted her.

“Lucas!”

“So either you tell us where the remote is,
or I'm going to give Kevin something else to look at,” he said,
putting his other hand on the string which crossed her back.

“You wouldn't dare!”

“Why wouldn't I?” he laughed. “It's not like
he hasn't already seen you naked.”

“I-I forget where I put it,” she gulped.

She squealed and tried to twist free as she
felt him tugging the string loose. The tight cups holding her
breasts suddenly went loose, and all she had now were two thin bits
of cloth literally hanging down across her breasts. If she twisted
again – she froze – they would dislodge. They were simply laying
across the center of her breasts!

“Where is the remote?” Lucas asked.

Mallory's face was hot, but at the same time
that familiar hot thrill of sexual hunger was possessing her. Being
pinned, almost as if she would tied up, being forced, being
exposed, being degraded, were all part of Bluebeard's dark sexual
games, and she felt her skin warm with more than embarrassment as
Kevin looked on with considerable excitement.

“I...I don't know,” she gasped.

His fingers slid up behind her neck.

“Maybe you might want to reconsider.”

“L-Let me go!” she gasped.

He tugged on the string and her bra fell down
to the floor before her, leaving her topless before Kevin's eager
eyes.

“Lucas!”

She twisted and struggled but with her wrists
pulled back behind her neck and pinned there he had an easy hold on
her, especially since his other hand was now on her belly, his
fingers resting just on the edge of her little thong.

“Give up the remote, or we'll give Kevin
something else to see.”

“You... you wouldn't dare!” she panted
breathlessly.

“You said that already. Maybe what you really
need is a spanking for acting so bratty.”

“Ha!” she gulped weakly.

He tugged the string and she squealed and
tried to twist free, but the thong slid half down, and when he
tugged on the other string on the other hip, it fell to the
floor.

She was naked! And Kevin was looking on with
heat in his eyes!

“I see ve har going to haf to resort to
harsher means to break our preesoner's will,” he said in a horribly
fake German accent.

He sat back on the arm chair and lifted her
bodily across his lap, face down.
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“Don't you dare!” Mallory squealed.

Crack!

“Oww!”

Crack!

“Oww! Lucas!”

Crack!

“Okay, I”ll talk!”

Crack!

“Where?” he asked.

“I... It's in … in the bedroom!” she
gasped.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Where in the bedroom, brat?”

“I-In the closet!” she blurted.

Crack!! “Oww!”

“Where in the closet?”

“In the box with winter coats in it!” she
gasped desperately.

“Kevin, go upstairs and check for the remote
in the box on the floor of our bedroom closet,” he asked.

“Uhm, yeah, sure,” Kevin said in a strangled
voice.

He had been holding his hands in his lap. Now
he rose and turned rapidly away from them, going around the couch
in the other direction and then going upstairs.

“I think you gave Kevin a hard-on,” he said
with a soft laugh.

“You bastard!”

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Show some respect, woman,” he growled.

Mallory froze. For a moment she had thought
he was going to say 'wench'. In fact, he was acting completely out
of character. He was acting more like... Bluebeard! Well, not
entirely. He didn't think he was a pirate, but certainly there was
a lot of Bluebeard in his behavior. What was going on!?

His hand was even now caressing her stinging
bottom, and as he pinned her in place, it slid between her thighs,
and cupped her pussy.

“Lucas!” she gasped. “K-Kevin might see!”

“Kevin's upstairs,” he said softly, his
fingers tracing the line of her sex. “And he's already seen quite a
lot.”

Mallory tried to wist around, reaching back
to shove his hand away, but he grabbed her wrist, then pinned both
hands together at the small of her back. He leaned over her and
scooped her thong off the floor. It was, in essence, one slender
piece of fabric with laces on all four corners. Now she felt him
wrapping the fabric around her crossed wrists, and with a sense of
astonishment, she realized he was tying her hands together behind
her back!

“Lucas!”

“Are you going to be a good, respectful
little girl?” he purred.

She gasped as the fabric cinched tight.

“I got it,” she heard Kevin call, as his feet
thumped down the stairs.

“Yes! Yes! Untie me!” she gasped
panicking.

“Not so fast, little girl,” he said as Kevin
returned, brandishing the remote.

“She's made us miss the start of the game,”
he said.

“Uh, yeah well...”

“I think she deserves to be punished for
that, don't you?”

“Uhm, sure,” Kevin gulped, standing behind
the sofa, which had a high back.

“You want to spank her?”

Kevin stared at him in astonishment.

“Uhm, well, she's your girlfriend, man,” he
gulped, staring at Mallory excitedly.

“You're right, but you know, she made the
point upstairs of how rude it was to you to invite you over here
and not let you see the game.”

“I-I didn't say that!” she said
desperately.

“Sit down, man.”

She felt herself lifted as though weightless,
gasping as he gripped her hair up behind her neck. As his strong
arm pulled on her arm. He pulled her off his lap and onto her knees
on the rug, then held her there as Kevin scampered around and sat
down on the sofa, hands in his lap, eyes huge and round.

“I think your bratty behavior needs to be
properly punished, little girl,” Lucas said.

“Ow! Ow! Don't!”

He was pulling on her hair, which forced
Mallory, who was on her knees, to stumble forward across the rug
towards Kevin. It was impossible to forget that he'd … well,
Bluebeard... had done something similar to her on a number of
occasions! It was also impossible to ignore the wild heat and
excitement on Kevin's face. And as embarrassed as she was, Mallory
felt a dark heat sweeping through her as she was led up to him.

“Across his lap, brat,” he ordered, pulling
on her hair, and on her arm again now.

The two men positioned her across Kevin's
lap. Mallory could feel his erection beneath her.

“Go on. Spank her,” Lucas said. “She deserves
it.”

Mallory gasped as a hand slapped lightly
against her bare bottom.

“Come on, man. Don't be a wuss!”

The hand slapped down harder and she
flinched.

“She's not even going to notice that, you
pussy.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“That's it. Harder. Go on. Spank her.”

Crack!

“Lucas!'

Crack!

“That's it, man.”

Crack!!

“Ow! Kevin!”

Crack!

“Stop it!”

Crack!

“You guys!” she squealed.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Mallory's bottom was rapidly turning to a
fiery heat as Kevin's hand cracked down across it, and as much as
she squirmed and twisted she could not pull herself free!

But as hot as her bottom was getting, her
pussy was getting even hotter as she felt herself falling into the
same dark fantasy persona as she'd taken on with 'Bluebeard', the
crackling sexual electricity rippling through her body as she
gasped and moaned and bucked under their touch.

“Are you sorry for being a brat?” Lucas
asked.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Are you?”

Crack!

“Yes!” she cried.

“Then say it.”

“I-I'm sorry!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Sorry for what?”

“I-I'm sorry for... for being a brat!” she
panted.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Again.”

“I'm sorry for being a brat!” she cried.

“There. You see, Kevin? You just gotta know
how to deal with brats.”

She felt herself lifted up and back, again by
the arms, and also by the hair as she slipped off Kevin's lap and
found herself on her knees on the floor in front of him.

His hands were covering his lap again, in as
casual a way as he could manage without being too obvious, but it
was obvious anyway.

“Kevin,” Lucas said. “Do you have a hard-on
for my girlfriend?”

“Uhm...”

“Not that it's your fault, of course. I mean,
she's a fucking incredibly sexy little brat, after all, and running
around naked in front of you is bound to have that effect.”

As if she had done that by choice, Mallory
thought!

She tried to turn away but he had pulled her
hair up in a bunch behind her head and held her firmly in place,
even forcing her head back so her back arched and her breasts
thrust out more.

Her wrists pulled fitfully against the fabric
of her thong as she tried to look anywhere but at Kevin, horribly
embarrassed even as she was horribly aroused.

“I think it would be pretty rude to turn
Kevin on like this without giving him a little something to help
him concentrate on the game again,” Lucas said. “What do you think,
Kevin? A quick blow job take care of you so we can get back to
watching the game?”

“S-s-sure!” Kevin gulped in astonishment.

“Bring out the horse, then, and let out
little filly get to it.”

The horse, she thought in shock.

Kevin was rapidly undoing his jeans, and now
jerked his zipper down, reached in and pulled out a massive cock
which made her gape,.

“Kevin was kind of famous at our high
school,” Lucas said in amusement. “But I know a brat with as much
talent as you have can take care of him.”

He pushed forward on her hair and then down,
and Mallory found her face pressed against Kevin's hard cock. For a
moment, her mind swirled with wild indecision and uncertainty, but
then her own heat took over and she licked at the hard, thick pole
of flesh, feeling a searing heat roll over her as her head was
guided onto the tip, and she spread her lips wide.

She could barely get them wide enough. She
moaned around the thick head as it pushed into her mouth, and
fairly drooled on it, sucking and licking, pushing her lips down
further, taking it deeper and deeper into her mouth as the taut
skin grew slick with her saliva.

“That's it, little brat,” Lucas said from
behind her. “You take care of him like a good girl.”

He was behind her rather than above her now,
and a moment later she felt his hand on her breast, then another
between her legs. She jerked and moaned, but as he pulled her
bottom up and slapped it she spread her legs almost instinctively.
Then his fingers began to rub against her as her lips sank further
down Kevin's hard cock.

This is not happening, she thought!

This can't be happening!

She shuddered as his fingers pushed into her
pussy, as Kevin slid his fingers through her hair. Then another
hand gripped her other breast, and since she knew where both of
Lucas' hands were that had to be Kevin!

She sucked and licked, her body throbbing
with heat as she began to bob slowly up and down. Her saliva
trickled slowly down his big cock as she worked her lips lower,
then a slap on her bottom was followed by Lucas jerking her legs
wider still. A moment later she felt his cock pushing into the
mouth of her sex, and pushing deeper.

Heat flared wildly, and she bobbed harder,
sucked more frenziedly, moaning around Kevin's cock as he continued
to knead her breast eagerly. She felt Lucas' cock sinking deep into
her tight belly as the head of Kevin's cock pushed against the
entrance to her throat.

She moaned and sank down, impaling her
throat, forcing it all the way down the length of his enormous
cock. She gagged weakly, but felt a wild rush of heat as the slick,
slippery cock pushed down her throat and felt like it was going
right into her chest. Then an orgasm tore through her as she forced
her lips down to the base of the fat shaft. Impaled on both sides,
she thrashed and shook, her hips bucking back desperately against
Lucas, who was only just beginning to pump.

“Fuck!” she heard Kevin gasp.

“She's a hot little slut,” Lucas said,
slapping her bottom. “Swallow that cock brat!”

Mallory's mind was spinning like a top. The
pleasure was a storm howling through her brain as convulsions
wracked her body. Even as Lucas began to thrust with more authority
her mind felt as though it were floating on a swirling cloud of
passion and pleasure, divorced from all other thoughts or concerns.
The hard impact of Lucas' hips against her buttocks was a jarring,
repeated blow that felt as though it were shaking her whole body,
but only sent more scalding sensations into her already overloaded
nervous system.

The orgasm felt as though it had gone on
forever, as though it would rob her of her sanity. Her mind was
swimming and her eyes glassy. Then a sharp pull on her hair raised
her slowly up off Kevin's fat cock, and she gurgled weakly as it
slid back up her throat and finally emerged in her mouth, followed
by a sweet rush of air she hadn't been aware she was lacking. She
gasped for breath, sucking in deep breaths of air even as her body
continued to jerk to the hard thrusting of Lucas' hips.

Her eyes rolled and groaned weakly as Kevin's
cock rubbed over her face.

“She really can swallow meat,” Kevin
said.

“She's a pro,” Lucas said.

“Lick my balls, baby,” Kevin said, pushing
his pants down further and guiding her lips onto them.

Still panting weakly, eyes still glazed,
Mallory licked at his balls, then drew them into her mouth as
fingers – she didn't know whose – pinched her nipples and kneaded
her breasts. Then another pull at her hair lifted her head up as
Kevin aimed his cock back at her mouth. She felt the pressure
pushing down, and her lips slid over his fat, slick cock. The head
pushed into her mouth, then slid along her tongue and into her
throat.

She gurgled weakly as her lips slid smoothly
down the cock to the base, and then both his hands were on top of
her head, mashing her face into his groin as he moaned and cursed
in pleasure. Meanwhile, her body continued to jerk to the now hard
thrusting of Lucas' cock into her throbbing pussy as his hips
slapped against her buttocks.

It was all insane, and her mind was a
drowning in lust, passion, shock, and sensation. The orgasm eased,
however, allowing her the sense to move again. She pushed up
against Kevin's hands and they eased their pressure, allowing her
to slide her lips slowly up his cock and off again.

Gulping in air, she coughed and gasped as
hands once again kneaded her breasts. Then it was down again, but
for the last time, for as his head pushed into her mouth she
started to suck and lick, and it exploded, filling her mouth with a
warm, salty liquid. Then Lucas thrust even harder, and with a
series of hard, deep thrusts, came inside her and slumped over her,
panting for breath.

“Hot little brat,” he said. “Bet you'll think
twice before stealing my remote again.”

Kevin laughed and released her hair and after
swallowing repeatedly, she lifted her head up and back, coughing a
little, still panting for breath.

“B-Bastards,” she panted.

“Show respect for your man, brat,” Lucas
said, slapping her bottom.

“She had some kind of orgasm there,” Kevin
said.

“She comes like a train,” Lucas said with a
chuckle. “Here, watch.”

Mallory gasped as she was pulled up and back
by the hair, forced to arch back across the wooden coffee
table.

“Spread your legs, brat,” Lucas ordered.
“Spread em.”

Something inside her was instinctively
obeying, perhaps because of her time with 'Bluebeard', and Mallory
spread her knees apart as he held her back arched.

“Now stay.”

He released her hair and she moaned as he
moved away. She eased her head up and forward, saw Kevin looking at
her with fascination, and dropped her eyes. Her body was starting
to settle down again, and her mind was starting to come back from
that strange dark place where sensation was all that mattered.

Then Lucas reappeared, and she saw the
vibrator in his hand. She felt a surge of alarm, and started to
shake her head.

“Don't move, brat,” he said, gripping her
hair again.

He forced her head back, though not as far,
and his foot pressed against her right knee to hold it apart. Kevin
pushed his foot forward, pushing back her left knee just as she
started to close it, and she moaned as she was spread wide once
again. Then the vibrator pressed against her clitoris, and the hot
surging sensations made her hips jerk. She tried to shake her head,
but Lucas held her hair bunched behind her head.

She moaned and tried to speak as the
sensations doubled and redoubled.

“D-Don't!” she begged. “L-Lucaaaaassss!”

“Come for us, baby. Scream for us.”

“Noooooo!”

But he began to play the vibrator back and
forth over her swollen clit, and the sensations poured over the
helpless girl. Her body began to writhe and jerk and her breathing
became ragged, helpless gasps. The orgasm surged up from between
her legs and she let out a long, undulating cry of pleasure as her
body twisted and bucked in uncontrollable convulsions. Fire raced
up her spine and seared her spinning brain as she ground herself
desperately against the vibrator.

The the two men laughing excitedly as they
looked on, and then, as the orgasm finally fled, she went limp, and
Lucas released her to fall helplessly to the floor, chest
heaving.
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Mallory had to half crawl back upstairs to
the bedroom as the guys turned on the game. There she lay, panting,
recovering from the stunning force of the orgasms, and the shock of
what had happened. She'd never had sex with two guys at the same
time before, and it amazed her how quickly it had happened. None of
them had even been drunk!

She hadn't really resisted, though, because
that dark passion had flooded her mind, and that had come from the
changes to her thinking since Bluebeard had started to dominate
her. But why had Lucas done something like that!? Tying her up!?
That was so not like him! Showing off her body and offering her
mouth to his friend to use!? Where had he gotten such an idea!?

He hadn't acted like Bluebeard, not really.
Bluebeard would have been rougher, and would have called her names,
and not just 'brat'. But at the same time, it was as if some of
Bluebeard was leaking into Lucas. Could that be possible? Could his
subconscious, filled with the dark heat and thoughts of how he
treated her when he was Bluebeard, be sending messages to him that
he didn't even realize were there?

And who could she ask about something like
that? Not that Dorfman guy, that was for sure! He'd be leering and
smirking and asking for every little detail!

God! She had come so fucking hard! She'd
thought the top of her skull was going to explode!

What was she turning into!? What was Lucas
turning into!?

As anxious as she was of those questions, the
pleasure had been so intense it was still there in the back of her
head, echoing through her body with enough strength to make her
tremble, to make her pussy spasm, to make her nipples tingle. She
ran her hands over her bared breasts, and then stood up. She padded
to the door, and then out into the hall, still naked. She leaned
over the railing, chest tight as she listened to the basketball
game on the TV downstairs.

Why, she thought wonderingly, was she still
horny? She'd come like crazy! Was she becoming a sex addict?! Was
she going to turn into some kind of brainless slut?!

She went back into the bedroom, then into the
en-suite bathroom and had a shower. She made no effort to pleasure
herself, but the feel of her soapy hands moving slickly over her
body was still a delicious, tactile sensation, and did nothing to
ease her inner heat.

Hot, slut, she thought, looking at herself in
the mirror with a sense of egotistic delight.

She remembered the look in Kevin's face, and
smiled coyly at her image, imagining him coming into the bathroom
now, bending her over the counter and taking her.

She gave her head a shake, then. She'd never
been interested in Kevin. Of course, she hadn't known he had a
monster cock.... But why would that matter!? It wouldn't have last
month!

She suddenly had a stunning realization,
though. If Kevin actually did come into the toilet and simply
shoved her over the counter, she didn't think she would resist. The
thought of him doing so was actually deeply arousing, especially if
he wasn't polite about it, but simply 'took her'! And that was a
frightening thing! Again she wondered what she was becoming.

She got dressed, put on a pair of sweatpants,
brushed her teeth vigorously, used mouthwash, and tried to get sex
out of her head. She put on a tank top, and went into the computer
lab, then found some coding to bury her mind in. It wasn't easy,
but eventually she forgot about Lucas and Kevin and hot, nasty,
kinky sex, and lost herself to her work.

It was some time later, late evening, when
Lucas came into the lab, startling her. Everything came flooding
back as he came up behind her, her chest tightening and butterflies
taking light in her stomach.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said, bending over
her.

Nothing new in that, until he slid his
fingers through her hair and then gently but firmly pulled her head
up and back as he bit lightly into the nape of her neck. His other
hand cupped her breast through her tank top. Again, there was
something not quite Lucas about it. The pull on her hair was a bit
too firm, the bites a bit too deep, the fingers digging into her
breasts a bit too rough. She'd have ignored it normally, and liked
it. For that matter, she DID like it. But it also got her to
wondering again whether Bluebeard's personality was leaking through
to Lucas.

“What you working on?” he asked.

They talked about the code as he sat next to
her, and there was nothing about Bluebeard in him. He was just
Lucas, as she watched him doubtfully.

“Is Kevin gone?” she asked warily.

He grinned. “You nearly blew his brains out
with that deep throating,” he said.

“I can't believe you made me blow your
friend!” she exclaimed.

He gave a laugh. “You were so fucking hot I'm
surprised you didn't jump his bones and give him a ride. Come on,
Mal, you know you wanted it. If you hadn't wanted to do it all you
had to do was show it.”

“I'm not... that's not... I didn't
want...”

“You came like a nympho,” he said.

Which was what was disturbing her, of
course.

“Anyway, it was only oral.”

“He saw me naked! You made me come while he
watched!”

“He'd already seen you naked outside. And you
did come,” he said, as if that countered any protest she could
make.

“That's not the point!”

“And you were acting like a brat. Waving your
tits and bare ass around and then hiding the remote. Give me a
break, Mal. What did you expect to happen?”

She flushed guiltily. “I-I don't know!”

Then she glowered at him. “I didn't expect a
spanking!”

He grinned again. “Don't act like a brat, you
won't get spanked. Your pretty little ass could use a little slap
now and then when you act up.”

Again, his words were not at all unusual in a
guy, but in Lucas, who'd never even suggested he might be
interested in that sort of thing, it was a big surprise.

“You tied me up!' she said, accusingly.

“Yeah. You looked fucking hot like that.
There's something about the thought of you all tied up and helpless
that totally turns me on,” he said with a grin.

He slipped his hand behind her neck and
pulled her towards him, kissing her hard, his tongue sliding
through her lips.

“I didn't know you were into that sort of
thing,” she said, doubtfully.

“It's not like it's all that kinky, you know.
Lots of people do it.”

“Yeah, but they're grownups. And you're just
a little boy,” she said with a deliberate insolence that made her
chest tighten further.

His eyes narrowed. “Are you being a brat
again?”

“And what if I am?” she demanded.

The rest of the evening was spent flat on her
back with her wrists and ankles tied to the four corners of their
bed. Lucas wasn't as rough, nor as dominant as Bluebeard. In fact,
it was like he was just beginning to explore the things they could
do. But he did spent considerable time tormenting her by rousing
her, and then not letting her come, by using ice cubes on her
nipples and sliding them along her ribs, but dripping hot candle
wax on various portions of her anatomy, and by making her lick and
suck his cock and balls as often as he wanted.

It was exhilarating, and he certainly managed
to make her come, but the sex lacked the dark thrill, the wild rush
when she was Bluebeard's slave girl. For she wasn't afraid of
Lucas. And Bluebeard, well, he was unpredictable, and thus scary in
a strange, thrilling way.

Still, she contented herself with Lucas for
several days, and the sex was certainly better than it had been
before. Lucas seemed fascinated with bondage now, and she was a
little nervous at times that he would wonder where that fascination
had come from. But it wasn't the bondage of dominance, but rather,
a cooperative exploration.

* * *

“That too tight?”

“N-No!” she gasped as the rope tightened
around the base of her breasts.

“You're sure?”

She was kneeling on all fours on the bed, and
Lucas was beside her, holding the thin, soft rope. Her breasts were
throbbing and hard as the loops of rope squeezed in around them,
her nipples aching.

“It's okay!” she said breathlessly.

He drew the ropes behind her.

“Sit up.”

She groaned as she straightened, sitting on
her heels.

“Arms behind your back.”

She felt the ropes circling her arms just
above the elbows, slowly tightening, drawing her shoulders
back.

“Let me know when it's too hard.”

She gasped and moaned a little, but didn't
say anything as her arms were forced back together behind her, not
even when the elbows touched. Bluebeard had gotten her very limber,
after all.

Lucas tied her arms at elbows and then tied
her wrists for good measure. She groaned and fell forward onto her
chest, raising her bottom high.

“Hmm, pretty sight,” he said.

His fingers slid over her clit and Mallory
moaned excitedly.

“P-Put the dildos in me,” she gasped.

“Don't know where you found these,” he
mused.

He got up and then returned with the two
inflatable dildos. He took his time, being careful not to hurt her,
working both of them deep into her pussy and ass. Then he started
to squeeze the bulbs, forcing the walls of the dildos out,
inflating them, spreading her pussy lips and the narrow tube of her
rectum. She groaned but never protested. He stopped himself.

“I think that's wide enough,” he said.

“I-It doesn't h-hurt!” she gasped.

He pulled the tubes from the dildos anyway,
and then gripped her arm and pulled her gently up and around.

“Wait! You could tie something to my
nipples!”

“Woah. That sounds nasty,” he said with a
grin.

He pinched her nipples and plucked at them,
and Mallory gasped at the sharp sensations. Then he cut a piece of
the rope, unraveled it, and examined the slender cords. He tied one
loop around each nipple, then carefully pulled them tighter as she
gasped and winced, and squirmed. But she insisted they be tight, so
he tightened them fully, then tied the cords together.

He tugged lightly on it, and his eyes
darkened with lust as he saw how easily he could control her. She
wondered if some part of him was remembering what Bluebeard did, or
if any guy would have experimented in the same way.

He tugged on the cords, and she yelped,
leaning forward, getting her legs under her, then was drawn off the
bed and onto her knees, breasts lifted up and out by the pull on
her nipples. Her body was flaming hot as he chuckled and then drew
her to her feet by the nipples.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped, forced onto the
balls of her feet, her nipples stretched upward, her breasts angled
up.

“Now jou are my preesoner,” he growled, his
other hand sliding between her legs, pushing at the thick base of
the dildo protruding from her.

He pulled down on the cord and she was forced
to her knees.

Grinning, he unzipped, and drew his cock
out.

Mallory took it eagerly into her mouth,
bobbing and sucking as he held the cords taut, tugging a little to
draw her forward.

“Now this is fucking hot!” he said.

She moaned agreement around his cock, taking
it deep into her throat.

Even with her lips pressed against his groin
he pulled on the cord, tugging so her nipples burned.

“Swallow my cock, brat!” he groaned.

And then the bell rang.

He eased his grip on the cord and she pulled
back with a gasp.

“Wha...”

“Kevin,” he said with a grin.

“No! Lucas!

He grinned even more broadly, then left the
bedroom.

Heat roared within her, but at the same time
she felt a sense of anxious embarrassment. Kevin already probably
thought she was a slut! Seeing her like this would confirm it in
his mind! Yet the thought of him seeing her like this, while
horribly embarrassing, also touched some dark, thrilling part of
her mind. Her pussy spasmed around the thick dildo inside her, and
she moaned. She was sitting back on her heels, and something in her
mind caused her legs to spread, caused her to sink lower until the
base of the two dildos was pressed against the floor.

Her mind spun at the thought of Kevin walking
in and seeing her like that. Fear of humiliation warred with a
deep, intense heat, and she dropped her eyes, groaning at the
pressure of the dildos against the deepest pit of her belly.

Lucas came through the doorway, and she
raised her eyes, feeling both relief and an odd disappointment. But
then Kevin came in and her her face burned as she dropped her eyes
to the floor.

“There's my little cock-sucker,” Lucas said
playfully.

Her face flamed even more... but she didn't
close her knees.

A hand gripped the cord and pulled it up and
forward and she yelped, back arching, her body forced up off her
heels as she stared up at him, shocked, aroused, anxious.

“Hasn't she got a beautiful mouth?” he
said.

“Gorgeous,” Kevin replied, clearly already
hard inside his pants.

Lucas unzipped and pulled his cock out again,
pulling her up by the cord, and, reluctantly, anxiously,
embarrassed, Mallory slid her lips over his cock and started
sucking. He slid his other hand into her hair, bunching it up, and
pulled her forward by hair and nipples, driving his cock deep into
her throat.

She gagged at the unexpectedness, then
managed to control herself as he ground her face into his groin. He
didn't hold her long, but eased her back, and then turned her head
towards Kevin. His cock was out and hard, and she whimpered, dazed
by the wild heat as he pushed it against her mouth. She opened her
lips wide and took it inside, sucking and licking, rolling her eyes
up at his leering face, then dropping them in embarrassment as she
bobbed her lips on his cock.

She forced her mouth higher up his cock, her
pussy throbbing hotly around the dildo, her nipples flaming. The
embarrassment started to fade as the arousal flamed hotter, and she
drew him deep into her throat as Lucas looked on.

He pulled out, and it was Lucas' turn, then
it was Kevin again.

“Hey, guys, what did I miss?” came a third
voice.

Mallory's eyes widened, and she jerked her
head back, face flaming again, breathless, as she saw another guy
in the room. He was a complete stranger, about their age, but more
muscular, wide shouldered and – darker skinned than Lucas and
Kevin. It was a Black guy, and Mallory was stunned, staring at him
with wide eyes, then jerking her face away in humiliation.

“Now that is one incredibly hot looking
girl,” the stranger said admiringly.

“She's my hot little brat,” said Lucas
proudly. “And she needs to be punished.”

“I got a real good punisher right here, man,”
the Black guy said.

She heard his zipper come down as her mind
reeled. Stunned, Mallory stared desperately at Lucas, who was
grinning at her. He gripped the cord, pulling on her nipples, and
she gasped at the stinging pressure, forced forward. He pushed
himself into her mouth, and held her in place as he sort of fucked
her mouth. He wasn't rough, but he was firm, and she closed her
lips, sucking as she stared up at him.

Then it was Kevin's turn again, and then...
and then it was the Black guy.

His cock was big and thick, but not as thick
as Kevin's. But it was the first black cock she'd ever felt in her
mouth, and something inside Mallory burned with a shocked
excitement as he gripped her hair and pulled her forward.

“Swallow that black cock, baby,” he
growled.

She saw movement out of the corner of her
eye, but barely noticed. With her face jammed in amongst the Black
man's tangled black pubic hair and his cock filling her throat,
there was little else to think about! But as she was allowed to
pull back, and, gasping, panting, even drooling a little, pulled
her lips off his fat cock, she saw Lucas with the camera off to the
side and felt another surge of shock. She'd deleted the pictures
and videos Bluebeard had taken, but now what?!

She was pulled up by the nipples and had to
suck Kevin again, then the Black guy, as Lucas took video. Then he
was there too, looking down at her through the camera lens as he
pumped his cock slowly in and out of her mouth and throat. The guys
were laughing and making jokes as they stared at her, their cocks
rigid, their eyes full of lust. She felt a wild dark hunger at the
sight of that lust, and knowing how hot they were by the sight of
her.

Lucas moved back, and around her as Kevin
pulled her in against his groin.

She heard movement behind her, as if
something, some piece of furniture was being shifted.

When the pull on her nipples eased, and he
let her head pull back, she pulled her mouth off him with a deep,
ragged gasp, coughed, and gulped in air. She saw that Lucas had
dragged the leather covered chest away from the foot of the bed. It
was really a sort of faux leather storage bench, since the top
opened up. They kept blankets in it, and of course, the padded top
served as a seat.

Now it was in front of her, and she stared at
Kevin as he sat down and leaned back.

“Ah!” she gasped,

Lucas pulled on the cord, forcing her to her
feet, forcing her over in front of Kevin.

She couldn't bring herself to speak as Kevin
gripped her buttocks and started to lick her clit. Her eyes looked
wildly at Lucas, but he was excitedly staring through the camera
down at Kevin's tongue and her pussy.

Then Kevin gripped the dildo and slowly eased
it down – and then up. It was very tight inside her, but she was
also very hot and very wet, and as he licked, he pumped the dildo
slowly up and down inside her.

It was all insane, and her mind swam with the
shock of it all even as heat poured over her.

Kevin leaned back, lay back on the bench and
Lucas pulled the cord forward, and down, forcing her forward,
forcing her to straddle the long bench, to straddle Kevin as he lay
back.

Was he going to – !?

She was forced to lean over, and he handed
the cord to Kevin, then she felt Lucas pulling the dildo out of her
pussy.

She sank down as Kevin raised his cock, and
she shuddered and whimpered as she felt the fat, swollen head
against the moist mouth of her pussy. Instinctively, she pulled
back, but he tugged on the cord, her nipples forcing her forward,
and she felt Lucas' hands on her hips, pushing her down. She felt
the fat head pushing up, forcing aside the lips of her sex, then it
slid into her as she gave up and sank down.

She slid down it with a shuddering moan of
helpless pleasure, then the pull on her nipples brought her leaning
forward so she was almost laying on Kevin's chest. He kissed her,
his hand coming around and gripping her hair as his lips pressed
against hers, and he began to thrust up into her with slow,
measured strokes. Mallory felt herself going limp even as all her
concentration focused on the feel of his thick cock pushing up and
down inside her.

She felt a hand at the other dildo, felt it
pumping in and out, and then it was pulled free completely. A
moment later she felt another cock pushing into her, and shuddered,
almost screaming at the shock as Lucas pushed his cock deep into
her aching belly.

“Oh my God!” she cried breathlessly.

“Just me, baby,” Lucas said.

She had two huge cocks in her belly!

The two worked themselves carefully in and
out as she fought not to go insane. The raw sensations flooded her
mind even as it tried to adjust to the shock of Kevin fucking her,
of a stranger in the room with them and the the Black guy came
around to stand just to the left of Kevin's shoulder, holding the
camera, video taping what was going on. He gripped her hair and
pulled her head up and to the side... and pushed his cock into her
mouth.

Mallory gurgled dazedly, hardly able to cope
with the shock-waves running through her mind. Her arms pulled
feebly against the ropes binding them together as the three men
worked their cocks in and out of her with growing eagerness. She
felt the wild dark thrill growing within her despite her shock, and
then, slowly, her mind melted away under the seething heat and she
lost herself to the sexual storm within.

“Feed her that cock, Mike,” Lucas said.

Mallory gurgled, wide-eyed, wild-eyed,
staring at the thick black cock as it pushed forward into her
mouth. Her hair was held in a tight, firm grip as he forced it up
and to the side. Her body rocked to the thrusting of Kevin and
Lucas, and wild star-bursts of sensation and shock-waves of dark
delight ripped through her mind and body at the feel of their cocks
inside her. Then Mike pushed his cock forward, and she was
powerless to resist. She gurgled and gagged weakly, then his cock
was sliding down into her throat.

The first orgasm howled through her system,
and her hips bucked violently as her head jerked spastically
against Mike's grip. The power burned through her nervous system,
and she thought she would go insane with the intensity of it! She
would have screamed at the top of her lungs if she'd had any
breath! If there wasn't a thick black cock filling her throat!

But it was only the first. Dazed, gasping,
moaning, whimpering, she was in the middle of three eager, lustful
men who had her completely under their control. Again and again
they drove her through gut-wrenching orgasms, switching positions,
turning her body this way and that, often posing her for the video
camera.

She felt drunk, high on the churning sexual
hunger within, her mind spinning as she climaxed repeatedly under
their determined assault. They used lips and tongues, fingers and
cocks, dildos and vibrators to turn her into a breathless,
trembling sexual animal who could not even think about
resisting.
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This was different. There wasn't a code word
to turn him off! And he was, like any other young man, constantly
turned on! And he wasn't alone, either.

After sating themselves on her trembling,
overheated body several times the three guy left her, laughing and
high-fiving themselves, and went back downstairs. But not before
sliding the dildos back into her belly, inflating them even more,
and then hog tying her!

At least she was left on the bed, and lay for
long, long minutes just trying to get her breath back and stop her
mind from spinning. She could hear more laughter as they no-doubt
talked about her, and what they'd done, and could ever so slightly
hear what sounded to be the video they had just taken playing on
the TV. It took her a while to calm down, but she didn't even come
close to becoming calm. Mallory's heart still beat faster than
normal, and her pulse still raced: sometimes fast, sometimes less
fast.

Her stomach was still churning, and she was
still gripped by anxiety, excitement, and a dark wonderment at what
had happened. She pulled feebly at the rope but could not unbend
herself, and after a while her back began to ache and her limbs
became stiff. She was not about to call out to them to come and
release her, though.

She was there for over an hour before Lucas
returned.

“Hope you weren't bored without me,
beautiful.”

“U-Untie me!” she gulped.

“Maybe,” he said, drawing out the word
teasingly. “I kind of like you like this.”

He dumped a bag on the bed beside her and she
looked at it, then felt a shock as she recognized it.

“Found this in the shed,” he said. “I was
looking for some more rope.”

He upended it and the chains, collar and
shackles Bluebeard had bought tumbled onto the bed.

“Want to explain it?” he asked.

She stared at it helplessly, then up at him.
He wasn't smiling now.

Her mind raced, and then she swallowed
anxiously. “You bought them,” she said.

“I think I'd remember that,” he said.

“You wouldn't if you were hypnotized.”

He frowned in confusion.

“Bluebeard. Remember? That was why I had that
guy come over and uhm, UN-hypnotise you.”

“You didn't say I was doing anything strange.
You said...”

“I didn't want you to know!”

“Oh come on!”

“It's true!”

“You're saying I bought these and was
treating you as some kind of...”

“Slave! You called me your slave girl!”

The words made her stomach flutter and her
nipples tingle.

“You called me... your sex slave,” she said
breathlessly.

He stared at her, frowning. “I don't believe
that little hypnotism stuff would turn me into some sort of crazed
uh...”

“Pirate,” she said.

“Give me a break! The guy didn't tell me to
tie you up and make you a slave!”

“No, he said you were a pirate! Then it was
you who decided what a pirate would do with a uhm, well, with me
with a uhm, naked girl.”

“I don't believe it,” he said flatly.

“Well what other explanation is there!?”

“That maybe you had another guy tying you
up!”

“And you just happened to show a deep
interest in bondage at the same time!?” she demanded cuttingly.

“Did I? Or did you provoke me?”

“I can prove it!”

“How?”

“I learned the uhm, the trigger word. I can
turn you into Bluebeard again, and then turn you back to
Lucas!”

And then, perhaps too quickly, without nearly
enough thought, she did so.

Lucas didn't move, but his face seemed to
change. He smirked, and lust rose in his eyes again. She hesitated,
realizing she might better have demonstrated things by using the
code word that made hm obedient. But now that he was Bluebeard her
stomach was fluttering wildly, and she did nothing but stare up at
him as he looked back.

“Well, little slut, have we been a bad girl?”
he growled.

“Y-Yes, master!” she said breathlessly.

“And what happens to naughty little slave
girls when they're bad?”

She hesitated. “T-they're punished, master!”
she gulped.

“Indeed they are,” he growled.

In short order he had the ropes off her, and
the shackles and collar in place, but then, while her mind was
spinning with indecision about when it would be a good time to use
the other trigger word and bring him back to Lucas, he shoved the
ball gag into her mouth! He led her, shackled and gagged,
downstairs into the basement exercise room. A before, he positioned
her on her feet, legs apart, arms shackled up above her head, out
and apart, facing herself in the mirror.

He tormented her with the vibrator, the one
with that shiny ball on the end, sliding it up and down across her
clit as she squirmed and moaned and writhed in heat and dazed
excitement. Then eh stepped back, and she saw that he had found all
of the bondage gear, including the flog and crop. She moaned as she
stared at him in the mirror, as she saw him behind her. Her eyes
widened and she shook her head frantically, pulling against the
shackles.

The flog struck the center of her back, the
thin leather spreading out so that it felt like a rain of stings No
individual sting was particularly bad, but together they made her
scream, her upper body jerking violently forward as the stings
struck her nervous system and her back began to ache.

“This is what happens to slaves who
misbehave,” he growled.

Mallory shook her head but screamed again as
the flog cut across her back a second time.

“It's how they learn to be proper, obedient
slave girls,” he said.

Another blow struck her back, lower, then
another, cutting across her buttocks so her hips jerked forward.
She squealed and twisted to no avail as blow after blow struck her
increasingly sore, reddened flesh. Her anxiety rose, becoming
desperation, but she could not communicate with him, and Bluebeard
seemed to have no sympathy. Her back flamed from thighs to neck and
she sobbed weakly, breathlessly, gasping, whimpering.

He yanked her head up and back and she gasped
as he bit into the nape of her neck, his hand roughly cupping her
breast, pinching her nipple, then sliding down to press against the
thick dildo stuffed into her pussy.

“Nasty little whore,” he growled. “The cut of
the whip will bring you into line or I'll sell you to the Barbary
Slavers!”

He played the vibrator across her clitoris,
and Mallory whimpered and gasped, and then, God help her, her body
began to heat up again, with stunning speed, until her hips were
grinding against him and she was moaning, intoxicated by the heat.
Then he stepped back, raising the flog. She raised her glazed eyes
and had only a moment of warning before the flog swung down across
her breasts.

She squealed in shock, though his blow was
not particularly hard. She was more shocked, startled than hurt.
Nevertheless, the thin leather strips did sting, and she was, of
course, extremely sensitive to begin with. She gasped, staring at
him, open mouthed, around the gag.

He smiled darkly, and the flog lashed her
belly, then her breasts, lightly at first, but soon increasing in
force as Mallory twisted and writhed and moaned in a wild,
swirling, churning storm of sensations. This time the heat and
hunger did not depart. It was as if the shock when he whipped her
back had broken something inside her. Now she felt an almost
uncontrollable heat as she watched him, as she experienced the
whipping, the flogging, as the leather cut across her body in a
dark, kinky punishment she could blame on no one but herself.

She was mentally exhausted as he moved around
her, the flog flicking out here and there to make her flinch and
shake and moan, and yet her pussy was flaming, her nipples aching,
her body on the razor edge of a massive meltdown.

He pulled the dildo out of her bottom, and
when she felt the soft hardness of his cock driving up into her
belly the orgasm exploded with shocking force. It tore through her
mind as he drove himself in and out of her, thrusting hard and deep
into her ass without any of the softness or regard for her that
Lucas showed. He growled as he used her, biting into her throat,
roughly squeezing and kneading her breasts, and reaching his hand
down to jam at the dildo in her pussy and rub furiously at her
clitoris.

The hurricane of emotions and sensations
battered her mind, leaving her senseless as the prolonged orgasm
was followed by half a dozen smaller ones while he ruthlessly
sodomized her, while his hips slammed against her buttocks and his
cock punched deep into her belly. And when he was done she was
all-but hanging from her wrists, exhausted, drooling around the
gag, eyes slitted, head hanging low.

He pulled the gag from her mouth and yanked
her head up and back by the hair.

“Are you ready to obey, slut?” he
demanded.

She almost didn't have the strength for it,
not the physical strength, but the emotional strength, for a part
of her didn't want Bluebeard to depart. But she managed, barely, to
use the code word to bring Lucas back.

He'd never come back in the midst of
something before, and he stood there blinking in utter confusion
for long seconds. The last he remembered he was in their bedroom,
she was hog-tied, and he was confronting her about the bondage gear
while she told him a cock and bull story about him being
hypnotized. Now, it felt as though he had been instantly
transported into the basement, without any time passing.

He stared at her for long, long seconds, his
mind swirling with confusion.

“Y-You... s-see?” she gasped weakly.

“But... I don't... understand,” he whispered,
staring around in astonishment.

Mallory felt a twinge of guilt. She was,
after all, trying to suggest things were his fault when she knew
very well they weren't. But if you couldn't do that with your
boyfriend, well, who could you do it with? He was staring at the
thin red lines of the flog on her breasts, open mouthed.

“You … punished me for being a bad slave
girl,” she said, panting.

She felt guilty again as he hurriedly
unshackled her, apologizing profusely, apparently horrified at his
actions. He was the old, gentle, amenable Lucas again, and there
was nothing he couldn't do to make it up to her.

The problem was that then he got angry;
really angry. He wasn't angry at her, but at the hypnotist. It was
all she could do to keep him from tracking him down and physically
attacking him, from calling the police, from calling a lawyer! To
help mollify him she had to admit that it really wasn't so
terrible, that she'd kind of found it sort of, well, exciting, that
rather than being traumatized she was at least a little turned on
and that the whole thing hadn't harmed or hurt her at all.

She absolutely could NOT afford to have him
talking to that hypnotist!

For a while, she thought she might even get
away with it.

Until the next night.

She was sitting on the sofa, relaxing, while
he did the dishes. He'd done everything in fact, waiting on her
hand and foot. But then he came into the room, frowning at her.

“Tell me again why you didn't stop me when I
was this pirate persona.”

“Well, because you gagged me right away,” she
said.

“Uh huh.” He held up a credit card bill. “The
thing that confuses me is this bill is dated after the hypnotist
guy supposedly fixed me.”

“Uh, well – .”

“And you had this code word to make me a
pirate, and then to unmake me. How is it that works if he's already
fixed me?”

“Well... I uh, don't know for sure,” she said
anxiously.

He walked away, looking troubled, and left
Mallory feeling troubled as well – and guilty.

When he next returned he was looking less
troubled, and more angry.

“I was deleting those videos we took of you,”
he said. “You know that you can't just delete a file on a hard
drive. All that does is remove it from the index, but it's still
there. So I pulled up the actual hard drive contents to wipe it
completely and I found these other videos that had been
deleted....”

She looked up at him nervously. “Uh, other
videos?”

“Apparently videos and pictures Bluebeard
took,” he said.

“Oh,” she said in a small voice.

“Videos of you as his slave girl, as his sex
slave!”

“Well don't sound jealous! He's you, you
know!”

He scowled. “So let me see if I get the story
straight. I'm a pirate and treating you like a sex slave. So you go
back to the hypnotist and get him to fix it. But I'm still a pirate
and treating you like a sex slave, because the date on those videos
come after his visit too. You don't go back to him or do anything
else. And when I buy these... sex toys, this bondage stuff, you
still don't go back to him. You just delete the videos afterward.
And yet you have these code words to turn me into a pirate or back
into myself...”

He bent way over, so his face was close to
hers, and Mallory melted guiltily back against the corner of the
sofa. Lucas had never been a fool. If he had been she wouldn't be
living with him.

“I uh, didn't know what to do!” she
gulped.

“All that time I've been missing lately,
evenings that seem to zip by. How often was I Bluebeard?”

“I uhm, don't know. I didn't count them,” she
said evasively.

“And when I pulled that dildo out of you the
other night... you were as wet as I remember you ever being.”

“Don't be gross!” she said sulkily.

“I'm going to find that hypnotist and find
out what the fuck is going on!” he growled.

“But you – .”

“So you better talk, right fucking now!”

Mallory dropped her eyes, defeated.

“I didn't mean anything bad,” she said in a
small voice.

“Talk!”

She talked.

* * *

The next day he went to see Dorfman and had
all traces of the post hypnotic suggestions removed from his
subconsciousness. Mallory was left at home to clean it, top to
bottom. She was in shackles and collar, and he had ensured she
wouldn't be sitting down to relax because her bottom was a bright
and throbbing red. Despite the pain the two dildos inside her kept
her on edge as she cleaned. The chains attached to her nipples
tugged at them and made them ache as she moved around, but Lucas
had promised her an even worse strapping if he got home and
everything wasn't done.

At first, her own guilt forced her to obey,
but she could not deny a dark sense of sexual hunger and thrilling
excitement as well, as she crawled on all fours, naked, shackled,
collared, cleaning the floor by hand, the way he had ordered her
to.

When he got home he punished her further by
tying her down and positioning the vibrator against her clitoris in
a way which couldn't be dislodged. She screamed herself hoarse into
the gag as she climaxed repeatedly, and was left drained,
exhausted, and barely conscious.

Then it was her waiting on him hand and foot.
Except she did it naked and shackled. And when Kevin came over she
did the same for him.

Lucas had learned quite a bit about her
through watching the Bluebeard videos, about what thrilled her, and
about how humiliation made her hunger grow.

And it was humiliating to have to perform for
Kevin. She had to dance for him, and give him a lap dance. She had
to masturbate, laying back on the floor as he and Lucas looked on.
She had to position her body in humiliating ways, and then she had
to beg Lucas for forgiveness, beg him to fuck her, beg him on her
knees, while licking his feet! Oh it was mortifying! And yet her
body was burning with sexual fire as she did it.

She became, not just Lucas' partner and
friend, but his sexual plaything in much darker ways than she ever
had before. Lucas insisted on dressing her in provocative clothing
and taking her out, in displaying her to people in public, and
showing her off to whomever he wanted. He also had her performing
sex acts on other friends besides Kevin and Mike. And once, despite
her squeamishness, she had to engage in lesbian sex with one of
Mike's girlfriends while he and Lucas watched. Another time, after
she'd gotten used to being seen naked or nearly naked, he entered
her in an amateur contest at a strip club, and she had to strip and
dance before hundreds of men!

But while it all shamed her and humiliated
her, it also aroused her to a thrilling edge. The humiliation, the
degradation, the subjugation: she didn't know what it was, but
being dominated sexually, being ordered to perform, made her crazy
with lust and heat. Sometimes they still just worked on the
computers, but even then she did it naked, for the most part. If
she wore anything at all at home now it was the slinkiest of
lingerie or bondage gear. And chains of course.

And if she argued, if she teased him, she was
liable to get a spanking, a strapping, or worse.

But then, it wasn't like that was any real
deterrent...

The hypnosis had changed her life, had
changed both their lives. But what it really seemed to have done
was to bring out their subconscious sexual longings, and Mallory
found her life to be considerably more exciting afterward. She had
found the sexual heat she had never felt before, and had no
intention of ever losing it again.
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