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I OWN YOU: PART SIX

Hell was kind of a bittersweet place, she had found.

There was a lot of pain, of course, and humiliation, but … a tremendous amount of pleasure, as well.

She was his slave now.

He owned her completely. He controlled every aspect of her life. She did everything he told her, without question. She dressed as he told her to dress and ate what he told her to eat. She had stopped going out with her friends, and finally they had stopped asking.

He did not spend every night at her house, but he was there about four nights a week. The spankings happened nearly every time he visited. After arriving, he would first inspect her house and telephone, trying to find anything that displeased him; if he did, there would be a spanking, of various degrees of severity.

He watched her randomly during the week when he wasn’t with her – when she was at work – and he would inform her about what she had done that had displeased him. He would force her to kneel with her ass in the air before he told her whether he was going to spank her or not, and the waiting was the worst – but most arousing – part.

He would usually have her dress up in lingerie before he fucked her, and occasionally tie her up; but most often now he just penetrated her violently and repeatedly, in every orifice, relentless, angrily, repeatedly, leaving her bruised and bitten – and beaten -- but on fire with pleasure and lust.

The other three nights of the week, when he didn’t come, were desperately lonely without him and she often cried, curled up in bed with a bottle of wine, occasionally taking long showers and masturbating with the showerhead and staring out the window, hoping he was watching her and not with someone else.

He had told her she could masturbate, but if he caught her masturbating to porno videos of any sort, she would be punished.

He had instructed her to think of him, and only him, and that wasn’t a problem for her.

Drugs had become a daily part of her life. He provided her with the sodium amytal injections she had come to enjoy so much and rely on; usually giving her one shortly after he arrived. They gave her a bone-deep calmness and clarity she craved; all of the hesitation, all of the confusion and frustration and regret went away after them, and they magnified the pleasure of submission by a thousand.

The rest of the time, without them, without him, she felt very … lonely and confused. Her work was suffering and she called in sick often, and she knew she would have problems soon and perhaps lose her job entirely.

At first he gave them only in the evenings, but soon they became a morning ritual as well. As the months passed, some small part of her knew that she was addicted to the shots, and that was a bad thing.

But she was not nearly as addicted to the shots as she was to him; it was a part of the whole.

When she complained of trouble sleeping when he wasn’t there, he provided her with a bottle full of more pills, and told her to take them as she wished. She’d seen ads for them on television, and the ads warned of side-effects like memory loss, hallucinations, and sleep-walking.

But she took them anyway.

The pain of the spankings was intensifying -- they occasionally involved a belt or a cane and left her unable to sit the next day – but the pleasure he gave her was enduring and undeniable. In addition to the intense orgasms she had come to crave the amazing massages that he gave her, deeply pleasurable Thai-style massages, often combined with baby oil, which left her quivering and helpless with pleasure, after which he would fuck her until she was nearly unconscious from the intense repeated orgasms.

And the talks. After the shot, after the fucking, he would ask her about her childhood, her parents, her first childhood experiences. She’d never been to see a therapist, and she was surprised how much she enjoyed talking about these things, even the painful stuff.

He had fucked her particularly hard after hearing the story of a 20-year-old second-cousin who had fingered her pussy in a closet at a family reunion when she was 16. And of course the uncle who had regularly touched her ass since she was 13 or 14.

She had even admitted to him about the strict stepdad who she had masturbated about constantly when she was younger, and she’d never told that to anybody.

One afternoon, on her lunch break after another difficult morning at work, she ran into her former boyfriend.

The former boyfriend who had tried to kill himself.

The former boyfriend who was the brother of her Master.

“Hello, Jennifer,” he said, gently touching her shoulder while she waited in line for a coffee. She almost didn’t recognize her own name, she heard it so rarely - only occasionally at work.

“John,” she said, and turned around, in horror, her first though that her Master would hurt her if he saw her. He had warned her never to speak to his brother again.

She looked around for some exit, some way to slip away, but there was none in the crowded coffee shop.

But then she was overwhelmed at just seeing John again. He had overdosed on painkillers and whiskey after she had broken off her relationship with him, and had been in a coma for some time. That had been … six months ago? She could barely process that so much time had passed.

John was looking at her critically, eyes narrowed. He looked good – he’d lost weight, his skin and eyes were clear, and he looked fit.

She looked around the shop, again, worried that her Master might be watching. But she didn’t see him. But then, she never did … until he wanted her to see him.

“I wanted to speak to you. I … I’m leaving town soon, I thought this would be the last time and I wanted to see you in person.”

“Well I … it’s … I’m glad you’re okay. Glad you’re better. Where are you going?” she asked.

“Australia. Got a friend who has a business there, they need an accountant, and I’m looking for a place to start over.”

“I’m glad you’re better,” she repeated, still not quite able to look him in the eyes.

“I drove by your house one day. I saw my brother’s car there.”

She looked at him, hesitating, then nodded meekly, looking down.

“That son of a bitch. He’s … listen, I don’t know what exactly he’s doing to you … fucking you, I guess.”

She looked down, feeling herself turn red, feeling herself start to tear up.

“As usual. I don’t think I’ve ever had a female acquaintance or girlfriend that he hasn’t fucked.”

She looked up at him, feeling the adrenalin race through the numbness, a dawning terrifying realization, the nagging rat teeth of … jealousy.

She wanted to ask if it was true … but she was sure it was.

“He’s dangerous, Jennifer. You understand that, don’t you?” John was looking at her with his arms folded.

She looked into his eyes – blue like her Master’s eyes -- and then nodded meekly.

“He came back from Iraq and Afghanistan … he was never a nice guy. Always arrogant, controlling. But now he’s … sadistic. And so full of rage. I’ve only seen him a few times since I came out of the coma, but … the stories he told me about what he did over there …”

“What did he do?” she asked meekly.

“He was involved in … interrogations. Harsh interrogations, I think is the polite word for it … but it’s torture. He tortured people. Prisoners. Terrorists or insurgents or … whoever. He sat and regaled my mother and me with some of the things he’d done, right at the Thanksgiving dinner table. He made her cry … I’ve never heard her cry like that. Not even when my father was alive …”

“What things?” she asked in a quiet voice. “What did he tell you?”

“I don’t want to repeat it. Sexual abuse of prisoners was some of the milder parts of it. Awful, awful stuff and I could see on his face that he enjoyed every minute of it. He told it to our mother with such a … glee. Real pleasure. Just a little revenge for our childhoods, I guess.”

“Your father,” she said.

“Yeah. My father. Our father.”

“He … abused you? You mentioned that you didn’t like him, but you never really …”

“Dad was an asshole. A mean drunk.” He looked down. “He always blamed her for not stopping our father, the things he did to him. Us, but … mostly him. Whatever he did, the old man was always sure to criticize him as not being good enough, and the beatings continued right up to the day he went into the army. He never lifted a hand to defend himself against our father.”

She just looked at him, still feeling the cold flush all through her body at the thought of her Master fucking John’s other girlfriends. At the thought of John and his brother being beaten and humiliated by their father.

Just like she had been …

“I did so many awful things to you,” she said, in a hoarse croak.

He rolled his eyes. “I had a severe alcohol problem, and I was seriously fixated on you. You didn’t do anything to me; it was my addiction that did awful things to me.”

“But … the gifts …”

He shrugged. “I gave you gifts and you took them. I’m not sure I would have stopped giving them to you, if you had said no. I probably just would have left them in your mailbox or kept giving them to you until you took them. You said no at first, remember.”

“I … did I?” It was all so confusing now. Unclear. “But the house. The real estate deal I convinced you to invest in. You lost your business because of that.”

He shook his head again. “Jennifer, it was an investment and I researched the numbers, and I put money into it because I wanted to impress you and be close to you, but I did the research and it was my money and it was my business, and it was my addiction that was making me make bad decisions. Are you saying that you knew that investment was going to go down in value?”

“No … of course not … I thought we’d both do well. I didn’t know the market would tank.” She felt very cold, and she wrapped her arms around herself to stop herself shivering.

“Sounds like him. He tried to make you blame yourself for my suicide attempt, didn’t he?”

She didn’t answer.

“And he would never tell you that the night before I did that, I spent the whole night drinking with him, and he gave me a graphic description of everything he did to my date after the prom, after I got drunk and passed out, and he was supposed to drive her home.”

“Jesus Christ,” she said.

“And then I started crying at the bar, after he told me all that, some asshole nearby made a rude comment, and David beat the shit out of him. He beat him until he was screaming and begging. When the police were taking him away, he told me that he’d done it all for me, that it was my fault as usual.”

She looked at John in horror.

David. Her Master’s name was David. She hadn’t even known that.

John looked down, disgusted. “But again … he was right about one thing. It was my fault being around him. Again, it’s addiction. That’s what I have to work on. And also stay away from that sick toxic fuck of a brother as much as possible.”

She was shivering hard now, feeling cold from her hairline to her toes, and she wished she had a jacket.

“You look awful. Are you sick?”

She nodded. She felt like she needed another shot of sodium amytal. She felt like crying, and she blinked hard to keep the tears away.

“Listen, I recommend you get the hell away from him. Get in a good 12-step program or see a therapist, it did me a lot of good,” he said.

“Yes,” she said, “I can see that. John, I’m … really so glad you’re okay.”

He looked at her. “I hope everything works out for you, Jennifer.”

She nodded. “Listen. Your brother. Where does he … live, in town here? Do you know?”

“He stays out at our lake house.” He gave her the address. “It’s about a thirty minute drive, not too hard to find. 555 Frog Lick Road. Stupid name, easy to remember, right?”

She nodded. She knew she didn’t dare write it down.

His eyes narrowed a bit. “You’re going to … pay him a surprise visit?”

She blinked and nodded. “I … yeah. Uh, he has some of my things,” she added lamely. “I wanted to just … get them …” she trailed off and looked down.

John put another gentle hand on her shoulder and said, “Be careful, Jennifer. Goodbye, and good luck.”

He didn’t try to hug her, though she felt like throwing herself against him and holding him tight.

Then he was gone, and Jennifer went into the bathroom and vomited into the sink and cried non-stop for about ten minutes.

The Master didn’t visit her that night, but the next evening when she got home, after another miserable day of mistakes at work and pitying and disapproving comments from her colleagues, a note was waiting for her on the kitchen table next to a bottle of wine.

It read:

Take this pill and relax. Have a shower if you’d like but don’t masturbate or you’ll be punished.

Inside a folded piece of paper on the table was a small white pill; it looked like an aspirin tablet, but she knew it wasn’t.

She had a glass of wine and swallowed the pill. She was slightly afraid but she was more afraid of what her Master might do if he found out she didn’t take it.

She finished a few glasses of wine and watched television until she began to feel … nervous, a sort of antsy energetic feeling, with hot flashes, and she realized it was the drug. Her breathing quickened and she began to sweat, but she didn’t feel bad. It felt quite good really, and she was aware of a very warm feeling in her stomach.

She went into the bathroom and undressed, rather clumsily, and got into the shower.

God, it felt so good! She considered what drug it was. She’d never taken any drugs – until her Master had told her to – but she had drunk quite a bit and hung around clubs, and she’d heard people talking about drugs like Molly, MDMA, which was supposed to put you in an extremely euphoric state, and she certainly felt euphoric. Her skin felt like it was alive in a way it had never been before, and she felt like each individual drop from the showerhead was like a little tongue on her skin …

She couldn’t resist touching herself any longer. She ran her hands up her stomach and cupped her breasts, her thumbs rubbing the already very erect nipples. She pinched them and shivered with pleasure. Then her other hand moved over her buttocks, cupping and rubbing each one in turn. Toying with her nipples with the left hand, she reached her right down and caressed the moist swollen lips of her pussy, finding her clit and tickling it and making herself gasp.

Then she remembered the master’s instructions not to masturbate. Was touching her breasts the same as masturbating? She wasn’t sure. The master might be watching her somehow … in fact he probably was.

But her body was demanding to be touched.

She began caressing her ass again, and finally one finger reached back and caressed the silky pucker of her asshole, and she moaned aloud. She pinched one hard nipple – it was so hard and wet she could barely get a grip on it – and began slowly worming her finger into her own asshole, and it felt absolutely amazing, so intimate and thrilling.

She wasn’t sure how long she’d been at it when the shower curtain was suddenly ripped open and the master grabbed her by the hair.

She screamed, instinctively, terror flooding through the warm feeling of the drug, as the master dragged her roughly out into the living room.

She was more terrified when she saw a strange girl sitting on the sofa, smoking a cigarette.

The girl looked to be no older than 20, slim with long blonde hair, and was wearing a white mini dress and high heels of the type she knew the master liked. The girl was pretty but rather … cheap looking, with too much make-up on and a cruel vapid smile and noticeable bags under her eyes.

From the smell of alcohol, both the girl and the master had been drinking.

“On your knees, slave,” he said, and released her wet hair. She fell naked to her knees on the carpet, aware that she was still dripping wet and her red hair was hanging in wet ropes in her face. All the warmth was gone, replaced by cold terror, helpless horror and humiliation – naked in front of this strange girl – that she hadn’t experienced since the first night he’d visited her.

She crossed her arms in front of her breasts and put her forehead on the carpet in shame, quivering with fear.

“She is hot, you’re right,” said the girl, laughing. “And she’ll do anything you tell her?”

“Sit up on your knees, slave, look at our guest. Don’t cover your breasts. Let her look at you.”

Jennifer hesitated, then sat up straight, raising her head, and threw back her shoulders. There was no point arguing. Or begging. Tears rolled silently down her cheeks.

The girl walked around her, stalking confidently on the high heels, still smoking the cigarette. Inspecting her.

Finally, the girl laughed, a shrill high pitched giggle. “Can I touch her?”

“Of course,” said the master, sitting down on the couch with a bottle of beer in his hand, to watch.

The girl finally reached down and pinched one of Jennifer’s hard nipples, gently at first, but then hard enough to make Jennifer cry out.

“Please don’t hurt me,” Jennifer whimpered.

“You’re a bad little girl. You were touching yourself in the shower. I told you not to do that,” said the master.

The girl shrieked with laughter again. “She was playing with herself?”

“She had her finger in her own asshole.”

The girl shrieked with laughter again while Jennifer wept quietly with humiliation.

“She likes it in the ass, hmm?” asked the girl, twirling a lock of her hair.

Master took another sip of his beer. “Show us how you like to touch your own asshole, slave.”

Jennifer let out a sob. She felt herself blushing fiercely, all the cold of being ripped from the shower gone; now she was very hot indeed as she felt the drugs in her stomach again and the hot humiliation, making her whole body tingle, enveloped her.

“You heard him,” said the girl.

“Get on your knees,” said the Master in a firm voice, “and then reach back and play with your asshole for us.”

Jennifer got on her knees, pointing her ass at them.

“Nice ass,” said the girl.

“Yes,” agreed the Master.

“I am so fucking hot right now,” said the girl, voice lilting and breathy.

“We can take care of that,” said the Master, and Jennifer sobbed again as she heard them kissing. “Come on. We’re waiting to see you finger your own ass, slave.”

Jennifer reached back and ran her fingernails over her buttocks, feeling the gooseflesh erupt, her nipples feeling like an electric current was running through them as they brushed the carpet, and she whimpered from the pleasure of her finger caressing her own anus. She felt her sphincter contract, and then relax.

She heard the girl shriek with her unpleasant laughter again.

Then she heard them kissing, and the girl moaning with pleasure.

“Stick it in further … slave,” said the girl.

Jennifer wept silently, whimpering and moaning, her breathing heavy as she pushed her finger in further.

After some time, the Master said, “Okay. Turn around and face us now. Stay on your knees.”

Jennifer removed her finger and turned, on hands and knees.

The girl was stripped down to her bra and panties – white lace in both cases – and the white mini-dress was on the sofa next to her, though she still wore her high heels. The master was kissing the girl passionately, and she was eagerly tonguing him back. He was touching her breasts through the bra – the girl’s breasts weren’t big, but they were firm and high, and the girl was clearly enjoying it, clutching his hand to her chest.

They broke their clinch and the Master smiled at her. “Come here, slave. Sit on my lap.”

Jennifer stood and went to her Master, sobbing as she threw her arms around his neck and sat in his lap, completely naked and still wet from the shower.

“Oooh, shhhh,” whispered the Master, stroking her hair. “It’s okay, everything will be okay.”

Jennifer nodded and kissed her Master on the lips.

Then she felt her arms being pulled behind her back until her elbows were almost touching. Her breasts thrust out in front of her, and the Master turned her to face the girl.

The blonde girl, face full of cruel lust, her tongue protruding between her full lips, looked at Jennifer’s breasts appraisingly. “Bigger than mine,” she said, and reached up and cupped her own tits.

“Well you can do whatever you want to them,” said the Master, and Jennifer threw her head back, letting out another sob and bursting into fresh tears.

“Oh, don’t cry,” said the girl, in a voice of mock sympathy, her small hands cupping Jennifer’s breasts. “I won’t hurt you. Not yet anyway,” she said, and laughed again.

Jennifer moaned and writhed in the Master’s lap, her arms held behind her, as the girl felt her tits, and she could feel the Master’s hard-on beneath her. Then the girl bent forward and was sucking and licking Jennifer’s hard pink nipples passionately, moving from one to the other as she squeezed them, looking up at Jennifer with her bright blue eyes.

Her whole body seemed on fire from the pleasure and she supposed the drug, the MDMA, was probably heightening the sensation, and she let out another sob of hopeless lust, squeezing her thighs together.

“Why are you crying, little slave?” asked the Master in her ear.

“I … don’t want you to share me with anyone. I don’t want to share you,” she choked.

She was braced for a spanking but the Master simply chuckled.

“You want to make me happy, don’t you?”

Jennifer nodded, moaning a little as the girl continued to expertly lick and suck her nipples and squeeze her breasts.

“Well, it makes me happy to see this girl suck your tits … and it will make me happy to see her eat your pussy.”

“Oh, sir,” she whined.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he said.

She opened her legs a little, and he slapped the inside of her thigh, causing her to spread them wider, revealing the slick lips of her pussy.

“That’s it. Spread them as wide as you can.”

The girl let out her giggle again and got on her knees before the sofa, as her Master continued to hold Jennifer’s arms behind her back.

“And you know I want to make you happy … make you feel good, right?” asked the Master.

Jennifer simply sobbed. “Yes, sir.”

“Don’t you like it when I eat your pussy?”

“Of course sir, but …”  Jennifer had closed her eyes, more tears trickling down, as she felt the girl’s small hands moving on her inner thighs, and then felt gentle electric butterfly kisses there.

“You love it, you come so hard, you love to be humiliated and used …” whispered the Master into her ear.

She looked down, her breathing heavy now. She could see the slutty blonde’s cheap pink lipstick all over her nipples, and now the girl’s mouth was coming tantalizingly close to her pussy, leaving a bit more lipstick on Jennifer’s inner thighs.

Jennifer looked over the blonde hair spilling down the girl’s back and saw the tramp-stamp tribal tattoo there, and the heart-shaped ass – and then she gasped in pleasure as the hot wet mouth and probing tongue attacked her pussy, easily finding Jennifer’s swollen clit to suck on, causing Jennifer to buck her hips with pleasure and cry out.

The girl raised her head and giggled again. “Oh she likes that.”

“Slutty little lesbian whore,” whispered the Master in Jennifer’s ear, and Jennifer whimpered, and he held her arms behind her back with one hand while reaching around with the other to squeeze her breasts and pinch her nipples.

“Oh, sir, please don’t do this to me,” she gasped. “Not this, please not this.”

“You haven’t said that in months,” he whispered. “I love it when you ask me that. I missed it”

Jennifer whimpered and the Master pinched one of her nipples hard. Jennifer looked down again at the blonde who now giving her pussy long, deep postage-stamp licks.

Jennifer moaned and writhed, pressing her ass against the Master’s erection, which was still encased in his jeans.

“You like it when she kisses your pussy, hmm? Little slut. You want her fingers inside you?”

Jennifer whimpered and nodded.

“Say it.”

“Put your fingers in me, please,” whimpered Jennifer softly.

The girl slid one slim finger inside of Jennifer’s pussy, eliciting a cry of pleasure, and then another, and began slowly, rhythmically moving her fingers in and out.

“Little fucking slut,” the Master continued to whisper in Jennifer’s ear as the hot wet pleasure in her pussy began to spread out and fill her whole body, making her gasp for breath. “Look at the little lesbian slut, she loves it, she loves to be used …”

“Oh god sir I do!” Jennifer screamed and the girl rolled her tongue around Jennifer’s clit, bringing on a long sustained orgasm. Jennifer shivered and spasmed in the Master’s lap, her face turning bright red.

The Master released her and Jennifer fell onto the sofa to the side of him. “Oh, fuck me, sir. Please fuck me.”

“Oh, I will,” he whispered. “Just as soon as I’m done fucking her.”

The girl let out her shrill giggle again and stood up.

“Stand up, slave,” said the Master.

Jennifer did so, her knees trembling, blinking away more tears.

“Give her a kiss, slave.”

The blonde girl giggled again and Jennifer hesitantly kissed the girl on the lips, keeping her arms by her side; the girl tasted of cigarettes and … the sweet salty taste of her own pussy juice.

“Harder. Kiss her harder.”

Jennifer kissed the girl on the full soft lips again – so different than kissing the Master, with hard jaw and razor stubble – and the girl snaked her tongue into Jennifer’s mouth.

“Take her bra off, slave,” said the Master.

Jennifer stepped closer to the girl and their breasts brushed together – the lace of the girl’s bra teasing Jennifer’s nipples – as Jennifer reached behind the blonde girl and unhooked the bra and removed it.

The girl giggled. “Feel my tits, slave,” said the girl.

“You heard her, slave,” said the Master.

Jennifer touched the girl’s breasts, gently, whimpering, and the girl’s eyes lit up. “Do it harder.”

She squeezed them harder, and they did feel nice. She’d never touched any before, except her own.

“Now take off her panties, slave,” said the Master.

Jennifer sobbed again, and slid the girl’s panties down over her hips and let them fall to the floor.

The Master stood up and said, “Shall we tie her up with your bra while we make her watch?”

The blonde girl considered Jennifer, sucking on one long finger tipped with a long pink nail. “I don’t think so. She’s being a good girl. We’re going to make her eat my pussy before you fuck me though, aren’t we?”

“Oh of course.”

The blonde girl reached over and pinched one of Jennifer’s nipples, with a giggle, and then sat down on the sofa and spread her legs.

“Come on slave,” said the master.

“Not this, sir,” said Jennifer, softly.

“You can kiss her on the nipple first. Nothing gay about that, is there? You’ve sucked my nipples before. You’ve sucked your mother’s nipples. Perfectly natural, right?”

Jennifer’s lower lip trembled as she bent forward and extended her tongue and touched it to one of the girl’s hard nipples. The slutty blonde giggled and arched her back.

“That’s it. Good girl,” said the Master.

Jennifer wiped tears away and got down on her knees and closed her eyes and pressed her face against the girl’s young tight pink pussy, her heart hammering.

“Come on, get in there. Give it a little lick,” said the Master, bending closer.

Jennifer extended her tongue and licked up the girl’s wet pussylips. She thought it also kind of tasted like cigarettes. And also the salty taste … it didn’t taste so different from the girl’s mouth, really.

“How’s she doing?” said the Master.

“Oh … not so bad,” said the girl, a little breathlessly. “Maybe she’s holding back a little.”

The Master reached over and slapped Jennifer hard on her ass. “Get your face in there, slave, eat it!”

Jennifer pushed her tongue as far as it would go into the girl’s vagina and was rewarded with moans of pleasure. Jennifer gripped onto the girl’s hips and licked her pussy hard, seeking her clit.

“Ohh! That’s it!” yelled the girl.

She dug her tongue in harder, swirling it around.

Soon Jennifer felt her hair being grabbed and her head being yanked away.

The Master was sitting on the couch and he pulled the blonde girl into his lap – his huge erection was now protruding from the open fly of his jeans – and he maneuvered the girl onto it and began to fuck her.

“Just watch, slave. Sit next to us here and play with yourself while you watch me fuck her.”

The girl was already moaning her pleasure as she bounced up and down on the master’s cock, and Jennifer wept silently to herself as she watched them, but after a few minutes began touching herself and after ten more minutes of fucking, it seemed as if all three of them had orgasms at the same time.

It went on all night. Jennifer spent a lot of the evening with her hands tied behind her back with the girl’s bra, being fucked hard from behind while being forced to eat the girl’s pussy again.

Sometime around dawn, the girl got up to smoke a cigarette, Jennifer lying in the bed with her hands still bound, and now gagged with the girl’s panties. Her legs were tied, spread, with a pair of her own stockings.

The Master had just finished fucking her again, and pulled out and sprayed come across Jennifer’s face.

Jennifer was lying dazed, semi-conscious, completely exhausted and spent, the drugs wearing off and leaving her terribly hungover, when she realized that the girl was standing over her, cigarette in hand, looking down at her with a particularly cruel grin.

The girl then asked the Master, “Can I?”

The Master, pulling his jeans on absently, said, “Go ahead.”

The girl ground out the cigarette on Jennifer’s left breast.

Jennifer screamed into the gag, the pain a bright hot flare in the numb confused agony, and her heart began hammering, and everything started to seem far away and she lost consciousness.

Some indefinite time later, Jennifer woke up and at least she could breathe; the gag had been removed after she passed out, though she was still tied to the bed.

The pain from the cigarette burn felt like a living thing, bright and hot and alive and still cutting into her.

Weeping, she began the process of wiggling free from her bonds.

She was getting better at it.

She’d had plenty of practice.

She surprised herself by not crying. She was hungover, in tremendous pain and her legs were both tingling from being bound all night.

In the bathroom, she cleaned and dressed the cigarette burn.

Then she looked at herself in the mirror for a long time.

She suspected the Master would stay away that day and night, and probably the next. He tended to stay away for a few days after a particularly brutal session, but he’d never yet stayed away for three days.

One day would be enough, she thought.

She wanted to curl up in bed and sleep, but she took a shower and fixed herself some coffee. She had some things to prepare.

She started by looking up information on the internet.

* * *

David woke up and didn’t know where he was.

He pushed himself up, the adrenalin of panic cutting through the fog of sleep that still seemed to envelop him, and looked around and realized he was in her house.

But he could tell – she was gone. The other side of the bed was empty. The rest of the house was quiet.

She was gone. He could feel it. He could always sense solitude. He knew it too well.

He got shakily to his feet, trying to think. He thought he could remember arriving … after that … drinking a beer, as always, but he always stopped after two or three. He didn’t feel like he’d been too drunk the night before; there was no dehydrated feeling.

He realized she had drugged him.

He’d bought and opened the bottle of beer that he’d drunk, but she must have … what? Opened the cap and put it back on after putting the pills inside? Slipped them in when he wasn’t looking?

He was enraged at himself, as well as her. He had gotten overconfident. He’d given her an opportunity he never should have given her.

The rage and adrenaline did nothing to calm his shakes as he went into the bathroom and drained his full, aching bladder and splashed water in his face.

There, written on the mirror, in lipstick, were the words:

LAKE HOUSE

The lake house. She knew about the lake house.

His fucking brother, he thought.

He smashed the mirror with his fist, and his reflection burst into slivers and fell into the sink.

He decided to drive immediately to his brother’s house, and deliver a beating like he hadn’t given him since they were teenagers.

But then he quickly remembered his brother had left for Australia the day before yesterday.

Shaking with rage, he found his jeans lying on the floor near the bed and looked in his pants pockets for his phone.

It was gone.

As was his wallet.

As were his keys.

But that wasn’t true.

She’d left his car key.

The lake house had a motion detector alarm in the drive, but it was set up to make his phone ring when somebody entered the premises. He certainly didn’t want the police going there, under any circumstances.

But she had his phone.

“Shit, shit, shit, shit, SHIT!” he screamed and smashed a hole in the bathroom door, and then went into the kitchen and picked up a chair and smashed it down on the kitchen table, breaking both of them to pieces.

He struggled to control his breathing, and stopped himself from breaking anything else. Outside the sun was barely up; grey light filtered in through the big windows. 

He got dressed, drank more water, and walked outside, looking up at the heavy clouds overhead. A few drops of rain fell.

David got in his car and drove towards the lake house.

The phone on the desk, his phone, began to ring again.

HOUSE ALARM said a message on the screen.

It had started ringing when she pulled up in the driveway, five or six hours earlier, and she had been glad the security system hadn’t contacted the police.

She used her own phone to make a call. Her heart was hammering.

The door to the office was locked, but the front door was still open. She heard him come through the front door, slamming it open.

He screamed “SLAVE! WHERE ARE YOU?”

She sat calmly at the desk in the office, trying not to scream or shake or cry when he began to kick the door down.

It was a heavy door with a big lock. She never would have been able to get it open without the key.

But he was a big guy, of course, and strong, and he’d kicked down doors before, doing “extraordinary renditions”- as the military referred to kidnappings -- in the middle of the night in Iraq and Afghanistan, and he smashed the door out of its frame after only a few minutes of slamming into it and kicking at it.

Finally the door flew open, the tongue of the deadbolt ripped straight from the frame, the door hanging from one hinge.

The sound was terrifyingly loud and she bit her lips to keep from screaming. The lake house was isolated by trees and considerable distance from any neighbors. No one would hear.

He was framed by the light of the front room, shaking with rage and streaming with water from the heavy rain outside. His black hair was plastered across his face, his black t-shirt and jeans sodden.

“You fucking cunt,” he said in a low guttural voice. “What did you fucking do?” He looked a bit unsteady; not just from rage, she supposed but probably also a little dazed from the sleeping pills she’d put in his beer. She’d looked for information about the pills on the internet to see if the dosage would possibly kill him, but with this brand of pill, overdose was unlikely, though possible.

She stood behind the desk, her knees trembling but all in all feeling surprisingly calm. She’d had a sodium amytal shot a few hours previously, after finding his stash of it in the basement.

She indicated the computer. “The videos. All of them. I put them on the internet.”

“You …” he said, brows knitted in confusion. .

“Linked to your real name. And mine. Any employer, any person who looks for you will see them. The sick shit you did to me. And that blonde girl.”

He just stared at her, his eyes black holes of hate in the dim grey light streaming through the one window. He could barely speak through his anger. “How … did … it … you …”

“I’m an IT specialist, remember? Helping colleagues get into computers or accounts they’ve forgotten the passwords to is something I do every week.”

“You fucking bitch,” he whispered, moving forward.

“I would have thought somebody as much of a control freak as you would have a good encryption program, but it wasn’t much. A bit of software, an hour or so of waiting, and I was in. You didn’t even bother to hide the videos …”

He picked up a lamp nearby and smashed it into the wall, knocking a picture of the family – David and John and their father and mother, squinting into the sunlight, looking tanned and normal and happy --and gave a violent kick to another chair in front of the desk, sending it flying into the wall.

“WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO, SLAVE?” he yelled.

“My name is Jennifer,” she said between gritted teeth.

“Your life is ruined, you fucking little cunt, do you hear me? You’re finished. Ruined.”

She raised her chin. “It was already ruined! There’s nothing worse that you can do to me.”

“I haven’t even started yet,” he growled.

“The videos are all over the internet, I put them on dozens of different sites. Linked to my name, too. I don’t care. It doesn’t fucking matter anymore. Let everybody see. I quit my job. I’m going into a treatment center tomorrow.”

He laughed, a low sinister sound. “Oh no you are fucking not. I am still your master. I still own you.”

“You’re nothing,” she spat. “You own nothing. You bully and you steal and you rape and you manipulate. You own fucking nothing.”

“Do you … have any idea what I could do to you? The ways I can hurt you?” He asked this question very quietly.

“Yes,” she said, looking him in the eye. “I know exactly what a sick fuck you are.”

“You have no fucking idea,” he said, and rushed at her. He grabbed her by the front of her blouse – she had dressed in office clothes before she had driven here, just an urge, a stab towards normalcy.

He smashed his fist into her face.

Her nose broke with an audible pop, and she fell backwards behind the desk, her head filling with flashbulbs. Blood filled her mouth and poured out of one nostril.

She struggled to focus. She screamed at him, “Go ahead! Beat me! Hit me! You can’t do anything else. You’re no man. You’re a sick fuck who can’t get off on anything but pain.”

He laughed as he lifted her by the hair.

“Oh, you are right about that,” he said.

She scratched her fingernails across his face, jamming one into his left eye, drawing blood and eliciting a surprised scream of shocked agony.

She turned to run but he grabbed her hair again; he dragged her into the living room, and tore off her blood-spotted blouse, revealing her white lace bra, throwing her to the floor, her skirt ripping up one side.

He removed his belt and began whipping her savagely with it. He beat her across her pale shoulders, angry red welts immediately appearing, the belt cracking and lashing nearly as loudly as the thunder and lightning outside

She screamed, and began crawling for the front door, blood from her nose spattering the hardwood floor.

He followed her, now slashing the belt down across her ass, across her legs which were now visible in the torn skirt.

She curled into a ball to protect herself, and he beat her with the belt until he was breathless.

“I’ve got a space in the basement for you,” David said through gritted teeth, pausing to reverse the belt so the buckle end was hanging free. “I’ve been building some shit down there. A frame to hang you on. Stocks. There’s a dog kennel down there. You’re going to like your new home,” he said quietly, and then slashed the buckle end of the belt down on her back, drawing blood.

The front door flew open and a loud voice screamed “DON’T MOVE! POLICE!”

David didn’t hesitate.

He charged past Jennifer, directly at the two police officers, and slammed into them before they had even entered the room, and they all tumbled out onto the front porch.

Jennifer heard thumping and struggling and yelling, bodies crashing onto wood. Commands to stop, cries of pain.

She was in agony; her back and legs felt like they were on fire, like they were covered with stinging ants or some kind of caustic chemical … but she had to see.

She crawled to the doorway and struggled onto her hands and knees.

One of the police officers – a female, she saw -was lying in the mud at the bottom of the porch; David was struggling with the male police office, rolling on top of him on the porch and trying to punch him, but the cop was holding on tight to David, David couldn’t seem to punch him or get free, until he finally managed to land a good punch into the man’s face.

Through the pain was the panic that he might beat both of the police officers and get away.

Or decide not to get away at all, and just kill them. And her.

But as David stood up the other police offer pulled out her gun, moving up the steps, and shot David.

But there was no bang, there was just a crackling and buzzing, and David was shaking and grunting and then he fell onto the large porch.

Jennifer remembered seeing such weapons on TV; the gun fired a wire that delivered electricity. Taser, she thought it was called.

The male police office was on his feet, one eye already swollen, and he said to his partner, “Fry him.”

The female officer, lips tight, pressed the trigger of the Taser again, making David shudder and his heels hammer like thunder on the boards of the porch. He made gagging sounds, his back arching with the current.

She nodded to her partner, and they both looked at Jennifer, and the male officer used his radio to call for paramedics and extra units.

The female officer dropped her Taser and pulled out her baton … and smashed David in the face with it.

David was starting to try to stand up, his lip split open by the blow, and both of the police officers moved forwards, raising their nightsticks and began beating David in unison, on the arms, on the shoulders, on the back and legs, until his face was a bloody swollen mess – just like hers, she supposed.

Jennifer had seen enough. She didn’t want to watch anymore. She closed her eyes and curled up in a ball again, and everything went blessedly dark.

Some time later, female officer was covering her with a blanket and asking her if she could breathe, if she could hear her.

“I can hear you,” said Jennifer. She could breathe with some difficulty; there was a lot of blood in her nose. She could barely see, however; her eyes were almost swollen closed.

“Take it easy, the EMTs are on the way. Can you tell me your name?”

“Jennifer,” she said. “My name is Jennifer.” Not slave. Jennifer.

“Do you know where you are?”

“Lake house. David’s … lake house.”

“That was David?” David wasn’t on the porch anymore; Jennifer supposed they’d put him in the police car. “The dispatcher said your boyfriend was trying to attack you. That was him?”

“Yes,” she said, softly, through swollen lips. “I tried to break up with him weeks ago and … he’s been stalking me. He put pictures of us on the internet. He’s been … abusing me for some time.”

“You’re lucky we got here so quickly. I don’t think he was going to stop, this time.” The female police officer wiped a tear away.

“No,” said Jennifer. “I think you’re right.”

“You don’t have to make a statement now,” said the female police officer. “You’re badly injured. Just relax. Emergency medical will be here soon.”

“There are drugs,” said Jennifer. “Drugs, here. His drugs. He’s been drugging me.”

“Take it easy, we’ll search the place thoroughly. Don’t worry. Everything is going to be all right. You’re safe now. He can’t hurt you anymore.”

“Pictures, on his computer. Other girls. He’s done things … to other girls,” Jennifer sobbed.

“Shhhh, please, it’ll be okay. Just rest now. Just rest.”

“My name is Jennifer,” she said again, and finally started to cry.

The End
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Jana’s Journey: A Novel of Dark Erotica

Jana is blond and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin. The other kids in school think that she's a tease. But she knows that she's a good girl.

But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment; a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal, but his entire family and a mysterious wealthy former soldier with his own agenda.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes...

Will Jana's Journey end in freedom and awakening, or in complete submission and sexual slavery?

This 45,000 word novel of BDSM and dark erotica is based on the collected Jana’s Journey stories, previously published. It contains the full text of the stories plus extra material and a complete added epilogue, A TRIP TO PRAGUE.

Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon


NAUGHTY BITS: FIVE STORIES OF DUBCON AND TABOO EROTICA
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Natasha Stevens is a bold and uncompromising voice in dark, taboo, and dubcon erotica and this collection features five of her hottest stories, which will take you to your limits – and beyond.

Included in this collection are:

TAKING THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER

The neighbor’s hot 18-year-old daughter is drunkenly staggering down the street, returning from a party; Richard, a 38-year-old divorcee who lives next door, offers to let her sober up in his house. After she passes out, can he resist such a beauty?

STEPDAD, TEACH ME HOW TO MASTURBATE

Victoria has a little problem – her Stepdad won’t have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around in front of him in her bra and panties. But he has a little idea to help her get rid of her sexual tension …

BOUND BY THE BURGLAR

Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife. She has everything a woman could want. But one night she wakes up and finds a stranger in her room. He ties her to the bed and tells her he’s only going to steal some things. When he threatens to steal a video that could permanently change her life, she offers him something more valuable – her body …

AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION

Gabriella and Valeria are both 18 and the two hottest girls in school. They have a little problem, however – they’ve been giving detention for sexting in class. They have some ideas for making detention with their English teacher a little more interesting, however …

THE GARDENER AND THE TEENAGE TEASE

Karen is 18 years old and the pampered and spoiled daughter of a rich man; Mark is 29 and working as a gardener after getting out of the army. She thinks he's crude and low class; so why does she always sunbathe when he's around? He thinks she's a little tease; so why does he always watch her? But one day in the billiard room all the teasing is going to stop ... 

BUY NAUGHTY BITS: FIVE STORIES OF EROTICA HERE on Amazon!


SLUTTY SCHOOLGIRLS
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GABRIELLA AND VALERIA VOLUME 1

Gabriella and Valeria are both 18 and the two hottest girls in school, but they've got a little problem behaving in class -- and a bit of a problem keeping their panties on after class. They frequently get detention, but they have a lot of ways to make it more enjoyable … involving, spanking, bondage, and lots of hot sex with their teachers!

This book collects the first three stories of the sexy saga of Gabriella and Valeria, previously published (and blocked!) on Amazon as AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION, AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION 2: THE NURSE’S OFFICE, and AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION 3: THE VOLLEYBALL COACH.

WARNING! This book contains graphic sexual content and all kinds of naughty behavior that may offend some reader, including (but not limited to) spanking, dirty talk, thumbtacking, FF sex, FFF sex, FMF sex, discipline and humiliation, and use of sex toys. Don’t read it … unless you think that sort of thing is really hot.

Buy it HERE on Amazon!
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Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did no t stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.

She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win.

Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page

Visit the author’s website at www.natashastevenserotica.wordpress.com

OEBPS/image_rsrcH5.jpg
B

‘ :’ U
94% .

Y

0 \





OEBPS/image_rsrcH8.jpg
Jana's Journey
K 3 ’ the complete collection

‘,

| Q\ Tar

Watashaﬁtevens





OEBPS/image_rsrcH7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcH3.jpg
[ OWN YOU






OEBPS/image_rsrcHB.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcH4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcH6.jpg
[ OWN YOU

\ (D





OEBPS/image_rsrcH9.jpg
<\ﬁve stories of
B taboo erotica
74/ o ﬁ‘ww






OEBPS/image_rsrcH2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcHA.jpg
» Gabriella and Valema,
. .0....‘ 7

[\ 77;%'5;






