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The area around Escher
Wyss-Platz in Zurich’s west at four thirty on a Saturday morning is
not a good place for a woman on her own. There are too many young
guys with too much testosterone, alcohol and illegal substances in
their bloodstream. It’s still more than two hours to go until the
first tram comes by to pick up passengers, all the taxis are busy
with people spilling from the various clubs which have replaced the
industry in this part of town and now occupy the old industrial
buildings. Others come from the jazz club which, together with a
theatre, shares the building where ship engines were built until a
few years ago. Lots of people are about, drinking on the street,
hustling. Lots of trash, lots of shouting, brawls and worse,
occasionally. Lots of guys believing their car’s gotta have at
least two hundred horse powers and a sound system powerful enough
to get the sound guys at an AC/DC concert go green with envy to
make a lasting impression on the gals. Surprisingly enough, this
strategy often works, proving the saying that there might be a
fairer sex but certainly not a more intelligent one.

Anyway, this isn’t a
good place at this time of day for a single, good looking woman in
a short, sexy dress and high heels. Yet this is the place where
Mary is weaving her way through the groups of people, seemingly
oblivious to the catcalls and the hoots, occasionally sidestepping
a guy who’s blocking her way, avoiding eye contact. Mary is prone
to do things that no woman in her right frame of mind would do, at
least not as long as she’s as sober as Mary is right now. But then
again, she’d be the last to protest if someone stated that her
frame of mind is more than just slightly askew.

 


“Hey pussy? Need some
dick?” one of the guys shouts at her, his speech blurred.

She isn’t stupid enough
to reply or look at him. Instead, the ‘tack, tack’ of her heels on
the still warm asphalt slightly accelerates, setting the pace like
a metronome on speed. She’s tired, she’s aching, she can smell her
own sweat and that of several others along with the sweet, musky
odor of a lot of sex on her body and all she wants to do is go
home, have a long shower and crash into her bed. 

“Cunts like you need a
good fucking,” the drunk calls after her. 

Now she cannot help but
smile, her head downcast, both because she is too tired to hold it
straight and because she knows it’s not a good idea to look any of
the guys in his eyes. With their inflated egos they tend to think
you immediately want to go down on your knees and suck their divine
cocks or jump in their pimped Seat León to spread your legs.

If the jerk only knew.
‘A good fucking is just about the last thing I need,’ she
thinks, turning around the corner into a street that runs all the
way to the main station. She knows there’s a little
bakery-cum-coffee shop a couple hundred meters further ahead which
is already in business at this time of day and serves a decent cup
of coffee.   

Half an hour later she
exits the Quippini, a small, cozy bar with excellent coffee
and fresh croissants. She climbs into the back of a cab, gives the
driver directions and slumps against the window, gazing out up at
the sky, where the first light of the new day has started to push
back the dark. She doesn’t need to look into the rear mirror to
know that the driver is staring at her, she can feel his eyes on
the naked skin of her legs and cleavage. Without turning her head
she says that although she doesn’t mind him staring at her all that
much she’d still appreciate it if he kept his eyes on the road
instead of her tits. “They’re not worth breaking both our necks.”
The driver grunts something unintelligible, then steps on the gas
pedal, eager to bring her home and then call it a day, or rather a
night, as is the case.

The first rays of the
morning sun seep already through the blinds when Mary steps into
the hall of her flat, kicks off the high heels and lets her dress
fall to the floor as she heads for the bathroom. She raises her
head to let the cold water hit her face for a minute after she has
scrubbed her body thoroughly, clenching her jaws and wincing when
she washes her pussy, yet still scrubbing it twice as hard as the
rest of her body.

Naked, her wet hair
dripping water on the hardwood floor, she goes to the kitchen to
raid the fridge before she brushes her teeth and slumps into bed,
immediately falling asleep, waking only when a friend calls in the
afternoon to ask whether she’s coming to the lake for a swim,
too.

 



*** 

 


“Hello Finn, come in
and have a seat, please.” 

“Hi ... Marianthi? Is
that right?” he says, sitting down at the conference table on which
a stack of printouts, some magazines and two books are lying.

“Yup, that’s right.
It’s Greek”, she adds as an explanation. “Do you want coffee? I’m
afraid we only have coffee and tap water.”

“Coffee would be great,
thanks.” Finn watches the girl as she busies herself with the
coffee machine. He also tries not to stare too much at her ass when
she bends down to get the creamer from the little fridge, but it’s
tough not to because she’s got a very nice rear end and her faded
jeans are very tight.

“Oops. No creamer. Just
sugar,” she says apologetically, flicking her chestnut hair out of
her face, giving him an apologetic smile. It’s right then that Finn
decides he wants to get to know her better, ask her out on a date.
Of course it’s not an entirely conscious decision, but if he had to
pin down when exactly he fell for her, he would pick this moment
when she flicked her hair, only three minutes after he had first
laid his eyes on her.

“No problem. Sugar it
is.” 

Once she has put down
the steaming cup of coffee on the table in front of Finn she places
her notebook before him and pulls up a chair for herself, sitting
down beside him. “OK. Let’s start then.” Marianthi opens one of the
magazines and leafs through it. “That’s basically what we do.
40’000 readers and growing, bimonthly issues.” She goes on, points
to a single sheaf of paper on which she has put down all the
statistics about their readers, shows him their website, the books
they produced in the last few years. “They’re bestsellers, by the
way.” Pointing at one of them she goes on. “This one has sold
almost 10’000 copies.” She’s tempted to say that the book was her
idea, but is too modest to do so. “And now my boss has decided we
need a complete redesign. Get it graphically up to date, so to
say.”

Finn has listened
intently, both because he likes the sound of her voice and because
this is an interesting job, one you don’t come across every day.
Not too well paid, probably, as he deduces from the cheap
furniture, the smallness of their office and also from the
neighborhood in which it’s located. But then again, at least he
won’t have to deal with boring people in suits and deux-pièces but
with a smart and hot woman in tight, faded jeans. “So you need a
new CI, is that right?”

“Yep. Especially the
magazine. As I said, the magazine is ... well, it’s us. The heart
of the publishing company. The website needs to be readable first
and neatly designed second, but I’m the first to admit that my boss
sees that differently.”

“But he’s not here,”
says Finn with a smile.

“No, but he will be
here when we decide who gets the job. Also he’ll be here when it
comes to details. I wished he weren’t,” she adds, laughing lightly
and rolling her eyes. “He can be a bit difficult. Oh, by the way,
the books will remain like this. No need to confuse the buyers of
future volumes who already know the series.”

“There’s gonna be more
books?” Finn picks one up, opens it. It’s a book with bicycle tours
for families.

“Yes, we release at
least one every year.”

“Cool. I wouldn’t
change the design either. Whoever has designed this has done a
perfect job.”

“Yup, I think so too.
Well ... here’s everything, including a facts sheet about the
commission. We need your offer and a first draft in two weeks,
Tuesday. We’ll decide a week later. If you have any questions you
can call me anytime.” Once again he feels his blood rushing to all
kinds of places when she smiles at him. “Well, almost anytime.” She
adds her card to the stack of papers and magazines. 

 


Finn gathers everything
in his bag and follows her to the door. Then he opens his mouth to
thank her for the coffee and the opportunity to make an offer.
That, at least, is what he has intended to say. What he actually
says is “as a matter of fact I’ve already got a question: Do you
want to go out with me tonight?” As soon as he has said the words
he wishes he hadn’t, but it’s too late. He probably has ruined
everything. Girls like her don’t take lightly to being asked out
like this.

They stare into each
other’s eyes for a moment, hers wide in surprise, at least in the
beginning, his full of hope and desire. Then he sees the corners of
her mouth slowly turning upwards. 

“You sure don’t waste
much time, do you?” she finally says, flicking a strand of chestnut
hair behind her ear. 

It’s now or never, Finn
knows that much. “Well, I never waste my time when I’m one hundred
percent sure about something.”

“And you’re one hundred
percent sure you want to go out with me tonight?”

“Yes. No! No! Two
hundred percent. Well, tonight, tomorrow, but not later than the
day after.” He grins a boyish grin now, knowing that even if she
doesn’t go out with him she takes it easy and he won’t have ruined
his chances to get the commission. And then she takes him rather by
surprise.

“Well, then today it
is. Seven thirty, Café Greco.”

 


Back in his office he
works like never before, ideas come almost faster than he can put
them down, yet he makes sure to leave at six, get ready for the
date with the woman who has stolen his heart with a smile and a
flicking of her hair.

 


Marianthi, on the other
hand, wonders why she agreed to go out with him. It’s not like
she’s looking for someone. Quite to the contrary, she enjoys being
single, going wherever she wants whenever she wants, no need to
make any compromises. But when she looked at Finn earlier that day
it just felt right, she had liked the guy from the first moment,
had been looking forward to work with him right from the start and
hoped he’d come up with a good design. Yes, it had felt right and
it was only a date, nothing more. ‘Yeah, right, as if he doesn’t
want more,’ she thinks as she leaves her apartment. ‘As if
he doesn’t want to get in your pants.’ But then again, that’s
how it is, can’t blame a guy for wanting to get in her pants. After
all, that’s what everything is about, isn’t it?

 


She arrives ten minutes
late but Finn doesn’t mind. He’d have waited a lot longer, as long
as she eventually showed up. They talk about a lot of things while
sipping their white wine, then he asks her what she wants to
do.

“Whoa, hold on!” Her
laughing is music in his ears. “That’s not how it works. You asked
me out, not vice versa, you got to have an idea about what we’re
going to do.”

“As a matter of fact I
do, I just wanted to know whether you got a better one.”

“Maye. Let’s hear yours
first, though.”

“We could go play
pétanque. That’s like boccia, but with smaller balls,” he explains
when she looks blankly at him.

Marianthi raises an
eyebrow. “I’ve never played that. I’ll make a fool of myself. I
throw like a girl.”

“No worries, that’s OK.
I’m not very good at it myself. Plus the folks are really
easygoing.”

That proves to be quite
untrue as she soon finds out once they have joined a group of
players and entered the next game as a team. At least the part
about Finn not being a good player. While Marianthi’s shots
regularly are several meters off, one of them even flying beyond
the gravel and onto the lawn, only narrowly missing her own
bicycle, Finn places his balls perfectly. But he was right about
the folks being easygoing. And after a while she really starts to
enjoy the game. She especially likes the ‘CLACK’ when one ball hits
another after a six or seven meter long trajectory through the air,
sending the target off, sometimes turning the whole game completely
around.

“Now, if you hit this
ball here, we win this game,” Finn explains after they have lost
several games, although some of them only by a small
margin. 

“I’ll never hit
it.”

“That’s the wrong
attitude, Marianthi,” he says and she knows he’s right.

“OK, hows this? I’m
gonna blast the fucker to kingdom come.”

The others laugh and
tease, telling her that she better go and park her bike someplace
further away. Finn says “that’s better, although it sounds a bit
crass.”

“I take black ball, one
shot, he dead,” she says, imitating Roberto Benigni in ‘Down by
Law’ while she aims carefully, her arm with the iron ball swinging,
her eyes squinted as she focuses on the target. Then she lets the
ball arc through the air and when she hears the ‘CLACK’ and sees
the other ball bounce off, far away from the jack, two of their own
balls now nearest to it, she lets out a triumphant cry and jumps
onto Finn, her legs wrapped around his hip, arms around his neck,
planting a kiss on his cheek. 

“I did it, I did it! I
hit it!” she chants, smooching him again.

“Umm. I’m very sorry,
girl,” one of their opponents says eventually, a guy in his late
fifties with impeccably creased slacks, white shirt and a cigarillo
between his lips. “This was Finn’s ball. We won.”

“What?” She lets go of
Finn, drops to her feet again and goes to take a look while their
opponents start to laugh their asses off. “Nooooooooo! No!
No!” 

She turns, shrugs her
shoulders in an apology at Finn who barely can suppress to laugh
with all the others. “Don’t you dare laughing,” she says pouting,
but then she can’t keep a straight face anymore and joins their
laughter.

 


“I’ll bring you home,”
Finn says, much later. They have lost at least a dozen more games
but neither of them cared about it. It has been fun, she has felt
good, still feels good actually. He, of course, feels even better.
She hasn’t wrapped her legs and arms around him again after that
one time, but at least she hadn’t been embarrassed by doing it
once. Now they’re sitting at the river’s edge, a beer from the bar
behind them standing between their feet and he can smell the scent
of her hair and feel the warmth of her body next to him.

She shakes her head
after emptying her beer, foam clinging to her upper lip. “No, you
don’t have to. I’m living in Oerlikon, that’s totally not your
direction.”

“I don’t mind. And I
don’t expect coffee, either,” he adds, thinking that if she would
offer him one he wouldn’t, or couldn’t, rather, turn down the
offer.

“No, really. I’ll be
fine. It was a nice evening. Thanks, Finn.”

“Yes it was. Thank you,
Mary,” he answers.

She freezes, looks out
over the dark body of water where the reflections of a few street
lights dance on the ripples. He can feel how she got rigid, how the
atmosphere between them is loaded all of a sudden. When she finally
speaks her voice is hard and cold. “Never, ever call me Mary again.
I’m not Mary.”

Finn apologizes
sincerely and eventually she smiles again. “I want to go home now.
Alone. Thanks again for the evening.” Her hand glows hot like an
ember on his leg when she leans down to kiss him on the cheek and
wishes him a good night. Sure, it’s only on the cheek, but that’s
still far better than no kiss at all. Once again he smells her, the
smell of lime, probably from her shower gel, mixed with the smell
of woman.

“I’m sorry, Marianthi,”
he says again. “I didn’t want to upset you.”

“I know. It’s OK. Just
remember, please. Ciao, Finn, good night.”

He looks after her
until the red tail light of her bike disappears around a corner.
Then he lays on his back on the wide concrete steps that lead down
to the water and which are still warm from the sun, looks up at the
few stars visible, thinking what a wonderful, sexy, strange woman
she is. The whole evening she has been laughing, making fun, taking
it easy when she was being teased by the other players. He thinks
of how soft and warm she has felt when she has clung to him, how
the scent of her has filled his nose, how her lips have felt on his
cheek.

And then, all of a
sudden, she has turned from warm, playful, funny to rigid and cold,
just because he had dared to call her Mary. At least she hasn’t
told him not to call her anymore, but probably it would be wise to
give her time, a couple of days. If he can stand it that long.

 


He calls her three days
later, on Friday. They were easily the three longest days in all
his life. “No, I’m busy tonight. And tomorrow, too. But we can meet
Sunday afternoon. Go biking, if you like.” Finn’s fine with that
although the thought of having to wait two more days to see her
again is almost unbearable. She has been constantly on his mind,
especially when he has been working on the commission. He has even
put his nose to the stack of journals and papers, hoping to smell
her scent, feeling totally foolish. Now all he can do is look at
the black and white picture of her on the website. Which doesn’t do
her justice at all. It doesn’t show her smile, the row of white
teeth peeking from between her full, rosy lips, the dimples in her
cheeks when she laughs, the way she flicks her head. He can’t hear
her laughter or smell her scent by looking at the picture, either,
can’t feel the warmth of her body next to his, the way he did when
they sat on the steps by the river.

The picture is a lousy
surrogate, but it’s all he has.

 


***

 


Like every Friday, Mary
takes her time for her preparations. First, she runs a bath,
generously adding salts. Washing herself from head to toe, shaving
her armpits, her legs and pubes, pulling up her legs to shave
between her buttcheeks with the help of a mirror, soaking while she
files her nails, at last washing her long hair before she climbs
out of the tub to towel herself dry and then cream her entire
body.

Still naked she walks
to the hall to look at herself in the full length mirror, pushes up
her tits, thrusts forward her hips, then turns around bending over
to look up between her legs at the reflection of her ass, her sex
clearly visible, lips parted, exposing the pink flesh of her pussy.
She straightens again and turns.

“I’m sexy. I’m
beautiful. I’m ready,” she says loud.

The next half hour she
spends blowdrying and brushing her hair until it is exactly like
she wants it. Another forty minutes for make up, the whole works,
eyeliner, eyeshadow, mascara, rouge, lipstick, lipgloss. That being
done she heads for the tiny bedroom where she opens the dresser
with her stockings. She picks a pair with the design of a barbed
wire running up the back of her legs, then steps in front of the
closet and takes a red dress from a hanger, pulls it over her head,
tying the broad straps behind her neck. No bra, no panties. Even
the stockings are not necessary for what she is about to do, let
alone the dress. Mary does that only for her own benefit, to feel
totally sexy and desirable. To get in the right mood for
tonight.

It’s almost nine when
the bell rings. Snatching her purse and stepping into a pair of
strappy sandals she leaves, the sound of her heels on the wooden
stairs even louder than the rap music coming from the neighbors’
apartment. She’s aware of her nipples poking at the thin fabric of
her dress, even sticks her chest out, not minding the cab driver’s
staring when he turns to collect his fare upon reaching her
destination, a modern building which houses part of the College of
Modern Arts and Design, a few startup companies, mostly spin offs
from the Federal Institute of Technology and, although much less
known to the public, a club which opens only on Friday and Saturday
nights. Saturnalia is the name of the club and like it’s Roman
namesake it’s all about depravities and debaucheries.

 


It occupies about a
third of the top floor and whoever owns the club must have spent a
lot of money to buy it and to have it designed and outfitted. It’s
all held in white marble from Carrara and black granite from the
Maggia Valley, polished and shiny enough to get a good look at a
girl’s panties when one looks at the floor beneath her. Provided
she wears a skirt. And, of course, although much less likely in
this place, provided she wears a panty. Mary will wear neither when
she enters the club some time later. 

As soon as she steps
out of the elevator into the hall on the top floor a security guard
walks up to her. “Hello Mary,” he greets her. “You look gorgeous as
always.”

“Thank you, Lars. How’s
life?” Mary asks as she follows him to a side entrance and waits
while he unlocks the door for her.

“Almost perfect.”

“Only almost?”

“Yes. It would be if
you had a bit time for me,” he grins as he steps aside to let her
into the changing room for the special guests.

Mary walks in, turns
around, smiles at him. “Would now be OK?”

Lars glances at his
watch. “Nah, the guests will arrive any minute now. Maybe
afterwards?”

“Dunno. Might be too
tired then. But I promise I’ll be half an hour early next week.
Would that be OK?”

“Yes. That would be
great. You’re a good girl, Mary.”

She laughs and pulls
her dress over her head, fully aware that he is staring at her,
also aware of the bulge in his trousers. “That’s not what most
people would say about me.”

“Most people don’t know
you,” Lars says, enjoying to look at her nude body. “Have fun, good
girl,” he goes on, already turning to go back to his job.

“Thank you. I will,”
she calls after him, sitting down on the chair in front of the
vanity mirror and switching on the light to check her make up. She
has to look her absolute best, not only because this is expected
from a girl like her, but even more so because it’s what she
expects from herself. The door opens when she’s lining her lips,
making sure they’re the right shade of red. Two women enter
together, one in her late thirties with straight black hair, the
other a few years younger, her blonde hair cut in a fringe. Both
wear light coats, despite the summer heat outside.

 


“Hello Mary,” the older
one greets Mary, already unbuttoning her coat. “This is Tanja, a
friend of mine. It’s her first time today.”

Mary gets up, walks to
the two women, shakes Tanja’s hand who stares openly at Mary’s
nakedness. She doesn’t look too confident. “Hello and welcome
Tanja. I’m Mary. I hope you find here what you are looking for.”
Then she hugs her friend. “Hi Kathrin. You look fantastic.”

“Thank you. You do,
too.” Kathrin starts to tell Tanja everything she needs to know
while Mary finishes her make up. Then she helps the two women
getting ready, speaking to the newcomer in a soft voice, knowing
how she must feel right now. “Don’t worry. They’re rough and tough,
but they’re good people. And they won’t harm you, won’t do anything
you’re not OK with.”

“Thank you, Mary. I’m
still terribly nervous.”

“I know. I almost peed
my pants the first time. Except I didn’t wear any, of course,” Mary
giggles, feeling the woman’s gaze on her crotch.

“Mary comes here every
Friday, she’s one of the regulars,” Kathrin chimes in. “If you have
questions or any problem, she can help you.” That is only half true
as Mary knows very well. As soon as the guests arrive she won’t
have any time to help anyone. Unless she’s together with Tanja, but
whether that happens isn’t up to her. Almost nothing that happens
after she’s gone through that other door, on the other side of the
room, is up to her. Which is exactly the point why she is here. To
let go, let herself fall. To be used.

“If I can, I will,” she
reassures Tanja, looking the woman over. “You have very nice
breasts. They will love them.” She lifts her own. “Mine are at
least one size too small to get a lot of attention.”

“That’s true, it’s
usually her ass that piques the guys’ interest,” Kathrin giggles,
coloring her nipples and aureoles while Mary brushes Tanjas long
blonde hair before she pulls it into a tight ponytail.

 


Finally Mary locks a
white leather collar around Tanja’s neck, then fits matching cuffs
on her wrists and ankles. “You get white so everybody knows you’re
new here,” she explains while putting the same kind of collar and
cuffs on herself, except hers are black. She smiles as she watches
Tanja looking down at herself, lifting her hands to take a closer
look at her cuffs. It’s obvious that the woman is both highly
excited and nervous about what’s to come.

“Time to finish our
preparations,” Mary says with a lewd smile.

“What do you mean?”
Tanja asks.

“We’re expected to be
ready. Ready as in hot and wet,” Kathrin explains. “I’m sure Mary
would love to go down on you but if you prefer you can do it
yourself, using your fingers.” Tanja blushes, then looks at Mary
who’s already licking her lips, then starts to grin.

“OK,” the blonde says
quietly and Mary embraces her, their lips locking, at least for a
few moments until Mary slowly kisses her way down Tanja’s body
until her mouth covers the woman’s sex. Kathrin takes Mary’s place,
caresses Tanja, fingering herself until she’s dripping wet, just
like Mary has one of her hands between her own legs.

Despite her uneasiness
Tanja feels herself getting excited quickly. But if she has thought
that she’d be licked and caressed to an orgasm then she has been
quite wrong. Mary stops just before the girl cums, planting a last
kiss on her clit before she gets up again, laughing when she sees
the disappointed expression on the girl’s face. “You’re here to
serve, Tanja. Whether you are granted an orgasm is entirely up to
those you serve. You can beg and plead, but the decision is never
yours.” She kisses Tanja on the cheek. “But I promise I’ll do this
properly before we go home tonight. If you want me to.”

Tanja looks as if she
definitely wants to, her breath heavy, her cheeks flushed, lips
quivering, but then she relaxes and says that she doesn’t know yet.
“But thanks for the offer,” she smiles.

“That’s Mary, never
missing an opportunity to lick a pussy or suck a cock,” Kathrin
giggles, bringing three leashes from the cupboard.

Mary licks her lips.
“Not when they taste as good as Tanja does.”

 


After Kathrin has
clipped a leash to each of their collars they all exit the room
through the door opposite to the one through which they had come
in, their pussies glistening and their nipples hard. The club is
still empty except for the manager, or dungeon master, a man in his
late fifties with a greying three-day stubble and clear blue eyes
behind wire rimmed glasses. A wide smile spreads over his face upon
seeing the three women, naked but for their high heeled shoes and,
in the case of Mary, her stockings.

He greets all of them,
kissing each woman’s cheek, then turns his attention to Tanja while
both Kathrin and Mary walk up to the bar to drink a glass of water
before they thread their way through the seats in the small
lounging area and pick one of the low tables to kneel upon, their
legs spread, hands on their thighs, backs straight, facing the
entrance. 

“You’re sure you want
to do this, Tanja?” Roger asks the girl who does her best to stand
straight. Tanja blushes, hesitates for a moment, her head still
bowed deferentially. “Yes Sir, I am sure,” she answers in a hushed
voice.

“Very well,” Roger
says, stepping up to the girl, lifting her head and taking hold of
her leash. Just then two men enter the room, both wearing masks
that cover the upper half of their faces. He still holds her chin
as he turns to look at them and greet them. They both return the
greeting, then head to the bar to get something to drink before
they make their way towards the tables where Kathrin and Mary are
kneeling. 

“Then I allow you to
suck my dick,” Roger says. Once again the girl blushes a deep
scarlet, her lips trembling. Slowly she lowers herself to her
knees, her eyes never leaving Roger’s while she opens the fly of
his trousers. More guests arrive, all of them wearing masks, but
Tanja concentrates on the task at hand and barely notices them.

 


Everybody watches while
Tanja takes Roger’s cock in her mouth. One of the guests leans
forward, slides a finger between Mary’s legs, parting her cunt
lips, pushing the finger in. She doesn’t move, doesn’t flinch,
remains motionless until he orders her to fuck herself. Only then
does she start to move slowly up and down on his finger, her eyes
still on Tanja, a smile on her face as she remembers how she had
felt when she had been in Tanja’s place, giving her body away to
anybody who wanted to use it. Anxiousness, excitement, nervousness
and arousal mixed to create a hurricane of feelings and
emotions.

She feels a thumb
pressed against her anus, pushes slowly down, feeling it penetrate
her, gasping and moaning softly when a second finger is slipped
inside her cunt, still watching Tanja who’s doing good, her hands
caressing Roger’s balls, lips closed tightly around his cock, her
head bobbing until he lets go of the leash and takes hold of her
head with both hands, forcing her head deep onto his cock, fucking
her mouth for a minute, then shooting his cum inside her, pulling
out again, the last glob of cum landing on her cheek.

Tanja licks him clean,
like Kathrin has told her to, then waits patiently, looking up at
him. 

“Very well, slave. Now
join your fellow slaves,” Roger says, helping her to her feet. She
picks the table next to Kathrin who flashes her an approving smile.
All three women are now being fingered, more or less casually,
while the guests talk about them and comment on their
bodies. 

Tanja’s eyes widen in
surprise when a young man comes through the same door they have
come through. He’s naked, too, wears cuffs and a collar, but also a
leather cuff around his sack. His leash is dangling between his
legs, brushing against his semi erect cock as he slowly walks
across the room and kneels on the table next to Mary around which
sit three women, all of them wearing leather.

 


“Ladies, gentlemen,”
Roger addresses the guests. “It is a great honor to welcome our
newest slave, Tanja. She will mostly look tonight, but I am sure
she wouldn’t be happy if she can’t prove what a good girl she is.”
Tanja blushes when the guests applaud and praise her. “Now all
that’s left to be said is: Have a good time, enjoy yourselves and
most of all: Enjoy our lovely slaves.”

Kathrin is the first to
be lead away, following two men into one of the smaller rooms in
the back, while the man on whose fingers Mary has been fucking
herself for the last fifteen minutes slips them out of her, holds
them to her mouth to have her lick them clean before he takes hold
of her leash and leads her away too, followed by his friend. Two
more men follow them, one of them is pulling Tanja after him with
gentle tugs on the leash.

“Let’s string her up,”
the one who had fingered Mary says. He opens a cupboard, takes out
a couple of leather thongs and hands them to Tanja. “Braid her hair
tightly and weave those in.” 

The four men all finger
and tease Mary while Tanja braids the girl’s auburn hair in a tight
braid. They’re twisting and pinching her nipples, rubbing her cunt,
fucking her with their fingers, kneading her ass. She moans and
gasps, a trickle of her sweet juices leaves a glistening trail on
her thigh by the time Tanja steps back and kneels again, letting
the leather thongs fall into the crack of Mary’s perfect ass. Now
the man join forces to bind the brunette and soon she is tightly
bound, her ankles tied to her thighs, arms in a reverse prayer on
her back, her breasts framed by soft white cotton rope. The first
of the men, the one who has fingered her while she knelt on the
table, lowers a bar with rings on each end, hanging from a pulley,
then proceeds to tie Mary tightly to the bar. Then he pulls her
slowly up, making sure that most of her weight hangs in the ropes
around her body, but the strain on her elbows and legs is still
enough to be very uncomfortable, if not painful.

Once she is perfectly
positioned one of them goes to the cupboard and returns with a
shiny hook. Tanja’s eyes widen when she watches him squeeze lube
from a tube on the hook, then working the hook slowly into Mary’s
ass, twisting and pushing it all the way in. The girl’s moans get
louder and more strained when he slips the leather thongs braided
into her hair through the ring at the end of the hook, pulling on
them until her head is forced back, her mouth open, just the way it
is supposed to be.

“Lick her!” The command
comes as a surprise to Tanja, who has expected the man to fuck the
girl now. But they take their time, knowing that the evening has
only just begun.

They watch the blonde
kneel and position herself behind Mary, then, after a last moment
of hesitation, she begins to gingerly lick the glistening pussy.
“Touch yourself, girl, and make sure the cunt doesn’t cum,” one of
them says, stepping around Mary, opening the fly of his slacks.
Nobody needs to tell Mary what’s expected of her and she
immediately starts to lick the knob of his cock. As soon as the
dick is hard the man lays his hands on either side of her head and
starts to fuck her mouth, slowly in the beginning, then faster and
deeper, forcing his way down her throat, his balls slapping against
her chin, his pubic bone flattening her nose. Mary grunts, breathes
whenever she can, at the same time moaning with the pleasure of
Tanja’s mouth and tongue teasing her cunt.

 


In the meantime Tanja
struggles to cum. She wants to, she wants to be a good, obedient
girl, wants to do as she’s told, but she can’t relax enough to let
go. She looks pleadingly at the man who has ordered her to touch
herself but he motions her to keep going for a while, until he lets
her off the hook by ordering her to move and kneel beside Mary.

She watches as he takes
her place, places his hard cock at the entrance of Mary’s cunt,
pushing inside with one mighty thrust, evoking a gagged scream from
Mary. Hard to tell whether it’s a scream of pleasure, pain or just
surprise, most likely a combo of them all. Both men fuck the
swaying girl hard now, pushing inside at the same time, burying
their cocks deep in her mouth and cunt. She cums just when the guy
in her mouth starts to squirt his jism down her throat, her body
rigid for a moment, then a shiver running through it.

“Bad girl. Bad, bad,
girl,” one of the two bystanders comments, pinching her buttock.
Mary knows that she wasn’t supposed to cum, but there is just so
much she can do about it. Besides, she also knows that if she isn’t
going to be punished for cumming they punish her for something
else, or just because they can or want. They don’t really need an
excuse, not even a reason, to inflict pain on her. A minute later
the one fucking her pussy cums too, splattering his sperm on her
ass and back, then turns towards Tanja to have her clean his
dick.

Mary can barely take a
few deep breaths before the next cock enters her mouth, the last
guy already poised between her legs, pushing inside her just as
forceful as the one before her.

 


Once all the men have
used Mary, three of them sit down in comfortable chairs along the
wall, one goes to fetch nipple clamps from a cupboard. Mary’s eyes
widen when he dangles the clover clamps in front of her face. “We
all know how much you love them,” he snickers while bending down to
put them on her nipples, pulling on the connecting chain until the
girl whimpers. Then he looks at Tanja, thinking. “Let me guess, you
want to know how they feel. Right?”

She stares back at him
for a moment, then lowers her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

“I knew it. You get to
choose. Either I put some on your nips or you lick our cum from her
cunt. Or both, of course.”

Once again the blonde
thinks for a while. “Both, sir,” she whispers, blushing.

“Good girl. But before
we start I need to hang some weight on this cunt’s nipples. Don’t
want her to get bored.” That being done and Mary moaning with the
searing pain in her nipples he attaches similar clamps to Tanja’s
breasts, without weights, though. After he’s tied her arms behind
her back he orders her to lick the girl until she comes and joins
his mates to watch the scene.

 


Much later the four
slaves meet in the changing room again, splattered with cum,
bruised and welted, the girl’s cunts and tits throbbing, the guy’s
cock raw and limp, their whole bodies aching.

The four men have been
very pleased with Tanja, have even allowed her to name something
she would love to do. She had been lost for a minute, has requested
permission to confere with Mary for a moment, the two girls huddled
together on the floor, cum oozing out of Mary’s pussy, her ass
hurting from a thorough paddling she’d received as punishment for
cumming without permission.

“I have no idea what I
could want,” Tanja had whispered, still overwhelmed by
emotions.

“I’d ask them to
sandwich me,” Mary had replied. “Fill both my holes and fuck my
brains to mush.”

Tanja’s face had lit
up. “Yeah, I like that idea.” And then the man had tied her wrists
to the pulley, had pulled her up until she stood on her tiptoes,
the one fucking her pussy had held up her legs, another one had
slowly worked his cock into her ass and then they had fucked both
the girl’s cunt and ass and also fucked her brains to mush. And
when she had recovered from the double assault the next two had
done exactly the same one more time.

And now Tanja sits on
one of the chairs, waiting for the male slave to finish showering,
talking with Kathrin and Mary. 

“You were fantastic,
Tanja,” Mary says, putting on her dress. 

“Thank you. I think I
don’t need you to go down on me, though” Tanja replies with a tired
smile.

“I guessed as much.
It’d still be my pleasure.”

“No. No, thanks. I had
enough for tonight. Sorry.”

“No need to be sorry.
Are you coming again?”

“I’ll have to think
about it.” 

Mary nods, then,
without having showered, cum still sticking to her body and face,
she says good bye, wishes everybody a good weekend and departs.
Once again she walks towards the station, trying to ignore the
comments of the guys as she walks past them, once again she has a
coffee and a croissant at the Quippini before she takes a
cab home and crashes onto her bed after a long shower.

 


***

 


Finn can hear her
whistling before he sees her. He doesn’t recognize the tune but he
has heard her whistle before, when she cycled away after they had
sat at the river bank. Then she turns the corner and comes into
sight from behind a hazel bush, in red spandex shorts and a white
shirt, her chestnut hair tied in a pony tail which bobs as she
stands up in the pedals to ride up the steep slope to where he is
waiting.

She stops right beside
him. “Hi Finn,” she says, leaning in towards him to kiss him on the
cheeks. “Ready to ride?”

“Hi Marianthi. Sure,
let’s go. You first.” 

They ride in silence,
not because there’s nothing to talk about but because the hill is
steep and they need all the breath they can get. Once on top of the
hill they follow its crest, a gentle up and down ride until Finn
slows down again, telling her to wait. 

“What’s up? Tired?” she
teases, taking a swig from her water bottle and wiping the sweat
from her forehead.

“Yes, that too. You’re
too fast for me,” he says, slowly rolling towards a crossing
further down the path. “Don’t forget that I’m an old man.”

“Ha! Yeah, you’re old.
Better move into a retirement home as long as you can.”

“Right. We’ll see who’s
old and frail, who’s a chicken and who’s got balls of steel.” He
stops at a spot where a narrow path disappears in the
underbrush.

 

“Can’t compete with the
balls of steel, but I’m no chicken just so you know.”

“OK, here it is.”

“Huh? What’s here?”

“Downhill trail. Pretty
rough. You can always go the girly way, of course. I’ll wait for
you in the restaurant.”

As he has expected she
shoots him a glance that equals a firm kick in his butt, then
starts to cycle on the narrow trail that leads into the underbrush
without a further word. After a few meters the trail becomes steep
and even narrowre but now it is about her pride and about showing
him who’s a chicken and who’s not and so Marianthi goes faster than
she usually would have. 

The outcome is not
entirely unexpected. She has to break hard because a log lies
across the trail, the rear wheel of her bike loses contact with the
ground and comes up higher and higher, her body tilts forward
further and further until the laws of gravity and dynamics finally
join forces and send her crashing into a stand of tiny beeches. For
a moment she lays there, trying to decide whether she should laugh
or be angry at herself, then she rolls on her back, just in time to
see Finn bending over her, asking her whether she’s fine.

“Yes, I’m fine,
perfectly fine,” she says, only a little bit groggy, and when he
takes her hand to help her up she pulls him down instead, right on
top of her, their lips meeting, locking for a long time, heads
turned because of the helmets, her hand on his back, the other
sliding over his bike shorts, kneading his buttock through the
spandex. His, in turn, eventually finds a way beneath her jersey
and sports bra, finding a very soft, firm breast and an erect
nipple.

 


She only breaks the
kiss when his hand which has been beneath her shorts kneading her
ass glides towards her pussy and cups it, one of his fingers
already parting her folds, eager to explore her hot, wet pussy.
“Not now, Finn. Not yet,” she gasps, holding his wrist.

He stops, retracts his
hand and kneels between her legs. “I’m sorry, I didn’t want to rush
things.”

“Don’t be. It’s OK. I’m
OK. It’s all happened a bit fast is all.” Scrambling to her feet
she brushes dried leaves and sticks off of herself. “I ... I didn’t
plan it like this. I mean, the kissing and all. I think I need a
bit more time.”

“OK, take all the time
you need,” he reassures her, although all the time she needs is
definitely more than he is fine with. He’d like to take her right
here and now, pull down her shorts, kiss her between her legs,
taste her and smell her before he pulls down his own shorts and
plunges into her soft wet pussy. But that’s not the way it works
and he’s not one of those guys who rush a girl into doing something
they’re not ready to do yet.

“Thanks,” she says,
plucking a leave out of his hair, looking in his eyes. “Thank you,
Finn,” she repeats once more, then turns to get her bike out of the
bush into which it has toppled. 

 


A minute later they
resume their ride, slower this time, not risking their necks
anymore, until they reach the bottom of the hill and continue cross
country towards the river. 

“Want to take a dip?”
she asks, much to Finn’s surprise, when they reach the river. It’s
rolling silently, about forty meters wide, maybe one and a half
deep, already going slow because of the hydroelectric dam a few
kilometers downstream.

“I don’t have
swimwear,” Finn states.

“Me neither. Go with
your shorts or go skinny dipping.”

He looks at her
questioningly. “You’re a strange woman, Marianthi. A wonderful,
strange woman.”

“Because I didn’t want
sex but have no problem to skinny dip now?”

“Yes. Most other women
wouldn’t even think of getting out of their clothes now. There’d be
awkward silence instead. Maybe even tears and drama.”

“I’m not most other
women.” Marianthi leans her bike against the trunk of an old poplar
and kicks off her shoes, then quickly strips out of her clothes and
runs the fifteen meters to the shore, clambering over the big
boulders. Finn cannot help but stare at her, knowing that he
shouldn’t. But when you see the girl you’ve fallen in love with
naked for the first time you cannot not stare. Not if you’re a guy.
It’s just not how guys are wired. And so he watches, looks at the
perfect orbs of her ass, the dark slit of her pussy when she
spreads her legs to step from one boulder to the next, then, when
she turns and smiles at him, urging him to hurry up, he looks at
her firm breasts who look exactly how they have felt when he has
fondled them earlier.

“Come on, Finn. The
water is wonderful.” She laughs at him, not minding his eyes on her
body. “Hello-ho, Marianthi to Captain Finn, can you hear me? Stop
staring at my tits and get your ass in gear.”

Finally he snaps out of
his reverie and undresses as quickly as Marianthi did, joining her
at the river’s edge on a large boulder, from which they jump into
the water simultaneously. 

 


She takes his hand as
they walk back to their bikes, seemingly unconcerned by the few
folks strolling along the path to their left. Finn stops when he
feels himself getting hard. He pulls her close, holds both her
hands. “I love you, Marianthi,” he whispers.

“I know.” This isn’t
exactly what he expected to hear from her, but it could have been
worse.

“I want to kiss, you,”
he goes on, then, when she doesn’t react except for her eyes which
start to sparkle he pulls her close, kisses her passionately, her
lips parting, inviting his tongue into her mouth. They stand on the
grassy bank for a long time, until her hair is almost dry again,
all the time kissing and completely oblivious to the people
staring, most of them smiling, some shaking their heads. 

This time it’s Finn who
breaks their kiss. “I love you,” he says once again. “I love how
you think, I love how you move, I love how you taste, I love how
you feel, I love how you smell, I love everything about you. I love
you.”

This time she doesn’t
respond at all. She just looks up into his eyes, letting him see
how she feels, if he can. Finally she starts to grin. “I don’t know
yet, Finn. All I know is that your little friend down there,” she
looks down between them, “seems to be eager to poke a hole in my
belly.”

He blushes a deep
scarlet, she laughs and runs towards her bike, putting on her
shorts and jersey. She’s still giggling when she sits on her bike
and waits for Finn to get ready.

“I love the way you
laugh and giggle, too,” he says eventually as they roll alongside
each other, the pace gentle now. “Just so you know.”

“And I love that you
don’t get mad when I laugh at you,” she replies. Then she picks up
the pace, cycling towards the next hill. “I know a restaurant up
there that serves some kick-ass rhubarb pie. You’re invited.”

 


As it turns out she
hasn’t even brought money so he ends up picking up the tab. He
couldn’t have cared less, though. Then they head home again,
towards Zurich. 

“Want a coffee?” he
asks grinning when they stop in front of his house.

“Yes, I do,” she
answers to his surprise. Then she goes on and crushes his hopes
with the next sentence. “But I can’t. Have to get up tomorrow and
need to shower and get proper clothes.”

“OK, too bad, maybe
another time,” Finn says, his face falling.

Marianthi looks at him
and smiles that killer smile that never fails to increase his
heartbeat to twice its usual pace. “Or you could come to my place
and I make us dinner.”

He looks at her,
looking for signs that she’s pulling his leg, but it doesn’t seem
so, there’s this sparkling again in her eyes, the one he’d seen
before he kissed her next to the river. “Yes, I’d love to eat
dinner with you, you wonderful, strange woman.”

She waits outside on
the street, enjoying the evening sun while he hurries inside for a
shower and a change of clothes. He’s even bold enough to pack a
toothbrush, just in case. Then they ride through the city, his eyes
on her all the time as he follows her, admiring the way her muscles
move beneath the shiny fabric of her shorts, the bobbing of her
pony tail, the slender arms, the muscular calves,
everything. 

 


“That was fantastic,”
he states, wiping his lips after he’s finished the third serving of
spaghetti all’amatriciana. 

“No it wasn’t. Not by
far. Not enough time. Anyway, now for coffee.” She gets up,
straightening the sarong she has wrapped around her body after she
has showered. He has already seen her bare legs for many hours
today but he can’t get enough of the sight. He has also noticed
that she apparently isn’t wearing panties beneath the
sarong. 

“Wait, let me do the
dishes,” he says and takes hold of her wrist when she wants to pick
up their plates. She stops, still leaning across the table, her
lips parting, looking at him, her eyes sparkling more than ever.
Then, with a swift motion, she pushes the plates and cutlery to the
side and sits on the table, swinging her body around, one leg over
his head, until she sits in front of him, legs apart, the sarong
around her hips, leaving no doubt whether she is wearing panties or
not as her clean shaved and glistening pussy is exposed to his
gaze.

“Make love to me, Finn.
Make love to me now,” she whispers in a hoarse voice, oblivious to
his complete and utter confusion about her sudden course of action,
leaning forward to take his head between her hands and kiss him,
then gently directing him down her body to her pussy, until she
feels his mouth on it.

A long moan escapes her
lips when his tongue glides along her slit, parting her, opening
her. She lays down on her back, feet on Finn’s shoulders, the edge
of the table cuts into her asscheeks much like her fingernails dig
into the old wood. Her pussy tastes and smells exactly how Finn
imagined it, sweet and musky and womanly, and he takes his time
between her legs, despite her pleas to make her cum. When she
eventually climaxes she pulls his head close, her legs trapping him
in place as her body shudders and writhes, his face full of her
sweet juice. Then she pulls him up again, sits up too, kisses his
face, licks her juice off of it and opens his trousers, pushing
down the shorts before she lies back once again and pulls him on
top of herself. “Now fuck me, Finn! Fuck me fuck me fuck me!”

It is quite a
superfluous plea, for fucking her is exactly what Finn was about to
do anyway. Still, it’s always nice to hear a girl beg you to fuck
her and he’s of course very pleased to oblige her. 

 


“Hmm, that was good,”
she purrs, pinned on the table beneath Finn, his cock still inside
her, his cum oozing down her leg into the crack of her ass.

“No, it wasn’t good,”
he says, kissing her neck, smiling when he feels how she turns her
head to look at him. “It was perfect. Fucking perfect, or the
perfect fucking.”

Marianthi smiles,
kisses him, then wiggles out from under him, sitting up on the
table once again. “Still want that coffee?”

“Yep.”

She jumps off the table
and goes to the kitchen while he stops to gather the plates and
cutlery. In the kitchen he decides he’ll do the dishes later and
knead her ass and tits instead.

“Whoa, honey, not so
quick. There won’t ever be any coffee if you keep doing this.”

“Fuck coffee.”

“No, you fuck me, I
fuck you, but only after the coffee.” She wiggles out of his
embrace and fills the cafetiere with ground coffee, screws it tight
and puts it on the stove.

Finn leans against the
fridge, watches the curves of her ass as she moves about the
kitchen. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” she answers,
rummaging in a cupboard for the sugar.

“What made you change
your mind?”

“About the sex?”

“Yes.”

She thinks for a
moment, then shakes her head, looking at him. “Don’t know, really.
It felt right. Besides, it’s too long since I had sex.”

They have coffee,
sitting naked on the floor, neither of them talking, both content
with looking at the other. Then they move to her tiny bedroom with
the tiny bed. But the size of her bed doesn’t matter at all, for
the rest of the night their bodies are melted together, locked like
two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, parting only twice when they have to
make a trip to the bathroom. The second time Marianthi returns to
the bedroom, a toothbrush sticking out of her mouth, another in her
hand, holding it out for him.

“I’ve got my own,” he
grins.

“Quite the self-assured
guy, to bring a toothbrush to a girl’s place the first time you go
there, huh?” she says, turning back again to stand at the sink.

“Yep.” 

“Good. I like it when a
guy knows what he wants”, she says after she’s spit out the
toothpaste. When he sees her standing there, leaning forward to
wash her face, legs parted, pussy exposed, asshole peeking from
between her cheeks he immediately gets down on his knees and starts
to rim her ass. He feels her body tense for a second, then she
relaxes, her moans soon getting louder.

Finally he stands again
and directs his dick at her cunt. “That was nice, Finn. Nobody has
ever done that before.”

“I intend to do it as
often as possible,” he replies, pushing inside her.

“Not here, please,” she
whispers.

“OK, as you wish.” He
remains inside her, though, while he brushes his teeth, slowly
fucking her while their eyes meet in the mirror. Then he walks her
back to the bed, her hand keeping his cock all the time inside her
pussy. 

 


***

 


The next Friday is
tough. Mary arrives half an hour early, as she has promised. Lars
is already waiting. He follows her into the changing room and
watches her strip out of her dress, then present herself with her
hands behind her head, legs apart, her firm breasts pushed out.

“Help yourself,” she
says with a lewd smile. “To whatever you want.” And he does. He
grabs her, lays her over the table in front of the vanity, fingers
her for a minute, just to get her a bit wet and ready, then fucks
her hard for a couple of minutes before he slips out of her cunt
and into her ass. Their eyes meet in the mirror and he sees that
hers are sparkling, but they also have a dreamy expression he
hasn’t seen before.

Once he is done he
remains inside her, telling her to clench and unclench her ass,
until he feels himself getting hard again. Then he pulls out and
waits for her to turn around. “Suck me.”

Mary obediently goes
down on her knees and sucks him off, confirming his assumption that
she is a terrific cocksucker. He likes the way she looks up at him
with big eyes, both obedience and a hint of defiance in them, as if
she wants him to tell that he could never dish out more than she
was willing and able to take. Which is probably quite
true.

At last he shoots his
cum into her mouth, wipes his dick on her cheeks and then helps her
to her feet. “Just like I thought, you’re a fantastic fuck and a
great cocksucker.”

She smiles, blushes a
bit. “Thank you Lars. I do my best.”

“I know girl. That’s
why you’re everybody’s darling here.” He slaps her butt lightly as
he passes her on the way out. “Now get ready or you might end up
being everybody’s target for whipping practice.”

 


Then it gets tough.
Mary and Tanja are the only slaves since Kathrin and another woman
who was supposed to serve this night have called in sick and
Jeroen, the slave boy, has sprained an ankle and can’t come
either.

“I can do that,” Tanja
says when Mary tells her about it. “I know I can.”

“That’s my girl,” says
Mary and finishes braiding Tanja’s hair. Then they head out to meet
their ordeal, heads held high, backs straight and proud but at
least one of them also has a rather queasy feeling about the
evening. 

Several hours later
they can barely walk when Roger leads them back to the changing
room, an arm around the waist of each girl. “You did both very
well, my lovely slaves. I’m very proud of you.”

“Thank you, Sir,” they
reply in unison, Tanja already heading for the shower to wash away
the cum and juices. Their asses hurt, their pussies hurt, their
tits hurt, their jaws feel like they’ve come loose and they’re both
weary and exhausted. Yet both feel good and alive, proud of
themselves, happy.

“Sir?”

“Yes, Mary?”

“Can I talk to you for
a moment?”

“Of course, love.” She
follows him out to the empty bar. All the guests have already left,
all that remains are a few used glasses and some spots of cum and
cunt juice on the floor and on the tables. “Something to drink?” he
asks her.

“A coke, please.” She
waits for him to pop open a can, then empties it in one go. “Thank
you. I wanted to ask you to stop sending me money,” she says,
looking him in the eyes, but with the look of a slave, even if they
are not Master and slave but just friends. Everything else would
feel wrong, at least to her.

“What money?”

“The four thousand that
arrive on my bank account each month. I’d rather not have it. I’m
not a whore.”

Roger doesn’t miss a
beat. “If you were a whore you wouldn’t be here.”

She smiles. “Yes, true.
Still, I don’t need it and I don’t want it. I would feel better if
I didn’t get it. As a matter of fact I always donate it to the
girl’s shelter.”

“Really?” Roger sounds
surprised and impressed.

“Yes, really.”

“You’re a strange
woman, Mary. A wonderful and strange woman and just about the best
slave I’ve ever met.”

Now she blushes deeply,
casting down her eyes. “Thank you, sir. Now, what about that
money?”

He looks at her for a
moment, then leans across the bar and kisses her lovingly on the
forehead. “Ok, since you don’t want it, I’ll stop sending you the
four thousand.”

“Thank you Sir.”

“I’ll make sure it’s
five thousand from now on,” he goes on, grinning. “It’s for your
expenses, so at least keep the money for your taxi fares and do
something good with the rest, like donating it to the girl’s
shelter. I’m not going to discuss this any further, understood?” He
says in a commanding voice when she wants to protest and looks
directly into her eyes until she nods and says that she
understands.

“Good girl. And if you
ever need anything, do not hesitate to ask me. Please.”

“Yes, Sir.” She gets
up, they kiss on the cheeks, say good night, then he watches her
walking back to the dressing room, thinking that she would be the
perfect girl, the perfect slave, the woman he could love. He has
said so once, some time ago and all she has replied was that this
was not possible and politely begged him to never ask her again. He
is man enough to respect her decision but it sure hurts if you see
perfection every week but can only call it yours for a few hours.
Still, a few hours is far better than not at all.

 


Today Mary takes a cab
together with Tanja. They both head to the coffee shop where she
usually has her coffee since Tanja has asked her whether they could
talk. “Just half an hour, please.”

Mary has said yes,
despite her yearning to be alone and go home, clean herself of the
night’s filth, the cum sticking to her skin, the woman’s juices in
her hair, then sleep, sleep, sleep. Also, she has a pretty good
idea what Tanja wants to talk about and if she’s right about that
then she also knows that she doesn’t have an answer for the
girl.

“Why do you do this?”
Tanja asks, confirming Mary’s hunch as soon as they sit at a small
table, a large café latte in front of each woman.

“Because I have to,”
Mary replies, not looking up from stirring her coffee.

“Huh? You mean,
someone’s forcing you to do this?”

Mary laughs dryly and
looks up. “No, not at all. What I mean is ... I ... well, I have
to. I tried to stop once and almost fell into a depression. It’s an
urge I can’t fight, really. I do enjoy it when I do it, but I’d
rather not do it, to be honest.”

“Oh. I see.” But she
clearly doesn’t. Tanja goes there because she likes the thrill of
it, the sex without any attachment. She doesn’t feel as if she has
to, she could go out and find a man for the night, it’s just easier
to go to the club to have sex and get fucked and used without
having to go through the hassle of finding a mate.

Mary keeps talking, all
the time stirring her coffee. “I had such fantasies since I can
remember. Forced sex, rough, brutal sex. Rape fantasies. A few
years ago I went online, joined discussions, posted a few stories.
One day I got a mail. It was from Roger. He said he could make my
fantasies come true, if I wanted.” She pauses and looks up at
Tanja, her face bearing a pained expression. “I did. And now I ...
I feel hollow, empty after two weeks without going to the club.”
She stops, sips from her coffee and leans back. “I wished I could
stop. But I can’t.”

Once again she looks
up, sighs and shakes her head. “Sorry, I didn’t want to bother you
with my problems. I should be going.” Mary gets up, hesitates as if
she wants to add something, then opens her purse and puts a bill on
the table. “I’m really sorry. Good night. Sleep well.”

 


***

 


Over the next three
months Marianthi and Finn see a lot of each other. They go to the
movies, biking or swimming in the lake, meet friends or go to
parties or just enjoy their time together, just like a normal
couple. But they never meet on a Friday evening or on a Saturday
during the day except once, when they both are off work on a Friday
because it’s the national holiday. They go hiking on that occasion,
walking right across the Alps, or at least part of it, packing a
tent, sleeping bags, Therm-a-Rests, even a stove. They put up the
tent on the Greina, a beautiful, wide valley, meandered by a chilly
and clear creek, high up in the Alps between Grisons and Ticino,
disrespecting the fact that it’s not allowed to camp in the
area. 

Dusk is already
settling in when Finn boils water for a coffee. Marianthi drags out
her cot and sleeping bag, then snuggles in because it’s a clear but
chilly night with myriads of stars in the moonless sky. The
surrounding mountains are rugged, black shadows against the dark
sky, the murmuring of the nearby creek barely audible.

They drink coffee in
silence, his arm around her waist, her head on his shoulder. “Look,
a shooting star,” they say simultaneously when they see a white
streak disappear behind one of the mountains. Marianthi doesn’t
have to think very hard about what she should wish for. Neither
does Finn.

Later they both lie in
their zipped together sleeping bags in the tent, naked bodies
pressed against each other, her buttocks rubbing against his hips,
his hand cupping her breast, idly playing with the nipple, the
scent of her body, mixed with sweat and a hint of lime shampoo
heavy in his nose as he buries his face in the crook of her
neck.

“What is it you do on
Fridays, Marianthi? Can you tell me?” he asks softly and feels her
going immediately rigid, like she did on their first date, when
they sat on the concrete steps at the river and he called her
Mary.

“No ... no Finn. I ...
I can’t talk about it. I’m sorry.” She falls silent but her body
starts to shake as she begins to cry. “I’m so sorry.” A sob shakes
her body, then she lies silent again. “Please.” 

“It’s OK, love. You
don’t have to tell me,” he says soothingly, kissing her softly, but
the truth is that he can’t bear not to know what she’s doing during
that time. He’s having the wildest ideas, but none of them comes
even close to the truth.

Eventually she calms
down again, then reaches back to stroke him, until she can feel him
poke into the crack of her ass. “Make love to me, Finn. Take me
now, let me feel that I’m yours”, she whispers, raising her leg as
far as she can in the confined space of the sleeping bag, gasping
and moaning when she feels him slip inside her, his cock slowly
grinding into her pussy, her hips rolling to meet his steady, slow
thrusts. 

 


***

 


It’s pure chance when
Finn eventually finds out about Marianthi’s whereabouts on those
Fridays. He has played with the idea of following her, but then
discarded that thought again, hoping that eventually she’d tell him
on her own. However, he does think about it at least every
Friday.

But then he goes to a
punk concert on a Friday evening and lingers outside the venue with
a friend, drinking a beer and taking a few drags on a joint while
inside the club one of the city’s relics from the punk era creates
pandemonium when a woman walking by on the other side of he street
catches his attention. At first he doesn’t even recognize her.
Everything is different about her. Instead of faded jeans or a
skirt with a simple top she wears a short dress, the hem in the
upper half of her shapely thighs, her legs clad in black silk, her
feet in high heeled shoes, not in the comfy Pumas or low heeled
sandals which Marianthi usually wears. Gone is her beloved old and
creased leather jacket, replaced by a very elegant black jacket
which accentuates her slim waist.

Her shiny chestnut
hair, usually tied in a loose pony tail or just falling in untamed
locks past her shoulders is now held together by a red silk scarf,
her face made up. Instead of just a bit of gloss and maybe some
mascara she has put on the reddest lipstick he’s ever seen on a
woman. ‘No, this not Marianthi, this is a different women,’
he thinks, about to turn his attention back to his friend again.
That’s when she flicks her hair.

 


***

 


Mary crawls on the
floor, breasts gliding across the polished granite, her ass, from
which rises a cat’s tail attached to a butt plug, high in the air
as she moves from one man to the next, kissing their feet, begging
each of them to let her fuck herself on his shoes like the filthy,
wanton cunt she is. They laugh, pull her up, make her suck them
off, each of them shooting his cum over her face, then they tell
her to move on, ask the next guy. 

When she’s completed
the round she’s ordered to climb upon the table on which a huge
dildo is mounted. They watch her as she grinds her hips, slowly
lowering her body onto the artificial cock, moaning and wincing as
her cunt is stretched to the limit. The cat’s tail is crushed
agains the table, adding to the sensations in her body, the
movement of the butt plug inside her making her gasp, the guys all
the time telling her what a horny slut she is, what a filthy,
cockhungry cunt. Her pussy is dripping, juices running down the
dildo when she starts to slowly fuck herself as she is told to
do.

They watch her for a
few minutes, then one of them gets up and ties her ankles to the
table’s legs and loops a rope around her upper thighs, thus fixing
her onto the dildo. He grabs her hair, pulls her body and head
back, until she’s facing backward, her tits stretched flat, except
for her hard, dark nipples. The position is very uncomfortable,
bordering on painful and she begs him to stop and release her but
he doesn’t listen. As long as she doesn’t use her safeword he
won’t. Instead, he ties her head down, too, then starts to fuck her
mouth.

They all use her like
this, pinching her nipples, soiling her body with their cum. At
long last one of the female guests fucks herself on her face before
they finally release her again. 

She lies on the floor,
hurting and aching, the cum and juice drying on her body. One of
the men crouches down behind her, pulls the plug from her ass,
commenting that she’s ready to be fucked in her ass, helping her up
again, this time to kneel on the table, ass stuck out. She sucks
each of them, until he’s hard again, then looks up and begs him to
fuck her ass.

 


It’s late in the night
when Roger helps Marianthi to her feet again and walks to a couch
where he lays her down, then brings her a coke. He sits down beside
her, stroking her hair gently, holding the can to her lips. “What’s
up, girl?” he asks as she rests her head on his lap. “You seem to
be begging for them to be more and more extreme.” He’s a bit
worried about the girl. She’s always liked to play it rough and
tough, but in the last few weeks he has noticed that it gets
rougher and tougher every week. 

“I don’t know, Sir,”
she replies truthfully. “I can’t stop myself. It feels as if I need
to be punished, although I wouldn’t know what for.” She pauses,
takes a sip of coke. “I know it’s becoming too much ... but I can’t
do anything about it.”

He proposes she take a
break, stay away from the club for a while, but she begs him not to
and so he finally decides that he will monitor her even more
closely when she’s here, make sure she doesn’t go further than is
good for her.

Tonight Roger drives
her home. He makes sure she’s safely tucked into her bed and fast
asleep, then he bends down to kiss her on the forehead. 

“Take care, you
wonderful, strange woman”, he whispers, then he heads out, locks
the door to her apartment and puts the key in her post box. He
doesn’t notice the young man on the other side of the street,
sitting on the steps that lead up the hillside between the houses
as he gets into his Mercedes and drives away, the image of the
naked girl with the bruised body curled up on her bed before he
covered her with a blanket imprinted on his mind.

 


***

 


Three weeks later Finn
fucks it all up. It’s Sunday evening, they’re at his place, having
spent the afternoon cycling, then he cooked dinner while she
lounged on the sofa, reading a Joy Fielding novel. Now they’re
lying in bed, kissing and fondling. His hand on her ass, finger
circling her rosebud, lips touching and tongues dancing. He presses
his finger against her anus and all of a sudden he has the
overwhelming urge to fuck her ass. Finn scoops up some of her
juices, spreads it across her ass, dilates her rosebud, then flips
her onto her back, pinning her arms above her, spreading her legs
with his knees, pushing down, guiding his cock towards her ass,
placing the tip on her anus.

“No, please,” she
whispers, barely audible.

“Why not?” he asks,
suddenly angry.

“Because I don’t want
to,” she answers, still whispering quietly.

“But we both know you
like it. We both know you like being fucked in all your holes.” He
presses down on her asshole, the cock’s tip gliding in a little
bit.

Her cry is muffled by
the cushion, but she still holds still. 

“Don’t you? Answer me,
Marianthi.” He’s hissing now. “Tell me you don’t like it and I stop
immediately. Tell me, Marianthi.” He presses further down, feeling
her tight ass around the knob of his cock. “Or should I call you
Mary?”

That’s when she moves.
She puts her leg out and pushes herself up with the help of it so
hard that he is catapulted off the bed. Then she jumps up, grabs
her jeans, a sweater, runs to the living room where she puts them
on, not bothering with underwear or socks. He goes after her but
when he sees the look in her eyes he thinks better of trying to
stop her.

At last she opens the
door and turns around, already halfway on the staircase. “I’m not
Mary!” her voice is shrill, her cry loud enough to wake the
neighbours. “I’m not Mary!” The door bangs shut after her, the
sound of her bare feet loud on the wooden steps, another bang as
the door leading out to the street is slammed shut, too.

“Shit! Shit, shit,
shit!” Finn shouts, angry at himself, knowing that he just
completely fucked it up. No use going after her now, though, that
much he knows. If he can do anything about it, it’s later.
Tomorrow. He will call her tomorrow and apologize, tell her that he
knows what she does on Fridays, tell her that he understands that
on Friday nights she’s Mary, not Marianthi. Ask her to forgive him,
but also ask her to think about what they could do about it, what
they could do about Mary.

 


***

 


Marianthi, who is not
Mary, not now anyway, but just a young, confused and hurt woman,
walks down the street. Her cheeks are streaked with tears, her sobs
loud in the quiet night. “I’m not Mary,” she cries again and again,
the cold already creeping up her naked feet, her arms wrapped
around her in a failed attempt to protect her from the chilly wind
and to comfort herself. “I’m not Mary,” she repeats, her voice a
hoarse whisper now, her chest heaving. “I’m not Mary.” 

She walks for a long
time, without knowing where she goes, let alone caring about it,
repeating the same words like a mantra, oblivious to the cold. “I’m
not Mary.”

Finally she stops and
looks up at the sky. “I hate you, Mary, I hate hate hate you!” she
screams at the top of her lungs, then she sinks to her knees on the
cold pavement in the shadow of a yew tree and cries for a long
time, her face buried in her hands, breathing deeply, exhausted
after all this walking, but even more because of her emotional
distress.

 


***

 


Finn, of course, can’t
sleep and is tossing around in his bed. He’s paced his flat for an
hour already. His mind is reeling, he’s thinking of scenarios how
he should have proceeded. Anything would have been better than to
threaten her to rape her anally, which, if he thinks about it, is
exactly what he has done. He’s so lost in his thoughts that he
doesn’t hear the sound of the apartment door opening or her bare
feet treading on the hardwood floor, doesn’t hear the soft creaking
of his bedroom door. He only notices her when she stands beside his
bed, shivering from the cold.

She slips in beside
him, still dressed. “Hold me, Finn. Hold me tight.”

Before he can say
anything she lays a finger on his lips. Her voice is a hoarse
whisper when she talks. “I don’t know what I can do about Mary. All
I know is that I need your help and support to find a way out of
this.” She pauses, kisses him on his lips “And I know that I love
you.”

“I love you too,
Marianthi. I love you more than ever before .”

Held by the man she
loves and whom she loves in turn Marianthi soon falls asleep,
smiling with the knowledge that she’s just made the first step to
liberate herself from Mary.

 


 


PS: This story
is about as finished as can be. There won’t be a second part. Thank
you.

 


 


More of my
writings, including free stories: http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/lucyinthesky

Contact me at
mailto:lits82@gmail.com if you want to give
feedback.
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