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Chapter One

 

     “I’m on a train,” said Jennifer. “It’s crowded and there is no place to sit, so I’m strap hanging. I look around at the other people on the train the way I do when I am bored. Then I see this great looking guy. He’s tall and dark, Italian maybe, or Greek”

     “Or a terrorist from the Middle East,” someone gibed.

     “Come on, it’s her fantasy, he’s whatever she wants him to be,” another voice answered.

     “Ignore them, Jennifer. Continue.” It was Jana who spoke this time. She had no patience with thoughtless witticisms from the other women in the group. They were inspired by embarrassment, she knew. Inhibitions die hard, even here.

     They were gathered in Jana’s living room. The group had no name, and no common purpose except frank conversation. One night a week the women came to talk, never less than six or more than a dozen of them. Corporate lawyers sat beside housewives to kick off their shoes and scrunch bare toes into the carpet. They came to let their hair down and sometimes search their souls, an enterprise that only Jana could approach without the safety valves of laughter and tears. It was this reserve that kept the others in awe of her.

     “He’s smiling at me,” Jennifer continued, coloring slightly. “I know he wants me very badly. I like that. I feel powerful, knowing that he can only have me if I let him, but I want him too. I go to him. The motion of the train makes my body sway, enticing him. I sit on his lap and open my coat to let him see that I am naked under it. Then I spread the coat around us so that no one else can see. When I unzip him, he is hard as a rock and thick as your wrist, but I’m oozing by now, and he glides into me with no trouble. I ride up and down on him, very slowly. No one around us knows what’s happening. He tries to speak, but I put a finger to his lips to silence him. I mock him with my eyes, sure of my control. Then the train goes into a tunnel, and in the darkness I quicken the pace and ride him hard. We cum together, our cries of pleasure are drowned out by the train whistle.”

     “That’s so Freudian!” someone groaned.

     Jana reserved comment and turned to Tam. “Tell us your fantasy.” 

     Tam had been dreading this moment. She had seated herself to the rear of the group and tried to make herself small behind the others, hoping that she would be overlooked. Until now, the fantasies that had been related had aroused, or provoked giggles and groans. She was afraid that hers would shock. Tam had been shy about joining this gathering, and only in the last weeks had she come to hope that she might consider some of the other women friends. After tonight, they would probably never see her the same way again.

     She could lie, but Jana seemed to have a talent for detecting falsehoods, and was quick to reprimand any member who hedged or evaded when it was her turn to speak. Tam wasn’t glib enough to substitute a rehash of one of the stories they had just heard. She was incapable of invention. If she could bring herself to speak at all, she would speak the truth.

     “Tam?

     “It’s hard!” her exclamation exploded around the words. She hadn’t been aware that she was holding her breath.

     “We all love you, Tam,” Jana prompted. “Nothing that you say will make us think less of you.”

     A murmur of endearments came from the others. Jennifer called out, “Come on, Tam. Make us hot!” Someone giggled at that, but the giggler was shushed when the other women realized that Tam was beginning to speak.

     “I’m naked in a stone cell. I’m not even allowed a blanket. My bed is a thin pile of straw. The only light comes from a tiny, high window. I sleep by day in a little patch of sunlight, seeking warmth. My plumbing is a cold water spigot and a hole in the floor. I eat pet food and table scraps. When food arrives through a slot in the door, I fall on it and lick the platter clean.

     “They come for me at night. They blindfold me and bind me before they lead me away. I never see who they are. There is only the hard grip of rough hands dragging me down long hallways to the torture chamber. If I fight them, they drive me like an animal with electric prods and whips. I never see the room where I am abused, but I imagine that it is covered with white tile, like a surgery or abattoir. They use me like a sex doll, and hurt me for fun. There are many ways to cause great pain with minor physical damage, and they know them all. They are careful never to endanger my health or spoil my looks, but I suffer like a soul in hell. It goes on night after night. No one knows that I am there. No one hears my screams beyond the walls.”

     Tam had been delivering her narrative to the floor, unable to meet the eyes of her listeners. Her small body and delicate features made her appear childlike as she clasped her hands together and bowed her head. Her dark hair veiled her large and innocent eyes. It was hard for those who listened to believe that this gamine could tell such a dreadful tale.

     The banter and wit had gone out of the gathering, and stillness had fallen over the room as Tam’s voice had lowered. When her story began, her words were halting, but they came faster as she lost herself in a private vision. She looked up suddenly, realizing that the intensity of her own desire had betrayed her in front of the entire group. They stared back, mesmerized or frozen in shock, she couldn’t tell.

     Jennifer cleared her throat and the other women stirred at last, grateful that someone was about to bury what they felt.

     “Are you rescued?”

     That would make it all right, of course. Human hope demands the fairy tale ending, the daring rescue, the clever escape, the handsome prince, happily ever after.

     “No,” said Tam. “I never get out.”

     Tam was painfully aware that the other women were exchanging glances, though no one would look at her. She knew that the unanimous verdict was in. They all thought that poor Tam was one sick puppy.

     “Are there any comments or questions?” asked Jana. Something in the tone of her voice made the question seem like a dare. The only response she received was an uneasy silence. Jana’s searchlight eyes scanned the room, but no one could meet her gaze.

     “Okay, good session,” she announced. “I suggest we call it a night. Maybe next week we can talk about the relationships we have with our mothers.”

     The women in the room responded with hoots, catcalls, and good natured moans, as each considered her own brand of maternal grief. The cold spell had been broken.

     Tam sent a look of gratitude toward Jana, realizing that she had just been spared a lot of embarrassment. No one would be analyzing or condemning Tam’s depravity. Jana caught the look, and locked eyes with Tam as the other women gathered themselves to leave.

     “I owe you,” Tam said with her eyes.

     Jana smiled back, mocking her with newborn knowing, answering silently, “I will collect.”






  







Chapter Two

                    

     When the phone rang, Tam knew before she answered that it would be Jana.

     “I must see you, Tam. Come over tonight.” Simple and direct, that was Jana. Tam had expected her to invent a reason, but realized that the woman was beyond the need to excuse herself or please. Tam knew that her confession of the night before had struck a sympathetic chord. The brief touch of Jana’s eyes had stirred something in Tam, a feeling that she could not identify, apprehension perhaps, or longing. It was no time to be coy. Tam’s answer was also guileless, and a date was made.

     The night before, the other women had treated Tam like a leper, scooping up their coffee cups and saying hasty farewells with furtive glances in her direction. As Tam made her retreat, she had been aware of Jana watching her go.

     Though no words had been spoken, Tam felt somehow that a bond had been forged between them.

     All day, as Tam tried to direct the attention of her students away from the seductive days of late spring and toward the final days of school, she had found her own mind drifting toward thoughts of Jana.

     Some people have a quiet strength coupled with certainty of purpose that makes them charismatic. These qualities were so strong in Jana that she had achieved mythical dimensions in the eyes of those who knew her. Since she never talked about herself, rumor ran amok. It was said that she had started a computer software company from nothing, acquired others, and was now in the process of selling everything off at an obscene profit. “Getting out from under,” she called it. She was twenty five years old, or thirty five, or forty.

     No one had ever seen Jana with a man. Opinion was divided over whether she was secretly having an affair with a famous man, or secretly gay.

     Tall and athletic, her dark hair cropped close in a boyish cut, Jana could certainly pass for a traditional dyke. Even her gestures and mannerisms were masculine. At first, Tam had denied the possibility that Jana was gay. Then she found that she was thinking of Jana in a new way. The woman seemed exotic, even dangerous, an agent of fearful eroticism.

     The women’s group had been Jana’s idea. It had started out as a mere gabfest, a chance for a few friends to put their feet up and relax. They expected only companionship from each other. The group had evolved under Jana’s direction. Now there was always a topic. Jana was fascinated by human nature, and loved to poke into dark corners. There were two rules that every member of the group was expected to observe. They were always to speak truth to each other, and never to repeat to outsiders what a member had spoken in confidence.

     The weekly conversations had become intense and personal lately. Now Tam had revealed the darkest side of herself, and wondered if she had built a wall in the process- or a bridge.

     Jana had not been close with Tam before. Tam had entered the group as the friend of a friend. Jennifer had persuaded her to come, hoping to break through the shyness that had turned Tam into a recluse. At the age of twenty three, Tam had been left at the altar by a childhood sweetheart, a development that left her not so much heartbroken as adrift. So she had wandered into the group, attending the meetings, speaking when it was her turn, yet never feeling the acceptance she sought. Until now, Jana and the others had been friendly and polite without displaying any genuine warmth.

     Then the call had come from Jana, a call that was more of a demand than an invitation.

 

     Tam walked around the library, warming the brandy in her hand, looking at Jana’s possessions to find clues to her character.

     Jana had opened the door, and Mrs. Thompson, the maid, had delivered the brandy, along with a message that Jana was wanted on the phone. Jana had apologized. “I really have to take this call.” Left alone, Tam had circled the room slowly.

     Artwork covered the walls, violent abstracts and bizarre landscapes that were unsettling. One painting depicted a woman weeping alone in a bare room. The bookshelves were filled with non-fiction, and Tam noticed that several titles dealt with abnormal psychology and mind control. Setting her brandy down, Tam selected a book at random, opened it, and read:

     “Once the proper state of mind has been induced, the subject is open to new concepts and values, which can be externally introduced. Changes of attitude follow with surprising ease.”

     Tam became aware that Jana had returned, and stood behind her now. Reddening with shame, Tam was wondering if she should apologize for her snooping when she felt a light tickling on the hair near the back of her neck. Thinking that a fly was crawling there, she reached back to brush it away and was startled to feel the fingers of another hand. Quickly, she dropped her hand to her side and stood rigidly, staring at the book she could no longer see.

     Growing bolder, the fingers lifted her hair and stroked the back of her neck. Tam shivered. Some part of her mind had known all along the reason for Jana’s summons. Tam realized that she would only invite further attentions if she failed to protest. Shyness prevented her, or some desire she had yet to acknowledge.

     “Why did you call me?” she asked. Her voice sounded timid to her own ears.

     “I think you know.”

     Tam shivered again. She did know. No amount of self deception would alter that. “I guess I need to be told,” she said.                                                        

     “Those fantasies you spoke of last night, have you ever acted them out in any way?”

     Tam faced the wall, feeling the hand upon her neck, unable to make herself turn and face Jana. “No! They frighten me. They would frighten any reasonable person.”

     There was a faint tone of irony in Jana’s voice as she answered. “Of course, perhaps we can speak of it later.”

     Tam returned the book to its place on the shelf, damning herself for trembling fingers. “I’ve never...” she began to speak, but broke off as she felt firm hands upon her shoulders, turning her. 

     The kiss was no surprise, and Tam surrendered to it, opening her mouth for a questing tongue, feeling the electric thrill of first intimate contact. She had never been kissed by a woman before, except for the chaste kisses of her mother. She was pleased by the gentleness of it, the soft smoothness of Jana’s mouth, the scent of cologne and shampoo.

     And yes, she was aroused.

     She responded not so much to the fact that Jana was a woman, though that fact bothered her less than she might have expected, but to the proprietary way that Jana took Tam’s head in her hands and held her there. Tam considered struggling, just to feel the strength of those hands.

     Jana ended the kiss and held Tam away from her, gripping her shoulders. “It’s time for you to slap my face and storm out,” she said.

     “I wouldn’t do that. I liked it, though I never thought of myself as a...” she hesitated at the word, “a lesbian”.

     Jana’s grin was feral. “No, but you are submissive, and that makes you the natural prey of anyone strong enough to take you.” She picked up Tam’s brandy glass and handed it to her, then took her own glass and tapped it against Tam’s. “To the future.”

     They drank. Tam gulped her brandy, needing a drink for one of the few times in her life.

     “You have a decision to make,” said Jana. “Actually, it would be a series of small decisions. You have to decide whether or not you want to explore your fantasies by living them. For years you have stared into the pit, wondering what was down there, but unable to descend alone. I could hold the lifeline for you, and lower you down.”

     Tam stared at the floor, unable to meet the intensity of Jana’s eyes. “How far?” she asked.

     “As deep as you dare, all the way to the bottom perhaps.”

     Tam set her glass down, afraid that she would lose her grip and drop it. “I’m scared,” she admitted. “Dreams are nothing like reality. The things I described last night would be painful, probably even dangerous. Everyone dreams of flying, but if I were to jump from a high place I would only fall.”

     “I won’t let you fall,” said Jana.

     Tam felt Jana’s fingers lifting her chin, and opened her mouth for another kiss. This one was longer, and even more insistent. She didn’t resist as Jana unbuttoned her blouse and slipped a hand inside to cup a breast. Her nipple erected under the cool palm.

     “Undress,” Jana whispered into her ear.  “I want to see you.”

     Tam wanted to display herself.  She was tired of the lies and pretenses that the world seemed to thrive on.  What better way was there to be honest with Jana?  She wanted to be seen and touched by someone who understood. 

     Yet her fingers were clumsy with her buttons and zippers.  Jana impatiently took charge, brushing Tam’s hands out of the way and skinning her down with movements that were swift and rough.

     Tam fought a battle with modesty under Jana’s hungry stare, and began to fold her arms across her chest.  Jana would have none of that, and held Tam’s hands down at her sides.  When she was sure that Tam would no longer try to cover herself, Jana released the girl’s hands and began to examine Tam’s breasts, kneading the flesh and tweaking the nipples into hard buttons.

     “They are rather small, I’m afraid,”  Tam apologized.

     “They are perfect,” Jana purred.  “High and firm, and the nipples are so pale!”

     Like a blind woman, she traced the outline of Tam’s body with her fingers, greeting each new discovery with delight. Abruptly, she spun Tam around and bent her forward.  

     “Put your hands on the bookshelf,” she commanded softly. “Spread your legs.”                                   

     Tam stood like a felon waiting to be frisked.  She heard Jana walk over to her writing desk and open a drawer.  When she heard a faint snapping noise, she glanced over her shoulder and saw that Jana was putting on a pair of rubber gloves.  Did she always have rubber gloves handy?  Had she planned this evening:  Tam didn’t know whether to feel manipulated and take offense, or flattered to be worth plotting for.  

     Both emotions quickly took a back seat to the thrill of anticipation.  Jana was handling her with a casual assurance that was completely unlike the tender lover’s touches she had known before.  The hands that tested the firm muscles of her back before trailing slowly down toward her buttocks touched her as a rider touches a nervous horse.  Jana was reassuring her and establishing mastery at the same time.

     Tam sighed and deliberately relaxed, rocking back on her heels to lean into the touch, arching her back to invite more.  A finger entered her vagina, questing and exploring. 

     “You are separated from the rear so beautifully,” commented Jana. “Your little bottom seems to beg to be penetrated.”  The finger abandoned Tam in the front and moved backward.

     “Please!”  Tam whispered urgently,  “I’ve never...”

     Still wet with natural lubrication, the finger glided in.  “Never had a lover inside here.”  Jana finished the sentence for her.  “There are many pleasures you have never tasted.”

     Unexpectedly, another voice spoke behind them.          

     “Will there be anything else this evening?”  It was the maid, Mrs. Thompson.

     Tam, startled, tried to straighten up.  She had been unaware that anyone had entered the room.  Shy as Tam was with Jana, the maid’s presence seemed a flagrant invasion of privacy.  What sort of relationship did Jana have with Mrs. Thompson?  How could the maid catch her employer in the act of shoving a finger up a naked girl’s backside without embarrassment or surprise?

     Jana was also unconcerned, and corrected Tam with a firm hand on her shoulder, bending her over to balance herself against the bookcase again.  The finger remained inside Tam, and wriggled about to tease her. 

     “Would you turn down the sheets in my bed before you retire?”  Jana asked.  “I will be taking Tam up soon.”

     “Certainly, Jana”  Mrs. Thompson paused before leaving, the better to enjoy Tam’s plight.  Jana performed a bit for her, working her finger in and out while Tam put her face against her shoulder and wanted to disappear.

     Jana’s announcement of her intentions was a deliberate humiliation, and Tam could not deny the pleasure it gave her. Jana knew her as no one else did.  Tam was in the hands of a woman who was taking charge and putting Tam in her place. 

     Tam bowed her head, accepting it all; the casual handling of her body, the insulting attitudes of Jana and her maid, the raw joy of submitting.

     Jana’s free hand slid up the length of Tam’s body, pausing to squeeze her breast and tweak her nipple.  “How long has it been since you shared a bed?”  Jana  breathed in Tam’s ear.

     “Too long!” It was a plea.

     Abruptly, the hands were jerked away, and Tam was left panting and writhing. Still leaning, she realized that she was waiting for permission to break her pose. Jana let her wait, Enjoying the way that Tam was yielding to her power and authority, accepting it quickly and without question.

     “You’re beautiful,” Jana murmured. “You are so fragile and timid as you stand for me the way I want you to stand, open to my hands.” She cleared her throat and barked “Upstairs!”

     Tam turned, eyes down, fists clenched at her sides, and hurried to the stairs.

 

     Tam lay on her back on the bed with her legs spread and her hands gripping the spindles of the headboard as though bound there.

     “Open your eyes.” said Jana.

     Tam looked up at Jana, who was now magnificently naked, lithe as a cat, and panting with heat. Jana smiled down at the girl splayed on her bed.

     “I want you to pay attention to the things I do, because I expect you to do the same for me later.”

     Tam nodded, too tense to speak, as Jana swooped down upon her. Two hands and a mouth assaulted and teased, nipped and nibbled, tweaked and thrusted. Tam gasped and arched her spine. Jana knew where and when and how to touch her. No man had ever played her body with such skill. Even when Tam climaxed, she was allowed no respite, and she found herself rising a second time, and a third.

     “My turn,” Jana whispered.

     They changed places, and Tam found herself kneeling between Jana’s open legs. Lust had stripped away her inhibitions, and she was eager to feast on Jana’s body, to return the gift she had been given. She blew gently on the genitals before her, teasing them with cool air. 

     “Very nice,” purred Jana, “do it some more.”

     Tam blew again. How fragrant Jana was, and petalled like a rose. Tam licked tentatively at first, tasting sweet nectar, then her tongue lapped eagerly. Within minutes, her face was buried between Jana’s thighs, sucking, kissing, and licking as though famished. She reached above her head to work the firm breasts, feeling Jana’s heels hard against her back, and Jana’s fingers winding in her hair.

 

     “We need to talk,” said Jana. “There are many things I want to know about you.”

     They lay naked together, holding hands. Lovemaking had left them overheated, so no blanket covered them. Sweat dried on their skin as their panting slowed to more normal breathing.

     “Of course,” said Tam. “What do you want to know?”      

     “I don’t want to talk here,” said Jana. “The setting is wrong. It’s not pillow talk and lover’s lies I want to hear.”

     “We need to be honest with each other,” Tam agreed. She almost said “always”, but thought that might presume too much.

     “Let’s go down to the library,” Jana said, leaving the bed with a little bounce. Tam started to reach for her clothes, then realized that she had left them downstairs. Instead, she stayed by the bed and assisted as Jana dressed. In bed they had been almost equals, but as Jana became more covered, Tam felt more naked. If their relationship had been different, Tam would have excused herself to go downstairs and dress. Now she attended Jana, holding up clothing for her to slip into, and bending to lace her shoes.

     “I need to wear boots for you to kiss,” Jana said lightly. “Sneakers just don’t have the same fetish value.”

     Tam laughed self consciously. She had just helped Jana dress without being told to, and had been solemn the whole time, half afraid that Jana was sated and no longer interested in playing their game. Jana had banished that fear with a quip.

     “May I dress?” Tam asked timidly.

     Jana pretended to consider the question, looking Tam up and down speculatively before giving the answer Tam wanted to hear. “No. Stay as you are. I like you that way.”

    Downstairs, Jana placed a straight backed chair in the center of the library floor and told Tam to sit. She aimed a desk lamp directly at Tam, making her squint and obscuring everything outside her island of light. Jana sat back in the shadows, heard but not seen. It was like an interrogation. Tam appreciated the similarity, and knew that it was no accident.

     “Take your hands out of your lap.” The acoustics of the room turned Jana’s voice into a ghostly whisper. Tam rested her hands on the seat beside her and opened her legs slightly, anticipating Jana’s next command.

     “You’re getting ahead of me,” said Jana. “I should correct that.”

     “I’m sorry. I didn’t know that it was wrong.”

     “Never mind,” Jana dismissed the error. “What I want you to do is tell me everything. When did you discover that you were submissive? Who have you slept with? What have you tried?”

     “It’s nearly midnight,” Tam protested. “I could be talking for hours.”

     Leather upholstery creaked as Jana settled into her chair. “It’s all right. We have all night.”

 

     “When I was very young,” Tam began, “my mother used to read to me. One story caught my interest more than all the others. You know the story, everyone does. It was ‘Hansel and Gretel’. I sort of re-wrote the tale in my head. In my version, Gretel was alone, and the wicked witch kept her naked in her cage. Not content to simply fatten her for slaughter, the witch delighted in finding ways to torment the girl, making her do menial chores and thrashing her for fun. There were other stories that I loved as well, Cinderella and her cruel stepmother, for example. I can’t remember when I was first aroused by such ideas, but it was long before I understood anything about sex.

     “I played pretend games with other children in the neighborhood, and always found ways to pervert the script. If King Arthur took the castle, I was the princess he captured. I was always the spy who wouldn’t talk, the new slave on the plantation, the only woman to survive the Indian massacre. While the other children were sword fighting with sticks, or riding broomstick horses, I was winding clotheslines around my wrists and pretending to be bound. One adventurous playmate actually whipped me with a willow wand. It was only one stroke, and he apologized when I yelped, but I still remember savoring the burning line he left on my bottom. 

     “It didn’t take me long to realize that people who want to be abused and humiliated are often hated, or pitied at best, but seldom understood. I learned to hide my feelings, and tell myself that they were a childish notion I would outgrow. I told myself that a mature sexual relationship would replace it.

     “I dated the same boy all the way through high school. We never really discussed whether or not we should be married, but everyone sort of assumed that we would. I approached the subject of bondage and discipline in a careful and indirect way with him, but quickly backed off when he made it clear that he thought the whole idea was disgusting. I never told anyone this before, but I was relieved when he called the wedding off.

     “I feared that no one would ever want me as I am, or share my fantasy. The life that most people want to live seems dreary and frightening to me. Life is short. I don’t want to spend it watching game shows on TV and going to school board meetings. I want to belong to someone, not as a wife, but as a pet. I want to feel their control. I want to prove my love through suffering. I want to grovel and beg at my lover’s feet.”

     “Show me how you beg,” said Jana.

     Tam slithered from the chair and crawled to where Jana sat, then knelt prettily before her. “Please give me permission to serve you.”

     Jana laughed. “Permission granted.”

 

     Much later, Tam stood at the door. The short summer night was already ending, and she was hoping to catch a little sleep before rushing off to school. A few hours of lost sleep traded for the most incredible night of her life seemed a bargain. She was dressed again, clutching her purse and trying to return to the mental state that would allow her to deal with the mundane. Only Jana, who stood beside her to say good night, kept the whole experience from fading like a dream at dawn.

     Tam kissed Jana chastely, shyly, searching for the right words for such an unusual parting. Jana read her discomfort and rescued Tam by taking her by the neck and cupping her pubic mound firmly.

     “Shave this for me next time. I don’t want any more pubic hair in my teeth.”

     Then she kissed Tam hard and propelled her out the door with a sharp swat on the behind. It was not so much a farewell as a dismissal, yet it answered the question Tam had been afraid to ask. “Will I see you again?”

     Fumbling for her car keys, Tam berated herself for enjoying this brusque treatment, and for growing wet as she anticipated the razor’s cold kiss.






  







Chapter Three

                                 

     “So it was that Persephone was abducted by the Gods of the underworld and taken to their dreadful kingdom, and while she stayed a season as a captive there, winter ruled on earth.”

     It was story hour, a tradition the teachers had revived as approaching summer made school harder to bear for teachers and students alike. Today it was Tam’s turn to read for the children, a duty she enjoyed.                                

     One of the older boys had already corrupted the heroine’s name to Preserve Phony, and insisted that it meant “fake jelly” when translated. Tam liked him, in spite of his bad puns. She no longer had any illusions about why he was there. Once she had believed that he was responding to her abilities as a storyteller. He always occupied a place on the floor directly in front of her, as close as he could get, and stared up at her raptly. Only last week, when the librarian took Tam aside to suggest that she wear pantsuits rather than skirts, did Tam realize that his devotion was not to literature.

     Still, she understood that he was not so much lecherous as lovestruck. He had reached the awkward age. The down on his cheeks was beginning to coarsen, his voice was squeaking its way toward baritone, and Tam suspected that dreams of her had already stained his sheets. He would be a handsome man in a few years.

     The story ended. Tam thanked the students for their attention. There would be no more stories again until autumn, so many of the students stayed to say goodbye. The punster lingered, suddenly aware that the object of his obsession would soon be gone. Tam wished him well, yielding to a perverse impulse as she gripped his hand with both of hers and stared into his eyes. She was delighted to see him flush scarlet. He would suffer the pangs of unrequited love for a time. By next year, at the latest, Tam knew that cupid’s arrows would find a younger and more likely target for him. She couldn’t help comparing the simplicity and innocence of his emotions to the twisted darkness of her own.

     It had been quite a week for Tam, starting when she confessed her fantasies of confinement and abuse before her peers, and taking an even odder turn when she discovered the latent lesbian in herself. It was likely to be a summer filled with surprises.

 

     That night, Jana called again.

     “Come tonight at seven,” she commanded.

     “Can we make it eight? I have papers to correct.”

     “Don’t make me angry,” Jana warned.

     Tam started to protest, but found herself talking to a dial tone.

 

     When Mrs. Thompson opened the door at half past seven, Tam stood uncertainly in the doorway.

     “Hi,” said Tam. She had never known anyone who employed domestics, and had no idea how she should speak under the circumstances. She decided to talk to the maid as informally as she would to anyone else. “Sorry I’m late,” she began. “There was a bad accident on the freeway, and things were jammed up.”

     Mrs. Thompson showed no interest in her excuse, and failed to respond to Tam’s friendliness. She simply closed and locked the door behind Tam and said curtly, “Undress”.

     Tam stepped back and blinked. “Excuse me?”              

     “Your clothes, you must take them off before Jana will see you.”

     Tam was shocked, but the quickening she felt inside told her that she would obey. Feeling stupid, she handed her purse to the maid, who set it on a table by the door. There was a large mirror over the table, and Tam was caught unaware by her own image, which seemed small and pale. The girl in the mirror was unfastening and peeling away her clothing. Tam held her blouse in her hands.

     “Where?”

     The maid offered no help. “On the table.” Mrs. Thompson had always seemed cold and aloof to Tam, refusing frequent invitations to join the weekly discussion group. Tam often thought of her as a stern maiden aunt, impatient with silliness, and eager to scold childish sin. She didn’t fit in with the game Tam and Jana were playing. With her, severity was natural, not a role.

     Tam folded her clothes neatly, not because she feared wrinkling them, but because the situation seemed to require it. She placed her shoes heels together against the wall. When she was down to her panties, she threw a questioning glance at the maid, who nodded. Tam was ashamed to see that the panties she placed on top of the pile were damp. Mrs.Thompson noticed too, and smiled nastily. “Mistress Jana asked me to make sure that you followed her directions.”

     “What?” Tam didn’t understand at first, then she saw the maid staring at her crotch, and murmured “Oh”.               

     She had a flash of memory, seeing herself as she must have looked a few hours earlier, sitting on the bathroom floor with scissors and a safety razor, holding a hand mirror between her legs to see herself better, amazed at how startlingly bare the exposed flesh looked.

     “Come with me,” said Mrs. Thompson.

     Tam followed the maid upstairs. In the bedroom, Jana was sitting in a straight backed chair with no armrests. The chair had been placed in the middle of the floor. Tam was developing an uneasy felling about the way that she was being received, delivered like a tribute to an angry monarch. Tam had no doubt about the state of Jana’s temper. The corners of the room crackled with her aura of fury and her fingers played a drum roll on her knee.

     “Hi Jana,” Tam said sheepishly, “would you believe it took me a whole hour to get here? There was this accident...”

     “Be silent!” Jana hissed. “No excuses are ever acceptable. If you wish to continue seeing me, you must do exactly as I say at all times, without argument or delay. You must trust me to know what is best for you, and accept any penalties I impose. Am I making myself perfectly clear?”

     “Sure.” Tam was still having trouble taking this performance seriously. The whole ritual of stripping at the door and presenting herself to the imperious queen seemed like a badly scripted sorority hazing. Tam was still hoping that she could get Jana to lighten up a bit. She wanted to kick back, share a few drinks, and talk about the day before tumbling together into bed.                                  

     “What was that?” Jana’s voice was sharp. Tam knew the response Jana was looking for. It was a line Tam had spoken silently in her dark and empty bedroom a thousand times. Words addressed to the faceless beings who ruled her fantasies. She felt silly saying it aloud, like a child who sings to her doll, believing herself to be alone, only to discover that a stranger has been listening all along.

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     Tam didn’t know what to do with her hands. She knew better than to cover herself with them, but they seemed awkward and useless dangling at her sides. She began to fidget.

     “Do you have to go to the bathroom?” Jana demanded.

     “No, Mistress.”

     “Then stop that dancing or get out. I don’t have time to waste with naughty little girls. Put your hands on the back of your neck.”

     Tam obeyed quickly, grateful for the command. She didn’t have to worry about how she would please Jana, because Jana would tell her how. For the moment, at least, it was easier to obey than to think.

     “Good,” Jana’s approval warmed Tam. “Elbows back, show me those lovely tits. Spread your legs, wider, that’s a good girl. From now on, when I tell you to stand for inspection, you will assume this posture, and you will hold it until I tell you to move.”                                           

     “Yes, Mistress.” The role was beginning to feel more natural to Tam now.

     Mrs. Thompson had remained in the room after delivering Tam. She was seated by the door with her arms folded. Tam knew that she was there because Jana wanted it that way. Tam was to debase herself before an audience.

     So be it, she decided. She would play the role as it unfolded, and play it well. She arched her back, to thrust her ass a little closer to Mrs. Thompson. She lowered her head to emphasize her humility. The histrionics were vulgar, but effective. When Tam behaved like a slave, she felt like a slave.

     Jana turned to Mrs. Thompson. “What time was it when Tam arrived?”

     “Seven twenty nine,” announced the maid with evident satisfaction. Tam wondered if this dialogue had been rehearsed. Was Mrs. Thompson amused because she already knew what would happen in the second act of this psychodrama?

     “I might as well round it off to thirty,” said Jana. “Ten more for failing to address me properly. How many is that, Tam?”

     “Forty, Mistress.” Tam didn’t have to ask “forty what?” She had a feeling that she already knew.

     “Come here,” Jana commanded.

     Tam kept her fingers laced together on the back of her neck as she stepped hesitantly forward.

     “Kneel.”

     Tam dropped to her knees.                               

     “When I tell you to be here at seven, that is what I expect. I cannot forgive sloppiness or insubordination. Discipline must be maintained, even when my heart would prefer mercy. If I am less than consistent enforcing the rules, I fail you. The severity of my punishment is the measure of my affection. You must learn to serve me properly, and some of the lessons will be painful. Do you accept the punishment you have earned?”

     It was unjust, and they both knew it. The rules of the game had to be arbitrary and unfair. Tam knew that she would always be in the wrong somehow, so that Jana would always have an excuse to punish. Protest was pointless. There is no justice between slave and Mistress, for the will of the Mistress is the law. If Tam learned to obey all of the rules, the rules would change.

     Tam knew that she could declare her rights as a human being, claim her clothing, and leave. Nothing held her there but her willingness to submit. However, if she left, she would be leaving Jana’s favor and affection. She had already come to prize those things.

     To be honest with herself, she also had to admit that she was curious, intrigued, and horney as hell.

     “Please punish me, Mistress.”

     “Lie across my lap, face down.”

     Tam crawled over and draped herself, feeling Jana’s jeans against her belly, and the hard thighs beneath the cloth. She realized that it was a very intimate posture to be punished in. Her bottom tingled. She knew what was coming.   

     Cool fingers traced the line of her bottom where it joined her thighs, and travelled slowly up the cleft between her cheeks.

     “I will spank you by hand first. This will be a warm up, to prepare you for the punishment to come. Don’t bother counting. I won’t stop until I am satisfied with your color. First you must beg me for your punishment.”

     Tam knew that she was being told to request her punishment not only to debase her, but also to make her an accomplice in the act. A strange bond was being formed between penitent and confessor.

     Tam’s buttocks tensed. Other than a few light taps during childhood, she had only been spanked in her dreams. She was determined to win Jana’s forgiveness and approval, but her physical courage had never been tested in this way. She closed her eyes. 

     “I have been a naughty girl,” she said softly. “Please spank me hard.”

     The sudden rain of ringing slaps were a shock. She hadn’t expected the pain to be so sharp and daunting. For a time, the pain was all that registered with her, but she forced herself to concentrate on the erotic side of the situation, and pursed her lips to hold back her cries. Her hands began to rise to her bottom in a protective reflex.

     “Hands on the floor!” Jana commanded.

     Tam put her palms against the carpet, thumbs together. The blows came harder and faster. Heat began to build.

     “Are you sorry now?” Jana paused.                       

     “Yes, Mistress!” Tam quavered. Still Jana spanked on, until Tam thought the beating would never end. Abruptly, it did. Jana pushed Tam roughly to the floor.

     “There is a hairbrush on the dresser. Crawl over there and fetch it for me.”

     Tam crawled swiftly. She would not allow herself to think, only to obey. She feared the spanking to come less than the possibility that she might fail to please Jana.

     “Good girl! Carry it in your mouth.”

     Tam moved like a dog, rearing up from her crawl to take the hairbrush from the dresser with her teeth, then dropping again to crawl back with it.

     Jana took the hairbrush. Tam looked up at her, seeking praise for her obedience and skill. Jana rewarded her with a smile, enjoying the game. “Kiss it!”

     Tam kissed the hairbrush fervently, the way she wanted to kiss Jana. She knew that it would be the wrong time to speak, so she chose this way of demonstrating her affection and gratitude to the woman who was mastering her. Jana patted her knee.

     Reluctantly, Tam resumed the humiliating posture, offering her bottom. She hoped Jana would think she was only seeking a position of comfort as she frictioned herself against Jana’s thighs. Jana wasn’t fooled, and chuckled softly to herself as she smacked Tam’s leg to correct her.

     “Ten extra, for humping my leg like a bitch.”

     Tam digested the news mutely. Several seconds elapsed before she realized from Jana’s stillness that a response was expected. “Thank you, Mistress!” she said quickly.

     “Ten more,” Jana hissed, “for forgetting!”

     “Thank you, Mistress!”

     “Beg me.”

     “Please give my ass sixty hard smacks with the hairbrush!”

     “Count out loud. Thank me for each one.”

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     The back of the hairbrush was broad and flat. On a bottom that was already warm, it stung fiercely. Tam soon forgot her courage and began to cry out each time she was struck. 

     “Twenty three! Thank you, Mistress! TWENTYFOURTHANKYOUMISTRESS!”

     Jana paused. “Are you being properly punished?”

     “Yes, Mistress!” Tam panted, thankful for the respite.

     “Mrs. Thompson is watching you.” Jana’s voice was heavy with lust. Tam knew that they would be playing hard in the bedroom later. “Every time she sees you from now on, she will remember how she saw you punished like the nasty little girl you are. That is very humbling to think about, isn’t it?”

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     “If you disappoint me again, I will punish you harder,” Jana crooned, “and there are so many ways that you might disobey. For example, you could lose count.”

     Tam stiffened under Jana’s hand, inspiring a low chuckle of triumph.  “How many strokes have you had?”                

     “Twenty six?” Tam ventured.

     Jana sighed as though her patience were being tested by a slow child and she was determined to hold her temper. “Oh Tam! You couldn’t even follow a simple direction. Now the only thing that I can do is start over.”

     Tam bit her tongue. The conversational break had been a trap that she had fallen into. Protest would be foolish, unless she wanted the number of swats to grow. Maybe she did. Maybe the devil that brought her here in the first place had made her lose count as well.

     When the spanking began again, Tam started to sob, and, before half the strokes had fallen, she was screaming out the numbers. Her palms stayed flat on the floor, and she didn’t ask for mercy, and she didn’t lose count again.

 

     Tam sipped coffee, feeling victorious. She knelt at Jana’s feet, pardoned at last, basking in the afterglow of one of the most intense hours of her life. When Mrs. Thompson had pressed the steaming mug into her hand, the smile that came with it had felt like applause. Tam knew that the evenings performance had been for all of them, and was grateful for the starring role.

     Tam’s reddened bottom was hot against her heels, kindling a fire that was spreading up to her sex.

     “Mistress?”

     Jana stroked Tam’s head. “You may speak.”

     “Please take me to your bed.”

     In fact, that was exactly what Jana had in mind, but she would delay the moment. Sexual tension made Tam beautiful, and waiting helped her to learn her place.

     “Did that spanking make your little pussy hot?”

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     Jana chuckled. “In that case, I should warn you that I intend to summon you often. If you keep showing up, I will continue to spank you on a regular basis, for the slightest excuse. Does that frighten you?”

     “A little, Mistress, but you know my weakness. I don’t have to tell you how turned on I am.”

     “Is that why you’re rubbing your thighs together like that?”

     “Sorry, Mistress.”

     “You will be. I’m afraid that I have to deal with that little slip of decorum before I take you up to bed. Fetch the hairbrush.” 

 

     In the bedroom, Jana surprised Tam with a pair of chrome handcuffs, holding the gift up for Tam to admire before locking the slender wrists together behind the girl’s back.

     “I don’t need your hands tonight,” Jana explained, “only your tongue.”

     Tam hardly noticed the confinement of her wrists, so anxious was she to dive in and show her gratitude. When Jana settled herself into bed and snapped her fingers, Tam was on her in a second.

     Tam lapped the furred mound of her Mistress, driving deep with her tongue, seeking the magic button. Jana convulsed almost immediately. Tam knelt up on the bed, feeling smug at having brought her Mistress to climax so quickly. She tried instinctively to wipe her mouth with the back of her hand, but the movement was arrested by the handcuffs.

     Her tremors subsiding, Jana lay still, panting. “Did I tell you to stop?”

     “No, Mistress.”

     Jana pointed. “Eat.”

     Tam bent to her duties with a little less enthusiasm this time, wondering when her turn would come.

     While she was bringing Jana release for the third time, the door opened and Mrs. Thompson slipped quietly into the room carrying a crib mattress and a pair of leg shackles. She laid the mattress on the floor at the foot of Jana’s bed and stood waiting.

     “Stop!” Jana finally gasped.

     Tam raised her head and noticed the maid for the first time.

     “You have served me well,” said Jana.

     “Thank you, Mistress.” Tam was buzzing with need. She wanted to forget her place and straddle Jana’s face. “Come on!” she thought urgently.

     Jana understood Tam’s desperation, but her smile was implacable as she said, “As a reward, you may sleep at my feet tonight.”

     The despair in Tam’s eyes was plain, incredulous that she would be banished from Jana’s bed without so much as a good night kiss, let alone the relief she hungered for.

     Mrs. Thompson placed a hand on Tam’s shoulder, compelling her away. Tam allowed herself to be guided to the small, thin mattress at the foot of the bed.

     “Lie down,” said the maid.

     At first, Tam lay on her back, but the sharp edges of the cuffs bit into her spine, so she rolled to her side. She watched in the subdued light of Jana’s bedside lamp as the maid locked her ankle in a leg shackle and chained her to the  bed rail. Mrs. Thompson displayed no emotion. Chaining Tam to the bed was just another chore to perform.

     “Will there be anything else, Miss?”

     Jana smiled at being addressed so formally. The maid was playing her part for Tam’s sake. It was her way of telling the girl that she was even lowlier than the hired help.

     “No. Thank you for your assistance tonight.”

     The maid looked down at Tam as she said, “It was my pleasure.”

     When she was gone, Jana turned out the light. “Sweet dreams.”

     Tam was disappointed enough to risk punishment. “You’re being mean!” she complained.

     Jana just fluffed her pillow. “Of course, you wouldn’t want it any other way.”

     As she arranged herself in a less uncomfortable position, Tam reflected bitterly that Jana was probably right.

     She cried herself to sleep.






  







Part Two

Jennifer






  







Chapter Four

 

     When the discussion group met again, they saw an empty chair where Tam usually sat. She knelt demurely at Jana’s feet instead. The women looked to one another, sharing unspoken questions, until Jana called the meeting to order. 

     “I believe that we were planning to discuss our relationships with our mothers tonight,” she said. 

     Jennifer raised a hand and took the floor. “Before we begin,” she said, “I have to ask the question that is on everyone’s mind. Tam, why are you sitting on the floor?”

     Nonplussed, Tam looked toward Jana for rescue. Jana looked down at the blushing girl beside her, as though noticing her for the first time. “Oh, Tam and I have reached a little understanding this week. It’s nothing to be concerned about.”

     “Unfair!” cried a voice from the back. “No secrets and no lies, that’s the rule here.”

     Jana smiled like a cat. “I’m afraid they have us there, Tam. Would you please stand and explain to the others why you are kneeling at my feet?” Only Tam knew that Jana’s casual request had the power of a demand.

     Tam stood uncertainly, glancing back to meet an encouraging nod and warning look from Jana.

     “I am being trained,” she said simply.

     Jennifer was still confused. “To do what?”

     “To obey, to be humble, to think of Jana’s pleasures and not my own.”                                                 

     “Sorry to be so dense,” said Jennifer, “but I still don’t understand what’s going on.”

     Jana sighed. Tam had learned that this aggrieved sound usually meant grief for her. “Tam,” said Jana, “I think it’s time for you to display for the others exactly what sort of training I have been giving you.”

     Tam wheeled around to give Jana a stricken look.

     “Please!”

     Jana’s composure never faltered. “That’s one,” she said softly. “Now, show them what Mrs. Thompson and I gave you last night.”

     Tam undressed. There wasn’t much to take off. She was barefoot in a tee shirt and jeans. She whisked them away with a sort of sulky defiance, revealing the fact that Jana had overruled underwear. When Tam dropped her trousers, the women sitting behind her sucked air between their teeth sympathetically.

     “Turn around,” said Jana. “Let everyone see.”

     Tam did a slow pirouette. Her thighs and backside were covered with broad bands of scarlet welts.

     “You beat her!” accused Jennifer.

     Jana nodded and claimed the floor. “Last week, you probably recall, Tam confessed to us that she had a need to be controlled, abused, and sexually violated. Since then, Tam and I have discussed her needs at length, and I have agreed to help her experiment. To facilitate that, she has agreed to do whatever I say, and accept whatever punishments are necessary to her training.”                                  

     Jana’s words stunned everyone into silence for a time. Most of the women politely turned their heads away, to spare Tam the mortification of displaying her bruised nakedness. Jennifer was unable to take her eyes off of her friend. Her first thought was that she had never seen Tam naked before, and that she was beautiful. Her second thought, that welts were an enhancement to Tam’s beauty, making her somehow piquant and vulnerable, was a thought that Jennifer refused to entertain for more than an instant.

     “Tam,” said Jennifer sadly, “this woman is treating you like a slave.”

     Jana slowly smiled. “Are you my slave, Tam?”

     Tam stared back with a look of deep devotion. “If it pleases you.”

     Jana cocked an eyebrow. “What was that?”

     Tam hunched her shoulders, as though to duck a blow. “If it pleases you, Mistress,” she corrected.

     Jana’s voice was so low that Jennifer had to strain to hear her say, “That’s two.”

     Helen, one of the group’s more conservative members, set her coffee cup down with a clatter and stood up. “I’m sorry, ladies, but this is just a little too kinky for me.” She paused at the door. “Tam, I suggest that you seek counseling. This is a very unhealthy relationship that the two of you are involved in, and it could have a very unhappy ending.” 

     “Sorry if we offended you, Helen.” said Jana. “Will we see you next week?”                                          

     Helen tucked her purse under her arm and opened the door, dismissing the whole thing with a distracted wave of her hand. “Yes, probably,” she said wearily, and left.

     All eyes turned from the door to Jana. “If anyone else wishes to leave,” she said pleasantly, “I will understand.”

     Jennifer looked around the room. Everyone there wore the same stunned expression, and all were riveted to their seats by the drama they were being allowed to share. They would never forgive themselves if they missed this.  

     “Tam,” Jana mused, “the room is full of friends who are eager to help you. Karen here is a lawyer. If you want to leave my service, they can take you to a safe place and get a restraining order against me. Considering the evidence you are wearing, I could probably be charged with assault. Would you like that?”

     Tam was horrified. “No, Mistress!”

     Jana lifted her coffee cup and drank. She had expected this response, of course, and had asked the question for the benefit of the others. She wanted them to be absolutely sure that Tam was there by consent.

     “Very well. Take Helen’s cup and saucer into the kitchen, wash them, and put them away.”

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     When Tam was gone, Jennifer said, “I always wondered if you were gay, Jana, but I never thought Tam inclined that way.”

     Jana shook her head. “It doesn’t matter what Tam’s preferences are. She is mine. I use her. She enjoys being used.” Jana’s hand dropped suggestively to her lap. “She is becoming quite skilled.”

     Jennifer was suddenly angry. She was angry with Jana, for what she had done to Tam, with Tam, for letting herself be a victim, and with the other women, for their morbid fascination. She wanted to strike someone.

     Tam returned and stood beside Jana’s chair. “May I dress now, Mistress?”

     Jana shook her head. “No. We have no secrets here. Kneel at my feet, knees apart and hands behind your neck. I want you on display.”

     Watching Tam drop into position, Jennifer suspected that the slave girl would have been disappointed if her request had been granted.

     “You forgot to thank me,” said Jana softly.

     “I’m sorry, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress!”

     “That’s three.”

     Tam winced, and thanked her again.

     Jana sipped coffee, and the others imitated her as though on cue, moving with studied insouciance. No one wanted to seem unsophisticated to the others. There was nothing here to get upset about, a little consensual role playing, that was all. In the months that had gone by, each of these women had bared her soul in front of the others. They had seen each other rage and cry, laugh and tremble. This was just one more revelation.                                                  

     “Before we begin our meeting,” said Jana briskly, “I would like to extend an invitation. After we adjourn, Tam will be punished for her little slips of decorum tonight. Anyone who wishes may stay and watch, or even participate if it amuses you.”

     Everyone looked around the room to see if anyone would respond.

     “Think about it,” Jana suggested. Then she closed discussion on the issue by clearing her throat. “Karen, I believe that it is your turn to speak first tonight.”

     Karen began to talk, launching into a story about how her mother rescued her from a nest of angry bees when she was a child. She was a good storyteller, but Jennifer hardly heard her. 

     She stared instead at Tam, who knelt with downcast eyes in the position assigned her. She was waiting patiently for the meeting to end so that she could be punished, and Jennifer wondered what was going on in her mind. What form would the punishment take? Surely Jana would not inflict more damage on a bottom that was so sadly abused already.

     Tam glanced up and saw Jennifer watching her. She lowered her eyes again, blushing, but not before Jennifer saw a look that  could have only been serene joy. Somehow Jana had transformed this timid girl into a creature of unearthly beauty. Kneeling there, bound only by the will of her Mistress, Tam fascinated Jennifer, who was struck by a sudden, vivid fantasy of Tam and Jana in bed together. 

     Hours later, the meeting ended. By this time, Tam was showing the strain of holding her awkward posture. Whenever she began to sag, Jana would reach down lazily to touch her, causing her to stiffen again as though a blow had landed. 

     When everyone was rising and saying their farewells, Jana said softly, “Clean up.”

     Tam stood, trying to be graceful on stiffened knees. Jennifer could hold her peace no longer.

     “Let me help,” she said, and began to gather the dirty cups. Jana didn’t object, but sat watching Jennifer in a speculative sort of way. Jennifer realized that Jana had been studying her all night, amused by the odd mixture of emotions that were troubling her.

     Together, Tam and Jennifer carried the cups into the kitchen. Tam filled the sink with soap and hot water and began to wash.

     “Tam, I’m sorry!”

     “For what?”

     “I’m the one who got you into this group,” Jennifer explained. “I introduced you to Jana. Who would have thought that things could take such an ugly turn?”

     “Oh Jen! Don’t you see? Didn’t you listen to the things I said last week? I had this impossible sexual fantasy. I was lonely and troubled. There was no one to share myself with. I thought I was crazy. Jana allowed me the freedom to become what I must be. Couldn’t you see that my puss was soaking wet the whole time that Jana had me on display?”                 

     “I thought you looked humiliated,” said Jennifer, trying to ignore the fact that she had been damp herself.

     “Of course I was, but knowing that Jana has the power to humiliate me is what makes it all so intense.” Tam gestured with soapy hands, trying to describe with a gesture what she could not say.

     “She beats you!”

     “Yes,” Tam admitted, “and I’m not very brave about it either. I’m frightened by the pain, but afterwards I’m a bitch in heat.” She giggled at her own vulgarity. “Jana always pardons me and lets me pleasure her. Sometimes I’m satisfied as well, but even when I am not, the denial is sweet.”

     Jennifer slowly shook her head, trying to grasp it all.

     “I always felt unworthy,” Tam continued. “I’m just a schoolteacher. All the other women in the group are doctors, lawyers, businesswomen. They have had more schooling. They make more money and dress better. I never fit in with that. I’m grateful to you for wanting to help me, but I have finally found my place.”

     “At Jana’s feet?”

     Tam’s eyes misted with tears of immoderate love. “Yes, for as long as she will have me!”

     Both women were startled when Jana spoke. They had not heard her enter the kitchen behind them, and wondered how much she had overheard.

     “Well, Jennifer,” said Jana coyly. “I see that you have decided to stay a little longer.”                   

     Jennifer knew what her continued presence implied, and glanced at Tam to see how the idea was affecting her. Tam’s face was impassive. She was being a proper slave and letting others decide.

     “Yes,” Jennifer whispered huskily, surprising herself.

     “Excellent!” Jana crowed. “Tam, fetch a paddle.”

     “Yes, Mistress. Which one would you like?”

     “The one with the holes. This is a special occasion.”






  







Chapter Five

                                

     Tam stood trembling in the center of the library, holding the paddle in her upturned palms, waiting for the order to present it.

     Jana had directed Jennifer to a straight backed chair with no armrests and asked her to sit. The meaning of this seating arrangement was lost on Jennifer, who had no experience with the spanking rituals, but Tam understood, and looked to Jana with a question in her eyes.

     “Tam,” said Jana sternly, “your carelessness tonight has earned you ten swats for each infraction. How many is that?”

     Tam shuddered visibly at the cruelty of the sentence, for she was familiar with the effects of the paddle she held, but she replied dutifully, “Thirty, Mistress.”

     Jana settled herself into a deep armchair across from Jennifer. “Very well, present the paddle to Jennifer and ask her to give them to you.”

     “Oh no!” protested Jennifer, “I couldn’t!”

     Tam was already moving to obey, however, and dropped to her knees before her friend to ask sweetly: “Jennifer, please give me thirty very hard smacks on the bare ass with this paddle.”

     Jennifer folded her hands under her armpits and shook her head.

     “Persuade her,” Jana warned, “or it’s fifty!”

     “Jen, I understand your hesitation,” Tam implored. “We’re friends. We play cards together and go to the mall. We can still do all these things together in the future. I will love you as much as ever after you punish me, perhaps more. We will share a new secret and a new intimacy. You will see first hand the joy I find in submission and pain. We will reach a new understanding.”

     “That was beautiful,” remarked Jana, without irony.

     Jennifer bit her lip, looking from Tam to Jana, hoping that someone would laugh and tell her that the whole thing was a practical joke. “Please!”

     Tam held the paddle before her, raising it higher as Jennifer hesitated. “Please,” she echoed, “or I get fifty from Jana.”

     “Let’s make it sixty,” said Jana, upping the ante.

     Jennifer told herself that she was doing it to spare her friend from a worse fate, but her hand seemed to move of its own volition, taking the paddle eagerly, feeling the handle nestle into its grasp. 

     Without waiting for further orders, fearing that Jennifer might change her mind and spoil the moment, Tam rose and draped herself over Jennifer’s knees. She put her palms against the floor and crossed her big toes as Jana had taught her. 

     Jana nodded. “Begin.”

     Stifling a nervous giggle, Jennifer gave the target in front of her a tentative tap. Tam didn’t flinch.

     “That one doesn’t count,” Jana chided. “Give it to her!”

     Jennifer struck again, a little harder. Tam twitched a little.

     Jana was exasperated. “Tam, if she doesn’t lay into you pretty soon, I will give you seventy five!”

     “Please spank me hard!” Tam cried desperately.

     Jennifer brought the paddle down with force, and was rewarded by a small whine behind Tam’s compressed lips. Tam didn’t want to alarm her friend with screams.

     Jana began to rise from her chair. “Must I do everything myself?” she hissed.

     The paddle flailed. Jennifer was afraid for Tam, and dared not fail her. She struck five times before she paused to see the effects of what she had done.

     She had assumed that the holes drilled neatly through the surface of the paddle would make it lighter and less punishing. Now she saw how wrong she had been. With each impact, the soft flesh of Tam’s cheeks had been squeezed into the holes, compressed and pinched. Now her buttocks were decorated with angry red spots that would soon turn purple.

     “Oh, Tam!” Jennifer mourned. Her eyes misted with tears of regret, and she almost dropped the paddle.

     Tam sniffed, fighting tears of her own, but, even in her agony, she knew her frightful duty. “Please spank me harder!”

     Jennifer steeled herself, and delivered ten more ringing blows before Jana raised a hand. “Wait,” she called, “time out.”

     Jennifer reached out tenderly with her free hand to soothe the hurt, then realized that even a touch would be painful on skin so rudely punished. She rested her hand instead on the small of Tam’s back, and was surprised to find a pool of sweat there. She was suddenly and acutely aware that she had a lap full of naked, sweating, sobbing female flesh. Tam had broken her pose and opened her legs slightly. Her anus and bald pubes were clearly in view, indecently pink and bare. With horror, Jennifer realized that she was enjoying her work.

     As Tam whimpered, Jana stood up, unzipped her jeans, and stepped out of them. She wore no panties. Sitting down again, she hooked her knees over the arms of her chair and commanded: “Tam, pleasure me.”

     Tam dropped to the floor and crawled to her Mistress on hands and knees. Jennifer watched, transfixed, as Tam’s fingers sought Jana’s breasts and her head bobbed in the woman’s lap. It was a beautiful and savage scene, like watching a panther feed.

     Jennifer shook her head to clear it, set the paddle down, and stood up. “I need a drink. Do you mind?”

    Jana’s head was tilted back and her eyes were glazed over. She raised a languid hand and waved Jennifer toward the bar. Jennifer helped herself to a generous amount of scotch, trying to ignore the wet sounds and soft moans behind her, trying to ignore the buzzing between her own legs. She looked at her reflection in the bar mirror, seeing herself flushed and tense. “What the hell are you doing?” she asked.

     The face in the mirror just smiled and turned away, back to take a front row seat and watch the red assed slave girl at her labor.

 

    Much later, Jana was dressed and Jennifer was working on a second helping of scotch, sipping this one. Tam was kneeling in the center of the floor. Her eyes were puffy from crying. Her lips glistened with juices she had not been permitted to wipe away. She held the paddle reverently in her upturned palms.

     As though in a trance, Jennifer set her drink aside and extended her hand for the offering. She was awed by the sincerity in Tam’s voice as she asked for the rest of her punishment, the gratitude in her eyes, her meekness as she draped over the waiting lap, composing herself for pain. 

     Jennifer made it last, caressing the flaming cheeks between strokes to savor the heat. The slow build up of Tam’s distress was an aphrodisiac. When she finally began to scream, her voice was a serenade to pain. Suddenly, Jennifer was shaken from her rapture by Jana’s hard fingers gripping her wrist, preventing the savage blow she was about to deliver.

     “Enough!” Jana was saying. “Stop! You’re way over the count.”

     Dazed, Jennifer watched Jana pry the paddle out of her fingers. The handle was damp. Tam was keening hysterically, her belly throbbing with sobs against Jennifer’s knees. Shocked by her own cruelty, Jennifer put a trembling hand on Tam’s head and stroked it gently until her wailing subsided to whimpers.

     Jana took charge, helping Tam to her feet and handing her a tissue. Tam dried her eyes and blew her nose. Jana brushed hair out of Tam’s eyes and asked solicitously, “Are you all right?”

     “Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

     Jennifer was bereft. What had she done? Could Tam ever forgive her?

     Jana wiped the look of concern from her face. Tam was battered, but not beaten. She wasn’t about to dissolve into tantrums and run home. She was still in character, still a humble and willing slave. It would be unfair to her if the evening ended in disarray; with apologies and explanations. The situation required something direct and primal.

     “Kneel,” Jana held the paddle in front of the tear stained face. “Thank us.”

     Tam kissed the paddle, and Jana’s feet. She crawled to Jennifer and kissed her hand, then stood impulsively and kissed her friend wetly on the mouth. Taken by surprise, Jennifer kissed back.

     “Pleasure Jennifer,” said Jana.

     Beyond protest or thought, Jennifer shed her panties and surrendered herself to the most incredible hour of her life.






  







Chapter Six              

 

    “Jennifer will be back for more, you know,” said Jana

     Tam raised her head from between Jana’s thighs. “Do you think so, Mistress?”

     The riding crop snapped against Tam’s hip, reminding her. She dropped her head and returned to her task. Her hands were cuffed behind her, joined to the back of her collar with a short chain that kept her hands from protecting her bottom. Jana sighed with pleasure. “Of course she will. You have awakened an appetite in her. It won’t be long before she misses the feel of your skin under her hand.”

     Tam raised her head again. “Please don’t be jealous, Mistress. She is only a friend. You are the one I love.” Her plea was purchased at the price of another, harder stroke from the crop. She dived in again.

     Jana was being easy on her today, and Tam was exploiting the advantage. Her buttocks were still frightfully bruised, and Jana only wanted to relax and enjoy herself.

     “I’m not jealous,” Jana said. “I get a perverse kick out of seeing you punished by your best friend. Corrupting her is fun. She is so ambivalent about the whole thing. You could be in trouble though, I suspect her capacity for cruelty could be greater than mine. Suppose I were to lend you to her for one hour each week, would you like that?”

     Tam nodded, bumping her nose against pubic hair as she licked tirelessly on. Her jaw ached. Her tongue was sore. She had friction burns around her mouth, but there was no place that Tam would rather be.

     “I want you to wear work clothing when you arrive tomorrow,” Jana murmured. “We have some remodeling to do in the cellar.” She leaned back to enjoy the opening flutters of her fifth orgasm of the day.

 

     Jennifer took the coffee Tam brought her, and made a point of looking at Jana as she said, “Thanks.”

     “You know why I’m here, don’t you?”

     Jana’s smile was feline. “Of course, I am a student of human nature.”

     “I need to sort things out.” Jennifer was choosing her words carefully. “We have to talk about what happened the other night.”

     “How do you feel about it?” Jana asked.

     “I don’t know. That night, when Tam was in my lap, I felt sorry for her at first. Then I got angry. It was up to her to save herself, and she just let it happen. She was so meek. It brought out the bully in me. Did I hurt you terribly, Tam?”

     “Yes,” Tam admitted, “but you were supposed to.”

     Tam had been waxing the floor when Jennifer arrived, and only stopped long enough to bring coffee. She returned to her work now, buffing the floor between the two women. She was naked, as she always was in Jana’s house, and Jennifer could see that her buttocks had lost most of their color already, though her thighs bore narrow scarlet lines from a more recent thrashing with something flexible and slim.

     “Jana,” said Jennifer, “I need straight talk from both of you. Will you give Tam permission to give honest answers, even if they are disrespectful?”

     Jana laughed. “Tam always speaks honestly, that’s one of the reasons why I love her. You have permission to speak your mind, Tam.”

     “Thank you, Mistress.”

     “Do you hate me now, Tam?” asked Jennifer.

     “I love you, Jen, but not as much as I love my Mistress.”

     “What if I wanted to do it again?” 

     Tam and Jana looked at each other. Jana smiled.         

     “You should be asking Jana that,” said Tam.

     “I’m asking you first.”

     Tam laughed, a free and merry laugh for a girl in her position. “I’m doubly blessed,” she said. “Two of the people I love most in the world want to give me what I have craved for years. If Jana says the word, I will fetch the implement of her choice, right now, and hand it to either one of you.”

     “That won’t be necessary,” said Jana. “You need another day or two to recover.” In fact, Jana suspected that Tam was at least mentally ready for more. Twice that day, she had seen the slave girl looking over her shoulder in the mirror to admire the marks of the crop and paddle. She was recuperating swiftly, but Jana had to keep control of the situation. She didn’t want Jennifer to take charge and have her way with the little slave.

     “You may use Tam,” said Jana, “but only when I let you, and only in the ways that I direct you to. She is my property.”

     Jennifer conceded with a little bow. “What if we just want to go off and do girl stuff together?”

     “I allow Tam a certain amount of free time,” Jana shrugged. “How she spends it is up to her.”

     “This is going to work out!” Tam clapped her hands like a delighted child.

     Jennifer was less enthusiastic, something still troubled her. Jana read her expression. “Say what’s on your mind.”

     Jennifer cleared her throat. “It’s just that—well, it seems like a silly game somehow. None of it is real.”        

     “Are the marks on your bottom real, Tam?” asked Jana drily.

     “Yes, Mistress.” Tam could not suppress a grin.

     Jennifer shook her head. “She can walk out of here any time she wants to. Tam submits because she loves you. What if she had to do things she didn’t want to do, with someone she feared? Suppose that they refused to let her go no matter how much she struggled or begged for mercy. That’s slavery. The two of you are just pretending.”

     Tam sobered. “I’m afraid that she is right, Mistress.”

     Jana drained her cup and slammed it down. “Bullshit!”

     Tam braved the outburst. “I’m not really a slave if I still have a choice, Mistress.”

     Jana thrust her empty cup toward the girl. “Fetch me more coffee, before I forget about letting you have your tongue!”

     Tam scurried to obey. In the kitchen, she found the pot empty and started a new batch. She was secretly pleased by Jana’s outburst. Perhaps Jana would be angry enough to take her down to the cellar after Jennifer was gone. 

     Tam and Jana had been busy during the last few days. Now that school was out, Tam had been spending most of her time at Jana’s house. Together, they had partitioned off a portion of the cellar and covered the walls with soundproofing. Following Jana’s designs, they had constructed furnishings and assembled equipment. The results of their labors had left Tam wet with anticipation, but Jana was letting her wait until the proper time to christen their “lovenest”. Tam was looking forward to the event, even though she suspected that the room would be baptized with sweat and tears. 

     Jennifer’s comments about the unreality of her submission bothered her slightly, but that was overshadowed by her joy. With the addition of Jennifer to the equation, exciting new possibilities had been opened. 

     As Tam spooned sugar into Jana’s cup, she had no way of knowing that the conversation in the next room would change her life in terrible ways.

 

     When Tam was gone from the room, Jana leaned forward and whispered urgently: “Jennifer, listen, I was once where Tam is now, but I had a Mistress who wanted total commitment. She planned to take me to places no one should have to go. I was almost unable to escape her snare. Even now, she sends me letters asking me to reconsider. I don’t want to see Tam backed into that kind of a corner. No one should have to be that brave.”

     “Tam is,” Jennifer said softly.

     Jana slumped in her chair, growing pale.

     “You know the story she told us,” Jennifer insisted. “How long do you think she will be content to pretend she is a slave before she needs to experience the real thing?”

     “I don’t want to talk about this anymore!” said Jana between clenched teeth.

     Jennifer sensed that she had the upper hand with Jana, a rare event. The knowledge gave her an enjoyable feeling of potency. “You know I’m right.”                               

     Tam came into the room and knelt to present coffee, first to Jana, then to Jennifer. “Right about what?” she asked innocently, suspecting that they had been talking about her. She knew that the question was impertinent, but she was secretly hopeful that Jana would change her mind about sparing the rod. Anyway, she wanted to know. Jana refused either to answer or take the bait.      “Polish the floor,” she said sharply.

     Jana was in a dangerous mood, and Tam fell quickly to work, but Jennifer wasn’t satisfied as easily, and leaned forward in her chair, tapping her foot, inviting rebuttal. There was none. 

     “Every week,” Jana declared, “after the group meeting, you may punish Tam in the ways I prescribe.”

     She picked up her cup and stood. “I’ll see you to the door.”

 

     Storm clouds gathered in paradise.

     Tam didn’t understand the cause, but imagined the worst. She tried to resign herself to the possibility that she would soon be dismissed, and told herself that it was probably for the best. She consoled herself with thoughts of the books she would read and the lazy days that she would spend at the beach after Jana banished her. She hoped that Jana would not say that they could still be friends. A relationship that lived on total honesty should not die with a lie.

     Jana began to grow distant, and Tam found herself spending more and more time with Mrs. Thompson, who put Tam to work cleaning the house. The maid turned out to be a woman conversant on many topics, and her chatter helped to chase away Tam’s blues. The woman’s good nature did nothing to spare Tam’s backside however. She hung a tawse from her belt when she directed Tam’s efforts, and would use it eagerly to punish any perception of clumsiness or sloth. Her justice was without malice. After harshly correcting Tam’s faults, the maid would resume her chatter as amiably as before. Tam was revising her perception of the woman. She had once thought that Mrs. Thompson was taciturn, but the maid had only been displaying a professional reserve that evaporated in the presence of an inferior. 

     It became apparent to Tam that she had a talent for misjudging people. Mrs. Thompson was less grim and more garrulous than she first appeared; Jennifer had revealed a dominant streak that Tam had never expected, and Jana, usually so cheerful and loving, had become moody.            

     The sound of Jana stalking through the house and slamming doors was like distant thunder.

     At night, Tam would report to the bedroom of her Mistress, where Mrs. Thompson would chain her to the foot of the sullen woman’s bed to cry herself to sleep. One night, Jana ended her own fit of tossing and turning by leaping from the bed to give Tam a single savage stroke with her riding crop, venting frustration. Then she slammed out of the room without a word and sought relief in the medicine chest. Tam was still alone when Mrs. Thompson came in the morning to free her.

 

     Tam did not attend the next group meeting. Mrs. Thompson escorted her to the cellar and fastened her to the bench shortly before the meeting was scheduled to begin.

     Tam remembered the playful mood that Jana had been in only a few days earlier when they constructed the bench together. When it was finished, Jana had invited Tam to strip out of her work clothing and test it for fit. Tam had been fastened then as she was fastened now, with snug broad straps around her neck, waist, wrists, ankles, and knees. Bent and spread, she was a sublime offering. Tam remembered how Jana’s hands had roamed over her taut skin while Jana teased her with the news that she would test the bench in earnest the next time she deserved real punishment.

     Tam knew punishment was imminent tonight, though Jana had given her no reason for it. Considering the silence that Tam’s Mistress had held for days, Tam could only guess that she had offended deeply.

     The soundproofing in the cellar dimmed the noises of the meeting upstairs. Tam recalled Jana’s promise to Jennifer, and wondered if Jen was the one she was waiting for.

     At long last came the sound of many footsteps headed for the door and engines starting outside. Someone descended the stairs. A key rattled in the lock. Tam’s neck was held tight against the bench, and she couldn’t look behind her to see who came into the room, but she felt cool fingertips trace the line of her back down to where her anal cleft was yawned apart by her widely separated legs.

     “Jana is really bugged,” said Jennifer.                 

     “I know,” panted Tam. The pressure of the strap around her chest was restricting her breathing, and the fingers tickling her anus were arousing her. She had been a week without sex; she was only human, after all. The circumstances were not the best for a friendly chat, but Jennifer’s voice was comforting and familiar. Tam had been afraid that Jana would appear, still wrapped in brooding silence, to slash at her with something wicked and limber. 

     “Do you know what’s bothering her?” asked Tam.

     “Yes, I think so,” Jennifer admitted, “but it is up to Jana to tell you. She is still madly in love with you, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

     Jennifer felt the girl under her hand begin to shudder and sigh as she wept with relief. “Come on now,” Jennifer admonished, “this is not the sort of evening I had planned.”

     She began to stroke the bare pubes so well displayed for her, aware from Tam’s building response that she was changing gears again. Sex was distracting her heavy heart. The soft folds under Jennifer’s hand dampened as Tam began to churn against her straps.

     “May I cum, Jennifer?”

     “That’s Mistress to you, slut. You may not. I just want you good and hot before we begin. Jana gave me this wicked narrow belt to use on you, but she didn’t tell me how many strokes you are supposed to get, or how long I can stay. I guess that means that I have carte blanche.” Jennifer punctuated her speech with a swift hard swing that connected just above Tam’s knee, where the skin was tight and thin.    

     It was the first of many. Tam barked and whined under the frenzied rain. She realized that the strap being used on her was one of the more merciful ones from Jana’s growing collection. The good news was that she could be whipped long and hard without lasting damage. The bad news was that she would probably be whipped long and hard. 

     After a dozen scorching blows, Jennifer paused to tie back her hair, which was wandering loose from her exertions. “This is fun!” she chirped. “I could go on all night. How about you?”

     “Does it matter what I think, Mistress?”

     Jennifer laughed merrily. “No, of course not. You aren’t about to get up and excuse yourself.” 

     Tam giggled in spite of her distress. “It has been a long day. I believe that I would like to retire.”

     Jennifer laughed, too, swinging the belt forehand and back with rapid slashes that made Tam scream and tug at her restraints. “You are feeling uppity tonight,” teased Jennifer, “does that mean you want me to be rough?”

     “We both know that you will be as rough as you want to be. It doesn’t matter what I say.”

     Jennifer’s answer to that was another salvo of blows. “You could beg me to stop.”

     “Please stop, Mistress.” The tone of Tam’s voice made it clear that she expected refusal. The renewed energy of Jennifer’s attack confirmed her belief.

     Jennifer paused. “There, you see, is the root of your problem. If I stop because you ask me to, that means you have the real power here, and I’m just playing your game. Suppose that I continue long after you are sincerely begging for mercy. Then it would be real. You would know, at least for tonight, that you have no control, none at all.”

     “That’s what’s bothering Jana,” Tam gasped with sudden insight. “If I’m not really a slave, then she is not really a Mistress. The whole thing is a lie!”

     Jennifer saw the script getting away from her again. She reclaimed it. “Of course, you silly cunt, now shut up and scream.”   

     Tam screamed, and was still screaming when Jana burst into the room and freed her.

     “Get dressed,” she said, as she helped Tam to her feet. Through the fog of her tears, Tam could see that under Jana’s veneer of control she was frantic with grief. “Come upstairs. It’s time we had a talk.”

     

     In the kitchen, Jana gestured toward the table. “Sit here.”

     As Jennifer was sitting down, Tam said: “I would rather stand, if it’s all the same to you, Mistress.”

     “Oh, yes, of course,” Jana seemed rattled. She sat down and folded her hands together tightly on the table, looking up at Tam. “When we started this, I told you that you would have decisions to make. You face a big one. There are three things that you can do. You can leave, right now, and go back to the life you had before we became a couple. It would be painful for me, but in the long run, it would be your wisest course. You would soon forget me, find a compatible husband, have children, and live happily ever after in suburbia.”

     “I don’t want to leave you, Mistress!” Tam’s distress made the choice unthinkable.

     Jana made a face. “Don’t call me Mistress, for a while at least. I free you of your obligations to me. Let’s be Tam and Jana for now.”

     “Okay, Jana,” Tam answered carefully.

     “Next choice,” Jana ticked it off on her fingers. “We continue as we have been. I dominate. You submit. You would have to accept the fact that you are not really a slave. My love for you grows stronger each day. It is becoming emotionally difficult for me to give you the discipline you need. Yet I feel you pushing me, wanting more than I can give. You described a fantasy that I could never be a part of. I can’t force your total surrender, but that is what you seem to seek. If we are to go on as we are, you will have to learn to be content with what you have. I spoke earlier of helping you to explore the depths of the pit. I still hold your lifeline, but I can’t bring myself to lower you any deeper. If the pit has a bottom, it is death.”

     They were silent. Tam ran careful hands over her jean clad hips, assessing her welts.

     “What’s behind door number three?” Jennifer asked. 

     “I mentioned it to you earlier, Jennifer, but Tam hasn’t heard the story yet. You know how curious I am about the working of the human mind. A few years ago, I placed myself in the hands of a dominant woman named Helga Ingstrom. I contracted myself to her for two months. She said that it was the minimum time required for training. I went into it thinking of the whole thing as a sort of experiment.

     “Helga turned me inside out. Her methods were far more cruel than anything that Tam has experienced here. When the time ended, I was broken, mentally, emotionally, and physically. While I was in that state, Helga offered me a lifetime contract with no escape clause. I almost lacked the will to refuse. Helga kept her word and released me on schedule, but she is still in touch, and constantly reminds me that I could belong to her for life if I simply picked up the phone. I would never go back to that situation, not even for Tam’s sake, and I love her more than my own life.”

     Jennifer saw the point. “If Tam wants to become a slave, a real slave who can expect no mercy; if she wants to know what it is to be completely helpless and surrender her soul, she has to go to Helga.”

     Jana nodded, staring at her hands. “I have to offer you that choice, Tam. It would be dishonest to hide it from you. I hope that you will not take this road, but I fear that you will.”

     Tam laughed nervously, trying to break the tension. “Now you know why I want a Mistress,” she said. “I need somebody to help me decide. I don’t want to be away from you, Jana, but if we just keep playing out the same psychodrama, I might become bitter wondering what might have been. You would just end up with a sulky tease who drives you nuts. I want to be able to devote myself to you completely, with no thought of myself. I want to be your toy, your pet, and your pleasure slave. I want to lose my identity and become an extension of you.” She began to cry. “And yet...” her voice trailed away.

     Jennifer finished for her. “The means to that end is fearful beyond imagining.”

     Jana nodded agreement. “This is not something to be decided lightly, or in the middle of a sexual ecstasy. Take a few days, Tam. Go shopping with Jennifer. Get a tan. See a movie. Live in the real world and get some perspective. You will know when you are ready to make a decision. If you want to come back to me, I will give you everything I can, but I will honor any decision you make.”

 

     Two nights later, during a violent thunderstorm, Tam showed up at Jana’s door. She was shivering and dripping with rainwater and tears, bedraggled and forlorn as a dunked kitten. She had been walking and thinking for hours. 

     Jana toweled her dry, her stomach tight with premonition.

     “I can’t belong to you until I have been through the fire!” Tam sobbed.

     Jana nodded sadly. Her worst nightmare had come to pass.

 

     “I’ll call Helga in the morning.”






  







Chapter Seven

 

     “You have done well, dear.” Helga cast a regal eye around the living room, then turned to study Jana as well. “You are certainly better dressed these days.”

     Jana flushed. She had hoped that Helga would do nothing to remind her of the relationship they once had. It had been a long time since Jana had cringed at Helga’s feet, yet the memories were fresh. She took Helga’s hand gingerly, remembering caresses and blows. 

     Age had only confirmed the lines around Helga’s lipless mouth and cold eyes. It had not bent her spine or softened her heart. She was tall and angular, overpowering the room, dressed in a mannish black suit, softened by a white silk blouse. A single ruby hung below her collar like a drop of blood. “I’m sure that I don’t have to tell you how surprised I was to hear from you.”

     “I never expected to call you either,” said Jana tightly.

     “I have an assistant now,” said Helga. “Meet Uli.”

     If Helga made Jana uneasy, the woman who entered the room now made Jana quail. Jana was tall, but the woman towered over her. Uli wore riding boots and leather trousers. The wide belt around her waist was studded with silver nailheads, and matched the wide bands around her wrists. She wore no bra, and her heavy breasts threatened to burst through the knit fabric of her tank top. The feminine breasts seemed incongruous beside her arms, which were thick, vascular, and corded with muscle. Her back flared, the wings of her latissimus dorsi forcing the arms to swing apelike. Perched atop the thick column of her neck was a large head. Her temples were shaved, and the blond mohawk that remained was a ragged crewcut. The right side of Uli’s face was beautiful, with a noble nose and strong jawline. The left side was split by a jagged scar from forehead to chin. Her left eye had the fixed and sightless stare of glass.

     “How do you do?” said Uli. 

     Jana’s hand was swallowed by a paw that gripped hard, suggesting crushing strength barely restrained. Uli’s voice was a husky baritone, and she spoke with an accent Jana could not identify; Dutch or Slavic perhaps.

     “Where is our new pupil?” asked Helga.

     Jana had taken one look at her visitors and changed her mind. Tam wasn’t spending two months with these fiends, or even two minutes. “I don’t think that this is a good idea,” Jana said tersely.

     “It doesn’t matter what you think,” said Helga, flashing the smile that Jana had learned to dread. “The decision can only be made by the girl herself.” She sat without invitation.

     Uli stood behind Helga’s chair and lit a cigarette. Jana was about to object, but realized that Uli was a woman who would not be pushed. What difference did a little smoke in the house make? They were bargaining for more important things. Jana gave her a candy dish to use for an ashtray, knowing that defeat could grow from small concessions.

     “You happened to catch me at a perfect time,” said Helga. “I have just parted company with my last client. She was an interesting case. Her family had high government connections, but she had rather odd political notions of her own. She wanted to present herself as a gift to an enemy of our country. It had something to do with teaching a sharp lesson to her, how did she put it, Uli?”

     “Her fascist and imperialist father,” Uli smirked.

     “Yes, that was it. Foolish girl, by the time she realized what a devil’s bargain she had struck, it was too late. Last week she took a one way trip to the Middle East.”

     “In a crate,” said Uli.

     “The men in that part of the world are so ambivalent,” Helga continued. “They hate America, but they love American women.”

     “I like to think that she is being sodomized by Saddam,” Uli quipped.

     Helga smiled faintly, dismissing the subject with a shrug. “Let me see the girl, Jana. I hope that you aren’t wasting my time with some thrill seeking dilettante.”

     “I’m afraid that she is sincere,” said Jana, “but she is a special case. She can be yours for two months, if she still insists on going, but I want her returned to me intact. I know I can’t ask you to go easy on her, but promise me that you won’t leave permanent scars.”

     “Of course, dear. We hardly ever mark a slave. It lowers their value. I suppose that branding is out then?” Her smile was becoming hateful.

     Jana shuddered. Coming from anyone else, a comment like that would have been a tasteless joke. “Try to be sensitive to her limits. I don’t want her coming back to me as a zombie.”

     Helga clucked. “Distress but don’t damage, bend but don’t break. Slave training is my life, dear. I know what I’m doing. Your little plaything will come back humble and eager to please, but as pert and pretty as she is today. She is pretty, isn’t she? I still haven’t seen her.” She drummed impatient fingers on the arm of her chair.

     Jana rubbed damp palms together. “Promise first.”

     “I promise not to mark her or leave her mentally unbalanced,” said Helga. “You know that I always honor my contracts. It’s the way I stay in business. Are you sure that you don’t want to join her? That way you could be there to look after her welfare.”

     “No!” Jana bit off the word.

     “Pity,” said Helga. “Could we see her now? We do have a long drive ahead.”

     Jana asked Mrs. Thompson to provide the women with drinks and went upstairs to get Tam. She found the girl sitting on the bed in a white bathrobe, staring at the folded hands in her lap. Jana’s heart ached. Tam looked like a frightened child.

     “You can still change your mind,” said Jana. “If you won’t do it for yourself, do it for me.”

     Tam dried her eyes and blew her nose. “I have to go through with it,” she murmured, “for us.”

 

     Tam stood before the women who would soon own her, looking in vain for signs of kindness or mercy in their faces.

     “Eyes down!” barked Helga. “Have you no manners, slave?”

     Tam dropped her eyes contritely. “I try, Mistress.”

     Helga looked Tam up and down. “She is dressed as a sacrifice. How thoughtful of you, Jana, to allow her clothing one last time.” She snapped her fingers. “Strip for inspection!”

     Tam removed the robe and draped it over a chair, then assumed the posture Jana had taught her, hands behind her neck and legs apart. She stared beyond Helga at a spot on the wall. One look had been enough. Tam never wanted to meet those implacable eyes again. 

     Mrs. Thompson brought brandy for Helga and scotch for Uli. Helga thanked her, studying Tam as she sipped. “What did you do before you became a slave?” she asked idly.

     “I am a schoolteacher, Mistress.”

     “Since you are using the present tense, I assume that you are planning to teach again in the fall. That must be why Jana will only let me keep you until Labor Day.”

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     “Will there be a cane in the schoolmarm’s room next term?” There was a smile in Helga’s voice.

     “Not for the students, Mistress.”

     Helga laughed. “Wit and spirit, I will enjoy breaking this one. Turn around.”

     Tam showed the women her back. “Your bottom is hardly pink,” Helga observed. “How long has it been since you were thrashed?”

     “Three days, Mistress.”

     Helga sighed. “Your color has faded that much in such a short time. What did Jana use on you, a feather duster?”

     “A leather strap, Mistress.”

     “She coddles you. We won’t.”

     Tam knew that the women behind her couldn’t see her wince as she felt the impact of this cold declaration. They only heard her respectful reply. “Thank you, Mistress.”

     “You’re trembling. Are you afraid?”

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     “You should be. Inspect her, Uli.”

     Behind her, Tam heard the now familiar snap and squeak of rubber gloves being put on. “No doubt you and Jana have been lapping at each other like a couple of puppies,” mused Helga. “When was your last orgasm?”

     Tam smiled to herself despite her fear, remembering the long night of pleasure that had been Jana’s farewell gift. 

     “Last night, Mistress.”

     “I hope that you enjoyed it. It will be the last pleasure you are permitted for a long time.”

     Uli came into Tam’s field of vision, and the slave girl cringed as the huge woman reached for her. It took all of Tam’s self control to simply stand passively and endure her touch. The rubber clad fingers teased Tam’s nipples into erection, tested the firmness of her thighs, belly, and buttocks, and pried open her mouth.

     “Pretty little tongue,” Uli observed. “I’ll bet she can really tickle our pussies. You don’t bite, do you slave?”

     “No, Mistress.”

     Uli reached into her pocket and came out with a pair of pliers. Clacking them in front of Tam’s nose, she warned: “If you bite me, I pull your teeth.” She lowered the pliers to Tam’s nipple and gripped painfully hard. “You hear me?”

     “Yes, Mistress!” Tam whimpered. She didn’t know that she was safe from mutilation, and believed the threat. The apprehension that she felt earlier was blossoming into terror.

     Uli opened a jar of lubricant and dipped in two fingers. Tam shivered and stared at the floor. The gel was cold, the fingers thick and hard as they twisted inside her. “Nice tight pussy,” Uli commented.

     She slipped the fingers out and dipped them into the jar again. She walked around the slave girl and bent her forward with a rough hand on Tam’s shoulder.

     Tam closed her eyes, willing her muscles to relax. The fingers entered deep, scissoring her open.

     “She is too tight here,” Uli complained.

     “I’m sure that you will correct that defect,” said Helga. She turned to Jana with a smile, making a seemingly offhand remark just to enjoy the distress her words were causing. “Uli has a penchant for sodomy.”

     The fingers inside Tam slipped out, and she began to breathe again, only to be caught off guard when they were thrust into her again, hard and deep.

     “If you mean that I like to fill a slave girl’s ass, you’re right,” said Uli. “Call it a vice.”

     She began to jam the fingers brutally in and out, as she addressed her next remarks directly to Tam. “I have lots of pretty toys for this little ass,” she cooed in a throaty whisper. “I have things that will stretch it and tickle it. I will make you burn and itch and ache. I have dildoes made out of rubber and wood, plastic and soap, a marble cock I store in the freezer, long tubes that will wriggle inside of you like a snake.”

     Tam felt her knees getting rubbery as the fingers plunged on.

     Jana couldn’t bear to watch, though she knew that Helga was giving Tam just a small taste of the violation she could expect later. It was a sort of kindness. If Tam had any illusions about the life of a sex slave in Helga’s house, they were being destroyed now. Jana poured herself a stiff drink as Helga began to lecture Tam.

     “For the next sixty days you will be constantly naked,” said Helga. “Everyone that you meet will be your Master or Mistress, and you will address them as such. You will be available to anyone, at any time, in any way. The pleasure that you derive from the use of your body will be accidental, and you are never to have an orgasm without permission.”

     “We intend to make that pink little bottom bright red and keep it that way. The rest of your body, every inch of it, will be regularly whipped as well. You will eat when we feed you, piss when we give you permission, and shit when we flush you out. You will be bound and confined and watched at all times. You will be unable to escape, and punished if you beg to be set free. Do you understand?”

     “Yes, Mistress,” Tam gasped. Uli was working her with energy and enthusiasm now. She had placed a hand on Tam’s shoulder to brace her down against the upward thrust of the fingers that plundered her backside. Helga continued speaking as though Tam’s brutal humiliation was an ordinary event that should do nothing to distract her from the business at hand. 

     Jana had gulped her drink and poured herself another. She longed to call a halt to this savage interview, and take Tam upstairs to comfort her. She felt impotent.

     “I will allow you one last chance to escape the fate that I have just described,” said Helga. “After today, nothing that you do or say will gain your freedom until sixty days have passed. Do you wish to come with us and suffer as our slave?”

     “Yes, Mistress!” Tam’s voice was pained.

     “Beg me for it!”

     Tam spoke in short bursts of words, riding the hand that rocked her. “Please, Mistress... take me with you...and break me... to your will... Teach me to beg...for your whip!”

     “Well done!” said Helga. “The girl shows promise. Get her ready to travel, Uli.”

     Tam sagged as the impalement ended at last. She heard the rubber gloves being stripped off. She waited, still holding the inspection position, while Uli went outside and returned with a black case that resembled a doctor’s bag. She produced the items that Tam would wear on her trip. Tam couldn’t see the preparations that were going on behind her. She only heard the rattle of a chain as her hands were taken from her neck and cuffed together behind her. A chastity belt was buckled around her waist and a greased cylinder worked into her anus. A narrow strap between her legs was pulled tight, compressing and dividing her genitals as it forced the shaft deep inside her.

     “Feet together,” said Uli.

     The cuffs that were snapped onto Tam’s ankles were joined by a foot of chain, enough to allow her to take small steps.

     Jana had been sitting very still during these preparations, hugging herself, numb with despair. She stood abruptly. “Wait!”

     She placed herself in front of Tam and took the lovely face in her hands. “Be brave,” she said. “I will be waiting to welcome you home.” She gave Tam a lingering kiss. “I love you.”

     “I love you, Jana!” said Tam, just before she was silenced by a wad of leather pushed into her mouth and strapped in place. The last thing Tam saw before the blindfold descended was Jana’s stricken face.






  







Part Three

Uli






  







Chapter Eight

 

     Tam sat on a fence post. A beautiful garden grew around her. Bees buzzed among bright flowers. Birds fluttered in the hedges. The sunlight was so intense that it hurt her eyes.

     She felt the approaching horror before she heard it. The earth shuddered under its slow tread. All about her, flowers blackened and lost their petals. Birds died in flapping agony. The post that Tam sat upon became a sharpened stake. She screamed and clutched at it, vainly trying to avoid impalement. The footsteps were close now. The stake driving into her trembled in sympathetic vibration, pulsing like a priapic totem come to life.

     Sudden light stabbed into Tam’s eyes, and she heard the rattle of the key in the lock. “Only a nightmare,” she thought. Then she became aware of the plug still filling her, an ache that had kept her awake most of the night, and realized that the garden of horrors was real.

     The door opened with a bang, and Uli stood above her. The room that Uli stood surveying was nearly bare. It contained only a naked girl and a dirty mattress. Tam was not entirely naked. She still wore the chastity belt and shackles. Pins and needles sang in the shoulder she had been sleeping upon, and she was sure that the belt was slowly cutting her in two. The plug nagged at her, and she would have wrenched it out of her body hours ago if she had been able. 

     Before tucking her in for the night, Uli had proudly displayed for Tam the contents of a velvet lined case. Four rubber cylinders nestled inside, arranged by size. There were spaces for five, but the smallest of these was already lodged inside of Tam’s body. Uli assured Tam that she would be filled by each of them in turn. It would be a long and painful process of dilation before Tam was ready for the largest sizes. The sight of these devices lying in wait for her was horrifying to Tam, just as it was intended to be. 

     The plug she wore now had been almost comfortable, once she overcame the initial shock of penetration, and Tam had even found it erotically pleasing. As the hours of the night dragged by, however, she had tossed fitfully on her mattress, impaled and aching as her sphincter clenched reflexively, trying to expel something that resisted inexorably. Only a deliberate relaxation of the muscle brought her any relief at all, so she had no choice but to open herself and let the shaft bore into her. Even sleep had been no escape. The nightmare followed and found her.

     Uli towered over her now, hands on her hips. “This is not the proper way to greet a Mistress,” she admonished. She lifted Tam into a kneeling position. “This is how I want to find you every morning when I come to get you.”

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     “Good morning, Mistress,” Uli prompted.                 

     “Good morning, Mistress,” Tam quavered.

     “That’s better. Now you are to present your ass and ask me politely to whip you.”

     Tam bent and pressed her face against the mattress, lifting her bottom and raising her cuffed hands between her shoulders as high as she could to expose herself. She hoped that she was getting it right. “Please whip my ass, Mistress!”

     As soon as the words had been spoken, a heavy strap splatted against her hip. Tam screamed into the mattress as the weapon seared her ass and thighs with rapid blows. Most bitter of all was Tam’s awareness that this ritual would begin each day for weeks to come. She was starting to cry when Uli hauled her to her feet.

     “Let’s go.”

     Uli used Tam’s elbow to steer her out of the cell and propel her down the hall. She made no allowance for the hobbles that Tam wore, and the slave girl stumbled into an awkward shuffle as she tried to match the pace of the striding giant beside her.                  

     Tam realized that Uli’s style was different from Jana’s. Jana dominated with love, and it was not unusual for Tam and Jana to hug each other and giggle, even when Tam was being disciplined. There was no such nonsense in Uli. She looked at Tam and saw only another slave to be abused. She didn’t care if Tam was sensitive, intelligent, or brave. She probably would consider these qualities as impediments. Her only emotional involvement would be the satisfaction of a job well done. This coldness was depersonalizing, and did more to make Tam feel like a slave than mere cruelty.

     The bathroom was large, and had been outfitted with an odd combination of old fashioned elegance and modern fixtures. The profusion of valves, hoses, and sculptural porcelain suggested obsessive cleanliness and incomprehensible utility. An entire wall was covered with shelves that groaned under the weight of bottles, jars, and medical equipment.

     A padded table occupied the center of the room. Uli pushed Tam’s hips against the edge of it and bent her until her face was against the table top. Tam smelled vinyl and disinfectant as a collar and chain were snapped around her throat to hold her down. With her arms still locked behind her, she was quite helpless. The most that she could do would be to slide off the table and hang herself.

     Uli nudged Tam’s ankles with a booted toe and Tam spread her legs as far as the chain would allow. The chastity belt was unlocked and the plug was tugged free. Tam could hear the soft sucking sound of its reluctant departure. Her anus clenched and contracted.

     “Thank you, Mistress!” Her gratitude was heartfelt.

     A swift blow from Uli’s strap corrected her. “Did I ask you to speak?”

     “No, Mistress!”

     A rain of blows told Tam that she had slipped again. The proper response would have been none at all, yet silence might have been punished as well. Tam faced an absurd reality. Slaves are always in the wrong. She whimpered and endured.

     When the beating ceased, Tam risked opening her eyes and saw Uli fill a rubber enema bag with soap and steaming water. The greased nozzle was as large as the plug it replaced. The water was not quite hot enough to burn her. While the bag emptied and Tam’s bowels filled, Uli stripped naked and put on a long black rubber apron, rubber boots, and gloves.

     Tam suffered cramps, which Uli observed dispassionately for a time before she freed Tam from the table and guided her over to a seatless toilet. Tam was too desperate to feel shame as she exploded with relief. She was so preoccupied, in fact, that it took her a few minutes to notice Uli preparing a new mixture and filling the bag again.

     “I don’t like fucking a dirty ass,” Uli explained.

 

     Weak and trembling, Tam stood passively in a wash tub while Uli scrubbed her down with a rough brush and antiseptic soap. She was towelled dry before she was led upstairs to the dining hall.

     On the way, she had a good look at the house that would be her prison. It was vast and Victorian, with high ceilings and mahogany paneling, marble floors and mullioned windows, colonnades and arches. She had to look closer to see that the ornamental grillwork secured the windows as effectively as bars, and the cornices hid conduit for alarm systems. Outside, a formal garden blazed with color, but beyond the garden was a high stone wall with an iron gate. The cage was gilded.

     In the dining hall. Tam knelt between Uli and Helga as they ate breakfast. The maid who served them was as unconcerned by Tam’s presence as Mrs. Thompson had been. When the women were finished, they set their plates down on the floor, where Tam was allowed to feed on cold, greasy scraps. She ate directly from the plate, like a dog. Her hands were useless behind her. When she had licked the plate, Uli wiped her face and announced: “Time for some fun and games.”

     Tam’s second stumbling journey of the day ended in a torture chamber. It had no resemblance to a traditional dungeon, and was perhaps more horrible for that reason. The room was bright, cold, and functional. Formica and stainless steel gleamed under fluorescent lights. The implements of Uli’s craft were not the staged leather props that Tam might have expected. They had been selected as tools, for usefulness rather than beauty, and placed where they would be handy. Tam was not expected to admire the display, or enjoy the erotic symbolism of her surroundings. Screams were the applause Uli sought, and she would have them without any gaudy nonsense. The room was furnished with a medical examination table, a pillory, a rack, and a whipping bench. There was a kitchenette in one corner.

     Tile was everywhere. The ceiling was acoustic tile. Tam saw pulleys and winches mounted there. The walls and floor were ceramic tile. There was a drain in the center of the floor. 

     The only normal furniture in the room was a pair of reclining chairs with an end table between them. Helga and Uli had provided for their own comfort during long sessions.

     Tam was stood in the center of the floor and the chain between her ankles was shortened enough to prevent her from taking a step. Her cuffs were removed, but only so that she could be hung by her wrists with padded restraints that dangled from the ceiling. Her legs were freed then, so that they could be spread wide and shackled to the floor. It was neatly done. Tam had never been allowed enough freedom of movement to fight or flee at any time since Helga had taken possession of her. This was the dream Tam had begged for. She wouldn’t be chatting about this over coffee tonight, or running to the mall tomorrow. This slavery was real, at least for the next two months. She felt herself dampen between the legs.

     When all of the slack had been drawn out of the overhead chain, Tam found herself tractioned on tiptoe and completely exposed. The muscles of her inner thighs and calves felt the strain of her position, but she would only be able to rest her legs if she let her wrists and shoulders carry the weight. She faced a choice between discomforts.

     When Tam was secure, Uli wheeled a stainless steel cart over to where Tam could see it. The top was covered with things that made the slave girl’s heart pound. Tam watched with horrified fascination as spring clips were taken from the cart and attached to her nipples, where the little jaws bit and held. Another pair closed upon the tender lips between her legs. The pain was immediate, but increased with time. Tam pursed her lips and whined.

     Grinning, Uli showed her another anal plug. This one was slender, but connected to it was a short length of tubing that terminated at a squeeze bulb with a shut off valve. Uli demonstrated, shutting off the valve and pumping the bulb in her fist. Tam watched wide eyed as the plug inflated and swelled. Uli opened the valve and the plug returned to its former size with a faint hissing. The plug was lubricated. 

     Tam knew that struggle was useless, and held very still as the plug was inserted, though she whimpered as Uli pumped the bulb. It hurt every bit as much as she thought it would. Uli watched her face carefully. When the shock and pain that registered there seemed real enough, the bulb was given one more squeeze. Uli’s smile was dreadful. “That ass won’t be tight when I get through with it.” The tube hung like a tail.

     She returned to the cart, picked up a short multi strand whip, and held it up to Tam’s face. Tam kissed it reverently.

     “This one is for your pussy,” said Uli.

     There were other weapons, in many styles and sizes. Tam paid homage to each in turn. The black snake was for her back. The wooden paddle was for her ass. The short rubber whip was for her tits. The leather strap was for her ass. The limber fiberglass rod was for her thighs. The heavy strip of rubber was for her ass. She kissed them all.                 

     They let her wait. Uli and Helga sat in their recliners to enjoy the view and ring the maid for coffee. Clipped and plugged, Tam was left hanging in her chains. There was amusement in Helga’s eyes as she looked up over the rim of her cup at Tam.

     “Before this day is over,” she gloated, setting her cup down, “you will be whipped over every part of your body. Uli knows all of the sweet spots, your armpits, the crack of your ass, the soles of your feet. She won’t miss a thing. Don’t think that this is just an initiation rite. Don’t sustain yourself with false hopes. You will be whipped often and well from now on.

     “You might as well forget about Jana. You won’t be seeing her again. She was fool enough to give you to me, but I am not fool enough to give you back. You will be trained here for a month. I will enjoy watching you dance under the whip, and Uli will fuck you raw. When we are finished, we will send what is left of you to a place called The Clinic. Their tortures are more refined and varied than ours. If they decide that you have any value, you will be sold. Otherwise... well, best not to think about that. I’m sure that a lovely girl like you will wear someone’s brand in the end.” She smiled at her pun.

     “I don’t believe you, Mistress.” Tam tried to keep her tone respectful, but she couldn’t let such an outrageous lie go unchallenged. “Jana wouldn’t let me go with you if she didn’t trust you.”                                           

     Helga let the impudence pass. She was having fun. “I used to believe in honor, back before Jana managed to slip my grasp. Keeping you is just my little way of paying her back for breaking my heart.”

     Tam doubted that this harridan had a heart, but the seed of fear had been planted. Tam wondered if Jana really knew this woman after all. Had they been duped? It would be two months before Jana expected her back. She could be anywhere by that time. The prospect of a lifetime of horror had been raised. No matter how she tried to deny it, such a fate seemed plausible. She remembered Jana’s warning, that death was waiting in the bottom of the pit.

     Helga shrugged. “In time, you will believe everything I tell you.” She turned to Uli, “Start with her breasts. They should be tender enough by now.”

     Uli rose and removed the clips from Tam’s nipples. The clips hurt more coming off than they had going on. Uli whipped vigorously, until both globes were covered by a latticework of crimson stripes. Tam watched at first, stunned by the horror of what was being done to her. Then she closed her eyes against the sight of the coming blows.

     “She screams beautifully,” remarked Helga. Perhaps you should do her back next.”

     Tam screamed and screamed, until her voice was gone and her cries became whines and hiccups. The clips were removed from her labia so that her pussy could be whipped. The tails of the whip curled around her loins, seeking tender and private places.                                              

     Her ass was saved for last. The plug was deflated and removed. She was warmed with a leather strap first, then a paddle. When the flesh was hot and singing, Uli used a cane. She flailed endlessly, until Tam was criss- crossed with purple lines from waist to knees.

     “That will do for now, Uli,” said Helga. “Let’s take a break. I’ll have lunch brought in.” She spoke into the intercom on the table beside her. “We will be taking lunch in the training room.” Her eyes were on Tam. “No need to hurry. I think that we will be here for some time.”

     Uli tossed the cane back on to the cart with a clatter. Tam and Uli were both sweating freely, one from exertion, the other from pain. Uli put her hands on her hips and stood back to admire her work.

     Tam was jerking with hysterical sobs. A river of tears flowed the length of her cheeks and dripped slowly from her chin. Her hair was in wild disarray. Every inch of her body was decorated with welts, red spots, and darkening lines. The markings were heaviest where the flesh was most tender, around the hip bones, ribs, and inner thighs. Her loins were ablaze. She was a torturer’s masterpiece.

     Uli was unmoved by Tam’s distress. When Tam had quieted enough to hear her, she said: “There is a floor drain between your legs. You have permission to piss.”

     “Thank you, Mistress.” Tam’s voice was thick and nasal from crying, and hoarse from screaming.

     What was shame anymore? Tam loosed a stream from between her open legs. When she was done, Uli turned on the cold water spigot and douched Tam with a garden hose. She treated it like a routine cleaning chore. Then she turned off the water and returned to staring at Tam. Her callused palms passed roughly over Tam’s breasts and bottom, making her flinch.                                                                                                                       

    “Her skin is so hot!” Uli cooed. “Should I cool her down, Helga?”

     “Of course,” said Helga. “Use the usual preparation.”

     Uli produced a bottle of body oil, opened it, and poured in a generous amount of salt. Then she sealed the bottle and shook it. She poured more salt into a shallow bowl. Watching, Tam guessed that her “cooling down” was ironically named, and would hardly be a soothing experience. She was right.

     Uli made a slow circle around her captive, squeezing the bottle of oil and squirting it all over Tam’s body. Then she poured oil on a rough scrub brush, dipped it into the bowl of salt to coat the bristles, and gave Tam a thorough scouring. She worked the brush over all of the areas that she had just thrashed, paying particular attention to the pubic area, breasts, and ass. Tam squirmed as the salt seared her, awakening new pain from her abraded skin. When Uli finally stopped, Tam was red and shining under the harsh lights.

     “Much improved!” said Helga.

     Uli had another surprise in store. She took a jug of vinegar from among the many bottles and jars over the sink. She filled a turkey baster with vinegar and used it to douche Tam. Then she poured the rest of the vinegar into an enema bag. Tam felt her ass probed and entered again. The nozzle on the end of the enema tube inflated, sealing the exit. Uli had just enough time to hang the bag on a rack and clean up before lunch arrived.

     It was a leisurely lunch. When the enema bag was empty, and Tam’s bowels were filled with the burning solution, Uli made no move to remove the nozzle and allow Tam to relieve herself. Instead, the women mocked their slave as she whined and twisted in her chains.

     “This is the first day of the rest of your life,” said Uli.

     Tam knew that she was being threatened with a lifetime of captivity again. “Jana will come,” she gasped, gritting her teeth as intestinal cramps clutched at her. “She knows where I am.”

     Her torturers had a good laugh over that. “Jana knows where I used to live,” said Helga. “I have moved twice since then. In my business, one must keep ahead of the law. I don’t exactly register with the local chamber of commerce. She knows the number of an answering machine, which I check from a pay phone. You have disappeared, dear. Jana will move heaven and earth to find you, but you will be safely hidden in hell.”

     Tam clung to hope. It was all she had. Pain and exhaustion had drained her emotionally, and Helga was cheerfully exploiting her weakness. Beside Helga’s mental tortures, Uli’s physical brutality seemed clean and honest.  

     No one spoke for a while. The women ate while the slave watched. Tam writhed in her chains as spasms wracked her. She hurt inside and out. Her hips and shoulders ached. Her hands were numb. Her skin was on fire.

     Uli laughed. “We control everything you do- or don’t do.”

     “Please!” Tam begged. “I feel like I’m exploding. I’ll do anything you say!”

     Uli lit a cigarette. “That’s right. You will do everything we say. More coffee, Helga?”

     

     The top of the bench was sloped. Tam’s head was much lower than her hips. Her bottom was taut as a drum and wide open. The strap around her waist bent her spine and held her belly tight to the cold surface. The bench was high enough to keep her feet, which were still widely sundered, clear of the floor. She was an open invitation for Uli, who slowly circled the bench to admire her sobbing victim. Uli’s fly was open, and she fingered herself in an absent sort of way. 

     The plug had been removed at last. A water hose had cleaned the floor and girl in one operation. Tam’s position had been changed. Uli simply shoved the bench against Tam’s hips, freed her wrists, and bent her.

     Desperate as she was, Tam had actually considered striking out during the brief moment when her hands were free. Uli had caught the look of rebellion and smiled a challenge. Tam accepted the inevitable, and draped herself over the bench to be secured. Resistance would have been brief and futile, punishment for it would have been certain.

     When the last binding was in place, Uli walked behind Tam. There was the sound of a jar being opened, and a coldglob of grease was pushed into Tam’s rectum with two hard fingers. The fingers worked her for awhile, until Tam felt the beginning of a new and frightening sensation. The opening felt icy cold and burning hot at the same time.

     “It’s menthol,” Uli explained helpfully. “The vinegar opened you well. Your little hole is all tight and contracted now, ready for fucking. I have to take care of some other business first. This reminder will help keep your attention focused where it should be while you wait. I want you sensitive and responsive for me. The membranes of the rectum are thin, and contain many nerve endings. This is just one of the many tricks I have planned for your pretty hole.”

     Uli washed her hands and wheeled the steel cart over to the bench. She took Tam’s head in her hands and lifted the slave girl’s face, staring into the frightened eyes, assessing her mental and physical state. She filled a water glass and held it to Tam’s lips.

     Tam drank, and thanked Uli gratefully.

     “I’ll feed you, too,” said Uli, “but not until later. It’s better for you to be a little hungry right now. You’re feeling a little better, aren’t you?”          

     “Yes, Mistress.”

     In fact, she was, though her body still resonated with the memory of blows. Hot lines blazed where the greedy cane had lapped at her hips. Her thighs, crotch, and buttocks were a tight network of red ridges, glowing under the oil. Every nerve buzzed, and the delta between her legs was flowing. Tam wondered how much pain she could take before she no longer responded sexually to it. She suspected that she would find out here. Uli had already taken her far deeper into the land of agony than Jana dared.                                    

     “Your body has ways of protecting you against pain,” said Uli, with surprising gentleness. “Call it a second wind if you like. Little breaks like this are necessary, otherwise you will slip over the edge and be lost in a state of endorphin bliss. This way is better. The pain will always be sharp edged and new. We don’t want you to lose any awareness of what is happening to you, do we?”

     “No, Mistress,” Tam closed her eyes and shuddered, knowing herself lost.

     “Now then,” said Uli, “your hair is an absolute mess.” She ran her fingers through Tam’s mane, flipping it this way and that. “Do you think that there is any hope for it, Helga?”

     Helga was sitting in her recliner, beyond Tam’s line of sight. “No,” she said. “I’m afraid that it has to go.”

     Tam began to sob again. Her head was hanging over the end of the bench, and she watched helplessly as her hair fell to the floor while the scissors clacked.

     “Hold very still now. You don’t want me to cut you.”    

     The razor was a cold and unfamiliar touch on Tam’s scalp. The taking of Tam’s hair was a simple and irrevocable event. She was now less of a person and more of an object. The possibility that she might be kept seemed more credible. Jana, she was sure, would never have wanted her shorn.

     “You’re beautiful!” Uli crooned, wiping the residue of soap from Tam’s head. “Now you are so bare and unearthly. Those fine features and high cheekbones go perfectly with that well shaped skull. I’ve created art.”

     “There is something lacking in your composition,” said Helga. Her voice sounded from behind Tam. During the barbering, she had strolled around the bench to examine Tam from the rear. “You need to deepen the color in the thigh and buttock area.”

     Sudden panic seized Tam, and she fought the straps that held her with all her strength, certain that she could not endure the ordeal ahead.

     Uli watched her struggle, but there was no pity in her voice as she answered. “I can fix that. What do you think, a touch up, or the full course?”

     “The full course,” said Helga. “Spread it out. I know that you are eager to use her, but now and then you will need to break up the routine. Use the tawse. Pace yourself. She will last longer that way.”

     A hard hand smacked Tam’s bottom. “What do you say?”

     The reprimand had an odd calming effect on the desperate slave. “Be brave,” she told herself. “This is what you asked for. It’s supposed to be hard.” To Helga she said only: “Thank you, Mistress.”

     Satisfied, Helga sat down to enjoy the performance. Uli dangled something in front of Tam’s face. Through a blur of tears, Tam recognized the implement that would soon impale her. It was a long black dildo in a leather harness.

     “It’s not like an ordinary cock,” Uli pointed out. “This one is especially designed for ass fucking. See the lovely ridges? You will feel every one of them undulating inside of you as it rides in and out. They tell me that after the first few minutes the friction is exquisite. See how it thickens toward the base? It vibrates too. I will cum many times while I am fucking you, just as a man would. But unlike a man, I will never soften or sag.”

     Uli skinned out of her jeans and stepped into the harness, then covered the dildo with grease.

     “Use the tawse first,” Helga advised. “You will enjoy it more if the skin is freshly heated.”

     Tam’s wails were forlorn and hopeless as a dozen ferocious strokes landed on her ass. She was still screaming when she felt Uli’s hands spreading her and guiding the tip of the dildo home.

     Helga smiled, observing Tam’s reaction. “I must have a videotape of this next time. I’ll aim the camera right on our little slave’s face. The way her eyes widen and her jaw goes slack is just too cute to believe. I’ll make a copy and send it to Jana. I’m sure that she would love to have a permanent record to remember her precious slave girl. A tape of her loved one being thrashed and sodomized would make a great momento.”

     The shaft slid slowly and inexorably in. Tam tried to relax her muscles and accept it, but each inch of the dildo opened her more, and the pain of being so rudely forced caused her to tense against the invasion. When full penetration had been accomplished, Uli rocked her hips and laughed. Tam felt like a pig on a skewer as the dildo rocked inside her.

     “You came here to be humiliated,” Helga observed. “You should be happy now. This is the greatest humiliation anyone can know. You are being sexually abused in the most personal manner, not by your lover, but by a cruel woman who feels only contempt for you.”

     The dildo began to slide in and out with a slow rhythm, painful at first, then arousing. Helga was right, of course. In spite of pain, fear, and weariness, Tam was actually finding pleasure in the act. The ribbed length that thrust into her, heedless of her protests, was a raw physical joy. Tam knew complete surrender at last. She was being taken by force, used by strangers in a painful and degrading way, and left without hope of mercy. The secret dream she had carried for years was now horribly true.

     “I want to hear her beg for mercy,” said Helga.

     “You will,” Uli promised. 

     The thrusting became more rapid and brutal.             

     Afternoon became evening. Uli rocked and swayed, dancing without music. Her eyes were closed and she seemed lost in a private dream, like a charmed cobra. From time to time, she would attack Tam with a series of hard jabs, then convulse with orgasm. She would rest then, draped over Tam’s welted back while Mistress and slave panted together. It was a brief respite for Tam. All too soon, the dildo would be withdrawn from its tight sheath with an abruptness that made Tam yelp.

     The tawse was Uli’s tool of foreplay. The sight of her sweating victim, screaming and fighting the restraints, would awaken her need. She would fall on the slave to impale her again on the humming shaft.

     Helga did indeed hear Tam plead for mercy, and stroked herself softly as she refused the entreaties.

     The evening became a montage of images and sensations that would haunt Tam’s nightmares forever. She remembered Uli, swinging her weapon with savage grace—the bench, slick with oil and sweat—Uli’s eyes, one living and one dead, lit with the intensity of a gloating demon as they bored into Tam— another dildo, larger this time, nudging at the swollen orifice until she felt herself open—icy water, shocking her into gasping wakefulness- the tawse again, sharper now on wet and chilled flesh—Uli, licking the tears from Tam’s cheeks. 

                                                         

     Midnight found her kneeling on the mattress in her cell, her hands cuffed and ankles shackled, her sore anus harboring a plug again, bending to kiss the booted toes.               

     It was not considered sufficient thanks, however, and Tam was soon busy licking both women fore and aft. They straddled her face and clutched her head between their hands as she worked.

     Dinner was canned dog food. She cleaned up her plate and stammered out a litany of gratitude that Helga dictated. She hoped that it sounded sincere.

     Helga laughed at her performance and toppled her over on to the mattress. “Go to sleep,” she growled. “You won’t soften our hearts by showing us how humble you are. We intend to break you.”

     Suddenly it was morning, and Tam barely had time to wonder at the fact that she had been able to sleep before Uli burst in with her tawse. Tam was too slow getting up into the greeting position, Uli made a note to correct that as she looked down on her prisoner.

     “Good morning, Mistress. Please whip my ass.”

     Uli was impressed, but gave no praise as she watched Tam bow gracefully to kiss the boots before her and lift her bruised and welted bottom to invite more. The cuffed hands were held high between the shoulders, the back was arched, the legs opened. Such courage was admirable. Most girls just cringed and pleaded on the second day.

     Respect and pity had no place here. “Raise your ass higher,” said Uli, raising her arm to swing.






  







Chapter Nine

 

     Tam crawled quickly along, prodded forward by the billy club buried deep in her rectum. Uli steered, twisting the club and laughing at Tam’s clumsy haste. The truncheon was rubber, longer and thicker than a standard police baton. Bobbing between Uli’s thighs was a thick dildo, covered with wartlike bumps. One glance at it had given Tam shivering fits. She knew where it would likely be soon.

     The chains that joined Tam’s wrists and ankles allowed her just enough slack for awkward locomotion. It had been two days since Uli had introduced her to the ancient art of bastinado, but the soles of her feet were still too tender to stand on. Yet, even if her feet were healed, the chains struck off, and the door opened, Tam would not have tried to escape. Fear of the two women who ruled her was enough to keep her there. Slavery had become a natural state of mind. It was her duty to suffer, just as it was Uli’s task to hurt her. She didn’t question the justice of the arrangement. It was simply the way of her world.

     In such a world, Jana seemed a distant fond memory. Tam was reminded every day that Jana was lost forever, and the ones who reminded her had assumed the stature of dark gods. Who was a slave to question such wisdom and power?

     When Tam was fed or watered, bathed or allowed to rest, she wept with gratitude for charities she did not deserve. She existed only to please and to endure, and rejoiced when her suffering was applauded.

     Thick as it was, the club inside her seemed comfortable compared to the rubber cone that had occupied her the night before. Exhaustion had taught her to sleep with the plugs inside her, but she always woke to pain as outraged muscles protested.

     Yet, she had learned to enjoy being stuffed with these objects. With the passing of days, her sexual need fed on denial. Anal impalement was the only intercourse she had, and she was getting used to it. The self discipline required to relax, even when the buggery was painful, had an odd sort of appeal. It meant totally surrendering her body to Uli’s pleasure. So, even though she cried out when Uli prodded her too deeply, the shaft that drove Tam forward now was a sweet torment.

     She was dependent upon Helga and Uli for her simplest needs, even for relief from the pain they caused. A kind word from either of them, recognition for some ordeal abided with grace, would fill her with warmth and sustain her through greater trials.

     The procession ended at Helga’s feet. Uli jerked the truncheon out of Tam’s ass. “Kneel up.”

     Tam sat on her heels, the ankle fetters cold and sharp against her bottom. She looked down at the shining black leather of Helga’s boots, shining, because Tam had personally polished them with her tongue the night before.

     “Are you happy, slave?” asked Helga ironically.         

     Tam wrapped the answer in a confused frown. Happiness for a slave is irrelevant. “Yes, Mistress.”

     “This is what you asked for,” said Helga. “But perhaps it is not what you expected.”

     “It is hard to bear, Mistress,” Tam admitted, wondering if the reply was somehow impertinent.

     Helga only laughed. “You don’t have any other choice though, do you, slave?”

     “No, Mistress.”

     “That lack of choice is what you wanted, to suffer and serve without love to sustain you.”

     Suddenly overwhelmed by how irreversible her course had become, Tam put her forehead against the floor. “My life is yours, Mistress.”

     “You say that, but you don’t mean it yet. If it is true, that means that you won’t even die without permission, even if you beg for it.”

     “I do not wish to die, Mistress!” 

     “No,” said Helga. “Even a life of pain and hopelessness is better than nothing.”

     Uli twirled the club. “She is still waiting for Jana to show up and rescue her.”

     “Jana!” snorted Helga. “Look at me, slave.”

     Tam looked up fearfully. Helga plucked a long stemmed rose from a vase on the table beside her. She sniffed at it. “Love is like a rose,” she sang. “But the bloom fades.”

     With sudden anger, she slashed Tam across the back with the rose. Tam cried out, and three red drops of blood welled on her back where thorns had struck. The rose shattered, and petals were strewn all over the floor. 

     “Remember this, foolish one,” Helga hissed. “Love dies, but slavery is forever.”

     Uli pushed Tam back down on all fours and forced the club deep into her. She used it to direct Tam around the room and ordered her to eat the rose petals from the floor. The flower was fragrant, but its taste was bitter.

 

     Uli picked up another frozen egg, examining it in the light. This one was amber colored. They weren’t real eggs. In a dime store, Uli had found an ice cube tray meant for holiday use, the shapes it produced were like hen’s eggs rather than cubes. She had two trays on the floor between Tam’s legs, each meant to hold a dozen eggs. One of the trays was half empty.

     Tam was fastened to the bench, resting after a savage paddling. Uli was playing with her, running the eggs over the red bottom, raising goose flesh, then pushing the balls of ice into the tight bottomhole.

     The eggs came in colors, for they were more than frozen water. Uli had laced them with chemicals. Tam was learning that each egg brought a surprise as it melted. Some made her burn inside, others made her itch, or ache to be filled. Colored water seeped slowly from her.

     Tam knew that the ice cube game was just foreplay. The thick dildo that had been rammed into her throat would be the main event. Tam had learned to swallow a dildo down past her gag reflex, but there was no relief for her aching jaw. She sucked rubber cock, feeling the bumps and ridges on it against her tongue. She knew that something which filled her mouth so completely was sure to hurt when Uli finally strapped it on.

     One by one, the frozen eggs disappeared.

 

     Uli told Tam bedtime stories, lying beside her in the dark. She toyed with Tam’s nipples and stroked her welts with sharp fingernails as she spoke.

     Every story began the same way. “Once upon a time, there was a place called ‘The Clinic’.” The stories described horrors too great to be born. Tam tried not to listen, but she was a captive audience, and morbid fascination kept her attentive. Her stomach fluttered and her sphincter clenched around the shaft inside her as Uli droned on.

     “To the south of The Clinic, a river was dammed, creating a pretty little lake and several thousand acres of swamp. Dead trees poke up out of the slime like teeth in a crone’s mouth. The water is only about waist deep in most places, but there are suck holes. The snakes have a paralyzing bite. When they find you, you sink with your mouth frozen open in an unvoiced scream.

     “To the north are mountains, steep and high. They can kill you in a thousand ways. Hypothermia is the most pleasant. You don’t care that you are dying, you just want to sleep forever. More likely  you will fall and break bones and wait for a grizzly to find you.

     “East is best. It is only forest; a lot of forest. If you stole clothing before you escaped, and managed to find water, you could wander there until you starved.

     “You could take the road, of course, but if you stay on the road, or even keep in sight of it, the patrols will find you.

     “There are dogs to get past first. Oh, they are fed, now and then, but it’s fresh kill they crave. They enjoy the warm blood, the steaming liver, the heart still beating as they rip it from your chest.”

     The tales went on in the darkness.

     Tam was never sure if “The Clinic” was a real place, or Uli’s private fantasy. If even half the stories were true, it was a place of monstrous cruelty.

     As Uli droned on, exhaustion would have its way and Tam would drift into uneasy sleep. Hours later, she would startle awake, fleeing a nightmare. As the dream faded, she would become aware of the cold grasp of her chains, the itch and burn of her welts, and the plug wedging her apart. Alone in the dark, panting and sweating, she faced the horror of a nightmare morning would not slay.






  







Chapter Ten

 

     The tape came gift wrapped. When Jana realized who it must have come from, she left it on the coffee table, afraid to touch it. It was only later, when Jennifer came over, that she dared to open the package and put the tape into the machine. They sat together in darkness. Jana huddled, her hands on her shoulders, and watched.

     On the television screen they saw a formal dining room. Helga sat at the head of the table, with Uli on her right. Four men in black neckties shared dinner with them. It was a feast, served on starched linen, silver, and crystal.

     The centerpiece of the table was a bound nude. Tam crouched on a huge serving platter like a roast pig, her wrists and ankles bound together in a tight bouquet.

     “What did they do to her hair?” asked Jana.

     Tam’s hair had grown out to a rough stubble. Her back, ass, and thighs were covered with whip marks. There was a small apple in her mouth, held in place with a leather strap.

     Jana seemed in a daze. “What is that? It looks like a tail!”

     “Greens,” Jennifer guessed. “They stuffed her ass with something. I think it’s a parsnip,” she giggled.

     Jana failed to share her mirth. “Oh,” she said softly.

     The camera panned the room and came to rest on Helga, who looked up at the camera and smiled.

     “Good evening, Jana. I’m so glad that you could join the festivities. As you can see, Tam is being well taken care of. She doesn’t need to dine with us, as she has already eaten. I believe that tonight she had peanut butter and raw onions. Dessert was an apple core with a touch of hot sauce. She has had all that she can eat.”

     Uli leaned across the table, plucked a bit of greenery that was sprouting from Tam’s body, and popped it into her mouth. “I would say that she is well stuffed.”

     The diners laughed. Jana gripped her shoulders hard. Jennifer threw her a glance, and saw a single tear on Jana’s cheek, reflected in the light from the television.

     “We don’t have to watch this,” said Jennifer quietly.

     “Yes! I do. I have to know what I have done.”

     On the screen, Helga was speaking again. “Tam is dressed for dinner as you can see. Stripes are in this year—some old, some new, some red.” She reached out and stroked a purple line on Tam’s thigh. “Some blue.”

     Uli said: “She’s well done by now. I’ve been roasting her ass for most of the afternoon.” 

     Tam turned her head and faced directly into the camera. The apple silenced her, but her eyes conveyed an unmistakable message. It was a cry for help.

     The camera panned back to Helga. “We will all be retiring to the training room later on. Stay tuned.”

     There was a flurry of static on the screen. The scene changed. It began with a close up of Tam’s face. Her brows were knit in pain, her jaw slack. She rocked gently. The shot widened, taking in the entire room. Tam was on the whipping bench. Behind her, one of the dinner guests was stripping off a condom and throwing it on the floor, which was already littered with others. As he turned away, another man advanced on Tam, unzipping his trousers.

     Helga could be heard but not seen, her voice clear in the camera’s microphone. She was holding the camera. “Don’t worry that Tam might become pregnant. Even without all these condoms, she would be in no danger of that. Every one of these gentlemen is partial to the opening that Uli was good enough to dilate for them. The condoms are just to protect them from the mentholated cream we are using for lubricant. Little Tam is one hot piece of ass tonight!”

     The scene changed again. The men were seated around the bench, sated and resting. Stripped to the waist and running with sweat, Uli was swinging her strap against Tam’s backside. More static, then Helga’s face appeared again. “I’m sure that you enjoyed this little visit, Jana. I didn’t want to leave without giving Tam a chance to say goodbye.” She stepped aside.

     Tam was behind her, sitting on a narrow pedestal with her feet dangling off of the floor. Her arms were behind her, obviously bound there. The bright lines on her body were numerous and fresh. Small weights had been clipped to her nipples.

     “Tell Jana how much you are enjoying your stay.” 

     Tam glanced warily at the woman and licked her lips. The speech that followed had been memorized, Jana was sure.      

     “I’m very happy to be here, Mistress. I never want to leave. My many wonderful punishments are never boring, and I love the way Uli keeps my ass filled. There is a plug mounted on top of this stand I'm sitting on, and it feels s-o-o good in me. All I want is to serve Mistress Helga and Mistress Uli for the rest of my life.” Her haunted, exhausted eyes told a different story.

     “Very nice. Say goodbye now.” The cheery tone of Helga's voice masked a warning. “Tell Jana that you are having a wonderful time and you wish that she were here.”

     Tam looked up into the camera with tear filled eyes. “Goodbye Jana. I love...” The screen went blank.

     Jana leaped from her chair, gathering up her car keys. When she got to the door, Jennifer stood in the way

     “Where are you going?” Jennifer demanded.

     “You saw it! I have to go there, now!”

     Jennifer was calm. “What are you going to do? Offer yourself in Tam's place?”

     Jana shuddered. Then straightened her shoulders.”If I have to. I am the one Helga wants.”

     Jennifer shook her head. “I'm sure that Helga would love to hear you sing a duet while she skins both your backsides. That would only make you smaller in Tam's eyes. What did you expect? Tam is being trained. It's what she asked for. She has to see it to the end, and so do you.”

     Jana looked distraught. “I love her!”

     “Of course you do. That's why you have to let it be. If  you bring her home she will be grateful at first, but she will start sulking inside of a week. Don't you dare coddle her when she returns! It would be cheating her! The only thing that you can do for her is be strong.”

     Defeated, Jana lowered her arms. “I thought I was so tough,” she mourned, “I'm just a softie. Love made me that way.”

     “If you can't give Tam the control she needs,” Jennifer warned, “you might as well leave her where she is.”

     Jana fidgeted. “I hope for her sake that you are right.”

     “She went into this with both eyes open. You have to honor her decision.” Jennifer crossed her arms. “Sleep on it, Jana. You know it has to be!”

     Jennifer's arguments prevailed, though Jana still wasn't comfortable with the decision. After a time, Jana went upstairs to rifle the medicine chest in search of a soporific. When all was quiet, Jennifer fixed herself a snack and stayed up late to watch the tape again. As she watched, her hand drifted into her lap and stroked softly.






  







Chapter Eleven

 

     Tam stood in the center of the training room. Her cuffed hands were locked to her collar behind her head. Her feet were far apart, shackled to a spreader bar. It was an enforced version of the inspection posture she had learned from Jana. On display, she had been standing and waiting alone for some time. 

     Tam had not been whipped in any way for two days. Even her tender bottomhole had been unoccupied, and had lost much of its soreness. She had learned to distrust periods of comfort. When she was allowed to rest and heal, it was only to build her strength against pain to come.

     She had no way of knowing how long Helga had kept her.  She had not seen a calender or clock since arriving. There were no windows in her cell or the training room. She seldom knew if it was day or night.

     She wondered if Jana had forgotten her. Perhaps Jennifer had taken Tam’s place in Jana’s heart. She was almost certainly in Jana’s bed. Tam wondered if Jana really expected her to come back at all. In a place where the unthinkable is routine, anything can be believed. Yet deep inside Tam was a steady light of love and faith. Unquenched, it burned small and steady as a candle flame.

     The door opened and Uli came in. She ignored Tam for the moment, but began frightening preparations. The pussy whip was laid out beside a slender cane.

     “You have a visitor today,” she announced. 

     Tam’s heart leaped momentarily; Jana came to mind. Then an old man entered the room and she realized her error. He was tall and swarthy, his skin leathery from too much desert sun. His nose was a beak, and his beard began just below his flinty eyes. Those eyes were on Tam.                         

     “Very nice,” he said. “She is a trifle thin, but slaves should be kept a little hungry. It makes them eager to please.”

     “Check her out,” said Uli. “You will see that she is fit for hard use.”

     Tam looked down demurely as hard hands squeezed and probed. He smelled bad. “Not a virgin,” he commented. “That’s a pity. I like the idea of a slave who has never tasted pleasure.”

     “She hasn’t tasted any here,” Uli assured him.

     “No, this is a place where only those who rule find enjoyment,” he observed. “You have opened her anus I see.”

     “Sure Achmel, we knew you were coming.”

     Achmel laughed at that. “More likely you enjoyed the process. Your instincts are correct, however. Slaves should often be taken in this manner.” He lifted Tam’s chin and hooked a thumb into her mouth to examine her teeth. “When may I bid on her?”

     “You will have to ask Helga about that,” said Uli, “but feel free to use her today.” 

     “Oh I shall! I have something special in mind.”

 

     Tam was hanging by her heels. Uli and Achmel had tipped her over onto her back and hooked the overhead chain to a ring in the center of the spreader bar. As the winch hummed, Tam’s legs left the floor, then her hips, then her shoulders. When she stopped, she could look up and see the floor. With her hands behind her head, she was unable to cover any part of herself. Uli laughed and kissed the bare pubes that were lewdly displayed between Tam’s splayed legs.

     “Poor little pussy!” she simpered. “No lover’s touches here, no more licks from Jana’s tongue.”

     Achmel snorted. “There is only one caress that this proud American slut deserves!”

     He pushed the end of the spreader bar and set it spinning. Tam grew dizzy, and fought nausea. She moaned as blood rushed to her head and made her temples throb. The chain creaked.

     When she stopped moving, she was caught by surprise by the slash of a whip where she was most exposed. She shrieked and contracted, bending at the waist until her head was level with her hips. She had a brief glimpse of red stripes where the thongs had struck her labia, then gravity had its way with her and her head dropped toward the floor again.

     Then the blows became steady and measured, while Tam howled and jerked, swaying helplessly.

     “I see no reason to neglect the other side,” commented Uli. The cane cut savagely across Tam’s buttocks.

     The whistling strokes alternated, front and back. Tam was whipped slowly, so that she could fully savor the whole measure of pain. When her loins were well marked and swollen, the whips were exchanged for others, which worried her back and breasts, her belly and inner thighs. She was whipped until unconsciousness stayed her agony.

     A bucket of cold water woke her. She lay on the concrete floor, shivering. Her hands were now cuffed behind her, and her legs shackled. When she opened her eyes, she saw Achmel sitting in a chair with his fly open, displaying an organ that was massively erect, brown and gnarled as the root of an old tree. Uli came from behind her and lifted Tam to her knees.

     “Crawl to him,” she commanded. “Thank him for whipping your pussy.”

     Sobbing, Tam shuffled awkwardly forward on her knees, until she knelt at the man’s feet.

     “Thank you for my lovely whipping,” she sniffed. “This slave humbly apologizes for all the trouble she has been, and begs to serve.”

     Achmel patted her head approvingly. “Excellent! You have trained her well, Uli. The slave has my permission to suck my cock.”

     Obediently, Tam leaned forward, kissing the hideous organ before taking it to the hilt in her mouth, swallowing back her gag reflex.

     “Very good!” he beamed. “I was afraid that she would be unschooled in this practice, with only females to train her.”

     “I usually let her suck my dildo before I put it up her ass,” Uli explained. “It’s great foreplay, and it gives her a chance to measure the thickness of the tool I have selected.”

     “Since birth control devices have been outlawed in my country,” said Achmel, “it has become a common practice. A pregnant slave is worthless.”                  

     “There are twenty men in my elite guard. They would not dare to enter my harem, so I keep a slave or two for their amusement. They will enjoy her tight bottom almost as much as I enjoy making her scream. These American girls have no stamina though. The last one only lived a year. This one appears strong, but she has yet to be tested by real torture. I see no scars. I’ll bet that you have yet to hang her by the thumbs.”

     Tam heard it all. She was meant to. Shivering with cold and fear, she meekly fellated the man who wished to buy her so that he could slowly torment her to death.

     Tam banished all thoughts of the horrors he described. In her mind, she retreated to memories of better times. Deep inside, the tender flame of hope and love burned on.






  







Part Four 

Shirley






  







Chapter Twelve

 

     Jana woke up and felt Jennifer’s arm around her, with her hand still cupping her breast. She remembered the night before, when Jennifer comforted her with soft words and hugs. She wasn’t sure who initiated the first kiss, but events of the night had taken the inevitable turn.

     “I feel guilty,” Jana muttered.

     Jennifer stirred. “Why?”

     “I’m cheating! I’m in bed with Tam’s best friend, and she is in hell!”

     The hand on Jana’s breast tightened, fingers worked her nipple into erection. “You own her,” Jennifer reminded her. “She doesn’t own you. If she were here right now, you could stand her in the corner and make her watch us. In fact, when she comes back, I think you should.”

     “Will she come back?” Jana wondered aloud. “Will she forgive me for letting Helga have her?”

     Jennifer snorted. “You underestimate her. More likely she will come back with a greater appetite for abuse than she had before.”

     “I thought I was such a butch,” said Jana. “I thought I could take her to the limits. I love her now, and that changes everything. I can’t put that love aside and be merciless with her.”                                         

     Jennifer nibbled Jana’s ear lobe and whispered. “Don’t worry. I can.”

 

     “Looks like somebody rode you hard and put you away wet, sweetheart!”

     “Yes, Master.” Tam knelt on the floor of the training room, where she had been awaiting the arrival of her latest visitor for an hour. It had been two days since Achmel had whipped her, and the marks were still vivid.

     “Call me Jackson,” he said. “Everyone else does. Look up at me, honey. I can’t talk to somebody who stares at the floor all the time.”

     Tam looked up, unnerved by the first gentle tones she had heard in nearly a month. Jackson was tall, his snakeskin boots and Stetson made him seem taller. He was no longer young, but far from old. In his eyes was the look of a child eager to taste forbidden sweets. “Did you misbehave?” he asked. “Or did they whip you like that just to make you sing and dance?”

     “I am being trained, Master.”

     “Jackson.” 

     Tam bowed, fearing correction. “I’m sorry, Master Jackson!”

     “Jackson will do. Stand up, girl. That floor’s gotta be cold and hard on your knees.” He helped her to stand.

     “Thank you, Jackson.” She leaned into his arm, enjoying the simple human contact.                                    

     “I’m gonna look you over now. You’ll be a good girl and hold still, won’t you?”

     “Yes, Jackson.”

     He took rubber gloves out of his hip pocket and put them on. She winced a little as his fingers explored her welts. “If you come home with me, honey,” he said encouragingly, “I won’t ever whip your pussy. I got better uses for it. Hell! I won’t whip you at all, unless you act up. Is the chow here any good?”

     “Slaves eat humble fare,” she said, quoting Helga.

     He grunted. “Slops! I could put a few pounds on you. Course, you wouldn’t eat at the table like regular folks, but you would have the same thing I do, and I eat pretty good.”

     Tam considered her options. The flame of her love for Jana still burned, but she had to accept the possibility that Helga was telling the truth about selling her. She had to keep out of the clutches of Achmel, or anyone like him.

     “Please buy me, Jackson!” she implored.

     “Hell! I would love to own a sweet piece like you. Helga’s being cagey though, trying to drive up the price maybe.” His fingers were gentle inside her, stirring sensations she had almost forgotten. “Looks like Uli’s reamed you out pretty good back here.”

     “It pleases my Mistress to use me that way, Jackson.”

     “How long since you had a real cock in the right hole?”

     “I don’t know, Jackson. It has been a long time.” Tam wasn’t sure if he was making a proposition, or if he needed Helga’s permission to use her, so her answer was guarded.    

     “I could give you some now,” he suggested, “but I think your pussy might be too sore.” 

     Tam hesitated, but need overcame discretion. “Please fuck me, Jackson.” She looked down as she spoke, unable to meet his eyes.

     He lifted her chin. “They been keeping you horny?”

     She nodded, surprising herself by blushing.

     He looked around. “No beds here, think we could do it standing up?”

     Tam turned and shuffled to the whipping bench, her ankle chain clinking. She bent herself over the bench and spread her legs as far as she could. “How is this, Jackson?” she asked shyly.

     There was no foreplay. Tam didn’t need it. When he plunged his full length into her the way was slick and velvety. The pulse of frustration had been Tam’s companion for weeks. When other torments didn’t crowd it out of her mind, sexual need had kept her squirming. Through many long nights she had vainly humped her mattress. The chastity belt effectively blocked all sensation, though its tight pressure between her legs stimulated desire.

     She ignored her bruised labia, the pain was a minor counterpoint to the joy of approaching orgasm. She cried out shamelessly.

     “Good?” he asked.

     She gasped, the speed of his thrusting had not even slowed. “More! Please!”

     He gave here more, much more.

 

     “Did Master Jackson find you pleasing?” asked Uli.

     “Yes, Mistress,” Tam answered humbly. She was kneeling on the floor again, where Jackson had placed her before he kissed her on the forehead and locked her in.

     Uli walked a slow circle around the slave, studying her. Tam’s afterglow was evident. Uli knew that she had been up to something. “Helga and I are bringing in a new slave tomorrow,” she said. “We had a few details to attend to. I figured there would be no harm in leaving you alone with Jackson. I knew that I could count on you to behave, and you certainly weren’t going anywhere. He seemed to take a shine to you.”

     “Will he be buying me, Mistress?” Tam bit her tongue. Jackson’s gentleness had lulled her. She had forgotten that slaves ask no questions.

     Uli’s steps had carried her behind Tam, now her pacing stopped. “You would like that, wouldn’t you?”

     Tam dropped her head a little lower, smelling trouble.“Yes, Mistress.” She felt a hand delicately caress the stubble on her head.

     “Did he fuck you?” Uli’s voice was deadly calm.

     “Yes, Mistress.” Tam was trapped. The evidence between her legs was easy to check. A lie would compound the sin.

     “Did you come?” The sharp points of fingernails dug into Tam’s scalp.

     There is no right to protect slaves from self-incrimination. Tears misted Tam’s eyes. “Yes, Mistress.”     

     “Did I give you permission?”

     “Master Jackson did, Mistress.” Tam offered the defense without hope. Punishment here was handed out without reference to logic or justice.

     Uli sighed. “After all I have done for you.” Her attack was swift, Tam was thrown across the bench before she knew that Uli was moving. “I was going to take you back to your cell for a rest!” She furiously tightened restraints across Tam’s body. “Now I see that I still have work to do!” She unlocked the leg shackles and threw them against the wall. “I never asked for gratitude, only simple obedience!” Tam’s legs were wrenched wide, pulled forward, and buckled down. “You are never to come unless I give permission, ever!” The cuffs clattered to the floor and Tam’s hands were slapped down to the side of the bench, where straps entwined her wrists and elbows.

     Standing where Tam could see her, Uli strapped on a dildo and coated it with liniment squeezed from a tube. The dildo was ribbed, conical, and slightly curved, rising from her loins like a rhino horn. “First,” Uli snarled, “I’m going to give your pretty ass the ride of its life!”

     She held up a heavy rubber paddle that Tam had learned to fear. Tam kissed it.

     “That’s right,” hissed Uli. “Kiss it before it kisses you. There will be blisters on your ass tonight!”

     Tam began to sob with fright. Uli was out of control.

     “How many orgasms did you have?” Uli demanded.          

     “Three, Mistress!” Tam silently damned herself for her honesty.

     “Three!” shouted Uli incredulously. She slammed the paddle down on the work cart with an oath. “Fifty with the paddle, for your first offense!”

     She picked up the tawse. “Fifty with this for your second!” She slammed it down beside the paddle. “Then I’m going to scrub your ass with salt before I use this!” She picked up a wicked limber cane. “I will give special attention to the backs of your thighs, just above the knees.”

     Tam began to wail. Uli was unmoved. “Before, in between and after, I’m going to fuck you raw. Then I’ll flush you with vinegar before I fill you with the largest plug in my collection.”

     The bench under Tam was still warm and damp from the passion she shared with Jackson. How different those tender moments had been from this, thought Tam.

     Uli’s dildo bobbed before her menacingly as she strode around the bench and stood behind Tam. Hard hands yanked Tam’s cheeks apart. She tried to relax, knowing that Uli would not be gentle. The dildo plunged deep. Tam howled, but no allowance was made for her distress. Uli jabbed her hard and fast, rocking the bench. The enflaming ointment that coated the phallus began to burn inside as Uli gripped Tam’s shoulders and began a series of deep hard thrusts.

     Tam began a warbling cry that rose in pitch each time the dildo forced deep. Uli smacked the side of her head to silence her, and Tam pursed her lips to muffle her keening.  

     “We had hope for you,” Uli growled in her ear. “We thought you were ready to serve a real Master. Jackson was sent to test you, and you failed. You’re worthless! You don’t deserve a Master like him. There is no way that we could let you become his coddled pet. Inside of a week you would have him wrapped around your little finger. He would be taking orders from you. You must belong to Achmel, or someone like him. No one should ever show you mercy. It’s a good thing that we have a new slave coming, because it’s time you were shipped off to the clinic!”

     Her tirade finished, Uli settled into a steady rhythm. Tam tried to hold herself open, still whining whenever she was too deeply probed. When Uli withdrew, she was wringing with sweat. Uli paused to admire the result of her labor, the swollen orifice slick and spasming. How like a flower opening, she thought.

     She picked up the paddle. “Beg me.”

     “Please spank my ass very hard.” Tam was determined to endure this bravely. She sniffed back her tears, knowing that she would shed more soon.

     The crack of the paddle was like a gunshot in the tiled room. Tam bit off a cry, which escaped when the second blow landed on top of the first. Five times the paddle landed on the same spot, building heat with each stroke. Tam howled and struggled in the grasp of her restraints. She always told herself that she would not disgrace herself the next time she was punished, that she would be still and silent, that screaming and struggling did nothing to ease pain or evade the blows. Reflex always prevailed. She knew that when the cuffs were locked upon her again, they would close on wrists and ankles that were raw with chafing.

     Tam tried to separate herself from the pain, to count the strokes and concentrate upon the mounting tally. It was no use, sooner or later, the insistent rain of swats would wear her down, and her mind would be focused only on the agony. 

     Uli tossed the paddle aside. “That takes care of the warm up.”

     Again the torturing piston of Uli’s dildo sought Tam’s backside. The hard surface of Uli’s harness irritated the hot cheeks as the shaft was repeatedly buried to the hilt, pulled all the way out, and punched in again. Tam now cried out with gasping barks each time she was jabbed. The bench creaked rhythmically. It went on and on. 

     The paddle had left Tam well prepared for the strap. Already red and glowing, her bottom felt each scorching slash as a line of fire. When the tawse worked lower on her thighs, her struggles became frantic, her sobs hysterical.

     When the beating stopped, Tam kept screaming for a time, as the pain ebbed. Her eyes had been screwed shut during her torture, when she opened them, she saw Uli pouring salt into a bowl and oiling her brush.

     “Please have mercy, Mistress!” Tam croaked hoarsely.    

     Uli studied her. The wild light was gone from the eyes of the Mistress. She was prepared to be reasonable. “When I asked you what happened here, you told the truth.”

     “Yes, Mistress.” Tam saw a ray of sunshine.

     “Perhaps there is some chance that we can reform you. The clinic will see to that. Very well, you are pardoned. Instead of caning you, I will only use the tawse again.”

     “Thank you, Mistress.” Tam’s sobs were dry now, her tears spent. She was bawling like a child who has been lost for so long that she has almost given up hope of being found.

     Uli hummed a tune, pleased by her own benevolence, as she picked up the scrub brush and dipped it into the salt. Tam twitched and whimpered as she was scrubbed. Uli oiled and salted Tam’s ass and thighs, until the area was glazed and burning.

     “The gift that keeps on giving,” Uli laughed. She put her tawse in the sink and filled the sink with water. Then she put a quart of vinegar on the stove and heated it. When it was steaming, she filled the enema bag and hung it on its rack to cool.

     Tam watched silently, the salt burning and itching as it crusted over.

     “Break time is over, bitch,” said Uli, hosing the salt away. “I’ll dry you with the tawse.”

     The cold water removed the salt and cooled Tam’s skin, numbing it slightly, but this relief came with a price tag. Her chilled flesh was tighter, and stung more as the strap, heavier after being soaked, splatted against it. The walls echoed with wet smacking and howls. Uli’s fury had abated now, and she was tiring. She still swung with force, but the pace of the beating was more measured. Tam had time to wait, in panting suspense, for the whirring arc to descend again.

     Uli threw the strap aside and dipped a finger into the enema bag, removing it quickly. It would take at least half an hour for the vinegar to cool below the scalding point. “Looks like we have time for one more ride,” she said.

     “Please! No more!” Tam begged. “Have mercy on your slave. You’re killing me!”

     Uli had been in the process of putting more liniment on the shaft of her dildo, lubing it for more hard use. She paused, checking the condition of her slave. She knew that fear could intensify distress, that Tam had still not reached the limit of what she could bear. Justice and mercy held a brief debate in her mind. Mercy lost. She poured salt on the greasy shaft. “Did I hear you complaining?”

     Tam lowered her head, defeated. “No, Mistress.”

     The dildo scraped like sandpaper inside of Tam, as the salt dissolved slowly into the abraded membranes.

     The vinegar burned coming and going.

 

     Tam watched Uli clean up and put her equipment away. The slave had been left on the bench, where she would spend the night, her ravaged anus clenched around an enormous plug. 

     Uli looked down at Tam. The slave was settling down now. She no longer shook with deep blubbering sobs. The tremors of fear and cold were less violent now. The final hosedown had left her drenched and shivering, and she had returned from that land of reduced awareness where tortured bodies go. Now she was alert and vibrantly aware of every screaming nerve.

     “I’m sorry!” she sobbed. “Oh please! So sorry, sorry!”

     Uli spat in her face. “Shut up.”

     Tam ceased chanting, and settled into the soft hoo-hooing of a girl who has resigned herself to a good long cry.

     “There is a place of no hope,” said Uli. “You will go there soon.” She placed a small stool on the floor under Tam’s face, then lit a candle and put it in a small holder on the stool. It seemed to the distracted Tam that an altar was being prepared, and she wondered what sacrifice she was about to witness.    

     Uli took a sheet of paper out of her hip pocket, unfolded it, and put it on the stool. “This letter showed up at Helga’s mail drop,” she explained. “I waited to show it to you until the proper time.”

     Tam blinked away tears and looked down. Her heart quickened as she recognized the bold handwriting. Uli turned off the overhead light and left Tam alone. In the dim light of the candle, Tam read:

     Dear Tam,

  There is no easy way to tell you this. You know how difficult it was for me, trying to be the Mistress you wanted. It took me a long time to realize that you could never be happy with me. Love is not enough.                  

   Jennifer and I have become lovers. We have discussed your problem at length, and I now see that there is only one solution possible. 

     Helga reports that you are making excellent progress, and have become happy and well adjusted now that you live a life that is free of choices. You must understand. When you agreed to become a slave, you agreed to accept the will of your Mistress. Helga has been kind enough to recommend a new Master for you, one who can give you discipline and love. She says that he has a cheerful harem of American girls, so you won’t even have a language problem. They live in an honest to God castle, Helga tells me, and only get hurt when they deserve it. I almost envy you! I’m sure that you will be very happy with Master Achmel.

     I hope you will be able to forgive me. I know that I promised to wait. In time, you will see that this was the best way—the only way. All my love—

                           Jana

     Tam  read the letter several times, searching for some evidence that it was a joke or lie, until tear soaked ink ran illegibly across the page. Uli was right. There is a place of no hope, and its center is the human heart. 

     Sometime during the night the flame sputtered and died.






  







Chapter Thirteen

 

     In the grey light of early morning, Tam knelt on the mattress in her cell. She was wearing her cuffs and leg shackles, but her plug had been mercifully removed. Her face was pressed deep into Uli’s thick bush of pubic hair as she thanked the Mistress for her correction. Two powerful hands gripped the stubble covered head as Tam licked steadily with a tongue that was nearly as tired and sore as the rest of her. She paid for pain with pleasure.                       

     Uli felt complete. The lethargy Tam displayed as she was trussed up and returned to her cell was due to more than exhaustion and physical shock. Uli knew that Tam felt real despair for the first time. There was no greater satisfaction that she could imagine. Just thinking about it made her gasp and tighten her hold on Tam’s skull. 

     Abruptly, Uli pushed Tam over on to her side. “Enough,” she said. “Rest now. It’s over.”

 

     “Good morning, Mistress. Please whip my ass.”

     Tam had no way of knowing if it was morning at all. She had slept, waking once to find food and water beside her, and slept again on a full belly. Rest and food had helped heal her physically, but her soul still bled.

     Then Uli had returned.

     The bottom Tam reluctantly lifted in offering to Uli looked as though it had been roasted on a slow fire. She trembled in anticipation of a blow that never landed.        

     Uli put her hands under Tam’s armpits and lifted her to her feet. Tam stood uncertainly, looking down. She heard a jar open and winced, but the cream that was tenderly spread over her buttocks and into the aching hole was a soothing emollient, not the fiery liniment she expected. Tam felt forgiven.

     The hand on Tam’s arm as she was led to the bathroom was gentle, and she was presented with a hot breakfast and a warm bath. Uli seemed almost diffident, even regretful. Tam had no way of judging Uli’s real temper, and had come to think of her as mad. The velvet glove too often concealed an iron fist. Bitter experience had taught Tam that Uli’s calmer moments were usually no more than the hurricane’s eye. The chastised girl was careful not to provoke.

     Her needs tended to, Tam was expecting a trip to the training room, or another session of insult and humiliation with Helga, but she was returned to her cell instead. Uli strapped the chastity belt around Tam’s waist, and Tam began to concentrate on relaxing her muscles, so that her sore and swollen opening would suffer less. The vibrator was a complete surprise. Even more surprising was the opening Uli selected to receive it. 

     Tam’s eyes flew open as she convulsed with orgasm at the first humming touch. “You have permission,” Uli laughed. She buried the buzzing wand where it was most welcome and secured the chastity belt. 

     After her orgasm, the continued stimulation was almost painfully intense. Uli tossed Tam onto her mattress and turned to go. “You will have a roommate tonight,” she said, as she opened the door. “You may speak to her.”

     The news barely registered in Tam’s fevered mind. She was only aware that she was rising again, that the intruder had been locked in and would be staying, whether he wore out his welcome or not, and she would enjoy the sweet torture alone.

     Joy it was, at least for the first couple of hours. Tam’s need had grown from long denial, and the severity of her treatment had only added fuel to the fire. She curled and rocked, her belly convulsing into orgasms too strong to bear. The shy girl who had been ashamed to admit her fantasies only seven weeks before was long gone. In her place was a broken slave who would have freely admitted that the whip, paddle, tawse, and cane had become her lovers. Fear and loneliness made it real. No fantasy could match the totality of her abasement. Ahead was a life that would be nasty, brutish, and probably short. She had been abandoned to it. There would be no rescue. Her only refuge from despair was to live each moment as it came. This moment was very good. 

     What did it matter that her warm lover had been replaced by a bit of buzzing plastic? She had waited too long.

     Much later, when slave girl and batteries had both been exhausted, gentle hands removed the vibrator. Tam only stirred slightly, unaware that another mattress had been brought into the room. She slept again until hours later when the door banged open.                                        

     Groggily, Tam rolled smoothly up to her knees, the ritual morning greeting coming automatically to her lips. She never uttered it. In the brief light that spilled into the room when the door was opened, Tam saw a bound girl stagger into the room, pushed from behind. The newcomer tripped on her own leg chains and tumbled forward onto the waiting mattress. The door slammed, leaving them in darkness again. Squinting, Tam was able to see the other girl as only a moving shadow.

     “Jana?” Tam whispered, unsure whether an affirmative answer would bring her joy or sorrow.

     “Hello?” answered a quavering voice. “Is someone there?”

     It wasn’t Jana. Tam relaxed and dropped back onto her side. Once again she was the lucky victim of benign neglect. Her chains clinked softly as she moved.

     “Who is that?” the other girl demanded.

     “Go to sleep,” Tam advised. “We need to rest whenever we can.”

     “Who are you?”

     Tam sighed wearily. The cobwebs were clearing from her mind, and she realized that she wouldn’t be getting any more rest until she satisfied the newcomer’s curiosity. 

     “I’m a slave,” she said. “I have no name.”

     “Oh.” There was a moment of silence as this information was digested, but a flood of words followed. “I’m Shirley. I guess I’m supposed to be a slave, too. Isn’t it a kick? This guy I’m going out with likes to tie me up and fuck me. I wouldn’t let just any guy do that, of course, this one is really loaded. My last boy friend was loaded, too, but I found out he was dealing coke and turned him in. I don’t go for that drug shit. Anyhow, my new boyfriend offered me a million dollars to come here and play slave girl. I’m an actress, you know. I did a commercial once. So I said sure, in like, a minute. How hard can it be? I put on some chains, bow real pretty, and give him a little head. It’s no big deal. In a month I take the money and split. How long are you here for?”

     During the barrage of chatter, Tam realized two things. Her roommate wasn’t very bright, and she had no idea that she had wandered into hell. Tam was just a voice to her. She couldn’t see the dark stubble on Tam’s head, or the welts and bruises that made every movement a twinge of pain. For reasons of her own, Uli had kept this girl in ignorance, and would no doubt enjoy Shirley’s horror when she learned the truth.

     “I’m here forever,” said Tam, “and so are you.”

     “Not me, baby!” Shirley protested. “I promised one month, then I’m gone!”

     “Did you tell anyone where you were going?” asked Tam.

     “I left a note for my girlfriend and told her all about it,” Shirley answered saucily. “My boyfriend promised to give it to her.”                                                 

     “He lit a cigar with that note, you idiot!” Tam exploded.

     “He doesn’t smoke!”

     Tam shrugged in the darkness. Why waste the time? Why spoil her last moments of blissful ignorance? She would see the truth soon enough.

     Shirley kept rattling on, however. “Helga’s sort of sweet, don’t you think? That Uli kind of scares me though. She stuck a couple of fingers up my ass. Can you imagine such a disgusting thing? I hope I don’t see much of her! So tell me, is this like pledging a sorority or something? Are they going to do the corny old bit with the blindfold and the ice cubes?”

     “Something like that,” Tam was weary of the chatter. “Go to sleep.”

      “I can’t get comfortable. They aren’t going to leave these stupid chains on me all night, are they?”

     “Shut up!” Tam said irritably. She was immediately sorry for it. If ever Shirley needed a friend, it was now. Miffed, Shirley stopped talking. Tam was too grateful for the peace to apologize and encourage renewed chatter. She fell asleep, and didn’t wake up until Helga and Uli returned to drag Shirley away.






  







Chapter Fourteen

 

     Tam was only alone for a few minutes before Helga returned with a tray that was loaded with a bowl of water, a plate of liver flavored dog food, and a wireless intercom. Tam bid her good morning and offered herself to the whip, but Helga ignored the request.

     “Eat hearty,” said Helga expansively. “Enjoy the show.” 

     The intercom was on, and sounds were coming out of it. Helga set the tray down and left.

     Tam ate and listened. With her hands still cuffed behind her, she couldn’t have covered her ears if she wanted to. The things she heard on the intercom held her spellbound. The speaker was excellent, and picked up every nuance of sound. Tam could hear the snap of Uli’s cigarette lighter, which told her that Uli was probably in the bathroom with Shirley. Uli always smoked during enemas. Tam could imagine the smell of smoke and hot vinegar, the slow swelling inside that was pleasant at first, then painful. The hot flood that stung, and the tight emptiness that would follow the cleansing. 

     Shirley’s voice, whining: “Please tell me that there is some good medical reason for this!”

     Uli exhaled, blowing out smoke. “I could give you one, but the fact is that I like to make you shit. Sitting you on the potty chair while I watch is a real turn on for me, and the humiliation will make you easier to train.”

     The squeeze bulb pumped, Tam recognized the familiar whooshing noise. Tam counted the number of times she heard the bulb worked. It was the expanding nozzle, of course. Shirley’s anus was being sealed against leakage. Tam could almost feel the balloon swelling inside. Shirley squealed a protest that was ignored.

     “Anyway,” said Uli, “I don’t like to fuck a dirty ass.”

     Shirley was outraged. “Hey! Wait a minute! I never even let Bruce in there, let alone some dyke!”                    

     This outburst was followed by loud, wet, smacking sounds. Uli had been soaking her tawse again, making it heavier, louder, and more painful. The sharp crack was almost loud enough to drown out Shirley’s screams, which were aggrieved at first, then frantic.

     The beating was brief, a minor correction, not the main event. Shirley kept on wailing, however, voicing a new complaint.

     “Hey! That’s hot! HOT! You’re scalding me!”

     Then Uli’s voice, she was being patient today, having spent her anger on Tam, and was probably enjoying herself hugely with her new toy. It was a cat and mouse game, terrors slowly revealed. “Shut up!” she said, using the strap for punctuation. “I know what I’m doing. I checked it with a thermometer.”

     Dawn was finally breaking in Shirley’s mind. She was beginning to realize that she wasn’t part of some foolish costume party. Red welts and a gut full of hot vinegar were bringing her back down to reality with a crash. “Hey! I’ve changed my mind, okay? Just let me up and give me back my stuff. I don’t want the  money that much!”

     Uli laughed. “What money?”

     “Hey! You gotta let me up right now. I gotta go. I mean I gotta go! Ahhh! CRAMP! BAD CRAMP! PLEASE! TAKE IT OUT!”

     Uli lit another cigarette.

 

     Tam had finished licking her plate, and sipping enough  water from her bowl to wash away the taste. Now she lay on her mattress with her eyes closed. Listening to live radio drama.

     Helga and Uli had Shirley in the training room. For some time Tam had been listening to the flat pop of the paddle, the tawse buzzing toward its target before stinging with a loud crack, the whistling cuts of whip and cane. Tam was gnawing at her lip and flinching, sympathizing with Shirley’s cries. Tam’s own experiences with pain were many, varied, and unforgettable, so the nature of Shirley’s screams told Tam how hard Shirley had been struck, and with what, and sometimes even where.

     During the past hours, Shirley had tried every device to be free. She had teased, threatened, promised, and explained. Now she was begging, and that wasn’t working either. 

     “Beg for this!” Uli said, as she struck. It was the rubber paddle, Tam guessed, hearing the swift, sharp sound.

     Later, Shirley called down curses on the lover who had betrayed her.

     When night fell, she cried out for her mother.

 

     The bruised, hysterical lump of flesh that had been Shirley was tumbled onto her mattress after sixteen hours of abuse. Tam saw the chastity belt that she was wearing, and was sure that Shirley wore a plug under it. The soft wet rhythm of her repeated rape had been clearly audible on the intercom, along with her grunts and moans. Tam knew enough of Uli’s habits to guess that sodomy had been the appetizer, main course, and dessert.

     Their package delivered, Helga and Uli left with barely a glance in Tam’s direction. Tam didn’t know whether to be jealous or relieved that the new slave girl had become the focus of their attention.

     “Why didn’t you warn me?” Shirley whimpered, when she realized that she was alone with Tam. 

     “I tried to. Not that it would have mattered. It was already too late when you came in the door.”

     Shirley wailed. “They said they were going to break me, like a political prisoner. Is that what they did to you?” 

     “Of course they have!” Tam said impatiently. “It’s obvious that they put us together so that you would be able to see your own future. We are both slaves for life. Get used to the idea and stop fighting it.”

     Tam snorted with disgust. “I can’t believe that you could be so gullible! You were too full of your own fantasies to see the logic of caution. No warning would have reached you. Love was bait in the trap. You thought you knew your lover, but you didn’t. Were you really stupid enough to think that they would let you go once they had you?”

     Tam closed her mouth with a snap when she realized that she had not been berating Shirley’s stupidity. She had been scolding herself.

     The next day, Tam was sent to The Clinic.






  







Chapter Fifteen

 

     Uli plucked another walnut from the dish beside her chair and crushed it in her fist. “Sing for me,” she said, as she separated the nutmeat from the shards of shell in her palm.

     Shirley dangled in an ornamental iron cage, swaying from a chain in the center of the room. The floor of the cage was three feet in diameter. The domed top was four feet high. Shirley could neither stand nor lie down. She could kneel or sit, but both postures were uncomfortable with her hands cuffed behind her and the ubiquitous plug forcing her open. She was chafed and aching inside, and the intruder throbbed with every beat of her heart.

     Shirley was a forlorn canary. She had been allowed out of the cage to use the bathroom twice a day. Every morning, she was flooded with hot soapy water, sodomized, and thrashed. In the evening, she was thrashed again, and ordered to pleasure Helga and Uli with her tongue. This had been going on for days.

     Now the caged bird was expected to sing. Shirley fumbled with the words to an old love song. Though she sniffed back the tears that threatened to make it crack or quaver, her voice was a clear, faint soprano. It was a surprise coming from a throat that was hoarse from screaming.

     Uli was mesmerized by the beauty she had created, and reached out to set the cage into a slow rotation. Shirley spun on display, presenting first her humble face and bowed head, then her scarlet back.

     “Very nice!” Uli applauded. She caressed a leather paddle, then set it down to pick up the key to the cage.

     “Now I’m ready for another tune.”

 

     It might have been a private mental health facility. The well groomed grounds resembled a golf course, with sparse shrubbery and large open areas that provided little cover for anyone attempting to sneak away. The stone wall might have been ornamental, had it not been so high, too high for the casual observer to notice the nails and broken glass that crowned it. If the security men were numerous and well armed, and the video cameras seemed to be everywhere, what of it? We live in dangerous times. No one ever noticed the grey vans that entered the grounds late at night, or the caravans of luxury cars with foreign license plates that rolled silently in and out, hurrying away to private airstrips or anchored yachts.

     Tam couldn’t see the van she was being transported in. A leather hood shut out sight, covered her plugged ears, and secured the penis gag that filled her mouth. Only her nose was exposed, and her breath labored and whistled.

     She had been strapped to a two wheeled hand truck like a refrigerator and loaded aboard by two men. Girl and hand truck together had been lashed to the interior wall standing up. She was secure cargo, and would not flop about during shipment. She thought bitterly that they did not want her to arrive in damaged condition.

     Uli had added one more cruel refinement to the packaging of Tam. A thick dildo had been fastened to the frame of the hand truck between Tam’s legs and adjusted upward until Tam’s anus was deeply penetrated. When Tam was straining against her bonds to rise on her toes and ease the impalement, Uli stopped adjusting. Satisfied with Tam’s discomfort, Uli patted Tam on the shoulder and turned away. It was as close as she ever came to saying goodbye.

     During the entire trip, Tam felt as though she had been hung on a hook. The van had been designed for heavy loads, not comfort. Every bump and pothole in the road jounced the dildo inside her. The driver seemed to be going out of his way to select rough roads. It was a long drive.

     When the van stopped, someone wheeled Tam out of the van and into an elevator, which went down. From the elevator, she was wheeled down a long corridor. The cart was stood upright, settling Tam’s weight upon the dildo. Then the hood and gag were removed, and she blinked and worked an aching jaw as she looked around her.

     She felt that she was probably underground. There were no windows in the room, and the air smelled processed. She was in an office, equipped with all the modern electronics that a modern business needs. The decor was subdued, and nothing about it suggested the nature of the business that was transacted there.  The only extraordinary thing in the room was Tam herself, bound naked to a hand truck with a shaft up her ass. 

     A smartly dressed young woman was filing papers. An older woman sat at a desk, talking on the phone. Neither of them gave Tam so much as a glance. The two men who had delivered Tam stood to either side of her, and slightly behind her. One of them was patiently cleaning his fingernails with a pocketknife. The other was twirling the sweat damp hood around a forefinger and stroking a callused palm over Tam’s flanks.

     “You like riding that fake prick?” he hissed in her ear. “I’ll have a real one for you later.” She could feel an erection nuzzling her hip. She stared straight ahead. Rape had long since ceased to be a threat to her, and it would probably be the least of the ordeals she would suffer here. 

     “Thank you, Master,” she replied politely. “I will enjoy your cock.”

     He laughed. “Helga’s girls really learn how to kiss ass. They are always respectful and eager to please. Did your little pussy see any action in that dyke’s house?”

     “A little, Master.”

     “Damn little!” he snorted. “Uli thinks that a slave’s pussy is only good for whipping.”

     Tam ignored him, and listened to the woman talking on the telephone.

     “Three weeks,” she said, “then you can have the whole lot. I have new stock coming in, and I will need the space, otherwise you wouldn’t be getting such a deal.” She was silent then, as a male voice crackled on the other end of the line.

     “Of course they are clean!” she was insulted. “No girl leaves here without a complete physical.” She listened, then spoke again. “I’ll put it in the contract. Any girl who fails to please comes back for re-training, no charge.” She looked up at Tam as she spoke, acknowledging her presence for the first time. Tam guessed that the comment was for her benefit as much as for the man on the phone. The message was clear. Tam had better be a good little slave when she was shipped out. If it was necessary to train her again, their methods were sure to be extreme.

     The woman finished her conversation and gave her attention to Tam, who quickly looked down, knowing that it would be impertinent to look the woman in the eyes. 

     “So! You’re the special case,” she said. “Helga said you have been a very bad girl.”

     Tam wanted to defend herself, but speaking up would be disobedient. The only way to deny the charge would be to demonstrate how well trained she was.

     “If it pleases you, Mistress.” Her voice was steady, despite her terror. “I am a bad girl.”

     The woman studied her, trying to decide if Tam was being sincerely polite or sarcastic. “We have a program for bad girls. We break them here. When we are finished, you will gladly do everything that is demanded of you.” She turned to the guards.

     “Put her in the pit.”

 

     Even though the cuffs were padded, they bit into Tam’s wrists when the cable went taut and she was lifted from her feet. She screamed with pain and fear as she twisted slowly on the line, her toes reaching for a floor that had disappeared. The gibbet that supported her pivoted slowly, and she screamed again, this time with mortal terror, when she looked down.

     The pit was four feet square, and appeared to have no bottom. If she fell, it would be to certain death. The dangling nude was lowered slowly into the blackness. Fifty feet, a hundred, she couldn’t tell, but when her bare feet touched the cold concrete floor, the opening above was a tiny square of light.

     The hook slipped loose from the short chain connecting her wrists and was hauled up, leaving her stranded in the dark. When she looked up, the cable was a distant thread.

     The two men who had lowered her looked down. “Are you ready to be baptized?” one shouted. 

     “Yes, Master,” she called back, not knowing what to expect. At first, she thought that they were pouring water on her, then the odor rose to her nostrils and she realized that she was being urinated on. She covered her eyes and mouth with her joined hands. There was no way to avoid the twin streams.                                                

     “I baptize thee-pig!” laughed one of the men. A moment later, she heard the distant slam of a door. The light went out. 

     She explored her prison. It consisted of four concrete walls too smooth to climb, and a floor that sloped downward to a hole that smelled faintly of sewer gas. The purpose of the hole was obvious, and she squatted to use it, thankful that she was unencumbered by a chastity belt for once. She could sit or stand, and even lie down if she curled up in a ball. Having her hands in front of her was a small advantage, though there was no way that she could slip out of the cuffs.

 

     She investigated her own body. Her hair was starting to grow back. In the weeks since Uli shaved her, her stubble had softened into a sort of crew cut. If her head was not shaved again, she would look almost normal in another month. She expected her hide to be tattered after Uli’s beatings, and was surprised to find herself substantially intact. She was sore inside and out, but would heal quickly if left alone.

     She slept with her back against the wall, expecting someone to come for her soon. She woke up alone, and used the drainage hole again.

     In her boredom, she began to masturbate. She was furtive at first, almost hoping that someone would appear to punish her for it. When no alarm was raised, she played with herself with more enthusiasm. Once, fantasies might have filled her mind.  Now she stimulated herself with memories. Jana was there, demanding what Tam would have freely given. Helga drifted through, twisting her emotions. Uli appeared, her hungry rubber cock swinging low. Tam used one hand between her legs, and used two fingers of the other hand to explore her sore bottom.

     Later she woke with a raging thirst.

 

     Shirley stood in the center of the room. Her arms had been folded together, wrists against elbows, and wrapped in a canvas sheath behind her back. A chain from overhead was hooked to her collar, holding her erect. All of the hair on her body, even her eyebrows, had been shaved. In the cold light of the training room, she looked pink and bare and unhuman. Yesterday’s whipping had left a latticework of red lines that decorated the front of her body from neck to knees. The pattern was so dense on her breasts and pubic mound that it merged into red and swollen blotches. Her tender nipples were pinched in the grip of metal clips, from which small weights dangled. Between her cheeks sprouted the flared base of an inflated plug. She gasped and sweated. Her ankle chains clinked softly as she shuffled her feet, turning one knee in toward the other. 

     Uli sat in a chair beside her, reading and smoking. She set her book down with a sigh and picked up her crop. Shirley bit back a cry as the crop snapped against her belly. “Stop fidgeting!” Uli barked.

     “Sorry, Mistress! May I use the bathroom, please!”      

     “Soon dear. I want you to enjoy the effects of this recipe.” There was amusement in Uli’s voice. “The cramps are excruciating, aren’t they?” 

     Shirley was unable to answer. She was trying to draw herself into a ball as a sudden spasm of peristaltic contraction wracked her. The neck chain snubbed taut, choking her. She straightened again with a little cough. 

     “Oh!” she grit her teeth. “I feel as though I’m trying to give birth!”

     Uli laughed. “It should be a most interesting child. Is it ours?” She looked at her watch. “You haven’t had a chance to pee today, have you?”

     “No, Mistress.”

     “You must really be enjoying the added pressure.” She picked up her book. “I have to get back to my reading now. This is the chapter on catheters. You and I are going to play many interesting games in the months ahead.”

     She was lighting another cigarette when Helga came in. Uli looked up questioningly, seeing that Helga was not alone.

     The woman beside her was young and pretty, athletic and wholesome, like a housewife out for a morning jog. She wore sweatpants, a tank top, and well worn sneakers. Uli looked into her eyes and saw no surrender there. Not submissive, she decided, but interesting anyway.

     “Uli,” said Helga. “This is Jennifer.”

     They shook hands. “Are you here to buy or sell?” asked Uli.

     “She is Jana’s friend,” Helga explained.                

     Uli knit her brows. “If you are looking for Tam, she has gone to visit some of our friends.”

     Jennifer shook her head, speaking for herself for the first time. “I would like to learn from you. Helga tells me that you are very skilled, and you have learned things about Tam that you might teach me as well.”

     Uli smiled slowly. “An apprentice! This is perfect!” She indicated Shirley. “This is my work in progress. We were just enjoying a little quiet time together before we begin the day’s activities.”

     Helga looked Shirley up and down. “I think that her tits and cunt could use a little time to heal. You got a little carried away with the cat yesterday.”

     Uli shrugged. “I know, but the other side has been neglected lately, and I haven’t given her ass a good reaming for a couple of days.”

     Jennifer suspected that the entire conversation was a performance for her benefit. Helga and Uli were testing her to see if she was squeamish or faint hearted. She didn’t have to fake her interest in Shirley, and licked her lips unconsciously as she regarded the victim.

     Shirley looked back at Jennifer with pleading in her eyes. Her distended belly gurgled softly, and she mewed behind pursed lips. Jennifer ignored her distress and walked slowly around Shirley with her hands on her hips.

     Uli smiled, recognizing a kindred spirit. “I’m cleaning her out now. This is the final rinse, just a quart, but she has been holding it for awhile.” She smiled conspiratorially at Jennifer. “I’ll take her to the bathroom just as soon as she begs Jennifer to paddle her ass.”

     Shirley’s response was quick. “Please spank my ass hard, Mistress Jennifer!”

     Jennifer couldn’t recall ever being addressed this way before. “Mistress Jennifer”, she liked the sound of it.

     Uli laughed and stubbed out her cigarette. “Come along, Mistress Jennifer. My toy loves an audience in the bathroom.”

     She attached a double headed leash to the clips on Shirley’s nipples and unhooked the chain from her collar. Shirley held her knees together and took quick shuffling steps as Uli led her away.

 

     Shirley was locked into a pillory. She had been bent over and her wrists and neck yoked into a wooden upright. Her legs were splayed wide and chained to the floor. When she saw Shirley in this cruel device, her back an arch that would soon grow painful, Jennifer’s resolve wavered for the first time. Her first instinct was sympathy for the victim. She wanted to excuse herself, take her guilt, and go home. Demon desire stayed her. Shirley’s hairless nudity was grotesquely erotic, and the music of her screams was seductive.

     Uli had stripped for action, and wore nothing but knee high leather boots and a fierce smile. She glowed with a sheen of sweat as she moved with savage grace. Jennifer was entranced, watching the roll and ripple of those corded arms as the tawse whirred and snapped. She was like a prime specimen of some new androgynous species.

     Uli offered Jennifer the strap, which she took without esitation. Uli had already laid down a double row of stripes. The cheeks and thighs confronting Jennifer were so well covered that she could find no virgin territory. If Shirley had been hoping that inexperience or pity would make Jennifer go easy on her, she was soon disappointed. Jennifer slashed at her with enthusiasm, and quickly discovered which spots were most tender. Jennifer was far into a world of red lust when Uli stopped her.

     “Take a break,” said Uli, “there is something else I want you to try.”

     Following Uli’s direction, Jennifer stripped and stepped into a dildo harness. Uli showed her how to buckle it on. The fat pink spear bobbing between her legs made Jennifer feel powerful and male. Uli greased it for her, and Jennifer was struck with the absurd notion that the woman was jerking her off. She was acutely aware of Uli hulking over her. She glanced up at the woman suddenly, conscious of the dew on Uli’s shaved temples, the pleasant musk of her sweat, the network of arteries in her lean arms, where her pulse was like a drum. Jennifer knew a moment of frightening intimacy, staring into Uli’s one good eye and seeing the furnace behind it.

     Uli seemed to know her thoughts and grinned. “You think this is some odd seduction,” she whispered. “Don’t worry, I don’t want your body, just your soul.”                       

     Flustered, Jennifer laughed nervously, then cut it short when she realized that she laughed alone.

     “Have you ever fucked a girl up the ass?” asked Uli. 

     “No, I,” Jennifer blushed. “This is new to me.”

     “Just so you won’t get bored,” said Uli, “there is a vibrator in the harness. It rides right on top of your clit.” She flipped a switch mounted on the belt, and Jennifer gasped at the humming tickle. “Oh wow!”

    “Every time you push, the vibrator will press against you. The harder you fuck her, the better you feel. Don’t hold back.”

     Leaving Jennifer to her own devices, Uli drew a chair up to the front of the pillory and sat down. She draped her legs over Shirley’s back and pushed the bare, sweat slick head into her crotch. The slave knew what was expected of her, and went to work. Uli was quickly lost in ecstasy.

     Jennifer stood uncertainly regarding the red cheeks before her. Even after being filled with an inflated plug all morning, the opening she planned to use seemed impossibly small and tight.

     Uli opened her eyes and grinned at Jennifer. “Don’t fool around. Bugger the bitch!”

     Placing a hand on each welted cheek, Jennifer yawned them apart and took aim. The door opened for her, as Shirley yielded to the inevitable and relaxed to invite the penetration. The dildo slipped smoothly in. Shirley moaned, but she had been too well trained to pause in her work, and continued to lap at the crotch her face was buried in.        

     Jennifer worked tentatively in and out, afraid of doing injury.

     “She can take it,” Uli advised. “Fuck her, hard and fast.”

     Each time the dildo thrust home, the vibrator in the harness buzzed against Jennifer’s crotch. She began to pump harder, craving the sensation, enjoying the knowledge that she was taking this girl, hurting her with this cock, slamming hard against the tender cheeks.

     They traded places—twice.

 

     “Please, may I have water? Please, Master!”

      Tam had been calling for hours, her own echo mocking her. She didn’t know if anyone could hear her, and doubted that anyone would be sitting up there in a dark room to listen, but her parched lips and cracked throat made her desperate. Earlier she had dreamed of bathing. She reeked of urine. Now she would sell her soul for a cup of water. 

     Suddenly, the light above went on and she called again, more urgently. “Please, Master! May I have water?” Her voice cracked.

     A head appeared at the edge of the hole and a voice called down. “Why are you oinking, pig?”

     “Water, please, Master!”

     “What is it worth to you?” he teased.

     She offered him the only thing she had, her body, in every obscene way that she could imagine. She apologized for troubling him, and asked to be whipped.

     “Maybe later,” he said, and left.

     She cried out, wordlessly, like an animal in a trap.

     Just before the door slammed, she heard him shout.

     “Welcome to hell, pig.”

                                         

     “Are we having fun yet?” asked Uli.

     Jennifer’s reply was delayed by her fourth orgasm of the day. The last two had been achieved while Shirley panted and screamed between her legs. Even in her pain, Shirley lapped endlessly at the dripping crotches pushed into her face. Jennifer guessed that the penalty for pausing must be fearful. Knowing that the girl who pleasured her was working through agony only seasoned the feast, and Jennifer was a glutton.

     Looking over Shirley’s back, Jennifer could see Uli sweating and swinging. She had switched to a paddle now, which struck with explosive sound.

     “Do you mind if I come back next week?” Jennifer was finally able to gasp. 

     “Not at all. I’m enjoying your company.” Uli laid the paddle aside and picked up a thick plug, which she began to grease.                                                      

     “You’re not putting that up her ass!” Jennifer asked in alarm. She felt Shirley stiffen as she overheard.

     “Of course,” Uli laughed, “before we shipped her out, Tam wore this plug every night for a week. When I’m done with this slave, she will be able to take my fist.”

     The insertion of the plug was brutally swift. Shirley wailed. Uli strode to her work cart and selected a slender, supple willow wand. “I think that if I open up a few of those blisters, our slut will be ready for an alcohol rub.” 

     Jennifer walked slowly around the bench, enthralled by Shirley’s howls of misery, wanting to see it all, mesmerized by the way Shirley’s bottom clenched around the plug as the whip whistled and cut. It was easy to see their victim as an anonymous piece of female flesh, so Jennifer forced herself to walk to the front of the pillory, where she could see the shock and horror in Shirley’s eyes as she screamed.

 

 

     Much later, Uli and Jennifer sat sipping drinks, enjoying the sight of their handiwork. The base of the plug was a black bullseye in a field of crimson. Even the sound of Shirley’s keening was arousing to Jennifer.

     “I’ve become a beast,” she said softly.

     Uli nodded agreement. “We’re a couple of predators.” After a time, she asked, “Are you planning to dominate Tam?”

     “Someone has to. Jana’s heart is no longer in it.”

     Uli snorted. “Don’t coddle Tam. She needs abuse. She will be lost without it. She is a special case, because she came in here knowing what to expect. She wasn’t coerced or convinced, just confirmed. She fears pain as much as anyone, but needs to surrender. She worships cruelty and strength in others. I never showed her any affection during her time here, yet she was starting to love me anyway. There is something beatific about her. She suffers like a saint, and thrives on pain.” Uli pointed a thumb at the pillory. “Shirley here is different.”

     Jennifer was already looking at Shirley. The red flesh, mottled with brighter spots that would ripen into blisters, fascinated her. While raping the girl, Jennifer had actually felt heat rising from the scorched skin.

     “Shirley came here thinking the whole thing was a lark,” Uli was saying. “She was tricked with a promise of huge financial gain, and expected to do a little play acting for easy money. The simple truth is that someone was really pissed off at her. She is mine now, officially dead. I can do anything I want with her. I intend to break her, over and over if it pleases me. When she has been reduced to the state of a mewling infant, who cannot even think of argument or escape, I will train her.” 

     “It’s probably none of my business,” said Jennifer, “but what will happen to Shirley when she has finished her training?”

     Uli’s reply was a sweet, enigmatic smile. “You’re right,” she said. “It’s none of your business.”






  







Part Five

Tam






  







Chapter Sixteen

 

     At first, Tam thought rain was falling, then she came fully awake and realized where she was. She lifted her head to catch the water in her mouth and saw two men above her, spraying her with a hose. The water was cold, and made her gasp, but thirst drove her to seek out the stream and lap at it. The men laughed, playing the water back and forth to see her chase it. Soon she was splashing about in puddles, and drenched, but her thirst was satisfied at last.

     When the water stopped she called out hopefully. “May I have something to eat, Master?”

     The men only laughed and went away.

     She sat down again and shivered until she was dry. 

     Much later, as she crouched on the floor, a beetle crawled across her bare foot. She captured it, and with a grimace, swallowed it.

 

     Shirley polished Helga’s boots with her tongue. They were black leather, laced to the knee, and polishing them was a nightly ritual that lasted for hours. Clips bit ferociously into Shirley’s nipples, and would until her task was finished. The chains she was wearing would be on her all night.  

     She had become accustomed to having the use of her hands denied, and adapted as an amputee does. She no longer soiled her face with the slop she was fed, and lapped water like a kitten. She had learned to take dainty steps with her chained feet. Neither her chains nor the insistent prodding of the anal plugs kept her from sleeping any longer, though her dreams were horrible.

     Every evening, she polished Helga’s boots, taking the high heels down her throat and sucking the toes, the soles gritty against her tongue. The posture of boot licking raised her plugged bottom into high prominence, displaying it for Uli, who sat behind her.

     Uli smoked and drank, admiring the view. From time to time she would lean forward to stroke Shirley’s welts with a talon, tracing their outlines. If the marks were insufficient, she would improve the pattern with a few carefully aimed strokes. Shirley was not allowed to rise, or even pause in her efforts to scream.

     In the hall, the grandfather clock boomed out the passing hours.

 

     When they threw garbage into the pit, Tam pounced on it, seeking edible scraps. She ate apple cores and orange peels, gnawed the gristle from chicken bones and broke them to suck out the marrow.

     After an eternity, the cable was lowered and she placed her chained hands obediently over the hook so that she could be hauled up into the light. The men cleaned her, inside and out, and gave her a bowl of dog food to eat before they took her away to be tortured.

 

     Uli tortured Shirley during the day, but when the slave was exhausted by pain and vulnerable to suggestion, Helga worked on her mind. The evening boot licking rituals became a time of re- programming for Shirley. While her tongue was busy, Helga lectured and scolded.

     “You are nothing,” she would say, in a low voice. “We own you. Your life is in our hands. We allow you to keep on breathing only so that you may serve us. You must learn to find pleasure in your pain. You must learn to be grateful for what we give you.” It went on and on. 

     During the past week, Shirley had experienced a sort of mental transition. Her bonds had become familiar, and she felt somehow safe in their embrace. Twice she had orgasmed reflexively while being anally raped, a response that surprised her, and earned punishment. It was cheap at the price.

     Her personality was altered. The terror was gone, rebellion quelled, even the lash was welcome. The nightmare had become a wet dream. She felt that she stood teetering on the edge of a great abyss.

 

     Everyone, it seemed, had a whipping bench. It had been Jana who first introduced Tam to the device, and hardly a day with Helga and Uli had failed to include a session on their bench. The bench at The Clinic was essentially the same as the others. Perhaps Tam’s legs were spread a little wider. It may have bent her farther forward. She knew that she was obscenely offered up. The skin of her thighs and backside was stretched tight, the cleft of her buttocks an open invitation.

     The two matrons who secured Tam wasted no time. When movement was impossible, each of them seized a leather strap and delivered rapid, searing blows to the naked body presented to them. Tam howled lustily. There was no profit in pride or courage. Screams were expected. She wasted no breath begging for mercy, having long since ceased to hope for any. The blows to her back were hardest to bear, the tight skin had been starved of padding, and the bones of her shoulders and spine were anvils.

     As usual, her bottom was the favored target. The sight of her scarlet cheeks never failed to excite those who used her, and she expected to be used. The enema that had preceded her journey to the bench left little doubt of that. She pulled against her restraints and grit her teeth, trying to mentally separate herself from the blazing pain.

     At last the women decided that her color was satisfactory. A thick glob of lubricant was pushed into her anus and massaged in deep with two fingers before the women left. Tam wasn’t alone for long. A huge black man entered the room carrying a box of condoms. He set the box down behind her. She heard the sound of tearing foil. Then the rattle of the empty wrapper landing in the trash basket that had been placed beside the bench. He never spoke to her. She was just a female body that had been prepared and provided for his pleasure.

     Cool palms spread her cheeks farther apart. She took a deep breath and relaxed, knowing that he would hurt her less if she opened for him. He entered her with surprising gentleness, even allowing her a moment to adjust to his girth. Unlike the hard rubber dildoes that Uli used on her, this spear of flesh was warm, yielding, and pulsing with life. It sought pleasure from the smooth tightness that embraced it. Tam felt herself becoming aroused.

     His rhythm was slow, almost teasing, and Tam had been so well prepared for him by her time with Uli that she experienced little pain. Instead, she was stimulated to orgasm. As she spasmed and tightened reflexively against him, he moaned and spurted, throbbing inside her.

     Another man came in. He had her suck him to full hardness before he took his turn. While the third man was using her, she came again. He was longer than the others, and thrust deep, finding places inside her that made her squeal and rock back to meet him.

     The fourth man was very thick. He only hurt her. She tried to keep herself open for him, but she was getting chafed, and the growing hurt made her tighten. She grunted with each burning penetration, and endured.

     It seemed to her that her swelling channel only enflamed the erections more. They were insistent and merciless. The hard cocks became instruments of torture, thrusting with increasing speed and energy. She was aching and raw when the last man left.

     The matrons returned. They used paddles this time, hitting fast and hard. Tam had no screams left, and only made pitiful whimpering noises.

     When they stopped, Tam’s head was hanging over the end of the bench. She looked down at the concrete floor, where tears and sweat had left a dark spot. She wiped her nose on her shoulder.

     A hand was busy at her waist strap, and Tam’s heart leaped, but the strap was only tightened another notch. A rough wash cloth was passed between her cheeks before she was  greased again.

     The black man returned. “She’s ready,” announced one of the matrons as she stripped off a rubber glove and threw it in the trash basket on top of the used condoms.

     “Good,” said the black man. “I like it better the second time. I last longer.”

     Tam heard the sound of tearing foil.






  







Chapter Seventeen

 

     Shirley wasn’t kneeling on the floor to beg for the lash when Uli opened the door. She lay unnaturally still on the mattress. At first, Uli thought that the slave had merely overslept, and was raising her arm to strike before she realized that something was wrong.                           

     “Damn it, Uli,” she muttered to herself as she dropped to her knees beside the girl, “this time you have gone too far.”

     When she touched Shirley, she was actually relieved to discover that the girl was hot with fever. Cold flesh was what Uli had feared. Quickly and gently, she removed the shackles and belt. The plug yielded with a soft sucking sound. Even in her delirium, Shirley moaned her gratitude.

     Uli lifted the slave like a sleepy child and carried her upstairs. She put her in the guest room, on a real bed, and examined her. Strep, she finally decided, her first fear had been peritonitis.

     There were complications, of course. Shirley was underweight and exhausted. Pain and fear call on the body’s reserves. Uli looked at Shirley with a clinical eye for a  change. She had always been amazed by the capacity healthy female skin and muscle had for absorbing punishment, but this girl had reached the limit. Every inch of her body, from the neck down, even to the soles of her feet, had been scourged.

     “I boasted that I would break you,” Uli said, sadly.  “Now I must put you back together.”

     She coaxed Shirley into drinking a little water and left the glass beside the bed. “I’ll bet you never knew that I was trained in the healing arts.” Uli spoke to the insensible girl, hoping to reassure. She loaded a hypo with antibiotics. “There is much that I never told you. Perhaps when you are well, we can talk.” 

     Late that night, the fever broke.

                       

     The sun was bright and hot. Tam, whose eyes had adapted to dimness, squinted with watering eyes as she was led, stumbling, from the rear entrance of The Clinic. All grace was gone from her gait. The ankle chains shortened her step. and she bowed her legs to avoid chafing the sore flesh of her thighs and buttocks. Her arms, bound behind her, were useless for balance. She was clumsy with exhaustion.

     Yet she had to step lively. The man before her tugged at the leash clipped to her labia. The men beside her held her elbows and nearly carried her as they urged her along. The man behind her would swing the paddle every time she straggled, and often when she did not. All four men had pistols hanging from their belts. One carried a shovel.

     The parade was brief. They travelled into the forest until they came to a small clearing. Looking around, Tam noticed patches where the ground was uneven, and covered with the varieties of weeds that favor freshly turned earth. A sudden chill seized her.

     The clips were removed from her labia. They hurt coming off. She was ordered to bend and spread.

     They used her in pairs. While she was satisfying one man in her mouth, another would be churning away behind her, using whichever orifice pleased him. They did it without joking among themselves or mocking her. It seemed like a sort of ritual.

     When all four men were satisfied, she was stood upright. The handcuffs were removed. They handed her the shovel and commanded her to dig.                                        

     A fantasy flickered through her mind. She imagined herself striking the nearest man with the shovel, taking his gun, and shooting the others. It was an impossible plan. She knew that they would be alert to desperate acts. With speed and luck, she might swing once before she was riddled with bullets. Killing wasn’t in her anyway. Obedience had become habit. She took the shovel and started to dig.

     The sun was hot. Tam knew that her skin, pale from confinement, would burn easily. It didn’t matter. Sunburn was the least of her concerns. The men sat in the shade to watch her work.

     Fortunately, the ground was soft. She had no need to force the blade into the ground with bare soles. Yet easy digging meant rapid progress. The hole was soon knee deep. No one had to tell her how long or wide to make it. She caught herself taking absurd pride in the square corners and straight sides.

     She stopped a moment to catch her breath, wiping sweat on a dusty forearm. She was weak from two months of abuse. A bird call sounded in the trees. A warning, perhaps, of approaching winter. The song seemed infinitely sweet, and she hoped that she would hear it again.

     The man with the paddle started to get up, and Tam went back to her digging.

     The bottom of the pit is death, Jana had warned her. Tam found herself wondering if Jana would ever know what had become of her beloved slave. The possibility that Jana might grieve seemed to be the only reason Tam could think of for staying alive. How strange that her love for Jana had survived while hope died.

     “That’s deep enough.”

     Trembling, she put the shovel aside. The rough wood had been blistering her hands anyway.

     “Crawl to me.” The man who spoke drew his gun and gave the cylinder a spin. She crawled to him, looking at the ground, seeing an anthill that boiled with life.

     “Bow to me.”

     She pillowed her head on her hands, staring at his boots. Her rough crewcut was not enough insulation to keep her from feeling the coldness of the gun barrel against the back of her head. She knew a sort of peace.

     “Beg me to shoot you.”

     She closed her eyes, wondering if she would hear it. “Please shoot me, Master.”

     Three miracles happened then. The hammer of the gun fell, not with an explosion, but with a soft, metallic click. The bird trilled overhead, voicing a song she had never expected to hear again.

     Another voice spoke, one that was also sweet and welcome. “Congratulations, Tam. School’s out. I’m here to take you home.”

     It was Jennifer.






  







Chapter Eighteen

 

     Shirley recovered physically. With the fever gone, she could rest and eat. Uli hand fed her, helping her into the bathroom until she was strong enough to make it alone. The marks on her body faded, and faint spots of yellow were all that remained of the deepest bruises.

     The bedroom door was left unlocked, and Shirley began to venture timidly out. Soon she was padding about the house, naked and unbound, like a bored housecat. She would drop to her knees whenever Helga or Uli approached, but most of the time they simply ignored her. She ate what she was fed, spoke when spoken to, and rested by kneeling or lying on the floor. She never read, and the television seemed to confuse her. Without duties to perform or tortures to endure, she simply drifted.

 

     “I shouldn’t be here,” said Tam, as Jennifer tucked the blanket around her chin.

     Jennifer stood back and folded her arms, regarding Tam with a questioning gaze. “Where should you be?”

     Tam shook her head, confused. “I don’t know anymore, but I shouldn’t be in this bed, in this hotel. A slave doesn’t deserve to be pampered like this.”

     “You deserve whatever I decide you should have,” Jennifer said sharply. Then her face softened and she relaxed. “Look, Tam, you’re played out. You’ve been tortured and starved. I prescribe food and rest. You need time to get your head straight and assess your situation.”               

     “I don’t know my situation!” Tam mourned. Then she shot a sudden, fearful glance at Jennifer. “Should I call you Mistress?”

     “Not right now. We have things to talk about, and you need to speak freely.”

     Tam nodded. “They told me that I would be branded and sold to a cruel Master. Yesterday I thought that I was going to be killed, and no one gave me a reason for it. Uli showed me a letter from Jana saying goodbye.”

     It was Jennifer’s turn to look confused. “Jana never wrote...” She snapped her fingers. “The permission slip!” 

     Tam stared blankly.

     “I went to Helga to pick up a few pointers,” Jennifer explained. “She said that she wouldn’t see me unless I brought written permission from Jana. I thought it was some old fashioned notion about Mistress etiquette. She really wanted a sample of Jana’s handwriting. That bitch showed you a forgery just to fuck with your head!”

     Tam tried to digest this. Her life was turning upside down. “Today you dressed me, and fed me, and put me in a bed. You’re an old friend, I know, and you’re doing things for me that a friend would do, but you seem different somehow. Have you changed, or have I?”

     Jennifer smiled wolfishly. “Some of each, I think.” Then she sobered, “You need to rest for now. We can discuss your future later.”

     Tam was still full of questions. “I thought that my future was decided when Helga took me away. Then she told me that I would never see Jana again. Eventually, I believed her. She was lying to me to break my spirit, wasn’t she?”

     Jennifer nodded. “Just part of the process. Uli explained it all to me.”

     Tam gave a little start.”Uli?”

     Jennifer’s feral smile flashed again. “While you were learning to be a good slave, I was learning to be a great Mistress. The rules have changed, that’s why I’m giving you a chance to get out gracefully. Jana still loves you; too much, I’m afraid. The task of disciplining you has fallen to me. You will be Jana’s pet, but I will be your trainer.”

     “How will it work?” asked Tam. “What will it be like between the three of us?”

     “We have a sort of schedule worked out,” Jennifer explained. “Six nights a week you will be in Jana’s room. You will probably indulge in marathon sex together before you curl up to sleep at the foot of Jana’s bed. Mrs. Thompson and I will come for you at dawn. We will put a hand on your shoulder to wake you and take you away for fun and games. Jana likes to sleep late, so you will have red buns and a stuffed ass when you come back to the bedroom with coffee and brunch.

     “When Jana is home, you will spend most of your days with her as well. You will kneel beside her as she works at her desk. You will massage her feet while she reads. You’ll eat out of her hand, help her dress, brush her hair, and do her nails. When she is busy, and when she goes out, Mrs. Thompson will supervise while you do household chores. 

     “One day out of every week, you will be mine for twenty four hours. I’ll take you to my bedroom and let you satisfy me. Then I’ll bind you, wrists to ankles, and leave you at my feet while I sleep. You’ll spend the night with your face to the rug and your ass in the air, waiting for me to get up and paddle you. You can cheat and roll over on your side to sleep, but if I wake up and find you that way, your morning punishment will be doubled. 

     “I’ll give you a morning bathroom break and clean you out, but after breakfast you will find yourself tied face down on my bed. There will be a pile of pillows under your hips to raise your ass. You’ll give me head until your tongue is worn out. I’ll ride your ass with a rubber prick. I’ll thrash you silly. When the day is over, the sheets will be soaked with cum and tears. You’ll be nice and humble when I send you back to Jana’s bed.”

     Jennifer grinned as she saw Tam squirming under the sheets. “Am I making you horny?”

     “Yes, Mistress,” Tam breathed, forgetting that Jennifer was not yet claiming that title.

     Jennifer held up a cautionary finger. “If you choose it.”

     Tam nodded, no longer sure of the proper response.

     “I’m not the one who should be advising you,” Jennifer giggled. “I’m biased. I can’t wait to get my hands on that cute behind. Oh, you may get tossed over Jana’s knee now and then, but most of the time, I’m the one you will have to fear.”

     Jennifer’s face clouded, and she cleared her throat nervously before speaking again. “I should tell you that Jana and I have been sleeping together. Don’t go crying now, it’s just sex. She is still pathetically infatuated with you. I don’t expect her to love me. I don’t expect you to love me either, but I will love making you scream. Sorry if I sound so cold blooded. I really like you. We have shared a lot over the years. I’m turning into a monster, I guess.”

     Tam took Jennifer’s hand, and was about to reassure her, tell her that she was being too hard on herself. Jennifer looked into Tam’s eyes at that moment, and Tam shuddered and held her tongue. The cold light in Jennifer’s eyes was the same one that haunted Uli. 

     Jennifer squeezed Tam’s hand and kept on talking. “Now you understand why Jana didn’t come for you herself. You needed to hear the news from someone who isn’t so emotionally involved. It would be all wrong for you and Jana to end up sobbing all over each other. This is a time when you have to use your head, not your heart. 

    “If you’re smart, you will forget the whole thing. School starts next week. If you take care of yourself, you can be refreshed and ready to return to the old routine. Say the word, and I’ll take you home tomorrow, no questions and no hard feelings.”

     Tam was too overwhelmed to speak.                       

     “You don’t have to decide now,” said Jana. “We can talk about it in the morning. Just remember that if you go back to Jana’s house you will have three pussies to service, me, Mrs. Thompson, and Jana. You might sometimes find yourself sleeping on the floor while Jana and I share the bed. Slaves have no choice about these things, serving your Mistress is a privilege, not a right.”

     Jennifer undressed and climbed into bed, molding her body to Tam’s. Tam stared silently at the wall for a long time. Jennifer thought that she had fallen asleep when she asked abruptly: “Do you think that I could love all three of you?” 

     “Good slaves are always in love with their Mistresses,” said Jennifer. “Now shut up and let me sleep.”

 

     When Jennifer woke up she was alone in the bed. Her eyes fell on the dresser, and saw the night gown folded neatly there. She concluded that Tam had slipped into the clothes she had been given yesterday and walked off into the night. Jennifer was wondering how she would break the news to Jana when she became aware of the soft sound of breathing somewhere in the room. She sat up and saw that Tam was sleeping naked on the floor at the foot of the bed. 

     Jennifer rolled out of bed and went into the bathroom. When she came out of the shower, Tam was kneeling demurely on the bathroom floor offering her a towel. Jennifer looked down at her, thinking that she had never looked more beautiful. 

     “Dry me.”                                               

     Tam used one towel to dry Jennifer, and another to wrap her wet hair.

     “Is there anything you want to discuss?” asked Jennifer.

     “No, Mistress.”

     “You have reached a decision.”

     “Yes, Mistress. I wish to serve you, and Jana, and Mrs. Thompson for as long as it pleases you to keep me.”

     Jennifer put her hand on Tam’s head, which was bent in obeisance. “Come to bed and pleasure me.”

 

     One morning, Helga and Uli took Shirley by the hand and led her to the front hall. They gave her a wig, and clothing, and told her to dress. She needed a little help. Buttons and zippers had become strange to her. Uli waved a hundred dollar bill under Shirley’s nose and stuffed it into the pocket of the girl’s blouse. Helga unlocked the front door. A late summer breeze blew in, carrying a hint of autumn and coming rain.

     The front gate was visible through the open doorway. Uli walked to the end of the driveway, opened the gate, and left it swinging. When Uli returned, Shirley was trembling, but not speaking or moving.

     “Helga and I are going into the library for an hour,” said Uli. “Do you understand?”

     “Yes, Mistress.” She looked bewildered, as though all the order in the world had been destroyed.

 

 

     The blanket that was pinned around Tam’s neck draped her body. No one in a passing car could see that she was naked under the blanket, or that her cuffed hands were chained to her cuffed ankles. The safety belt held her snug against the seat. She licked her lips, tasting Jennifer’s nectar still lingering there, and stared at the black road unrolling before the headlights. There had been no satisfaction for Tam this morning. She was going back to Jana naked and bound and randy as a mare in heat.

     “Tell me everything,” demanded Jennifer, when they were on the freeway. “What did they do to you? What turned you on? What frightened you the most?”

     Tam talked. It was cathartic. She shuddered sometimes, or blushed. Once or twice she shared a laugh with Jennifer over some incident that hadn’t been at all funny at the time. It was after one of these laughs that Tam looked over at Jennifer and saw that dreadful smile again. Jennifer’s face glowed ghastly green in the dash lights.  

     “Grandma, what big teeth you have!” Tam murmured. 

     “The better to eat you alive!” Jennifer laughed.

     Tam shifted her gaze to the road, suddenly afraid. “You said you met Uli?” she asked timidly.

     Jennifer’s laugh had a cruel edge this time. “Curious, are you? You want to know if Uli taught me all of her tricks? She did. You want to know if I enjoyed the lessons? I did. You want to know if I will do the same things to you? I will. I’m going to thrash you until there are welts on your welts. I’m going to tie you up and decorate you with clips and hang you upside down. I’m going to purge you with vinegar and soapy water. I’ll lube you with muscle liniment and fuck you up the ass with fat, knobby dildoes.

     “Sometimes Jana will watch or join in, but usually it will happen during our private time together. She will go upstairs and read with headphones on, or sleep late, or go off to make another million; while I drag you down to the cellar to play with you. Maybe she can’t bring herself to do the dirty work, but I know that she will enjoy summoning a slave that is glowing with heat, and grateful for the respite, and oh- so eager to please. This is going to be the perfect arrangement!”

     Tam trembled as the car cut the night. The seat under her naked bottom was wet.

 

     “What made you decide to take this risk?” asked Uli. She stared out the window at the front drive, which was still empty.

     Helga had become bored with waiting, and was reading a book on interrogation techniques. “Maybe I thought that Shirley deserved a sporting chance. Maybe I wanted to prove something to you.”

     Uli watched out the window, still nothing. She imagined Shirley standing in front of the open door, staring at the lost freedom that had suddenly become a gift. Why wasn’t she running for her life? “We have to assume that she will go directly to the police,” said Uli. “I estimate that it will take her an hour to reach the main road. In an hour, we could be out of the state.”

     Helga sniffed. “In an hour, we could be out of the country.” It was no idle boast. A “back door” was always open to them. In the garage was a car, filled with gas and ready to go. Cases were packed with everything the two women would need to live in comfort and style anywhere in the world. It was only a short drive to a private airstrip, where a pilot was available at any time of the day or night. It was a contingency they had never needed. 

     “It’s springtime in Australia,” said Helga. “Have you ever been there?”

     Uli turned away from the window long enough to throw Helga a sharp glance. “You’re mocking me.”

     Helga smiled like a dozing cat. “I understand human nature better than you do. That’s why I’m reading a book instead of biting my nails at the window.” 

     Uli was turning around to make a retort when she saw that Shirley had silently entered the room. The girl stood with her arms limp at her sides, her eyes on the carpet, and tears on her cheeks.

     “Have I failed to please, Mistress?” she asked.

     Uli looked at Helga, who was politely covering a smile. Hands on her hips, Uli stalked toward the trembling girl. “You little fool!” she hissed with relief and regret. “What were you waiting for?”

     “Orders, Mistress.”                                     

     Uli reclaimed the money from Shirley’s pocket and snatched the wig from her head. “Strip!”

     When Shirley was naked, Uli took her down to the training room and put her on the bench, tightening the straps a little more than usual.

     She heated the branding iron with a propane torch.






  







 Epilogue

 

     Jennifer woke Jana with a kiss and pressed a cup of coffee into her hands. Jana yawned and sat up in bed so that Jennifer could snuggle in beside her.

     “What time is it?” asked Jana.

     “Almost nine.” Jennifer sipped her own coffee and said, “The weather is great today. I thought we could have one last picnic out by the willow tree before autumn sets in.”

     Jana grinned sleepily. “Tam’s favorite spot.” It was an ironic comment. A pulley dangled from a high branch of the willow, and the grass below had been trampled by Tam’s bare feet as she danced in pain. The tree provided an inexhaustible supply of flexible whips. Sting nettles grew nearby.      

     “How is she doing?” asked Jana.

     As though to answer her, a faint, rhythmic popping sound could be heard from a room down the hall, accompanied by mewling cries, as screams were stifled by clenched teeth and pursed lips.

     “She is settling in nicely,” said Jennifer. “She has put on the weight she lost, and she will be pretty as ever when her hair grows back.”

     “I know all that,” Jana was impatient. “I have eyes. What I want to know is whether or not she is happy.” 

     Jennifer ran her fingers through Jana’s hair, smoothing ruffled feathers. “Of course. She has three women in love with her, and we prove our affection daily by giving her what she needs. Her feelings don’t matter though. You have to get it into your head that we own her now. She can’t leave us, even if she wants to. That’s the rule she lives by. She accepted those terms when she came back to you.”

     Jana nodded. “I’m hungry.” 

     “Me, too,” said Jennifer. “Mrs. Thompson said that she would have Tam bake muffins for breakfast, but she is keeping Tam busy, so I think it is more likely to be brunch instead.”

     The sounds were louder now, sharp reports like pistol shots, and open mouthed screams. 

     “I think she decided that she would rather bake buns,” Jana chuckled.

     Jennifer was sipping coffee as Jana spoke, and snorted hot liquid into her nose trying not to laugh. She coughed and sputtered, wiping spilled coffee from her chest.

     “See what you made me do?” she complained. “I stained my pajamas. Tam is really going to pay for that!” By common agreement, they punished Tam for each other’s faults. She had become a literal whipping girl.

     “You might as well take them off,” Jana teased.

     “Good idea, Mrs. Thompson will be bringing Tam in soon anyway.”

     Jana smiled with anticipation. “She won’t be plugged, I hope.” 

     Jennifer shook her head, slipping out of her pajamas. “Not yet, I want to fuck her first. I just asked Mrs. Thompson to lube her for now.” 

     Jana grinned. “Sodomite!” 

     Jennifer just shrugged and giggled. “I need something to do while she is giving you head.” Naked now, she snuggled under Jana’s arm. “I was thinking.”

     “Hmmm?”

     “She would look great with jewelry, how about nipple rings?”

     Jana considered. “It’s something to think about, but there is no hurry. We have lots of time.”

     Jennifer sighed. “Life is good.”
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