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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Caitlin cursed silently as her long brown hair caught on something; a loose screw, it seemed. She tugged it free, and continued squirming along the air duct as silently as she could.
 
   Having long hair could be a drawback for a cat burglar. If she was back in Britain she'd have cut it, but she was in America, the land of guns and crazy people. Being a fairly obvious 'girl' had often caused itchy trigger fingers to pause, especially when she had started out and been a little more clumsy at things.
 
   She wore a tight black leather catsuit. It served two purposes, well, three. It moved fairly easily through the vent, with nothing loose to catch. It would help hide her in dim light, and, again, it was tight enough to show that despite her slender body, she had womanly curves in all the right places.
 
   Girl! Don't shoot! Girl! No danger! Nothing to be afraid of! 
 
   At least, that was the hope. But if she did things right, and didn't have unusually bad luck, no one would catch sight of her and she'd be gone with her prize long before anyone noticed she'd been here.
 
   She slid forward a little further, rounded a corner, and slowed way down. There was a grille there, and light coming through. That didn't mean anyone was below, and even if there was, they shouldn't hear a thing. This was a mansion, not a bare bones museum. The vent was firmly dry-walled away out of sight. Well, except for the grille.
 
   She eased up to it, raised her light amplifying glasses, and peered down.
 
   The floor was fifteen feet below. It was a bedroom, a very luxuriously appointed bedroom, with rich, dark wood furniture. Fortunately, it wasn't the one she was aiming for, because there was a man in it. He was wearing nothing but boxer shorts, kneeling on the floor, doing exercises. 
 
   Caitlin paused. Music was coming through the grill, rich bassy classical music. Certainly not her style, which ran more to electropop and metal. But the man, now that was certainly something to be admired. He was probably thirty or so, maybe a few years older. And he had a nearly perfect body, as far as she was concerned.
 
   He was doing pushups now, doing them smoothly and easily without much apparent difficulty. She watched the play of muscles with a soft hum low in her stomach. He had longish hair, longer than normal on a man his age, broad shoulders, and the kind of muscled build which managed to widen her eyes, but didn't fall prey to the ridiculous bulging of the crazy steroid and weightlifter set. 
 
   Wow, she thought, brown eyes taking in all that lovely male nakedness. She only wished he'd have exercised naked. But then, that would probably have spoiled things. She'd rarely seen a man naked who didn't look better clothed. It wasn't that she didn't like men, of course. She most certainly did. And it wasn't like a naked man didn't excite her either.
 
   It was just that for sheer beauty, few men had a naked body which could match hers, or that of other attractive young women. They didn't have the smooth skin and soft curves. And where they failed the most was usually below the waistband.
 
   Though she would have liked to see how this one turned out.
 
   She eased back a bit as he pushed himself up onto his knees. What was he doing now? He knelt on one knee now, and extended the other foot, balancing like that as he drew his arms up high and pushed his hips forward. She licked her lips as her eyes devoured his upper torso, at the firm lines of muscles over his stomach and chest.
 
   What was he, she wondered? Some kind of stock broker with lots of time to hit the gym? That was unusual. Or maybe he'd inherited his money and was just a playboy. He certainly wasn't the guy who owned this place, a fat old guy who owned a string of supermarkets and pharmacies.
 
   She shrugged. She gave herself a mental kick to get moving. She couldn't stay peeping at this guy all evening or she'd miss her window of opportunity.
 
   She slid slowly, very slowly forward across the grille, being as silent as possible, which for Caitlin was very silent. A hundred feet further along she came to a turning, moved left, and kept going. 
 
   It wasn't easy squirming forward such a distance, but she was in excellent shape herself. She needed to be in her job. 
 
   Job? She laughed silently at the thought. If she'd been able to get a job she'd not be here! But despite getting a scholarship to Cambridge and excelling in her studies as an architect, she hadn't been able to find a decent job in the miserable economy back home. Her fellow classmates, of course, all had no problems because they were rich and had connections. Family friends found ways for them to be hired.
 
   Caitlin was an orphan, and so she was screwed. The best she'd found was a waitress at a cocktail bar where her best assets were her short skirts. That had led to a lot of resentment towards rich people, and ultimately to her decision to help herself to some of the baubles those rich people thoughtlessly poured their money out on.
 
   She moved a little further, found the spot she was aiming for, and peered through the grille. The room was dark, but her light-amplifying glasses told her it was also empty. She smiled contentedly and drew out a screwdriver.
 
    It was a curious looking tool, curved, meant to be used in awkward places. In fact, she was able to bend the slender shaft almost double. On the end, she had fixed a small sliver of a mirror. Slipping the tool through the grille took some effort, and she had to use a small metal bar to widen the grille first. But once through, she unscrewed the grille, drew it into the room, then slowly let herself down through the opening.
 
   It wasn't much of an opening, but she was a slender girl, and the tight leather allowed her hips to narrowly scrape through. She was able to let herself through until her entire body was dangling below her arms, then slid lower, until her gloved hands gripped the edge of the grille.
 
   It was still almost a ten foot drop. But she'd been a promising gymnast until a growth spurt had made her a little too tall. She dropped lightly to the floor, with hardly a sound, and pushed herself almost immediately to her feet.
 
   Someone grabbed her arm, spun her about, yanked the glasses off her and then pushed her – hard. She went flying a half dozen feet to land sprawling on a large bed as the lights snapped on.
 
   It was Mr. Underwear!
 
   She gaped at him in disbelief! How could her luck be this bad! And if not, how had he possibly known to be here! He couldn't have heard or seen her! Her eyes darted instantly to the door, unfortunately, on the other side of him, then back to him, where he stood rather comfortably, arms folded across his impressive chest.
 
   “And what have we here?” he asked in a surprisingly deep voice.
 
   She rolled off the bed, off the other side, away from him, licking her lips nervously.
 
   “Take off the mask,” he ordered.
 
   There was something about that voice which made her instantly want to comply. In fact, her hand reached or the mask before her mind even caught up to it. Removing the mask was a good idea under the circumstances. She was young and very attractive. Men tended to be quite merciful to young, attractive women, especially if she could work up some water for her eyes and tell him a sad story.
 
   With a little luck he'd send her on her way with a stern lecture.
 
   Sometimes, it was very good to be a girl.
 
   She slipped off the mask, and combed her fingers nervously through her hair.
 
   “How did you get in?” he demanded, still surprisingly casual in his underwear.
 
   She doubted he'd be as casual if she weren't a girl.
 
   Honesty, in this case, was the best policy. She wanted him on her side, after all, and believing the story she'd give him in a moment.
 
   “Uhm, there's an opening where the old air conditioner used to be,” she said, sounding as contrite as she could.
 
   “I was just looking for some little thing I could sell,” she said apologetically, “Nothing big. Just something to pay the rent on my flat, you know.”
 
   She saw his flicker of attention at her voice, at her accent. Americans loved British accents. She couldn't count how many men had told her how sexy her accent was. It was an upper class accent, one her old friends had called 'posh'. She'd learned it at Cambridge, doing away with her old lower class drawl and slang.
 
   “I-I haven't been able to find a job,” she said, her voice quavering a little.
 
   Her eyes flicked down his chest. His boxers were low on his hips, and his abdomen was firm, with a very thin line just beginning above the waistband. Her eyes wanted to follow it lower, and those boxers appeared to be … well occupied too.
 
   But this was business, and she mentally smacked herself for being distracted. The goal here, the urgent goal, was to gain his sympathy and get the hell out.
 
   “Really?” he said. “You seem very healthy and attractive. Healthy, attractive girls have a lot of options for making money in this country.” 
 
   What did THAT mean!?
 
   “I'm sure you could get a job as a waitress in any number of pubs and clubs,” he said.
 
   Well, that was better. She'd thought for a moment he was suggesting something else.
 
   “And there's always strip clubs. You look like you have a dancer's body.”
 
   She let herself scowl.
 
   “I'm not a bleeding stripper, okay!” she exclaimed, allowing some of her lower class accent to push aside the cultured voice she'd learned.
 
   Sexist bastard!
 
   “Stripping doesn't tend to have a high level of status here, it's true, but it does pay well, and at least you're not stealing from other people.”
 
   She reminded herself that confrontation was not her goal here, and dropped her eyes.
 
   “My mum would roll over in her grave if I did that sort of thing,” she said, allowing that quaver to appear again.
 
   In fact, her mother was a prostitute for whom stripping would have been a step up. If she'd been able to do more than stumble drunkenly across a stage, that was.
 
   “Besides, I-I don't have a work permit,” she confessed.
 
   “Ah, an illegal immigrant, hmm? I suppose I should call the immigration service.”
 
   “Oh please don't! Please, sir!' she begged, raising her head, letting her eyes go wide and making her lower lip quiver.
 
   “Fine. I'll let you go... this time. And I'll make sure that vent is blocked firmly.”
 
   He jerked his head towards the door and then opened it. 
 
   “Thank you! Thank you!” she said gratefully.
 
   She scooted forward, bending to grab her night glasses. He snatched them instead.
 
   “Your fine for the night's illegal activities,” he said.
 
   She started to protest, thought better of it, and scurried past.
 
   Arrogant bastard!
 
   He followed her down the hall, down the stairs, and out to the rear door.
 
   “Your a lovely girl,” he said. “You can find work. Even without a green card there are any number of places that would hire someone with your looks.”
 
   Easy for you to say, rich boy, she wanted to growl resentfully.
 
   It wasn't something she put a lot of thought into as he pushed open the door. It was... instinct. He had been guiding her along with a firm grip on her upper arm. He had to lean past her a little to push open the door, and his grip on her arm loosened as he prepared to see her out. She spun and let her leg kick him in the rear as her hands shoved hard. 
 
   There was one step down, enough to stumble before he caught himself, and then she had the door yanked closed and locked. 
 
   Her certainly didn't have a key in those boxers!
 
   She spun and raced up the stairs and down the hall, then back into the room. It was still lit. She grabbed her night glasses, then darted to the dresser and flung open the jewelry box. It was crammed with baubles of every description. Her practiced eye snatched up a handful of jeweled rings, slipped several bracelets over her wrist along with a pair of Rolex watches, then raced out into the hall again.
 
   Her attempt to make a sharp turn failed at the rug laying on the polished floor, and she went stumbling into a table, sending a porcelain statue crashing to the floor. She ignored it, racing down the hall and across the house to an opposite window.
 
   She flung it open, popped out the screen, and drew the hook from her belt, slipping it over the ledge as she climbed through. She heard noises in the house now and wondered if it was him or someone else. No matter. He wouldn't catch her now! She dropped, and the tight spring in the line within the belt unwound.
 
   She dropped quickly, if not nearly as much as if she'd fallen, landed lightly, and flicked her wrist, twisting the cord so the hook came free. It began to rewind rapidly and she turned and darted into the dark woods, free and clear!
 
   She slowed as soon as she passed the tree line, picking her way carefully around bushes and through undergrowth. The glasses helped enormously, and it didn't take long to reach the car she'd left on the trail a few hundred yards off.
 
   The zipper on the catsuit ran straight down almost to her crotch, and she quickly peeled off the leather. It was many things, but not breathable, and she'd been working hard. Her skin was sweating underneath, and she wore only a thin black bra and thong. No matter, it was dark, and she had a pair of sweatpants and a loose tank top in the car.
 
   Then something came out of the dark and she screamed as it grabbed her and lifted her bodily into the air. She had no time to even swing at it as she was twirled around and dropped belly-down across someone's shoulder.
 
   His shoulder.
 
   And he still wasn't wearing anything but boxer shorts!
 
   “Shit! Let me go! Let me go!” she cried, kicking her feet.
 
   Momentarily.
 
   A sharp hand slapped against her bottom with stinging force and she yelped in pain. Then an arm clamped tight around her legs, pinning them to his torso.
 
   “You are starting to annoy me,” he said.
 
   “Well you're not making me happy either!' she cried, her head hanging upside down, staring at the small of his back.
 
   She slapped at his back as he carried her away from the car, and when that didn't draw a reaction punched him. It didn't accomplish much. His back seemed as well-muscled as his front.
 
   Crack! His hand slapped against her bottom even harder, and she squealed in pain.
 
   “Oww! Let me go! Let me get my clothes!”
 
   “You won't be needing them where you're going. They supply a uniform.”
 
   She felt a knot of fear grow in her stomach.
 
   “Oh please don't!” she cried. “I can't go to jail!”
 
   “I think you'll find you can.”
 
   Shit!
 
   He walked through the woods as if he could see, and she twisted her upper body up and back, trying to see if he had on her glasses. That just drew another sharp slap on her bottom.
 
   “Ow! Stop that!'
 
   “Stop squirming then,” he said.
 
   Her mind raced furiously. She would do just about anything to keep from going to jail, which would inevitably lead to being deported.
 
   “Please! Can't we … work something out!?” she gasped.
 
   “I gave you a chance and you tried to play me for a sucker.”
 
   “I-I was just desperate!” she cried.
 
   “Tell it to the police. I'm sure they'll feel a lot more sympathy.”
 
   Bastard!
 
   He walked as easily as if she weighed nothing, and carried her out of the trees and across the perfectly manicured lawn, through an open door and into a large room with a towering ceiling and a thirty foot high granite fireplace before setting her down.
 
   She felt a strange sense of nervousness mixed with something else as she realized that both of them were in their underwear. They both looked at each other longer than was strictly necessary, and she licked her lips.
 
   “Uhm, maybe I could... uhm, make it up to you,” she gulped, face flushed.
 
   She'd never tried to offer herself to a man like this before, not where she might actually have to come across anyway.
 
   His eyes moved up and down her slender, athletic body, and then his hand reached out, his finger sliding in beneath the center of her bra, hooking under it as he pulled her closer to him, pulled up so she was forced to rise to the balls of her feet, and grab his wrist.
 
   “And what, precisely, were you considering offering?” he asked.
 
   “I... uhm, I uhm... wh...what would you.. like?” she gulped.
 
   He let his finger release her bra, and she stumbled back a few steps, gulping in air.
 
   “Take off your underwear,” he said, folding his arms across his chest. 
 
   Her face flamed, and her eyes darted for the doorway, for the window, but she didn't see any chance of escape, and, well, he was an awfully attractive looking man. His face was a little rough hewn, not cute like the guys she usually preferred, but more handsome, with a strong, square jaw. His eyes were green, and his nose looked like it had once been broken.
 
   A very attractive man, though older than she preferred.
 
   But it still galled her, the idea of having to put out for him! Her mind squirmed as she reached around and unfastened her bra, then let it fall. A little shock rippled through her as she bared her breasts, her chest tightening. Her face was hot, and her mind squirmed in embarrassment, but even so she felt a hot thrum of excitement at the thought of this man taking her, using her, fucking her.
 
   Not so terrible a punishment.
 
   Still blushing, she turned her back on him and slipped her finger into the waistband of her thong, then eased slowly down to slip it down her hips. She straightened as it fell away, and turned back, a hand over her groin.
 
   He was still standing there, so casual, arms folded, not looking excited at all!
 
   “Move your hands. I need to see what you're offering, after all,” He said, entirely too casually.
 
   Blushing, cursing him silently, but becoming aroused, she obeyed.
 
   “Put your hands behind your neck. Move your legs apart. Arch your back.
 
   “Wh-why?” she gulped.
 
   “Because I said so.”
 
   She obeyed, feeling incredibly self-conscious, horribly embarrassed, and at the same time, becoming even more aroused – which dumbfounded her. Why was she becoming aroused?!
Well, she was naked in the presence of a very, very hot guy in his underwear. That could be it, she told herself dryly.
 
   “You take care of your body,” he said.
 
   His open hand slid down her stomach, and she gulped and jerked.
 
   “Don't move,” he ordered.
 
   She obeyed, and his fingers lightly caressed her stomach and abdomen, then slid lower.
 
   “Can't feel a trace of hair,” he said, his fingers massaging her just above her clitoris.
 
   She swallowed repeatedly, pulse racing.
 
   “Do you wax or shave?” he asked calmly.
 
   “W-w—wax,” she squeaked.
 
   “Isn't that painful?”
 
   “A-at first!”
 
   “But you've been doing it a while now, hmm? How old are you?”
 
   “I-I'm... “
 
   His fingers brushed lightly across her clitoris and she jerked violently, losing her breath and her train of thought all at once.
 
   “How old?” he asked, his hand sliding back up her abdomen, up her belly, then up her chest between her breasts before circling around under her right breast, then over it.
 
   “T-Twenty one,” she gulped.
 
   “And your name?”
 
   “Caitlin!”
 
   She cursed herself in surprise for giving him her real name. But then, he couldn't do much with it.
 
   “So Caitlin, what was it you were going to do for me?”
 
   “I... what... whatever you...want,” she gulped.
 
   “Really? Anything?”
 
   “Uh...”
 
   “Anything?”
 
   “I... well, as long as it's not too... kinky.”
 
   “And if it's kinky you'd go to jail instead?”
 
   “I... don't know,” she said.
 
   He nodded, and his hand slid back down between her legs.
 
   His fingers entered her without any effort, despite her tightness. She was sopping wet!
 
   Her face flamed again at the realization, and at the certainty he would instantly recognize it as he slid two fingers deep inside her, hooking them against the top of her opening and then pulling so she was forced up onto the balls of her feet again. Then his thumb came down against her clitoris and rubbed idly.
 
   Hot dark sexual electricity crackled through Caitlin' s mind and body, leaving her nearly breathless.
 
   She grabbed his wrist, trembling, off balance, gasping for breath, eyes wide.
 
   “Please!” she gasped.
 
   “Please what?”
 
   He pulled his fingers down suddenly, and she gasped as she settled back heavily onto her feet. He released her entirely.
 
   “Follow me,” he ordered.
 
   She wasn't sure her legs would work, at first, but she obeyed, following him to the stairs and up them, sweaty hand clasping the rail tightly lest her rubbery legs collapse and she tumble down the stairs.
 
   They reached the upper hall and she followed him along to where she'd knocked the statue over.
 
   “Guess how much this cost,” he said.
 
   Her heart fell.
 
   “Uhm, I'm sorry. I really didn't mean to!”
 
   “Guess.”
 
   “I-I … don't know.”
 
   “It's from, was from, Constantinople, eleventh century.”
 
   Caitlin's eyes widened.
 
   “It fetched two million at auction when it was sold twenty odd years ago.”
 
   She gaped at it, then at him.
 
   “You do have a lovely body. But do you really think a roll in the sack is worth this?”
 
   She stared at it again, then bolted.
 
   He didn't, she was shocked to realize, follow. She ran down the stairs as fast as she could, which was quite fast, out the door and into the woods.
 
   Naked.
 
   And she didn't have her night vision goggles. 
 
   She almost immediately became lost. She couldn't move quickly either, for she'd either run into a tree, or low hanging branches or brush would claw at her bare skin.
 
   Two million dollars, she thought. Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit!
 
   She heard  a low growl, off to her right, and froze.
 
   What the hell was that, she wondered anxiously.
 
   She heard it again, a low, rumbling growl that made the hairs stand up along the back of her neck. It sounded like an animal; a large, angry, dangerous animal!
 
   She eased down low, trying to keep as still as possible, staring into the dark of the trees, trying desperately to see. 
 
   The growl came again, much louder and closer, and she sprang to her feet and ran... for about five feet, to where the tree was. She bounced off and fell flat, dazed, gasping, moaning.
 
   A few moments later she blinked her eyes and saw what was becoming a somewhat familiar sight. She was belly down across someone's shoulder. She recognized the firmly muscled back, though this time there were no boxer shorts to block her view.
 
   What a lovely ass, she thought woozily.
 
   He carried her back into the house then set her down gently on the soft leather sofa. That put her face to face with what else had been hidden under his shorts, and even in her dazed state that caught her attention.
 
   The thin line of hair moved all the way down, all right, to where his cock hung limply. His lower abdomen was as firm as his belly, and his cock... even soft, was thick and very long. She gulped, not embarrassed for some reason, staring at it, and feeling an urge to reach for it.
 
   “How do you feel?” he asked.
 
   She blinked uncertainly, and he cocked her head up, taking her eyes away from his groin. His fingers combed the bangs away from the side of her temple and lightly explored the bruise she felt growing there. Caitlin winced at the light touch, and his fingers drew back.
 
   “How do you feel?” he asked again.
 
   “I have a headache, I think,” she said.
 
   He walked across the room, and her eyes followed him until he disappeared. She made no attempt to run for the door this time. God knows what was out there! And anyway, he would just find her again.
 
   He returned, and her eyes drank him in as he walked across the floor. She'd never known a man as comfortable naked as he was. Then again, she'd never known one with a body like his.
 
   He handed her a pair of pills and a glass of water. The pills, she thought, worriedly, could be anything, but then, he really didn't need to drug her. She swallowed them and drank thirstily from the glass.
 
   “Thank you,” she said. “Please don't call the police! Really! I'll do anything you want.”
 
   “I'll think about it,” he said.  “Are you able to walk?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   She stood up unsteadily, and he took her arm, then, with her still holding the glass, he led her up the stairs and into a bedroom, pointing at the bed. She gulped and nodded, put the glass on the night table, and climbed into bed. 
 
   When she turned around, the door was closing, and she heard the lock click.
 
   She stared at it stupidly, unable to understand where he was going. Maybe... maybe he'd be back in a minute. Maybe he was going to freshen up or something.
 
   But time passed and he didn't appear. She tried the door, but it was well and truly locked, and she had no tools to open it. She went to the window, but she had nothing to let herself down with now, and there was that animal in the woods. And her head hurt.
 
   She went back to the bed and lay down, waiting, and fell asleep.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was light when she wakened. Naked. Laying on top of a strange bed. She sat up with a gasp and looked around wildly, then remembered and settled back. She reached up and rubbed the bump on her head. It didn't seem to hurt much now, and her head seemed clear. She licked her lips, then slid out of bed and padded to the door. It was unlocked.
 
   She blinked in surprise, then looked for something to wear. The dresser and closet were empty. This was evidently a guest bedroom. There was an adjoining bath, and she went in, looked at herself in the mirror and gasped at the sight of her hideous hair! She'd been running around sweating last night, in and out of the trees, and her hair was an absolute mess! 
 
   She also felt like she was sweaty and dirty. No wonder he hadn't been terribly interested in her last night! She bit her lip and looked anxiously around. The shower had soap and shampoo, and there were towels on the rack. She turned on the water and had a quick shower, washed her hair, and then hurried out.
 
   He hadn't appeared and stepped into the shower with her. She wasn't sure if she ought to be relieved or disappointed.
 
   There was a brush, and a blow dryer. She made herself presentable, then slipped a bath towel around herself and went out into the bedroom again. She considered pulling the sheets off the bed, but it was so nicely made and all... and besides, she'd look much more attractive in the towel.
 
   Two million dollars?! Maybe he'd been lying. Maybe he'd been joking. Maybe they could still work something out. She was amazed he hadn't done her last night. No guy she'd known would have resisted. Then again, it was obvious this was not a guy for whom sex was hard to obtain. An ugly, nerdy guy with big glasses would have been much more eager for her, she thought ruefully.
 
   She nervously opened the door and slipped out into the hall, then felt a sudden flare of alarm. What if he wasn't the only one here?! But there didn't seem to be an alternative. She had no idea where her clothes were. She padded quietly down the stairs, listening intently. She reached the bottom and looked around. She was in the great hall.
 
   She turned and headed up a hall she knew from reading the blueprints led to the kitchen, and found him there at the stove.
 
   “Have a seat. Breakfast is just about ready,” he said, not looking around.
 
   She stared at him strangely. How had he heard her?
 
   She slipped into a chair at the large oak table, making sure the towel was snug against her chest and looked at him.
 
   He was dressed now, in loose gray sweatpants. Her eyes spent too much time on his ass, before turning and looking around.
 
   “Nobody else is here?' she asked.
 
   “Nope. Not at the moment.”
 
   He looked around and smiled. “Lose the towel.”
 
   She gulped and started to protest, but then gave a mental shrug and let it slip off. He didn't turn around, though, and she sat there, uncomfortably naked, wondering what he had in mind.
 
   “Are you going to keep me here naked all the time?” she asked lightly.
 
   “Oh no. I have other plans for you. And those plans call for you wearing something.”
 
   Well, that was good, sort of.
 
   He grinned and moved over to the side of the room, picking something up. He walked over to the table and Caitlin's eyes widened, her jaw dropping as she saw what he held in his hand.
 
   It was a collar. It was black, with studs along it, and it wasn't small, like a dog collar. It was almost as wide as her wrist.
 
   “You're kidding, right?”
 
   She gulped, staring at it. The front had a kind of stainless steel plaque with an odd symbol on it she didn't recognize. 
 
   “You want me to wear this? You're into uhm... like, whips and chains?”
 
   She felt a surge of anxiety, but also a bubbling sense of arousal.
 
   “I'm into all kinds of interesting things,” he said giving her an amused look.
 
   “Uh, well, I uhmmm...”
 
   He opened it up and slid it around her neck. Her hands rose automatically, but he frowned, shaking his head, and she slowly eased them down, nervously staring at his hands as he pulled the collar in around her throat and then fastened it there. 
 
   “What do you think?” he asked.
 
   She raised her hands, letting her fingers slide along it. It was tight, but not really tight. That was, it didn't interfere with her breathing or anything.
 
   “There's a mirror in the hallway.”
 
   She slipped off her chair and went out into the hall, then stared at herself.
 
   She looked hot! She'd played a few tie-up games in her time, of course, but just some giggly stuff with nylons or ties. This was way more exotic! The sight of it tightened her chest, and tightened other things much lower down. She gulped, fingers running along the studs, and along the big ring set into the front.
 
   She peeked back into the kitchen.
 
   “You aren't one of those guys who likes to whip girls are you?”
He was back at the counter, cooking, and didn't turn around.
 
   “I would not do anything to  harm you,” he said. “I like women.”
 
   She looked at him uncertainty, realizing he hadn't actually answered the question.
 
   She went back to the table, and started. There were four more of the collars, or at least, mini versions.
 
   “Put them on your ankles and wrists,” he said.
 
   “I-I don't know...” she said worriedly.
 
   He turned his head and gave her a measured look. “If I wanted to hurt you, Caitlin, I could have done it last night. I could do it now for that matter. Or do you really think you could stop me?”
 
   “Well... I know how to fight... kind of!”
 
   He snorted and looked back at what he was doing. Caitlin frowned at him, then remembered how hot she looked in the collar, picked up one of the little leather things. It was really just a bracelet, she thought, though it did have a metal ring on one side, with a sort of clip thingee. She slipped one around her wrist, and liked the look of it. 
 
   She quickly fit the other on her other wrist, then went out into the hall, raising her wrists, studying herself as her breathing came quicker. She looked even more erotic, she thought, chest getting tight. Wow, kinky!
 
   She went back into the kitchen and put the other two on her ankles. If he wanted to tie her to the bed, she thought, she'd go for that. He was certainly right in that she had no way to physically stop him from doing anything he wanted anyway.
 
   “So uhm, what what were these plans you mentioned?”
 
   “You're going to pay me back.”
 
   Not in a lifetime  could she pay that much money, she thought.
 
   “That would be a lot of sex,” she said.
 
   He let out a brief bark of laughter.
 
   “True.”
 
   He turned and looked her up and down. “Then again, maybe worth it... eventually.”
 
   She flushed, her stomach fluttering a little as he turned away.
 
   “So... what did you have in mind?”
 
   He turned, two plates in hand, and walked around the center aisle, then slid them onto the table. 
 
   Caitlin flushed as his eyes lit on her, and she felt her heart beating faster. Her stomach rumbled a little, but she didn't really feel hungry.
 
   “Well?” she asked nervously.
 
   He forked some egg into his mouth.
 
   “Eat.”
 
   She bit her lip, but complied, still nervous, and self-conscious in her nudity. 
 
   It wasn't like she was a virgin, but sex, for Caitlin,  had been hot, passionate, usually half drunken (or all the way) fumblings in the dark on narrow beds or sofas or in the backs of cars. She simply wasn't used to being looked at naked in bright light as casually as this.
 
   “Let's start by saying you're going to do anything I tell you to do,” he said.
 
   “Well, depending  – .”
 
   “Anything.”
 
   His eyes were intent.
 
   “But what – .”
 
   “Anything that won't cause you harm,” he said, amending his earlier statement. “I'm not going to tell you to jump off a cliff or in front of a bus or to cut your wrists. I'll further concede that I won't ask you to eat spiders or anything childish and stupid like that.”
 
   “Eewww!” she said, making a face.
 
   “Sit up straight.”
 
   She jerked her shoulders back, then pressed her back into the back of the chair.
 
   “You have excellent breasts,” he said. “They're very firm for their size.”
 
   Caitlin stared at him. Nobody had ever complimented her breasts before in such a, well, a casual and even clinical way. Oh people had said she had nice tits, but that was entirely different.
 
   “Are you gay?”
 
   He smiled faintly. “No. Not even a little bit. Why? Do you think you're irresistible?”
 
   She flushed. “Well...”
 
   “Nearly,”  he said. “Guys have been behaving that way probably since you turned thirteen, right?”
 
   “Kind of.”
 
   “I value self-control. I work very hard at my control. So do my friends, and the people who work for me. I think you would be useful there.”
 
   “Wh... what do you mean?”
 
   “I own a … bar, among other things. I need a waitress. I think you'd do well there.”
 
   She stared at him. “A waitress!? I'd have to spend years working for free to pay off the damage!”
 
   “You can't pay off the damage, not in a traditional sense,” he said. “And this isn't a normal bar. It's a... biker bar.”
 
   She stared at him. 
 
   “I can't work in a biker bar!”
 
   “Yes, I think you'd be an excellent test of my people's discipline and self-control,” he said thoughtfully. “Eat up.”
 
   “But... but what – .”
 
   “Nobody will hurt you. Don't worry. I'll give orders. No one is to touch you or even be rude. Not without my permission... or yours.”
 
   “Wh... your permission?!”
 
   He smiled. “You offered me your body, remember.”
 
   “But... that was for you!”
 
   “Would it make a difference if it was someone else? It's not like we know each other.”
 
   She didn't even know his name, she realized.
 
   “I'm not gonna be some sort of hooker for you!”
 
   “Of course not,” he said mildly.
 
   “And I'm not gonna be a stripper either!”
 
   “My bar doesn't have strippers.”
 
   “Okay, well, just so we're clear!”
 
   “On the other hand, you did offer me sex, right? I didn't misunderstand that?”
 
   “Uhm... well...”
 
   “You don't have much to bargain with, after all. Your body is about it.”
 
   She flushed angrily, even though she knew he was perfectly correct, and even though she'd come to the same conclusion herself the other night.
 
   “I've always thought it terribly unfair that men can sell the strength of their bodies to anyone at any time, all very respectably, but women, who don't have that strength, can't sell their beauty, which, really, when you think about it, is their strength.”
 
   “Uh... “
 
   “Patriarchal society,” he said. “If women were free to sell their bodies they'd probably get rich enough to run the place. Can't have that.”
 
   He forked another piece of egg into his mouth, then some sausage.
 
   “You'll pardon me but... you don't exactly seem like mister sensitivity.”
 
   He raised his eyebrows. “Why? Have I beaten you senseless? Cursed you angrily? Raged at you for destroying ancient artifacts?”
 
   “Well, no but – .”
 
   “But I've accepted your offer of sex in lieu of payment? Not accepting wouldn't make me sensitive it would make stupid... or gay.”
 
   He pushed her plate closer.
 
   “Eat,” he ordered.
 
   She frowned, then obeyed.
 
   “A sensitive man wouldn't boss people around,” she muttered through her food.
 
   “Don't fall into the habit of believing sensitive is a synonym for weak,” he replied mildly. “Sometimes it is, but you'll find me far from weak. I'm an alpha male. I like getting my way. I work very hard to get my way.”
 
   “In what?”
 
   “In everything.”
 
   “No one gets their way all the time.”
 
   “Being the … boss, means getting your way.”
 
   “There's  always another boss.”
 
   “Until you come to the last boss,” he said.
 
   “And you're the last boss?”
 
   He nodded silently.
 
   “Must be nice.”
 
   “It is.”
 
   “And where does that put me, Mr Boss? Or are you going to give me your name one of these days.”
 
   “Where does that leave you?” 
 
   He smiled faintly again, then pointed at the floor.
 
   She looked at him uncertainly.
 
   “Just about as low as they get.”
 
   She snorted resentfully.
 
   “I fought my way up to the top. In my … organization, you earn what you get. What have you earned so far other than severe punishment?”
 
   She had to admit that wasn't an unfair statement.
 
   “Something else about my organization.”
 
   “What kind of company is it anyway?”
 
   “In my organization,” he continued. “You don't question authority. You just do what you're told. Think of it as kind of military in nature.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said, saluting him sarcastically.
 
   “In my organization, impertinence is a sign of disrespect. We don't tolerate disrespect much. It generally draws pretty quick punishment, sometimes severe, in fact.”
 
   “Uh...” 
 
   She looked at him uncertainly. He didn't seem to be joking.
 
   “Just kidding,” she said.
 
   He snorted, then pointed at the floor again.
 
   “Get on the floor.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “On your knees, right there, sit on your heels.”
 
   “But... why?” she asked in confusion.
 
   “Because I said so is the only reason you need,” he growled.
 
   She gulped, then slid out of her chair and knelt nervously on the floor.
 
   “Move closer.”
 
   She shifted further forward, closer to him.
 
   “Straighten your back.”
 
   She licked her lips and drew her shoulders back as he pulled her plate over in front of him.
 
   “Spread your knees apart.”
 
   She flushed, but obeyed, her chest tightening.
 
   “Wider.”
 
   “W-why?” she gulped, even as she did so.
 
   “I like the view.”
 
   She flushed even darker, starting to feel a hot thrumming in her lower belly.
 
   “Put your hands on your outer thighs and keep them there.”
 
   Caitlin had been half covering her body with her arms and hands, and now dropped them onto her thighs as he cut a piece of sausage, put it in the palm of his hand and swung it out before her.
 
   “Eat,” he ordered.
 
   She blinked in surprise and confusion, her hand starting to come up.
 
   “I said to keep your hands on your thighs,” he said sharply.
 
   She jerked as if stung, then complied. She stared at his hand, at the sausage, her breath coming more rapidly.
 
   “Take it.”
 
   She bit her lower lip, then leaned in a bit and licked it out of his hand.
 
   He nodded, drawing his hand back.
 
   What the hell, she thought in bewilderment.
 
   She chewed and swallowed, and he held out his hand again, this time holding the piece of sausage between his thumb and index finger. She gulped nervously, but felt a weird sense of something just beyond her understanding as she tried to grasp it in her mouth. He looked at her with dark eyes which seemed to both smolder and laugh at her. 
 
   She licked at it, but he didn't let go. Feeling a flush of annoyance, she closed her lips around his fingers, carefully pulling it free with her teeth and suction. He let it go and she eased back on her heels, chewing.
 
   “Your big problem is going to be learning discipline,” he said. “I prize discipline in my organization.”
 
   “What kind of organization?”
 
   He smiled but didn't answer. Instead he held out another piece of sausage, making her take it the same way.
 
   “Loyalty is earned in my organization, and then owed in both directions, up and down. Those at the top require obedience and loyalty from those below. Those below require those above see that things run smoothly and that they and their interests are protected.”
 
   He held out another piece of sausage, and she licked that from his fingers, as well.
 
   Weirdo, she thought, but uncertainly.
 
   Why was she having to eat out of his hand anyway? To show her how small she was, how weak? She already knew that!
 
   It was degrading, but she sensed there was more to it than punishment, and it had a weirdly sexual feel to it, too, for some reason.
 
   For some reason, she snorted silently. Could that be I'm kneeling naked at his feet with my legs spread?! 
 
   “Now you,” he said, “clearly need someone to take care of you.”
 
   She scowled. “I take care of myself fine.”
 
   “By breaking into other people's houses to steal their property?”
 
   She flushed.
 
   “That's not taking care of yourself by human standards. That's being a scavenger, like a jackal. The wolves put in the work and make the kill, and then, sometimes, if they're not careful, the jackals or coyotes or other scavengers will steal what's theirs.”
 
   She licked another piece of sausage from his fingers.
 
   “The world doesn't generally like scavengers, Caitlin. Whether wolves or people, they tend to react... violently... to those who take what's theirs.”
 
   “Wolves kill things and eat them,” she said in irritation. “That's worse.”
 
   “Wolves are predators. Predators prey on whatever can't fight them. That's how the world works, the animal world or the human world.”
 
   “Says the one percenter,” she muttered.
 
   “Resenting those set above you only leads to misery,” he said. “Most who are above you are above you for a reason.”
 
   “Like rich parents,” she retorted.
 
   “Sometimes. I admit that does throw a wrench into the system.”
 
   He pushed his fingers out again, but there was nothing in them.
 
   “They're kind of dirty from my holding the sausages. Clean them off for me.”
 
   Caitlin felt a sudden little whoomph of heat in her lower belly for some reason. She flushed, then leaned in and took his two fingers into her mouth, feeling them slide along her tongue as she closed her lips around them. She stared at him as he stared back, licking and sucking at his fingers as he pumped them slowly in and out.
 
   Her pussy was starting to get quite hot, she realized as he pulled his fingers back.
 
   He stood up and carried the plates to the sink, then washed them off and set them into the dishwasher.
 
   “On all fours,” he said.
 
   She frowned, but rose on all fours.
 
   “Follow me.”
 
   “What?!”
 
   “Crawl. You can crawl? It's not a complicated skill.”
 
   “I'm not crawling after you!”
 
   He moved very fast, and just like that was in her face as she started to rise.
 
   “Why? Because it hurts your pride?” he demanded, from entirely too close for comfort. “Your pride as a thief and liar?”
 
   “I'm a – .”
 
   “Criminal. And you resent being degraded as punishment? Perhaps something a lot more nasty can be arranged.”
 
   “Fine! I'll crawl!” she said sulkily.
 
   “And don't sulk.”
 
   He straightened and snapped his fingers at her and she scowled as she crawled after him.
 
   Bastard! Filthy arrogant bastard!
 
   Nice ass, though, she thought as she followed him out into the hall.
 
   He turned into a bathroom, and she winced, crawling carefully after him. Her knees weren't set up for crawling on hard tile!
 
   He turned on the tap in the sink, then reached into a drawer and took something plastic out. He tore plastic off it, and did something. She sat back on her heels uncertainly, and saw it was a toothbrush.
 
   He squatted before her and slid his hand behind her bottom, pulling her forward, sliding her feet and knees bodily across the floor until she was right in front of the toilet.
 
   “Open your mouth.”
 
   He held a toothbrush in hand with toothpaste on it.
 
   “Are you kidding!?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “I can brush my own teeth!”
 
   “Yes, you can, but I'm going to do it.”
 
   “Why!?”
 
   “Just call me kinky.”
 
   She shook her head wonderingly, but then parted her lips as he slid the toothpaste in. His hand slid up her spine, a very warm hand, and rested on the back of her neck as he brushed carefully along her lower teeth, then along her upper. She had to lean forward over the toilet bowl – a thankfully very clean toilet bowl – as toothpaste began to spill out of her mouth.
 
   “Spit,” he said.
 
   She leaned forward and spit. Then he placed a paper cup against her mouth. She filled her mouth with water, then spit again, only to have the hand on her neck rise.
 
   “Ow!” she gasped, as he tugged sharply on a thin tendril of hair.
 
   “Do only what I tell you to do. You're not high enough in the organization to take initiative.”
 
   “What organization!?”
 
   “You're not high enough to know that.”
 
   She scowled but filled her mouth again.
 
   “Swirl it around.”
 
   She rolled her eyes but obeyed.
 
   “Now spit.”
 
   She had a momentary thought of spitting it on him but leaned in and spit it into the toilet instead.
 
   “Good girl.”
 
   “Gee, thanks,” she said sarcastically.
 
   He wiped her mouth with a paper towel, much to her annoyance, then stood up and rinsed off the brush.
 
   “Follow.”
 
   She rolled her eyes again, then crawled after him, out of the toilet, up the hall and, thankfully, into the big front room and onto a wonderfully thick and soft rug.
 
   “You see that white spot?” he said, pointing.
 
   The rug was largely blue, with different patterns and shades, but there was also a spot about two feet around, a sort of circular white area. 
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Kneel in it, facing away from me.”
 
   She gulped, then crawled to it. It was about five feet in front of a sofa chair as he sat down behind her.
 
   She started to feel a rising tension, a very definite sexual tension, and her nipples hardened as her breasts hung below her.
 
   “Slide your hands forward along the rug.”
 
   She obeyed, leaning forward.
 
   “Further.”
 
   She grunted, and slid her hands further forward.
 
   “Further, and spread your legs.”
 
   Caitlin flushed, shifting her knees apart, and sliding further forward, feeling more breathless with each passing second. She felt her nipples make contact with the rug.
 
   “Further.”
 
   She slid her hands forward, feeling her breasts pressing into the rug, then pillowing out beneath her as she continued to lower her upper torso.
 
   “Keep your bottom high in the air and your knees apart.”
 
   God, she thought! It was the most blatantly, obscene position! Completely asking   to … to be mounted like a bitch!
 
   She felt a hot sizzling line of crackling sexual electricity run up her body, through her chest and belly to her groin, which was elevated behind her. Her face was flushed at the thought of the view he must have, but her chest was flushed with something hotter and darker.
 
   “It's a very submissive position,” he said. “It's a very female position. It's one a weak female might take in front of a dominant male, offering herself without words.”
 
   God, he was a freak! But this was still incredibly hot and kinky! She could feel the pulse of energy and heat between her legs as her breasts warmed beneath her weight.
 
   “Much better to be mounted than to have her throat torn out, after all,” he added.
 
   She sensed, more than saw him move, and felt his weight on the floor as he slid in behind her. She felt her chest tighten, her stomach quivering at the thought, tension rising inside her. His big hand landed on the small of her back, and she flinched.
 
   His fingers caressed her there, just above her buttocks, and she felt her breathing getting ragged even before they slid over her buttocks, lightly caressing her soft, round curves.
 
   “Of course, you offered yourself to me earlier, in a more … civilized way. But sometimes, a man likes to be uncivilized,” he said.
 
   She felt his fingers sliding downward, gasping as they cupped her sex. She blushed, feeling the warmth of her pussy against his palm. His fingers caressed her soft, taut lips, up and down, then gently pried them apart. She barely repressed a moan of pleasure as his finger slid into her. It was a long finger, a thick finger, and her stomach churned as it pushed deep.
 
   “Your problem is going to be understanding that not only are all people not equal, they're not supposed to be equal,” he said, as a second finger penetrated her and slid into her rapidly moistening sex.
 
   “Some people are smarter than others. Some are stronger. Some are faster. Some are better looking. You simply need to fit yourself into a hierarchy and accept that's where you're supposed to be. Then act the part. There is no shame in submitting to those much more powerful than you.”
 
   His fingers eased back, and then his hand slapped against her bottom sharply.
 
   “Ow!”
 
   “Knees apart, bottom high,” he growled.
 
   She gulped but adjusted herself as his fingers pushed into her once again, pumping slowly in and out as she became more and more breathless.
 
   “And defying those who are much more powerful than you doesn't make you brave, just pointlessly stupid,” he said. “Thinking you're their equal and they should treat you that way is similarly foolish.”
 
   “Oh!” she gasped softly, feeling a third finger slowly force its way into her body.
 
   Three of his fingers together were thick! As thick as most of the cocks she'd taken into her body! She bit her lower lip as they slid into her, then out, turning slowly, twisting against the slick walls of her tight sex.
 
   Then his thumb began to stroke lightly, almost teasingly against her clitoris.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Caitlin felt a sudden rush of sensation that made her muscles tremble. They trembled again, and again, and again as he continued to lightly brush his thumb across her tingling, throbbing clitoris. She felt raw heat roll through her belly and groaned helplessly, her bottom jerking up slightly.
 
   “Do you want me to fuck you, Caitlin?” he asked softly.
 
   For a moment, Caitlin didn't think she'd be able to speak!
 
   His thumb continued to brush lightly, and she shuddered, gulping in air.
 
   “Caitlin?”
 
   “Y-Y-Yes!” she gasped.
 
   “Yes what?”
 
   “Yes!”
 
   “Yes, what?”
 
   “Fuck me!” she moaned, burying her face under her arms.
 
   His thumb pushed in harder against her clitoris, but kind of squeezed against it rather than rubbing or stroking.
 
   “Ask, don't tell,” he said. 
 
   Caitlin's mind was starting to fray at the edges.
 
   “Please... Please fuck me!” she gulped, panting weakly, her hips trembling.
 
   “Say my name.”
 
   “I don't know your name!”
 
   “You said it earlier, jokingly. It's sir, to you.”
 
   A hot, bubbling surge of liquid heat slid through her lower belly as Caitlin understood. There was also a twinge of outrage and resentment, but it was washed away in the heat.
 
   “Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned.
 
   His thumb started to stroke again and she shuddered, her hips pushing back as his finger slid in and out.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “Please fuck me, sir!”
 
   She gasped as his fingers pulled free, and in the next instant grasped her hair, jerking her up and back against him. She felt his his chest against her back, hard muscles under soft, warm skin, and knew he'd removed his tank top. His big arms slid around her, his left cupping her right breast, his right sliding down between her thighs as he pulled her in tight against his body.
 
   He had slipped off his sweatpants too!
 
   She shuddered as she felt the long, hard length of him pressing in between her thighs, between her buttocks, then moaned as his hot breath on her neck was replaced by teeth and lips. She thought she heard and felt a growl as he closed his jaws on the nape of her neck just above the collar. His teeth bit in, but softly, aching only a bit.
 
   His right hand was holding her sex, but his fingers were not idle, sliding and stroking up and down against her, curling under to penetrate her. She whimpered at the waves of sensory heat, grinding her buttocks back against him as his mouth slid further forward under her hair. She felt his cock, which felt absurdly huge, between her buttocks, jammed back against him as he ground himself into her.
 
   His left hand was kneading her breast, fingers pinching and stroking her burning nipple.
 
   “Again,” he breathed.
 
   “P-Please... please... fuck me... sir!” she gasped in a choked voice.
 
   He slid his hands up and gripped her wrists, then drew them together before her. She looked down as he shifted his grip, and she saw he was pressing the clip on one in against the other, locking her wrists together.
 
   Abruptly, he drew back, then flung her forward. She gasped, barely catching herself on her hands, then her elbows and forearms in time. She stared at her wrists, the leather restraints locked together, and pulled experimentally against them as a wave of heat rushed over her.
 
   His hand slapped her bottom and then she felt her thighs jerked apart.
 
   “Keep your bottom high,” he growled.
 
   She felt him against her, pressing, rubbing up and down, and moaned helplessly. At first, she thought it was his cock, but it seemed too big, even bigger than it had felt pressed up between her buttocks before! She felt the pressure growing against her, felt the strain as her pussy lips pushed in and in and then began to stretch aside. She felt a moment of bewilderment, thinking it must be something else, not his cock.
 
   Then she knew it was.
 
   She remembered his size while limp. She hadn't seen him erect, but now, she thought, with a sense of anxiety and no small heat, she was feeling it.
 
   She clenched her teeth as she felt the strain, felt the tension and the ache, and groaned aloud as her pussy lips were stretched wider than they'd ever stretched before. Then his spongy head pushed through and the shaft followed. She shuddered weakly, feeling the long length of him pushing down through the elastic folds of her sex, pushing deeper and then deeper still.
 
   “Oh! Oh God!” she gasped. “Oh! Slowly! Please!”
 
   She felt his big hands on her thighs, pulling her back, and she squealed anxiously as he slowly forced her back onto his thick cock. It... hurt... but the hurt was a dull kind of ache next to the wild fires of heat gripping her body and mind.
 
   His hand shifted, pushed down on the back of her neck, and she groaned, letting her upper body press flat against the rug again, raising her bottom still higher. She closed her eyes, pressing her face into her arms, gulping in air as she felt his thick cock pushing deeper and deeper, felt his hands sliding up and down along her hips and down along her back.
 
   She groaned as he eased back, relieving the pressure, but then he pushed forward again, and she felt the walls of her sex spread wider to envelop the thick shaft as he slid into what felt like the absolute center of her belly!
 
   “Oh! Oh God! Oh God!” she gasped. “Oh God!”
 
   “Just sir will be fine,” he said in amusement.
 
   He eased back, and she groaned in relief, then pushed forward, and she clenched her teeth again, amazed he wasn't already fully inside her! Yet somehow he still had more to go, and somehow her body was finding room to take it!
 
   Her breasts felt hot and swollen as she gulped in air, her nipples small sparkling live wires. She groaned as his hands pulled her back harder still, then yelped as the head of his cock pushed achingly deep. But she felt a deep sense of relief then as she felt his hips press firmly against her upraised buttocks.
 
   “God!” she moaned. “It's too big!”
 
   “Guess  not,” he replied, his hands sliding down along her back, along her ribs, down onto her shoulders. 
 
   She felt his hips grinding against her, felt the big, hard tube of his cock inside shifting against the tight walls of her sex. It eased slowly back, and she she moaned softly at the delicious feel of it sliding, sliding, sliding, still sliding up the length of her pussy. It pulled free entirely, and for a moment, she felt empty.
 
   Then it pushed into her again. She groaned anew, the sense of penetration so absolute as his cock moved back down her tight, throbbing shaft she could not find anything else to occupy her mind but the sensations of it moving deeper and deeper inside her.
 
   “Fuck!” she panted.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   “No foul language,” he said.
 
   His cock moved slowly back, and out, and she groaned, but soon it was penetrating her again, stretching her out, sliding soooooo deep she groaned the whole long time.
 
   In and out, in and out, slowly at first. But despite the size of him her body began to cope, to stretch, to accept the thickness and length, and all of a sudden he started moving faster, and she let out a squeak of surprise, eyes going wide.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Careful!” she gasped.
 
   Crack! His hand slapped against her bottom again.
 
   “Ow!
 
   “Ask, don't tell. You're too low on the ladder to give anyone orders, remember.”
 
   He pumped faster, his hips pushing firmly against her buttocks now. And then he pumped faster still, so that it was almost what she would think of as normal sex, except this was anything but! And now his hips began to slap against her buttocks, and the sheer size of the thing – !
 
   It was like no sex she'd ever had, and she gulped in air, eyes wild, moaning as that big cock moved in and out of her, as his hips slapped firmly against her buttocks. Her body began to shake and tremble to the force of his thrusts, and that caused her chest to grind back and forth on her throbbing breasts!
 
   Caitlin pushed herself up onto her forearms, but a firm hand came down on her upper back, forcing her back against the floor, and she groaned as he started to thrust harder.
 
   His cock was just filling her! It was touching her in places she didn't think had ever been touched before! In ways she had never been touched before! Her entire lower belly was aching and throbbing and churning with sensations, some aching, but most... just a hot, wild sense of … of being... touched, stroked, caressed... on the inside!
 
   And it was impossible to ignore her position, to ignore the submissiveness of it as she all-but prostrated herself, her bottom raised high while he mounted and used her! She'd never considered herself at all submissive, but with her wrists locked together and the collar around her neck she felt as though she were really and truly being used! 
 
   That should have angered her, outraged her, embarrassed her, but instead her mind felt as though it were wrapped in a sodden cloud of overheated sexual steam, and she could barely breath, the air was so moist and heavy!
 
   She couldn't think! All her mind could do was dwell with a shocked delight on the feel of every deep, wonderful thrust of his endlessly long cock! She had been hearing noises for almost a full minute before her dazed mind identified them as herself; passionate groans of pleasure accompanying his thrusts, followed by quick, sharp, inhalations of breath as he pulled back, then more passionate moans.
 
   She began to tremble, the pressure in her so incredibly intense it was like she was feverish, feverish with hunger and sex-heat and a wild, dark animal thrill she had never felt before! His hands were rougher now, encircling her waist to jerk her back against him, increasing her groans to soft, dazed cries, then slapping her bottom.
 
   Abruptly, she cried out loud, dazedly feeling herself being raised up and back... by the hair. He had wound her hair around his fist  and used it to pull her to her forearms, then to her hands.
 
   Crack! He slapped her bottom again, then she felt the hot bare skin of his chest against her bare back as his hot breath hit the back of her neck. She felt his lips and teeth sliding in under her ear as his hands kneaded her breasts.
 
   And the orgasm hit.
 
   It was more powerful, more intense than any orgasm she'd ever had in her life. It was a whole-body experience, every part of her flashing into an incredible overload of sensory power that sent her mind spinning and floating even as he continued to thrust into her again and again.
 
   He eased her back to her forearms, but he had gathered her hair into a tail and was yanking back on it again and again to jerk her back against each hard thrust.
 
   Her entire body shuddered to the impacts, but her insides flared white-hot every time the head of his cock punched deep! And every hot flare was like a little explosion in the midst of her orgasm, feeding it with fire so that it seemed to go on forever! Black dots danced before her eyes, and she realized had stopped breathing, her mind focusing entirely on absorbing and preserving the incredible pleasure of that orgasm, not wanting to do anything whatsoever to cause it to ease!
 
   She had to inhale, and did so in a deep, desperate gulp that ended almost immediately in a gurgling exhalation of breath as her head rolled and jerked and bounced atop her arms, her upper body collapsing once again as he released her hair.
 
   Still he drove himself into her, gripping her hips, her waist, his cock pumping in from different angles, now left, now right, now up, now down, now –  oh-God – straight in again and again! She fell limp finally, barely conscious, the orgasm bleeding away to leave her a husk of herself, groaning, eyes slitted, literally drooling on the rug.
 
   But her body still jerked in time to his thrusts, his hips slapping against her bottom, if less harshly now. He paused several times, deep inside her, then pulled completely out and let the slick head of his cock slide up and down against the outside of her overheated sex before pushing into her once more.
 
   Caitlin started to regain some semblance of consciousness, and groaned, pushing herself back up onto her forearms.
 
   Crack!
 
   A hard slap to her bottom drove her back down, and she groaned, eyes still slitted, her body still rocked to the thrust of his hips.
 
   “Bastard!' she panted.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Show respect for your master, wench.”
 
   She groaned, breath rattling in and out of her.
 
   His big body lowered itself onto her back again, and she grunted as his lips moved against her earlobe, as one of his hands slid under her belly and – .
 
   “Oh! Oh! Don't!” she gasped.
 
   He ignored her, his fingers rubbing against her now incredibly sensitive clitoris. 
 
   Caitlin trembled and jerked, the sensations too powerful! 
 
   “Are you my whore, Caitlin?” he growled into her ear. “Are you?”
 
   “Yes!” she gasped. “Yes!”
 
   “Are you my bitch?”
 
   “Yes!” she moaned.
 
   His teeth nibbled at her earlobe, his lips sucking lightly.
 
   “Say it,” he said.
 
   “I'm your bitch!” she groaned.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I'm your bitch!”
 
   He pulled up off her, grabbing her hair again, and she gasped in pain as he used it once more like it was a handle, pulling her up onto her forearms as he started to thrust harder.
 
   “Oh fuck!” she moaned.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Language,” he said.
 
   She hardly heard him, gasping and moaning as he picked up the pace.
 
   Her aching, throbbing pussy began to burn hotter and hotter, throwing wild, sizzling flares of sexual energy up the length of her body to make her breasts pulse and her mind swirl. Her scalp ached as he tugged on her hair, it stung, and yet somehow that seemed to bleed into the storm of sensations growing within her.
 
   Another orgasm hit, and this time she knew the scream was hers. She gave all her breath to it, and had no more as her body shook and trembled in the throes of a wild crackling sexual firestorm. 
 
   “Please!” she half sobbed. “Please! Please! Please! Please! Please!”
 
   She didn't even know what she was begging, whether it was for more, or for him to stop. She was battered and beaten by the howling storm of sensations, and the instant he released her hair she collapsed onto her chest and face again, every breath a cry of pleasure until her knees gave way, and only his firm hands on her thighs kept her hips raised.
 
   And then, finally, he drove himself deep into her body, trembling and shaking against her, and released her thighs, letting her legs drop to the rug.
 
   Over.
 
   She felt as though she'd been battered by a hurricane or tornado, and simply lay there, trembling and twitching, mind scoured clean of anything but the lowest level of animal needs, all her muscles exhausted, and her insides aching.
 
   She lay on the floor, chest heaving, hearing, but not listening, as he moved behind her, not caring what he did or where he was or what else might be going on.
 
   And then a fist gripped her hair, firmly raising her head and chest up off the floor as another hand slid in under her sex, cupping her groin, jerking her up to her knees. She felt the hands shift onto her arms, and then she was lifted up into the air and dropped down across his shoulders.
 
   Not across one shoulder, this time, but across both shoulders. At least she could see in front of her now, as he turned and carried her up the stairs. She groaned weakly, riding him into the bathroom, a huge bathroom, not the one from before. There was a shower stall in here big enough for a party, and he set her down on her feet inside it.
 
   With him.
 
   He put a bar of soap into her hand, closing her fingers on it as he turned on the water. She stared at it stupidly, not understanding.
 
   The water gushed down, warm, not hot, not cold. She gasped weakly, turning towards it as it almost immediately soaked her. Strong hands pulled her back and then folded around her as she felt his front against her back.
 
   “You can continue paying me back by washing me,” he said, his eyes twinkling.
 
   Continue, she thought dumbly! Had what had already happened been some sort of payback? If so she needed to run up more debts!
 
   He turned her around, taking her still bound wrists, and moving her hands against his chest.
 
   “Soap me up, little slave girl.”
 
   She trembled a little at the words, then stared at his slickly muscled chest and licked her lips She drew in a shaky breath, then began to soap up his chest.
 
   She would not have believed it possible to get aroused again, not after those incredible orgasms. The first had been the most intense of her life to that point in time, and the second had made the first seem minor!
 
   Soaping up his shoulders and chest was a deliciously erotic experience, her fingers stroking against his soft skin under his eyes as she began to feel unaccountably nervous. He turned, and her eyes flicked down onto his ass, then continued soaping up his shoulders, then his back, then... She felt her pussy, her aching pussy, starting to pulse with new life as her hands slid down onto his buttocks, and over his hips.
 
   Breathlessly, she sank to her knees, sliding her hands up and down along her backs and sides of his legs, all the way down to his ankles.
 
   Which was when he turned around.
 
   Fuck, she thought!
 
   She stared down, leaning over to soap up his lower legs.
 
   “Sit on your heels,” he said, put your knees together.
 
   She did as he said almost automatically, and he raised his right foot and put it in her lap.
 
   She should have been outraged at the arrogance, but didn't care. She slid her soapy hands around his foot, using her bar of soap to continue soaping and rubbing until he pulled the foot back, then gave her the other. 
 
   She soaped that up too, and then... and then she began to soap her way up his legs, up to their juncture. She had been averting her eyes as much as possible until then, now she stared at it, marveling, in a way. It didn't seem such a monster now. She wondered what it looked like erect.
 
   Her soapy hands cupped him and began to gently massage him, and after a very short time, she felt him starting to stiffen, staring with a rapidly increasing pulse rate, as his cock got harder and harder – and longer, raising up until it was pointing at her like an angry weapon. 
 
   Fuck, she thought!
 
   She could not get her hand around the shaft, not completely. Her thumb, however it stretched, could not reach her index finger, not even close. Her eyes flicked anxiously up at his face, then down again, up, then down, as her soapy hands moved up and down the long, beautiful shaft.
 
   He stepped around her, and the water hit him, pouring down as she turned towards him, still on her knees. She wondered if she was supposed to stand up now and soap her own body up.
 
   But then he turned and she found herself staring at his cock again, this time without any soap coating it.
 
   She flicked anxious eyes up at him and he nodded.
 
   Caitlin licked her lips, then eased forward, grasping the base of the shaft in both hands, staring at the head. She drew in a shaky breath, then lifted his cock up and began to lick up and down the length of the underside, rubbing him against his own belly as she licked down and took his balls into her mouth.
 
   She flicked her eyes up again momentarily, to see his arms folded across his chest.
 
   Arrogant bastard, she thought, without rancor. The picture of him standing like that was so... hot!
 
   She focused on his big cock, licking up its length again, pulling it down so she could slide her mouth over it.
 
   Her lips opened wide, stretched, barely wide enough to slide over him, and she moaned as she slid the head in over her tongue. She could barely move her tongue against it! It filled her mouth! She moaned around it again, forcing her lips forward further, sucking rhythmically.
 
   She'd never had one this big in her mouth, but felt a sense of determination, her hands massaging his balls as she forced her lips further and further along the shaft. It was an exercise in frustration, at least at first. She couldn't move quickly, and wasn't sure she was even doing anything that pleasured him, other than presenting the image of her lips sliding further down his cock.
 
   She eased back, breathless, then started bobbing back and forth on just the first few inches while her fingers stroked and squeezed the shaft. That, she decided, was absolutely unsatisfactory. She forced her lips further down, slowly increasing the length of her motions as her mouth loosened up.
 
   Her tongue stroked wildly along him as she took him deeper. She felt a sense of challenge, wanting to show him she was no sexual neophyte, though, she supposed, by his standards she might well be. None of her sexual experiences were what she'd consider terribly sophisticated, after all.
 
   And here she was on her knees wearing a collar with her wrists bound together! She shuddered excitedly at the kinkiness of it, bobbing her lips up and down, reaching lower and lower, until finally she felt the head pushing into the back of her mouth, threatening to gag her. A wild impulse took her, a ridiculous impulse. She couldn't possibly take this thing down her throat!
 
   She'd only ever taken a guy down her throat once, and she'd been on something then, some pills he had. She gagged as she tried, but tried again, gagging again. Then she felt something which was starting to become familiar; her hair being firmly pulled.
 
   She gasped as he pulled her back along the length of his shaft, then up, staggering and stumbling, to her feet. She stared at his chest, then up at his face as his hands came down to almost completely encircle her head. He drew her mouth up against his and his kiss was so hot and long and delicious she felt her knees starting to tremble.
 
   He eased back, pulling her with him. The far end of the shower had a bench, and he sat, still pulling her forward. Gasping, she brought one knee up onto the bench beside him, then the other, his hands on her bottom now, pulling and steadying her. She straddled him, reaching for his cock, moaning excitedly at its thickness and slickness in her hand.
 
   She raised it until she could ease herself down, then moaned helplessly as she sank slowly, very slowly at first, feeling the pressure against her opening that was just short of pain. She groaned as she spread apart for him, then sank slowly down, wincing, gasping, moaning, eyes wide.
 
   He pulled her upper body in, drawing her breast into his mouth, and began to suck and chew and lick on the center, his tongue whipping across her hard nipple sending little jolts of sensation through her chest.
 
   “Fuuuuuck,” she moaned.
 
   Crack!
 
   His hand slapped against her wet bottom. She yelped, jerking forward, her breasts pillowing against his face.
 
   “Language, slave girl,” he said.
 
   She moaned and sank down, hissing in pleasure and pain as she sank lower and lower and lower.
 
   She brought her still-locked wrists over his head, grasping the back of his shoulder as she felt a surge of heat and need. Her hips began to rise and fall, faster and faster, even as her breathing became more and more ragged. 
 
   I want to come, Caitlin thought with a raw, aching need. The echo of those incredible orgasms was like a fever dream, and like an addict, she felt herself growing dangerously addicted to it after only two experiences. It hurt, moving as quickly as she did, but she didn't care. She forced herself up and down, gasping, moaning, whimpering, the sexual heat burning away her mind as she impaled herself on his long length again and again.
 
   He was shifting his mouth from one breast to the other, his big hands kneading and squeezing her in a way which should have ached but instead drove the heat even higher. Caitlin had wanted to ride him with a smooth, slow, erotic grinding motion, a sharing. Instead she was riding him with a wild, frantic need, gasping and yelping as she forced herself up and down.
 
   But the orgasm was near. It was near, near, near! And she had to have it!
 
   She felt his left hand on her bottom, felt his fingers pressing against her back opening with a dazed sense of shocked inhibitions. His finger pushed up into her, wriggling around, pumping in and out even as his other hand moved before her and his fingers began to stroked across her clitoris.
 
   She cried out at the shock of sensations, cried out again as he wormed a second finger into her ass, and began to thrust the two of them in and out. Every thrust threw her forward against his body, her breasts against his mouth, until she gained enough sense of balance to take them into account and continue her frantic ride.
 
   His fingers rubbed her clitoris, and he bit one of her nipples, and … she came.
 
   She cried out in wild, wanton pleasure, a howl of victory as she reached the plateau and threw herself off. Pleasure coursed through her body as she continued to ride him desperately, yelping every time she drove her steaming sex down on him, her mind blasted by wave after wave of something whose very existence she would have once denied; ecstasy.
 
   Her mind was blasted, and she groaned weakly, slitted eyes not taking in what they were seeing, confused, unfocused. Her body was moving, she knew that much. But why was everything so... strange?
 
   She was upside down, she realized, but didn't really care. Her hair trailed on the wet floor, her arms dangling down and laying across the floor too. Her upper body was … bowed... and she felt the thrusting of his cock deep inside her.
 
   She had fallen back, she realized dully, wrapped in the warm afterglow of the powerful orgasm. Yet he held her hips, even as she arched back across his knees to hang upside down. He held her hips with him deep inside her, and jerked her in and out as he thrust into her to complete his own climax.
 
   When he did, she knew it. Instead of a flurry of jerking movements she felt him yank her in hard, then again, then again, as he gasped in pleasure. 
 
   He eased his grip on her hips, and slowly, she slid down and back, her upper body carrying her over his knees, her legs unfurling until she grunted as her bottom hit the floor of the shower.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Caitlin wondered if there was such a thing as post-traumatic syndrome for good things.
 
   She kept having flashbacks that made her pulse race, that made her nipples hard, and that made her legs tremble as she squeezed down with her vaginal muscles on nothing at all.
 
   She was sore all over, especially inside, but she longed to feel that hot pleasure again.
 
   Could you fall in love with a guy after one, well, two sexual encounters, she wondered? She didn't even know his fucking name!
 
   No, it wasn't love she was feeling, but lust. Not that she was overly familiar with either emotion.
 
   He had made her dry him off, and even brush his hair, as if she were some sort of servant.
 
   Or slave! Slave girl! The thought made her shudder excitedly, though she'd never really understood people who were into kinky games before.
 
   He'd left her to do her own hair and dry off, and when she finally wandered out she found him in his bedroom, a very male room, like most of the house, of dark, heavy, glossy woods. The bed was a giant four-poster, of course. He was wearing jeans, and oh how he looked in them, she thought, eyes moving up and down his length.
 
   God, he looked good! She watched him pull on a black shirt and button it up, then tuck it in, and became very much aware of how naked she was.
 
   He saw her and motioned her forward, then gripped her wrists and undid the restraints, removing them.
 
   Caitlin felt some relief, but also, oddly, disappointment.
 
   “Does this mean I'm not your slave girl any more?' she asked lightly.
 
   His eyes flicked up to hers. “You're my slave girl until you pay me back,” he said.
 
   Caitlin wasn't going to complain.
 
   He lifted her up, startling her, and tossed her casually onto the bed, then grasped her left leg and undid the restraint from her ankle. He snapped his fingers, and she raised her other leg, sore and worn out as she was, wishing he was undressing rather than dressing.
 
   “I have your uniform here,” he said.
 
   “Oh?”
 
   She sat up, looking around.
 
   He tossed her a shirt, a t-shirt.
 
   A long t-shirt.
 
   “What about a bra?”
 
   He grinned. “You're very firm.”
 
   “I'm very firm as long as I stand still. Once I start moving around, well... they're going to move too.”
 
   “That won't be a shame,” he said with a smile.
 
   “I hate pink,” she said crossly, looking at the T-shirt.
 
   He gave her a look and she sighed, pulling it over her head.
 
   “What about the collar?”
 
   “Might look a little ostentatious in public,” he said.
 
   The long T-shirt came down around her hips. It was quite tight, but she focused on his fingers as they slid into the collar, pressing against her skin, stroking her lightly as he unfastened it and removed it. Again, as with the restraints on her wrists and ankles, she felt a strange sense of loss as it came free. It made her feel very sensual and erotic.
 
   “Where's the pants?”
 
   “Hang on.”
 
   He went to a huge dresser and opened a drawer, then came out with something. He returned to her holding a slim gold collar. It was no wider than her finger, and glowed.
 
   She stood still as he fastened it around her throat.
 
   “Jewelery doesn't go with t-shirts,” she said doubtfully.
 
   He just smiled.
 
   “And this thing is too tight on me. Everyone is going to stare.”
 
   “Yes, probably.”
 
   She flushed. She liked being appreciated for her looks as much as the next girl but wasn't an exhibitionist. She looked down doubtfully, biting her lower lip. The t-shirt had a V-neck that wasn't exactly low cut, but given how small the thing was against her there was certainly noticeable cleavage there. 
 
   She tugged down on the hem. Now there was more.
 
   “My pants?” she asked.
 
   “Leather wouldn't go with that.”
 
   “I had a pair of sweatpants in the car.”
 
   “They wouldn't serve my purpose either.”
 
   “What is your purpose? I'll look like a slut in this? And I at least need my underwear!”
 
   He smiled and pulled something off the taller dresser, tossing them on the floor. They were a pair of very small, very plane, flat white running shoes. Not tennis shoes, but very basic running shoes.
 
   “You're kidding right?”
 
   “You want high heels?”
 
   “No! But... I mean, you're really not going to give me any pants to wear!?”
 
   “It's not very brightly lit in the bar. Don't worry. No one will be shocked.”
 
   She stared at him, aghast. She turned and looked at a mirror, and felt even more aghast.
 
   “You want me to dress like this, with no underwear, in a biker bar!?”
 
   “It's not exactly a biker bar.”
 
   “You said it was.”
 
   “Well, most of the guys do ride bikes. But they're much better disciplined. Cleaner, too, and not criminals.”
 
   “But – !”
 
   “And remember, my point is to test that discipline. They won't be allowed to touch you or even be rude. That's my challenge to them. We'll see how they do.”
 
   “And suppose how they do is to all jump me and I wind up getting gang-banged!?”
 
   He smiled. “Well then you'll be a very tired girl at the end of the day.”
 
   “Look – !”
 
   He held up his hand.
 
   “No more whining about it. Remember what I said earlier. You do what you're told, how you're told, when you're told without complaining. You aren't going to be gang-banged. And if I wanted you to be gang-banged, then that'd be my decision anyway. It's not like you wouldn't enjoy it.”
 
   She stared at him in outrage. “Are you calling me a slut!?”
 
   He gave a soft chuckle. “I'm doing no such thing. I'm merely stating a fact.”
 
   His eyes seemed quite amused, but faster than she could blink he had yanked her forward, bent her over, and slapped her bare bottom sharply.
 
   “Oww!”
 
   “Respect your betters. You'll get worse if you backtalk in front of other people, especially at the bar.”
 
   “That stung!” she said, rubbing her bare bottom.
 
   He had only had to bend her over for the tight, short hem of the T-shirt to pull up above her buttocks, and that made her even more aware of what little clothing he expected her to wear in public.
 
   “Put your shoes on and let's go.”
 
   She glared sullenly at him but didn't want another slap to her bottom. She slipped on the running shoes, and followed him downstairs, then out the rear of the house to the garage. She stopped when she saw the big Harley Davidson motorcycle, and watched him get on.
 
   “Oh you have got to be kidding!”
 
   He kicked it alive and the noise overwhelmed whatever either of them might have said.
 
   It eased down to a low rumble and he beckoned her on.
 
   “In this!?”
 
   He beckoned her forward.
 
   “We'll get arrested!”
 
   He beckoned her forward, and his eyes took on a dangerous glint. Caitlin stepped forward hesitantly, and he grabbed her wrist and jerked her forward.
 
   “You can either get on back or ride in front bent over the crossbar,” he said.
 
   She gulped and climbed up to straddle the seat behind him. That, of course, drew the little T-shirt up around her hips. She quickly jerked it back, trying to stuff it a little under her bottom.
 
   “Hold on.”
 
   The bike lurched forward and she squealed, throwing her arms around him as they rounded the corner and headed down the driveway.
 
   “Don't you have a car!?” she cried.
 
   “I like bikes.”
 
   The gate opened and he paused, then accelerated rapidly. In fact, he hardly slowed down for turns or stop signs either! At first, Caitlin was busy trying to keep her short, tight T-shirt from showing her assets to the world. But pretty quickly her primary concern was to keep from being thrown off!
 
   With her legs spread she was bare to the world in front, she thought, but at least he was in front of her, covering her. Whenever she dared, which was only when he slowed briefly, she reached back to yank down the rear of the thing to cover her bottom.
 
   Most of your bottom is on the seat anyway, she tried to reassure herself.
 
   It didn't help.
 
   Then they were on the highway, and the bike really accelerated. Caitlin hung on for dear life as it whizzed down the road, passing car after car, truck after truck. She buried her face against his back, partly to cling as tightly as possible, partly to hide her face from all those motorists she was sure were leering at her.
 
   “Don't worry about it,” he said after a minute. “You won't fall off. I promise.”
 
   Easy for him to say! He had handlebars to hang onto! 
 
   Fortunately, the ride was not long. They turned off onto a side road, and almost ride away, into a small parking. The building was long and low, looking, with tin walls. It looked like nowhere she'd ever want to stop. There was a sign over the door, not very big. It said The Sanitarium.
 
   Caitlin was just happy to still be alive. She groaned with relief as she slid off the bike, tugging down on the hem of the T-shirt again. Of course, that exposed more cleavage...
 
   “What kind of a name is that for a bar?”
 
   “It's not your normal kind of bar. And we're all crazy. So it's a fitting name.”
 
   He traced the dark pink cross above her left breast.
 
   “See, you're going to be a nurse, administering medicine to the crazy people.”
 
   “You mean booze,” she said, grumbling.
 
   “If you want to think of it that way,” he said with a grin.
 
   Then he drew something out of his pocket. It was light pink, like the shirt, with another dark pink cross on it. It was a kerchief of sorts, and he made her stand still as he folded it and tied it around her head.
 
   Caitlin rolled her eyes, trying to comb her bangs out as he took her arm and tugged her towards the bar.
 
   It was very hard to see inside, especially after the brightness of the day.  Pot lights ran along the ceiling just above the brown brick walls. Booths lined those walls, shadowed, with what looked like black leather covering the seats. The floor was covered in a thick, very dark red carpeting. The bar ran along the other wall, a brown brick base with a glossy dark wooden counter that belied the dumpy exterior.
 
   In fact, the bar looked like one of the nicer ones she'd been in, the kind of place she'd expect the drinks to cost a lot and the clientele to have enough money to be worthy of robbing.
 
   “This doesn't look like a biker bar,” she said dubiously.
 
   “I said kind of,” he replied, pulling her forward by the arm.
 
   There was a man behind the bar. He was shorter and younger than … the guy who called himself Sir, and wore a tight, blue checked shirt.  In fact, he didn't look much older than Caitlin. Thought she had to admit he looked very well-built, if not as muscular as … Sir. He had very short hair and bright green eyes.
 
   “Hey, Benjamin,” the guy said, looking up.
 
   Benjamin! Ahha, she thought!
 
   She turned and looked at him smugly, snorting.
 
   “Matt,” he said, leading her along.
 
   “I've got a helper for you,” he said, presenting her.
 
   Matt looked at her, eyes widening.
 
   “Oh.... wow,” he said.
 
   Caitlin felt a little surge of pleasure at the reaction, though she blushed at the same time, tugging on the hem.
 
   “Caitlin is going to wait on tables,” he said. “She's under my protection. Everyone is to be polite to her.”
 
   “You're kidding?”
 
   
  
 

“Nope.”
 
   “Woah. I mean... woah, Benjamin,” Matt said. “I hope you're ready for trouble.”
 
   Benjamin just looked at him.
 
   “I mean, of course you're always ready for trouble,” Matt said hurriedly. “It's just that.. the older guys, sure, but some of the younger ones are going to have a little... problem.”
 
   “Then they'd better learn to solve it,” Benjamin said firmly. 
 
   “The girls won't like it much.”
 
   Benjamin smiled faintly. “That's their problem.”
 
   “Molly won't like it much.”
 
   “That's my problem.”
 
   Caitlin frowned. “Who's Molly?”
 
   “Very alpha female,” Benjamin said. “Thinks she's the toughest girl around.”
 
   “She IS the toughest girl around,” Matt said, his eyes still moving up and down Caitlin.
 
   There was a hunger in those eyes, in that gaze, that both disturbed and aroused her, and she didn't really understand why. He looked like a fresh-faced young guy, very innocent seeming in a gosh, gee-whiz sort of way. But he looked like he wanted to jump over the counter and tear her clothes off!
 
   “She still does what she's told,” Benjamin said.
 
   “Yeah, sort of, in her own way.”
 
   Benjamin snapped his fingers lightly, and Matt finally jerked his eyes away from her.
 
   “Look at me, Matt,” he said with a smile.
 
   “Uhm, yeah, sorry.”
 
   But then his eyes almost immediately slid back to Caitlin.
 
   “Is this going to be a problem for you?” Benjamin asked.
 
   Matt jerked his eyes away and frowned. “No. Distracting as hell, sure. But I'm the master of my own beast,” he said.
 
   Weird way to put it, Caitlin thought.
 
   Benjamin nodded as if he understood.
 
   “So, like, what am I supposed to do?” Caitlin asked uncertainly, looking around at the empty bar.
 
   “When we open, you wait until someone goes and sits down, then go over and ask them what they'd like to drink.”
 
   “Coffee, tea, or me,” she muttered
 
   “Do NOT make that offer,” Matt said.
 
   “I'm sure we can find other things for her to do in between waiting on tables,” Benjamin said. “You have all sorts of things that need to be stocked, cleaned, or moved around, I'm sure. Use her for that.”
 
   Caitlin scowled at him.
 
   “I'm sure I can find something for her to do,” Matt said.
 
   “Don't give her things that make her bend over a lot,” Benjamin said with a smile.
 
   Matt bit his lower lip and then shrugged. “Okay.”
 
   Caitlin scowled at first one, then the other, fingers on her hem again, tugging.
 
   That just drew Matt's eyes to her cleavage. She sighed and let go of the hem. It was about two inches or so below her buttocks, and it wasn't likely to get much longer.
 
   At least the bar was pretty dark. The pot lights lit up specific areas above tables, but much of the place was very dimly lit. She could probably be naked in the middle of the floor and no one would notice.
 
   Not that she was going to complain!
 
   Benjamin wandered over to the end of the bar and Matt got him a coffee while Caitlin continued looking around at the bar, then he came around front, eyes flicking to her cleavage, but manfully pulling up to her face.
 
   “Let me show you where things are,” he said.
 
   She shrugged, and he led her behind the bar, showing her the coffee machine, and how it worked.
 
   “We go through a lot of coffee here,” he said. “And the guys tend to be impatient about waiting. So you need to keep this thing going. Don't put in too much, or the coffee waits around too long before they want it. If they don't like the coffee, well, not many shy people here, so you'll hear about it.”
 
   He showed her the fridges under the counter where the different kinds of beers were kept, and the liquor and cola dispensers. There was a closet just in back full of chips, pretzels, peanuts and other bar food, and another fridge full of bear.
 
   “The kegs are in back but I don't think you'll be able to change those,” he said, looking at her dubiously. “The dishwasher is pretty high speed. When you gather up glasses, come around back, slide the tray through that window, then you can come around here and stuff them into the machine. When it's full, pour in a cup full of detergent, and turn it on. It's very quick.”
 
   She looked at it doubtfully. At least there were no dishes to wash.
 
   “You don't have, like, pub food here?”
 
   He shook his head. “If people want to eat they can go elsewhere.”
 
   “Funny kind of bar.”
 
   “We're more of a clubhouse.”
 
   “A clubhouse? What's the club?”
 
   He smiled. “Ask Benjamin.”
 
   He led her back out front, where Benjamin was examining messages on a smart phone, and showed her through the bar.
 
   “Is it always this dark here?”
 
   He looked at her in surprise for a moment, then nodded. “Our people like it private.”
 
   He pushed open a swinging door and into a hall. There were several glass fronted dispensing machines here offering sandwiches and cigarettes. There was a payphone, as well, and past them a pair of bathrooms marked for men and women.
 
   “Uh, there's a bathroom around behind the bar. Don't go into this one when we're open,” he said.
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Let's just say some of the women are kind of... rough.”
 
   “You mean like biker bitches?”
 
   He snorted. “Do NOT use that word on them if you value your skin.”
 
   “Bennie there said I was his bitch. I didn't get all offended.”
 
   He gave her a strange look. “Don't tell anyone else that, and if you ever call him Bennie to his face I'd like to be there to see it.”
 
   He led her back out front and around behind the bar, where he showed her where more things were. He seemed extremely aware of her body as he talked to her. His eyes flickered up and down a lot, and while she was self-conscious at first, Caitlin started to get used to it, though she wasn't sure whether she ought to be insulted or flattered. Given he was kind of cute, she decided to be flattered.
 
   The bar opened, and two men wandered in. One was tall and lanky, Benjamin's age, with a short, neat beard. The other was older and shorter, with graying hair and very broad shoulders. They were both very much in shape, she thought, thinking again about whether this was some sort of biker clubhouse.
 
   They both stopped at the sight of her, staring. She wondered how long it had been since the place had a waitress.
 
   “Hey Pete, Martin,” Matt said. “Usual?”
 
   “Uh... yeah,” the bearded man said.
 
   “Caitlin will bring it over.”
 
   They both slid into a booth, talking quietly, and Matt had her practice with the draft machine, pouring two, and putting them on a tray to carry over.
 
   “Uh, how much are they?” she whispered.
 
   “Don't worry about it. Just take whatever they give you, and bring it here. I'll make change.”
 
   She nodded, a little nervous. She carried the tray out front and across the mercifully dark center of the bar, then over to the booth the men occupied. 
 
   “Hi,” she said. “I'm Caitlin.”
 
   They both looked at her for a long minute as she picked up the draft mugs and placed them in front of them.
 
   “Hi Caitlin,” the older one said, after a glance at Benjamin. “That's a very nice … outfit, you're wearing.”
 
   “Almost wearing,” the other one muttered.
 
   “Benjamin picked it out,” she sighed.
 
   Both of them seemed surprised for an instant, and then turned to give each other a look of understanding.
 
   “I see,” the older one said. “Well, you look lovely in it. I'm Martin.”
 
   He held out his hand and she hesitantly took it. It was a very large hand, very rough and scarred, but it held her hand gently for a long moment before releasing her.
 
   “I'm Peter,” the other said, also shaking her hand as he gave her a sardonic sort of smirk. “Should be an interesting evening with you here.”
 
   “Benjamin told me I was going to be some sort of test,” she said.
 
   They both nodded. “That you will, honey,” said Martin. “That you will.”
 
   He tossed a five dollar bill onto her tray.
 
   “Keep the change,” he said.
 
   “Uhm, thanks.”
 
   She returned to the bar, wondering if she would get to keep the tips.  That brought up more thoughts, like how much, if anything, was she going to get paid. Not that it mattered. She figured that at the end of day, he'd drive her back to his place and she could get her clothes and sneak away. Well, if not that night, then the next or the next. And a few days living with Benjamin was not exactly a fate worse than death.
 
   Anyway, she sure wasn't going to try sneaking out and then hitchhiking dressed like this!
 
   Or was that part of his thinking, she mused.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   More people began coming in, most of them men. They all stared at her, many with even more lust written on their faces than Matt had first seemed to have. She squirmed at the attention and longed to tug the hem lower, ever so glad of the darkness.
 
   The women were something else again. The men could have passed for bikers. They were all very strong looking, and nobody here wore a suit and tie, that was for sure. The women didn't look like what she thought biker chicks would look like, though. They looked pretty much normal, except that none of them were fat. Some wore jeans, some skirts, and all of them narrowed their eyes at the sight of her.
 
   It was very weird. Every time she had to walk across the bar it felt like everyone there was looking at her!
 
   And the men, at least, when she came to their tables, stared at her like she was a sheep and they were a bunch of hungry wolves!
 
   It made her quite nervous, at first, and very self-conscious. But no one was really rude, except for the staring, and no one tried to grope her. She began to relax, at least as far as her worry about being jumped and gang-banged! She even started to get used to being looked at, being stared at it. In fact, given the events of the day so far, with the wild, incredible sex with Benjamin, she even started to kind of enjoy the attention.
 
   A lot of them were pretty hot, after all, and they clearly thought she was too. Her embarrassment about how little she was wearing began to fade as the evening wore on, though she never forgot it.
 
   She was still very grateful how dark it was.
 
   And the darkness was a kind of shield which made her feel rather oddly smug. As if she were walking around naked but no one could see. The attention also began to make her feel coquettish, and she started flirting with the customers, quite aware that every time she bent forward a little they were looking down her top.
 
   Of course, bending forward in the little t-shirt not only caused her breasts to pull down the front of the shirt, but made the hem slide up in back. If it hadn't been so dark she'd have been flashing the room a lot.
 
   It felt brazen, wicked, and outrageous to be parading around in what was little more than a long t-shirt, without even bra or panties! And all the male flattery had her strutting in a manner which was very much unlike the normal Caitlin. 
 
   She had a few drinks, too, which helped her loosen up.
 
   She thought the evening was going quite well, until she turned around and almost ran into a tall blonde woman who'd just come in.
 
   “Uhm... sorry,” she said.
 
   The woman looked at her with a dark frown, then reached out and grabbed the front of her shirt, jerking her up onto the balls of her feet.
 
   “What are you supposed to be?” she demanded.
 
   Caitlin squealed and tried to jerk back, for the woman's grasp on her t-shirt had jerked it up around her waist! 
 
   Benjamin showed up just then, putting his hand on the woman's hand, pushing it down. He didn't say anything, just looked at her, and the woman, still scowling, released Caitlin's shirt. She jerked it down in relief, twisting her head around, grateful it was so dark.
 
   “This is a dumb idea,” she said.
 
   “It's my idea, Molly,” Benjamin said mildly.
 
   She made a face, glared at Caitlin, and stalked past.
 
   “Woah, is it her time of the month or what?” Caitlin said.
 
   She thought she'd said it quietly but the woman jerked her head around, and Benjamin grabbed her arm and marched her quickly away.
 
   “Molly is very territorial,” he said.
 
   “What's that got to do with anything? She doesn't own the place!”
 
   “That's not what I meant, I meant about strange and attractive women in her territory.”
 
   “Well she can get over it! She doesn't own all the guys in here!”
 
   “Well... in a way she does,” he said with a slight smile.
 
   “Huh?”
 
   “I mean, she's pretty high in the … organization.”
 
   “What kind of organization?”
 
   “Maybe some day,” he said.
 
   She rolled her eyes in irritation.
 
   He pointed his finger at her. “Don't think I won't smack your bottom in front of everyone,” he said.
 
   “Yes, sir!” she said sarcastically.
 
   “You'll learn,” he said, shaking his head and walking away.
 
   Things went a little downhill from there. At her next table, when she asked what they would like, a younger guy staring at her breasts pointed at them. “I'll have those,” he said.
 
   “Not on the menu,” she said firmly.
 
   He leaned over closer to her, which put his face at about the level of her belly, then leaned lower, sniffing, as if over a juicy steak. And of course, the more he leaned the lower he got until his nose was almost touching her groin. She jerked back, scowling as one of the other men pulled him back upright.
 
   “Draft Carlsberg,” the other man said, “and the same for him”.
 
   “I'll have a Bud,” said a third man.
 
   Guinness extra stout,” said the fourth, slouching in the corner.
 
   She nodded and headed back to the bar, soon to return with the four beers. Only the guy in the back spilled his Bud almost as soon as she gave it to him.
 
   “Oh shit,” he said.
 
   “I'll get some towels,” she promised, hurrying back to the bar.
 
   She got a rag and returned, leaning over the table to clean the mess. She was aware as she did that the two guys in the back were getting a much better shot down her top than they'd otherwise get, and that anyone behind her would have, if it weren't for the dark, be getting a very, very good shot of her behind. In fact, she had to reach down with her left to tug on the hem for it was sliding right up high, and she was wary of the guy on her left.
 
   They were all looking at her, not saying a thing, and Caitlin felt a rush of heat and awareness. They all wanted her. They all wanted to tear her little T-shirt off, throw her on her back naked on the table and fuck her brains out! It made her a little nervous, but  she was confident Benjamin would make sure that didn't happen.
 
   So instead it just kind of made her feel self-conscious and, given the mood she was in, kind of hot.
 
   She eased back, aware the young guy had leaned to his right again, and that the hem had risen up to bare half her bottom. She straightened up, flushed, and they paid for the beers, with a very good tip.
 
   She went back to the bar, feeling a hot fluttering in her lower stomach, a strange, almost exhibitionistic thrill at almost showing herself off naked! Her pulse was faster and she felt her heart pounding, too. She went to the next table and took their order, resisting the urge to lean over more. But she still felt a hot quiver run through her at the way they looked at her, the way they wanted her.
 
   Another group came in, and she hurried over. There were five of them, and they took one of the booths.
 
   “What can I get you guys?' she asked, holding her tray half before her like a shield.
 
   They all stared at her, saying nothing, and she started to get a little embarrassed and anxious.
 
   “Uhm, draft,” one said finally.
 
   “Yeah,” another said, as if in a trance as he stared down her top.
 
   She smiled hesitantly.
 
   “I know what I want,” said the third, looking right at her crotch.
 
   “You and me both,” the fourth added, his eyes on the same place.
 
   Caitlin gulped, aware she had nothing but a thin cotton t-shirt between their eyes and... and what they wanted.
 
   One of the others elbowed the first speaker, who glared at him until the guy whispered something. Then the guy looked up at her, seeming to be looking at her little gold necklace. He growled low in his throat and looked away.
 
   “Make it five drafts,” said the first one to order.
 
   “Bud, Michelob, Carlsbad or Heineken?”
 
   “Heineken.”
 
   The fifth guy just looked at her the whole time, not so much with lust but a strange, almost obsessive stare.
 
   She licked her lips, feeling all those looks like radiating heat against her, turned and scurried back to the bar, a little breathless.
 
   She got the five beers and returned, carefully setting the tray down on the table. That meant leaning over, of course, and she felt five pair of eyes looking at the curved tops of her breasts as her stomach churned oddly. She felt a strange sense of crackling sexual energy running up her spine, a rapid rise of hunger and excitement as she leaned forward to slide the other beers to the back of the table.
 
   One of the men gave her a twenty dollar bill. Another gave her a second.
 
   “Keep the change, beautiful,” the first man said.
 
   “Thanks!” she gulped.
 
   Then one of them knocked over his beer.
 
   She started. What was with these guys getting all clumsy over their beer?!
 
   Then again, they all thought she was so hot, and with what she was wearing, well, she supposed she was kind of distracting. Even Matt had said she'd be distracting. So her ego fluttered excitedly again as she hurried back to the bar for rag.
 
   She returned, and her stomach gave a lurch almost before she reached the table. A sense of breathlessness made her chest tight as she leaned forward. She jerked as a hand gently gripped the back of her thigh from the man on her left. She should have straightened at that point, glared at them, and told them to watch their hands.
 
   Instead she ignored it, feeling a wall of heat swirling around her mind as she leaned further forward to soak up the beer on the table with her rag. The man in the rear stared into her cleavage hungrily, and then she felt another hand on her right thigh, both hands stroking gently up and down, sliding higher and higher.
 
   I have to get back, she thought, a little panicky. But instead she kept rubbing the table as the two hands slid up higher. The on on the left slid right in between her thighs to cup her pussy and give it a squeeze, while the one on the right slid up and down her bare bottom, easing the already high hem of her shirt higher still!
 
   Then the men sitting further in reached forward, one cupping her right breast, the other her left, massaging and squeezing it through her thin T-shirt as her muscles seemed to spasm and quiver. She felt like laying down on the table and spreading her legs!  The heat inside her began to ignite into something like a firestorm, so that she gurgled helplessly, trembling and shaking.
 
   Then Benjamin was there, and all the hands dropped away as he pulled her upright by the arm, turned her around as if she were a zombie, and send her back towards the bar with a slap on her bottom.
 
   She shuffled forward as if in a daze, not even looking behind to see what he was saying to them. She reached the bar, and Matt looked at her oddly.
 
   “You smell... good,” he said, with a slightly slurred voice.
 
   She had no idea what he meant, and only half her mind understood what he said.
 
   “Thanks,” she gasped weakly.
 
   “You... better come around behind the bar,” he gulped, flushed.
 
   She stared at him, her eyes a little glassy, and then got a push from the side that sent her stumbling a little. It was the big blonde, Molly, and she was glowering at him and at Matt.
 
   “This bitch is smelling up the bar!” she growled.
 
   Caitlin felt oddly faint, swaying a little, but she knew she didn't like this woman, and knew she'd been insulted.
 
   “Fuck you,” she said.
 
   The woman grabbed the front of the t-shirt again, jerking her up and towards her.
 
   “What did you say?” she growled.
 
   Caitlin squirmed and struggled in the woman's grip, but the woman had actually pulled the shirt up so hard it was bunched up around her chest, and threatening to lift her right up off her feet!
 
   With one hand.
 
   Benjamin came up to them then, and the woman glared at him.
 
   “This little slut is going to have some of these guys tearing out of their clothes in a minute,” she snapped.
 
   “You think so?” he asked. “Matt, are you going to be tearing out of your clothes?”
 
   “N-N-No,” Matt gulped. “But I kind of wish I was!”
 
   “You see, Matt doesn't have a problem,” he said.
 
   “Matt can deal with his problems. Some of these aren't as strong as Matt!” the woman hissed, waving her arm behind her.
 
   “Which ones?” Benjamin asked. “Maybe we should see.”
 
   “Well, the rug is already red, so I suppose a little more blood on it won't hurt,” she said, glaring at him.
 
   She dropped Caitlin back, then yanked her forward again, tearing the T-shirt.
 
   “Just don't ask me to clean up the mess,” she said into Caitlin's face.
 
   She let go of her and Caitlin staggered back against the bar, tugging at the hem as Molly stalked off.
 
   “Molly is a little annoyed with me, Matt,” Benjamin said.
 
   “Uhm, yeah.”
 
   Caitlin managed to stop swaying and tried to get hold of herself, not sure what was going on. She was hot, she realized, sweating, and parts of her body were thrumming with excitement. She squeezed her thighs together, staring at Benjamin and remembering just how beautiful his chest was, and how lovely it felt to run her fingers across it.
 
   “My shirt is torn,” she said, looking down.
 
   The front of the little t-shirt had been torn open where Molly had grasped it. The collar held it together, and there was about an inch of material attached to it, but below that was a gaping hole several inches wide and long, showing the undersides of her breasts in the middle. It was rather like cleavage, only from the bottom up. Of course, she still had the cleavage from the top down too. The shirt was being held together in the front by a one inch strip of fabric.
 
   “We'll have to get you a new one,” Benjamin said. “Tomorrow.”
 
   “Okay,” she said, blinking her eyes.
 
   “Ben – ,” Matt said warningly.
 
   “Yes, Matt?”
 
   “You're not really going to send her back out there looking and smelling like that are you?”
 
   “Hey, I don't smell!” Caitlin said indignantly.
 
   The two men looked at her in confusion, then amusement.
 
   “Not that kind of smell, honey,” Benjamin said.
 
   He took her arm and drew her around the side and then rear of the bar, then released her arm and put his hand at the small of her back.
 
   “Tell you what, you go to each table and ask them if they want anything, and then I'll drive you home,” he said.
 
   As he talked, his hand slid down onto her bottom, stroking it through the thin T-shirt, then in underneath, fingering her pussy as she gasped at the sudden rush of heat through her body and mind. She grabbed the side of the bar for support and tried to make herself speak.
 
   “O-O-O-okaaaay,” she gurgled.
 
   She moved a few feet away, still holding the bar. Her legs were rubbery and she felt her insides pulsing with hunger and heat! She wondered a little dazedly why she was so turned on. Of course, the memory of what Benjamin had done to her earlier sent another thrill to through her body and provided her with something of an answer!
 
   She stared at the far side of the bar, and got strange looks from every table! It wasn't just guys staring at her, wanting her, it was something like open lust! It made her nervous, but at the same time made her insides pulse even more powerfully. Some of them looked at her with such intensity she almost felt as though she could feel heat radiating against her!
 
   Little flashes of excitement swirled up from her lower belly as she breathlessly moved along the customers, now and then hurrying back to the bar for another beer or rum and coke. She felt as if every eye on the bar was on her, which was ridiculous on the face of it, even if it wasn't such a dark place!
 
   Then she reached the last booth, the one with the five young guys in it. They stared up at her, and she forgot what she was supposed to ask! She felt the breath lock within her chest as a wave of heat rushed over her and up through her and made her feel like melting right there against the table!
 
   A hand reached up to cup her bottom, and another cupped her sex, then two fingers thrust into her as she stumbled forward, grasping the edge of the table. She moaned deep within herself, and the next thing she knew she was atop the table, with hands all over her! The thin T-shirt, already torn, was ripped from her body and she stared up through glassy eyes at a wall of eager male faces and bodies and hands descending on her!
 
   Her legs were spread wide, and it seemed like several hands were fighting over possession of her there while one leaned forward to suck and chew on her left breast, and five hands fought over her right! She cried out, arching her back at the hot spike of energy and lust which shot through her, her mind tumbling through a throbbing vortex of sexual energy!
 
   And then Benjamin was grabbing her and yanking her off the table, two other men with him. He half threw her... now he actually THREW her to Matt, who had come out from behind the bar.
 
   “See to her,” he said curtly.
 
   There were strange growls coming from behind her, almost like wild animals were in the bar, and then she was behind the counter, and then behind the bar, in the back where the fridges and dishwasher were.
 
   It didn't seem to bother her that she was naked for some reason. All that bothered her was the incredible heat inside herself, and she turned and kissed Matt hungrily, moaning into his mouth as he let her down... or tried to.
 
   She grabbed the front of his shirt, then slid her arms over his shoulders as she forced her mouth against his, and after barely a moment's hesitation she felt his strong hands on her ass, squeezing her in against him. She whimpered excitedly at the feel of what was in his pants as it ground into her, her hands jerking back, trying to grab him there!
 
   Then he had her by the hair, by the head, jerking her up against him, his lips now crushing hers, forcing her back against the wall as he growled into her mouth. She grabbed his crotch, rubbing and squeezing him, and fumbling at the clasp of his jeans.
 
   He jerked them down and his cock sprang up, making her giddy with delight. She moaned as he  squeezed it between her hands, exultant at how big and thick it was. She drew it up against her sodden opening, gasping for breath as she pushed herself forward onto it.
 
   Then Matt's hands scooped her up, squeezing her buttocks, drawing her in against him as his cock pushed up painfully hard, but gloriously deep inside her! Caitlin cried out in pleasure, wrapping her legs around him, her hands sliding behind his neck as their lips remained locked tightly together. She'd never had sex upright before. She felt a little wild at the thought, but any sex, just then, would do!
 
   She cried out weakly, riding him, using the strength in her legs to draw her up and down on his steel hard cock as his hands helped her, pulling her up and letting her down. Then his muscled body pushed her harder against the wall, and she moaned and shuddered, his hips thrusting powerfully, her body riding his cock desperately!
 
   She plunged down onto him again and again, gasping and crying out, shuddering with pleasure as a fiery sexual heat rolled through her body and mind. Nothing mattered but satisfying the intense lust and passion and hunger within her, and she gave scant heed to the sight of Benjamin as he moved into the room, watching.
 
   Her eyes were glassy as she rode him, whimpering and moaning as she impaled herself on his thick cock, as every deep thrust into her churning belly made her cry out in pleasure! 
 
   “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried as she rode him, not caring who heard!
 
   Benjamin was watching, leaning against the wall. That was bizarre! She wasn't sure if he'd be jealous, though he wasn't acting it. But his presence, his watching, made her even hotter! And she didn't understand why!
 
   It hurt. Riding up and down on Matt's thick cock this way, this fast, this hard, hurt. But it hurt in a good way! And that was not something she even tried to understand! The hard, deep spiked of his cock made her ache, but filled her with an almost unbearable sense of passion and heat!
 
   Her head pounded and ached. Riding up and down as hard and fast as she was was scrambling her brains! But again, she didn't care! Nothing mattered besides the intense need within her, and nothing would stop her from satisfying it, no matter who was looking!
 
   The orgasm slammed up into her with jarring force, and she cried out in startled pleasure, her cry rising higher and higher as her pleasure did, until she couldn't think or move, but only react, her muscles spasming, her body bucking and shaking against him.
 
   She gurgled helplessly, hardly aware of it as he set her down on the counter, as he shifted his grip and continued to pound against her. Her body jerked in time to his hard thrusts, his hips slamming into her, his cock thrusting deep, his hands now crushing her breasts as he leaned into her, over her, eyes feral, animal hunger in them! 
 
   Then he collapsed atop her, his hips bucking violently several more times before slowing. She groaned dazedly, he little better. But he recovered quicker, slowly straightening while she lay half conscious and dazed on the counter, legs still splayed wide.
 
   She hardly heard what Benjamin said, or what Matt replied. She just lay there, twitching and trembling and moaning weakly.
 
   Benjamin lifted her over his shoulder, and she groaned weakly, her upper body hanging down almost his back, arms limp, as he carried her, naked out into the bar. There was a lot of … action going on, she saw, through didn't really take it in. It seemed like an orgy in the bar!
 
   But Caitlin hardly noticed or cared. He carried her out the front door, threw her into the back of an SUV, and then got in and drove off.
 
   It took her a few minutes to get her mind together, and she slowly sat up, groaning, still wanting to squeeze her thighs together. She felt drained, exhausted, and yet oddly smug at the same time. She stared at the back of his head for long seconds, not quite understanding where she was.
 
   “What happened to the bike?” she finally asked, feeling light-headed.
 
   “I don't think you could hold on just now and I wanted to get you out of there.”
 
   That was an answer, of sorts, but one that confused her on several levels. But her mind was still in a strange kind of shocky haze, so she wasn't able to puzzle them out for a bit as she stared out the window at the dark  highway.
 
   Slowly, her higher levels of consciousness began to return, but didn't leave her feeling any smarter. She felt a sense of shock at what had just happened, then a sense of frightful embarrassment. Everyone in the bar must have heard the sounds of her … 
 
   That she'd just had sex with a guy she barely knew was something of a shock, too, though at least she sort of had known him for a few hours and at least he was sort of her age, and God she'd been hot, so hot!
 
   She remembered those guys in the bar tearing off her clothes, and blushed hotly.
 
   “Wh-what just happened?” she gulped.
 
   “Nothing much. Some people failed the test, and you had some fun.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   As Caitlin's scattered mind began to fit back together she felt a growing sense of discomfort with what had happened at the bar, and growing embarrassment. That, of course, made her angry, and Benjamin was the only one to take it out on.
 
   “What kind of a bar is that where people tear off a girl's clothes!”
 
   “To be fair, they were kind of provoked.”
 
   “By you!”
 
   “It wasn't me they were smelling.”
 
   “Are you saying I smell bad!?”
 
   “No, far from it.”
 
   “And you were the one who dressed me like a slut, so don't blame me if some of your customers thought I was one!”
 
   “I'm not blaming you. And they're not exactly customers.”
 
   “Right, they're like a biker gang!”
 
   “Well, sort of like one.”
 
   “So what the hell are they then?”
 
   He shrugged.
 
   “Well, you better not think I'm ever going back there!”
 
   “You'll go back tomorrow evening.”
 
   “No bloody way!”
 
   “Unless you'd like to go to jail instead.”
 
   She glared at him, folding her arms across her chest just beneath her breasts.
 
   “Are you going to make me have sex with everyone every day!?”
 
   I haven't made you have sex with anyone,” he said calmly. “You chose to have sex with Matt.”
 
   “Yeah, well, that was your fault!”
 
   “I didn't tell you to have sex with him.”
 
   “You dressed me in nothing and had me running around in public! Of course I'm going to get turned on!”
 
   “Not if you had a little discipline, a little self-restraint.”
 
   “Fuck you!”
 
   He turned and eyed her darkly.
 
   “You can scowl at me all you want, Benjamin!” she snapped. 
 
   “I can do more than that.”
 
   She glared silently.
 
   “When you and I get back home I'm going to teach you a few things.”
 
   “Oh right, like how to bake brownies, I'm sure!”
 
   “I don't like sarcasm in women.”
 
   She gave him her middle finger to look at and he shook his head and sighed.
 
   “Something you ought to know about our … society, he said. Women, other than alphas, are – .”
 
   “What? Alphas?”
 
   “Think of them as Type-A personalities.”
 
   She shrugged sulkily.
 
   “Other than certain particularly strong women with Type-A personalities, like Molly, our women are totally sexually submissive.”
 
   “Huh. Well not me, pal.”
 
   “Then we'll have to do something about that.”
 
   She snorted disdainfully and glowered at him, legs tight together, arms across her chest.
 
   But a part of her wanted to squirm there on the seat. He was, after all, a handsome man, a strong man, and the memory of what he'd done to her earlier still made her insides quiver every time it came to mind.
 
   The rest of the drive passed in silence. Caitlin was still trying to understand what had happened, and why, and why she had reacted as she had. She remembered when those guys had pulled her onto the table and torn her clothes off. She hadn't been afraid. Instead she'd felt a wild surge of heat, of something like glee as she'd spread her legs for them! What the hell!?
 
   The car stopped. She peered outside. It was dark, so it was hard to tell where they were. He got out, and she tentatively opened the door herself, trying to see if anyone was nearby.
 
   “Get out.”
 
   She opened the door and slid down out of the SUV. There was a door right next to them, and the gray brick stone of a house which was probably the one they'd come from.
 
   “Where are my clothes?” she demanded.
 
   “Get down on all fours.”
 
   “No way.”
 
   She gasped as he seized her hair and jerked her down to her knees, then forward so she had no choice but to throw her hands out to grab the rough dirt underneath.
 
   “Hey! Let me go!”
 
   But instead he walked forward, her hair in his fist, and there was nothing Caitlin could do but crawl along beside him, yelping in pain as her hair was tugged or individual hairs snapped free from her scalp.
 
   “Hey! Let me go! Bastard!”
 
   He walked forward steadily, tugging on her hair as though it were a leash! He led her, crawling, gasping, and breathless, up a narrow hall and through a door into a much wider hall with, thankfully, a thick rug in the center.
 
   He wouldn't slow, and ignored her complaints and insults as they went up a flight of carpeted stairs and down another broad corridor with what looked like marble floors – and, thankfully, another heavy carpet down the center. They turned into a bedroom, his bedroom, she recognized, and there he threw her forward so she stumbled and almost fell on her face.
 
   A moment later the collar was tossed on the floor next to her, then the four studded leather restraints.
 
   “Put them on,” he said curtly.
 
   “Fuck you!”
 
   He turned hard eyes on her now, and she quailed a bit.
 
   “I'm getting tired of your attitude,” he said. “If you don't want my version of punishment I'll call the police right now and you can suffer theirs. Which is it to be?!”
 
   She glared sulkily at him, then, muttering about perverts, and sulking, put on the collar and the restraints.
 
   “There, all turned on now?” she asked sarcastically.
 
   He picked up something else, and her eyes widened.
 
   “Oh no! Forget it!”
 
   It was a leash!
 
   He snapped it on the back of her collar, then jerked on it so she had no choice but to crawl forward at his heels.
 
   “No talking. If you talk again I'll gag you.”
 
   She glared down at the floor, crawling along down the hall, then through a narrow door and up a set of narrow stairs, then into a room, a storage room of sorts, and then into an even smaller room, something like a closet, or at least, a closet with a window. A small closet. With a small window.
 
   And then he took off the leash and closed the door, with her on the inside!
 
   “Hey!” she cried, slapping her hand against the closed door.
 
   “Think of it as a brief taste of prison,” she heard him say through the door. “From now on, you have to earn whatever luxuries or privileges you get. That includes soft beds, good food, and my body”
 
   “Who wants your stupid body!?” she shouted through the door.
 
   He didn't answer, and she glared at the closed door. It was heavy wood, and ignored her slapping.
 
   “Bastard!”
 
   The floor below her, she could tell, was stone. The walls felt like stone, too. She stood up and looked out the window. It looked out on the woods around the house and a pale moon. There were no other buildings, and no point in shouting for help, even if she wanted the police to come, which she definitely didn't.
 
   She sat down gingerly, cursing herself for a fool. She'd meant to sneak out tonight after he went to bed! She thought she'd know the place well enough by then to grab her clothes and grab some jewelery and make her escape. Instead her acting snotty had gotten her stuck in an empty closet and trying to sleep on a stone floor!
 
   Good idea, Caitlin,” she muttered savagely to herself.
 
   She spent a little time fooling with the restraints and the collar, trying to get them off, but in the dark she couldn't make out how, and eventually sat in the corner, very uncomfortable, and trying to get some sleep.
 
   The room was narrow enough that if she sat with her back against one wall the tips of her fingers could almost brush the wall opposite. It was a little wider, wide enough she could sit down and extend her legs. But she couldn't lay down flat. And given the hard floor there wasn't a lot of urge to do so.
 
   It was a very uncomfortable night without a lot of sleep. In the early morning, she was able to see better, and was rather amazed at how decorated the closet was. There were half columns in the corners and crown molding overhead on the ceiling. Carved figures of animals and strange looking people adorned the walls. What the hell kind of room was this, she thought wonderingly.
 
   She slapped at the door again, but it wasn't like the cheap doors she was familiar with. The thing was absolutely solid wood at least two or three inches thick!
 
   She stared out the window again, then inspected her restraints. They were a little different than the other ones, and it frustrated her she couldn't figure out how to remove them. The collar was just as bad. She sat down in the corner, her bottom cold. She was grumpy and getting bruised sleeping on the floor. She was also hungry and thirsty!
 
   And it was boring!
 
   She looked out the window a time or two, but it was high up and she had to grasp the windowsill and pull herself up onto her toes to look out. Anyway, there was nothing to see, really but trees.
 
   “Hey!” she called, from time to time. “How long are you going to keep me here!?”
At least in prison she'd have a cot!
 
   Her mind alternated between ever more unlikely plans to punish him, and castigating herself for not using her seductive abilities to keep in good with him. Why had she been snotty? Did she think that was going to get her anything!? Play up to the guy, you idiot, she thought to herself. He's rich and handsome and before too long you'll be gone with an armload of jewelry!
 
   And being snotty had gotten her nothing but locked in a bloody closet!
 
   Since she had nothing else to do, her mind sifted through the wild sex she'd had the other day. There was no question all three times had been incredible, and better than anything else she'd ever felt in her life.  She definitely wanted more of that, she thought, though she resented that she wanted it.
 
   The door opened at last, and she gasped in relief, jumping to her feet.
 
   “Kneel,” he said mildly.
 
   She hesitated, then knelt, sitting on her heels.
 
   “Are you going to be a good girl?” he asked in that same mild voice.
 
   “Yes... sir,” she said.
 
   He pulled a leash from his pocket and dangled it before her. Caitlin couldn't help it. She rolled her eyes. It wasn't on purpose!
 
   “I see you haven't learned your lesson yet.”
 
   “I...”
 
   He folded up the leash and turned away, then returned with a bowl of water and a plate with some buttered bread, set them down, then stepped back and  closed the door.
 
   Caitlin stared at him aghast. 
 
   “I didn't do anything!” she cried, slapping at the door. “Hey! Benjamin!”
 
   But it was no use.
 
   “Damn it!” she shouted.
 
   She sat back on her heels, glaring furiously at the door, then looked at the bread and water she'd been given. Was he kidding!?
 
   “Seriously! Are you kidding!? Bread and water?!” she shouted.
 
   Apparently he wasn't. And her hunger made her pick up the thick, coarse bred and eat it, then swallow the water. Why was it in a bowl anyway, she thought idly.
 
   And then she had nothing to do. For hours.
 
   No more rolling your fucking eyes, she thought angrily to herself.
 
   Caitlin was not a woman used to having nothing to do. She was, in fact, a little hyperactive. She needed input, needed to be watching or reading or doing something. She would rather have had him spank her or something than be bored for this long!
 
   Her stomach was rumbling a little when the door opened again. She gulped and quickly slid onto her knees, sitting back on her heels, looking up at him. After a moment, she jerked her knees apart, feeling a strange sense of breathless anticipation as she did.
 
   He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out the leash, then let it unfolded, dangling it in front of her. She almost reached for it, but then hesitated.
 
   “Take the leash and attach it to the ring at the front of your collar,” he said.
 
   She took it without hesitation, then, by feel, clipped it to the ring.
 
   “Now crawl.”
 
   She again didn't hesitate, glad to see the end of the little room. She crawled after him, wincing at little as her sore knees pressed against the hard stone floor.
 
   They didn't go far. In the corner of the room was a small mattress, more like a dog mattress than that for a bed. There was a small round rug before it, and next to that a bowl... of milk, set on the floor, along with a plate. The plate held what looked like sandwiches cut into small pieces.
 
   “First rule:  obey commands at once without hesitating, and without talking back or sulking. When you have mastered that rule to my satisfaction  your station in life will be improved. I told you before that respect has to be earned. Now earn it.”
 
   She almost made a face, almost rolled her eyes, but stopped herself in time. His voice was very serious, and she didn't have to be told that she could easily be back in the damn closet again. She would suffer through his silly, arrogant dominance games, convince him she'd bought into it, and then take off.
 
   And when she left she'd leave with as much as she could carry!
 
   “Lunch is served.  You'll eat it without using your hands. You'll note how much of an improvement it already is over breakfast.”
 
   He snapped the leash off her collar.
 
   “Eat.”
 
   She was hungry. She restrained herself from looking up at him, crawling forward instead. Thankfully, she could kneel on the rug and still reach the food. It looked like ham sandwiches. Not exactly luxury, but better than crusty bread with butter.
 
   She leaned in and down, lowering herself to her forearms to reach the food, then lowering herself further, feeling the chilly floor against her bare breasts. She felt a little sense of breathlessness again at the position, but reached out and took one of the small pieces of sandwich into her mouth, quickly chewing and gulping it down.
 
   “Raise your bottom and spread your legs,” he ordered.
 
   Another little thrill of breathlessness ran through Caitlin, and she quickly obeyed, taking another piece into her mouth and eating as he sat down on a nearby chair to watch. It felt extremely weird eating like this, like a … a dog or something, and in such a sexual pose. It excited her, in some dark way she didn't understand.
 
   She put her lips into the bowl and slurped up some milk, then ate more of the sandwiches. It looked like he'd cut each one eight ways, so each fit into her mouth easily. When she was done she turned to look at him.
 
   “When done eating, sit back on your heels, still facing the food, back straight, head back, legs wide.”
 
   She obeyed, gulping, feeling a flush of heat rise up her body. Yes, this was dumb, but was dark and kinky, and he was hot and dangerous.
 
   He came forward and picked up the plate and bowl, then took them out of the room. She rolled her eyes at the back of him but didn't otherwise move. He returned quickly, snapped the leash to her collar, and she dropped onto all fours.
 
   Kinky bastard, she thought, but not without a wary sense of excitement.
 
   They didn't go far, again. There was another small room on the far wall, a half bathroom. He had her sit on her heels again as he brushed her teeth, then gave her water to rinse and spit before leading her back to the rug.
 
   “Present yourself,” he said, removing the leash.
 
   She blinked uncertainly, then gulped and lowered her chest to the floor, raising her bottom again and spreading her legs wide. He reached in, his big hands on her thighs and hips, positioning her as he liked, and she felt a light breeze against her pussy as it began to warm. 
 
   “A very attractive sight,” he said.
 
   Crack!
 
   Caitlin yelped at the sting of the blow, jerking her head around and half rising off the floor.
 
   “Back into position,” he growled.
 
   She obeyed. He had a short, wide strap in his hand!
 
   “You forgot to thank me for lunch,” he said.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   “And you forgot to thank me for brushing your teeth.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oww!”
 
   “And you forgot to thank me for taking you out of the observation room and giving you this lovely mat and rug.”
 
   Crack!
 
   She gulped in air, fighting to keep herself in position as her bottom burned hotly.
 
   “Now thank me.”
 
   “Th-thank you,” she gasped.
 
   Crack!
 
   “What is my name?”
 
   “Thank you, Benjamin!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “That's not my name.”
 
   It was too, she thought indignantly! Then she remembered.
 
   “Thank you, sir!”
 
   Crack!
 
   She winced.
 
   “Thank me for what?”
 
   “Th-thank you for breakfast.”
 
   Crack!
 
   She winced again.
 
   “Sir,” he said calmly.
 
   “Thank you for breakfast, sir!”
 
   “And?”
 
   “Thank you for brushing my teeth, sir!”
 
   “And?”
 
   “Thank you for taking me out of the closet, sir! And thank you for giving me a nice mat and rug!”
 
   “Would you like to have sex, Caitlin?”
 
   “Yes, sir!”
 
   It surprised her that she actually would! She was angry and resentful, and her pride hurt, but on the other hand, this kinky shit was turning her on for some reason! Positioned like this, her mind could not push back the memories of what he'd done to her in exactly the same position yesterday!
 
   “Beg.”
 
   “Please fuck me, sir!”
 
   “What if I don't want to fuck you?”
 
   She had no answer to that.
 
   “Suppose I call Matt and have him come and fuck you. How about that?”
 
   She felt another hot, dark thrill rush through her at the thought. It would be so embarrassing to have Matt come in and see her like this! But it would also be intensely hot and wild and kinky!
 
   “Yes, sir!” she moaned weakly.
 
   “So beg for it.”
 
   “Please have Matt come and fuck me, sir!” she gulped.
 
   “Suppose instead I call one of my other people, say Paul or Brad or Jeff?”
 
   Caitlin quivered weakly at the thought of a complete stranger coming in and taking her like this! It wouldn't be merely embarrassing! It would be humiliating! And yet... and yet the idea also filled her mind with liquid heat!
 
   He attached the leash again.
 
   “Get to your feet.”
 
   She stood up gratefully, gasping in pain as her knees protested.
 
   He turned and she hurried to follow. Things were getting better at least! She was allowed to walk around now like a person instead of crawling like an animal!
 
   They went downstairs and up another hall, then down another corridor and turned into the kitchen, then went through it and into the large front room with the fireplace. The room was large enough for a number of different furniture sets. There was a pair of large chairs and a sofa facing the fireplace, a pair of chairs near one set of windows, and a sofa near another. In the far corner was a big screen TV, and that had several sofas facing it in a U-shaped group. 
 
   Benjamin sat at one of the chairs near the window, and removed her leash, then pointed at the floor.
 
   She sank to all fours uncertainly.
 
   “Heels,” he said.
 
   Caitlin sat back on her heels, looking at him anxiously.
 
   He looked back, eyes moving up and down her body. She made sure her shoulders were back, her back straight, and felt a soft thrumming heat at his close inspection.
 
   “The New York Times is on that table by the door,” he said. “Go and get it.”
 
   She turned her head, rose uncertain if he wanted her to stand, then walked across the room to the big open double doors. There was a high table on the side, with several newspapers on it. She picked up the times and walked back to him.
 
   “When presenting something to me, do it from your knees,” he said.
 
   Caitlin took the instructions for what they were worth, and sank to her knees, then held the paper up to him. He looked at her for a long minute, and again she felt that hot thrumming inside her before he took it.
 
   “In the kitchen, he said, “in the first cupboard, you'll find some furniture polish and rags. Get them and clean the tables here.”
 
   She stared at him in surprise, almost hesitating too long, for she saw his eyebrows start to narrow. She turned quickly.
 
   “Wait.”
 
   She halted and turned around.
 
   “When given an instruction, you should answer. Say yes, sir.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
   He nodded and looked down at the paper, and after a moment she turned and padded across the room.
 
   Weird! Fucking weird! But kinky in a hot, bubbling way that had a lot to do with her being naked and wearing this collar and restraints, and him … well, being so big and muscular and stern.
 
   She found the rags and furniture polish and returned. There were a number of tables in the room, and she started on the one by the door, then made her way around the room. She sprayed and polished, bending over for some, getting to her knees beside the lower coffee tables.
 
   She finished and looked at him, but he was reading the paper. She fidgeted for a moment, then returned to the kitchen and put them away. She returned, then sank to her knees in front of him, sitting back on her heels and waiting.
 
   After a minute or so he looked up.
 
   “Finished?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
   He nodded, then put aside the paper. He inspected the table next to him, then got up and began to walk around the room. He stopped at a coffee table in the far corner, and beckoned her forward.
 
   She rose and hurried across anxiously.
 
   “You think this is done properly?” he demanded.
 
   Well, there were some faint rings from glasses someone had placed there.
 
   “Uhm, sorry, sir.”
 
   He scowled at her. “You are sorry, and lazy.”
 
   He grabbed her by the hair and yanked her backward even as he turned and sat down on one of the high backed chairs. Caitlin squealed in alarm as she was pulled off-balance over his lap. It was a broad lap but not nearly big enough to contain her, and her upper body fell over one side as her bare toes  wiggled against the floor on the other.
 
   Her face was inches from the floor, half covered by a curtain of her own hair as she felt him adjust her so her bottom was uppermost across his lap. She felt his hand on the soft flesh of her buttocks, gently kneading and caressing them, then.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ow!” she yelped.
 
   “When I give you a task to do, little slave girl...”
 
   Crack!
 
   “an assumed part of that task...”
 
   Crack!
 
   “...is making sure it is done properly...”
 
   Crack!
 
   “before you report to me.”
 
   Crack!
 
   Caitlin wriggled and yelped and thrust her hands back behind her, or tried to, as the sharp, stinging blows fell across her bare bottom. He stopped his spanking long enough to grasp both wrists and then link the restraints together before resuming.
 
   Crack!
 
   “And when you're given discipline...”
 
   Crack!
 
   “You accept it as your due.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “You don't fight it or try to stop me.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ow! That hurts!” she cried.
 
   Crack!
 
   “It's supposed to.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “How else d you think little slave girls learn?”
 
   “I'm not a fucking slave girl!” she cried.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Which was how she found herself back in the little room, her bottom pink and sore, and Caitlin fuming at both him and herself. Arrogant bastard! Stupid bitch!
 
   She'd always prided herself on being able to manipulate men. It wasn't like it took a lot of effort, given her looks, but she'd still thought herself quite good at it! All she really had to do was smile and pretend she agreed with and perhaps admired them. And they'd fall all over themselves giving her what she wanted.
 
   Of course, that took some self-discipline to laugh at their inane jokes, or not laugh at how pompous they could be. You put yourself into a role and you stayed in it until it was time to take what you wanted and leave.
 
   So why did she find this man so infuriating!? The sex was incredible. It was so incredible that half the reason for her anger and frustration was that she was back in the damn closet with no chance of immediate sex. Things had started looking good there, but she's fucked it all up! For what? Because she hadn't taken the furniture polishing seriously, and then got angry at the spanking.
 
   It wasn't like it had really hurt that much! It was a spanking! You can't take a spanking, idiot, she snapped at herself mentally, almost wanting to slap her own face.
 
   And now what? Demand she be released? To the police? Not bloody likely! She could pull this off! She knew what she had to do, after all! She was trading a little role-play sex (which happened to infuckingcredible) for being let off the hook for breaking in and smashing his damn statue. It was a small enough price to pay and she was more than willing to pay it.
 
   Except she kept screwing it up! Let him have his damn way, she told herself angrily. In another few weeks she'd be on a beach in France! 
 
   She sat in the corner for long minutes, then finally sat up and began to work on pulling her wrists, which were still locked together behind her, under her buttocks. She was a slender, agile girl, so it wasn't terribly difficult. Then she could at least scratch her nose and comb the hair back from her face!
 
   She sighed and lifted herself to her feet. There wasn't much room in the little stone room, but enough to at least do something. And something something was better than doing nothing. She stretched her arms high, then brought them began to slowly roll her hips, stretching and working her back. She put her hands down and turned to one side, then the other, back and forth, again and again. 
 
   She did toe touches, then used the windowsill as a pullup bar, pulling herself up off her feet again and again, staring outside at the woods each time she did so. She sat down, reluctantly, then did sit-ups on the cool hard floor. She did handstands, balancing her legs against the wall, then push-ups. 
 
   It at least filled the time.
 
   She was still horribly bored hours later by the time she began to anticipate him showing up to bring her dinner. And if she wasn't careful that dinner would be bread and water and she'd spend another night here!
 
   That had her thinking of her wrists worriedly. Would he be pissed she'd brought them in front of her? Best not to take the chance. She bent and slowly worked them under her legs, up along them and over her buttocks, then sat back in the corner, panting, waiting. Much more time passed, however, before she heard the bolt thrown back on the door. She scrambled to sit on her heels, spreading her legs wide, drawing back her shoulders and cursing herself into a submissive role.
 
   Her stomach was suddenly filled with tension and her pulse raced as he opened the door and looked in at her. A lot was at stake. She did NOT want to spend another night in this fucking stone closet!
 
   “Has the little slave girl learned her lesson?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said as meekly as she could manage.
 
   “Is the slave girl sorry for acting up?”
 
   “Yes, sir!”
 
   “Then she wants to resume her spanking.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she gulped.
 
   “Beg.”
 
   “Please... spank me, sir,” she said.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “Please spank me, sir!”
 
   “Why should you be spanked?”
 
   “B-Because I'm a bad girl, sir!” she said, somewhat breathlessly.
 
   It was oh-so-hard to say that with a straight face! To not roll her eyes at how silly and childish a game this was! At the same time, she felt a rising sense of excitement as she fell into the role. As cliche'd as it was, it was a hot, sexy, fantasy role, and she was not immune to the eroticism of it.
 
   Especially kneeling before Benjamin!
 
   He pointed at the floor right before him.
 
   “On your belly,” he said.
 
   Caitlin was uncertain of his intent, but the order was clear enough. She fell forward awkwardly, twisting her upper body to take her weight onto her left shoulder, then rolled onto her chest. The room wasn't long enough for her to be fully on her belly without bending her legs up and back, and even then her face was inches from his shoes.
 
   “Are you my slave girl?”
 
   “Yes, sir!' she gasped.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I'm your slave girl, sir.”
 
   “Are you my sex slave?”
 
   The word filled her mind with a dark thrill, despite her simply playing a role.
 
   “Yes, sir. I'm your sex slave, sir!'
 
   So fuck my brains out again, she thought excitedly.
 
   The stone was cold against her bare breasts, and her neck was aching as she tried to cock it back far enough to say waaaay up to where he looked down from.
 
   He eased the toe of one foot forward, brushing it against her chin.
 
   “So, the mouthy little thief is suddenly a submissive sex slave,” he said in amusement. “Let's see how deep her commitment runs. I want you to show me how submissive you are, little sex slave, by cleaning my shoe, with your tongue.”
 
   You're fucking kidding me!
 
   Fortunately, the words only appeared in her mind, not in her mouth. Clearly he was taunting her, wanting to break her from her role so he could further punish her. Well she wasn't going to let him! She leaned in and licked at his shoe. It was a quick, almost defiant lick, but the instant she did it she knew it would not do.
 
   She let her tongue slide out further, licking a long, slow lick up along the side of his shoe, grunting as she arched forward. Of course, she had to keep licking until he told her to stop, so she let her tongue lick again, and again. A hot dark bubbling sexual stew began to steam inside her as she degraded herself. Yes, part of her was angry and defiant, but the breathless excitement of the forbidden and outrageous began to take hold of her mind, growing more and more intense with every lick.
 
   I can't believe I'm doing this, ran through her mind several times, even as she became strangely light-headed.
 
   He stepped back, then walked back into the room.
 
   “Come along,” he said over his shoulder, “On your belly, though.”
 
   Well... shit, she thought, after a moment of elation. But she began to wriggle forward, grunting and panting with the effort, rolling her weight from side to side, using her feet to push her forward. Her breasts began to ache as she rolled from side to side, squeezing them against the cold stone floor. She could see him sit down at the same chair as before, on the other side of the room.
 
   She crawled forward on her belly. It seemed to take an eternity, but he sat and watched patiently..
 
   Finally, panting, she reached him and rolled her eyes and head upward.
 
   “There's still the other shoe,” he said blandly, holding it out.
 
   She cursed mentally, but began to lick the other shoe, using long licks of the tongue, licking across the laces, and then down along the front.
 
   “Do you think you need to be punished, slave girl?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she panted, still licking.
 
   “Then ask for it.”
 
   “Please spank me, sir,” she gulped, sliding her tongue along his shoe.
 
   “You don't sound very convincing.”
 
   “Please spank me, sir!” she exclaimed.
 
   “Better, but not quite there.”
 
   Arrogant son of a bitch!
 
   “Please spank me, sir!”
 
   He crossed his legs.
 
   “Perhaps if you get the bottom of the shoe,” he said.
 
   She felt a jolt of outrage, but leaned in, licking at the underside of his shoe as it hung just above her. She had to wriggle a little further, and turn her head to the side, and up to get her tongue at it, but did it, her tongue lapping at the underside, picking up bits of grit off the sole of his shoe.
 
   “Please spank me, sir!” she begged.
 
   “Well, a degree of self-discipline emerges,” he said.
 
   She squealed as he filled his fist with her hair and dragged her up off her belly, then up over his lap until her bottom was uppermost again and the rest of her hung down on either side.
 
   “You don't fool me for a moment, of course,” he said. “You're not nearly as docile as you're pretending.
 
   Crack!
 
   “But it's a start.”
 
   Crack!”
 
   His hand slapped down against her bare bottom several times as Caitlin winced and gasped but offered no protest. She was ready for it, after all, had begged for it, and even wanted it, wanted it a lot! Not for the spanking, but for what it represented, which was satisfying him and staying out of the closet.
 
   His hand caressed her buttocks, then slid down between her thighs, fingers stroking along her sex.
 
   She gasped, her knees automatically spreading as he found her clitoris and began to rub his fingers against it.
 
   “Are you a hot little slut, slave girl?”
 
   “Y-yes, sir!” she gasped.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I'm a hot little slut, sir!”
 
   His finger pushed into her, and she was, she realized in some surprise, already fairly wet.
 
   Crack! His other hand slapped down against her bottom sharply.
 
   “Do you want to be mounted and ridden like a whore, little slave girl?” he asked, a second finger pushing into her.
 
   “Yes, sir!' she gasped.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I want to be mounted and ridden like a whore, sir!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Beg.”
 
   “Please mount me and ride me like a whore, sir!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Again.”
 
   “Please mount me and ride me like a whore, sir!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Perhaps.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “I might consider it.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Or might have someone else do it.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Any cock will do, after all.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “For a hot little slut.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “You are a hot little slut, aren't you, slave girl?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gulped, panting, moaning. “I'm a hot little slut!”
 
   Caitlin's hips were squirming helplessly. He had his thumb inside her, twisting and pumping and moving. His other fingers were rubbing, sometimes squeezing, sometimes pinching her clitoris, and her insides were almost as hot now as the taut red skin over her bottom! The blood had rushed to her head, making it pound, and the long, loose tendrils of her hair were sweeping back and forth across her face as her head rolled and twisted.
 
   Her face felt hot, her breasts aching where they hung free. The skin over her bottom felt as if it was simply radiating heat, but her pussy was sopping and throbbing and sending scalding waves of hunger and excitement up and down her spine!
 
   “Please!” she gasped.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Please what, slave girl?”
 
   “Please fuck me, sir!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Why should I want to do that?”
 
   “Please!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Are you my sex slave?”
 
   “Yes, sir! I'm your sex slave, sir! Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned.
 
   She cried out in pain as he grabbed her hair and yanked back on it, bowing her body up all the way so that she was facing forward. Then her body was rolled and she was shifted up to a sitting position across his lap. Her bottom hurt but she didn't care about that, crying out again as his hand pushed between her legs.
 
   He yanked her head back, leaning in to suck and chew at her nipples and the center of her breasts. Meanwhile what felt like several fingers pushed up into her throbbing depths, twisting and pumping.
 
   “Do you think you deserve to come, little sex slave?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, sir!” she moaned.
 
   “I don't.”
 
   His fingers pulled out of her and he shoved her off, putting her on her knees on the floor, gasping, chest heaving as she watched him stand. He peeled his shirt up and off, and she felt a hot flare of excitement at the sight of his bare chest and shoulders. He kicked off his shoes, then undid his dark trousers and let them fall.
 
   He had no underwear underneath, and Caitlin licked her lips, her breaths shaky, as she stared at his hard cock with an intense hunger. A sexual fever seemed to be taking over her mind, but she didn't care about anything but the hunger. He sat and spread his legs, snapping his fingers at her.
 
   Moaning, she scuttled forward, arms still held together behind her limiting her options. She licked at his cock, using her lips and tongue to raise it so she could take it slowly into her mouth. Inch after inch slid through her straining lips as she moaned and sucked and licked and forced herself forward.
 
   The fever flared hotter, and she stared almost cross-eyed at the long shaft before her, forcing her lips forward, sucking wetly, pulling back only to push forward once more. She felt a sense of obsession taking hold of her, forcing her lower and lower. His flesh filled her mouth, but it wasn't enough, not nearly enough.
 
   She gurgled weakly around it, easing back, then sliding forward, straining to keep her jaw wide enough so her teeth didn't scrape along the thick shaft. She felt a pressure a the back of her throat, but, astonishingly no real urge to gag! She pushed forward, a wild flare of heat gripping her mind as she felt him entering her throat.
 
   Her throat ached and felt horribly full, but a feeling of almost languorous pleasure gripped her as she pushed forward more smoothly, feeling herself impaled on his thick shaft, feeling and watching it disappearing into her mouth and down her throat.
 
   She moaned until it was so deep she couldn't even do that, couldn't even make a sound. And still she forced herself forward, not content until her lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft, until her nose was pressed in against his abdomen, until he utterly filled her for what felt like most of the distance down to her stomach!
 
   Only then did she feel his hands sliding down around her head, completely covering it, pushing in, squeezing her face against his groin, holding her firmly in place so that she felt a flutter of panic even though she hadn't yet even thought of sliding back off him.
 
   His hands eased just as her head started to pound, just as her chest started to burn. He combed at her hair as he slid slowly back down the length of him, combed it into two thick tails on either side of her head. She gasped aloud as the head pulled free of her throat, and drew in deep, shaky breaths. 
 
   Then she felt the pull on her hair, on either side, a steady, remorseless pull that forced her mouth back down his slick shaft. Again, his head pushed into her throat, and again, the wild fever-heat gripping her crushed her gag reflex as he slid, shockingly, deliciously, right down her throat!
 
   She didn't even have to do it! He just pulled firmly on her hair and she slid over him like a well-oiled sheath over a particularly thick sword blade!
 
   And then he was buried in her throat again, and she was jammed up against his groin. But not for long. The pull on her hair eased her back along his shaft, halfway along, then pulled her forward again. She shuddered, her pussy throbbing, her breasts aching, her head pounding.
 
   He eased her off him, then pulled her hair together into a mass above her head as he stood up. It seemed to her he was a little shaky, but he gripped himself firmly, rubbing himself across her face as she opened her mouth and licked at it. Then he pushed into her mouth once more. He held her hair in one hand, shifting the other down to encircle her throat.
 
   And his cock slid right down her throat again! She stared at his flesh as her face was pressed against it, moaning silently. He pulled back, then his hips started to thrust in and out, slowly, the shaft sliding in and out, back and forth through her straining lips, back and forth along her long tongue, inside her throat.
 
   She knelt, swaying, eyes glassy, gurgling softly as his cock moved in and out of her. She couldn't breath, and her head pounded again, but he pulled completely free, leaving her gasping, chest heaving as he lifted her into the air and dropped her onto her back, well, onto her still bound arms, on one of the coffee tables.
 
   Of course it was too small, but he dropped to his knees, lifting her legs up and pushing them back as he slid his thickness into her pussy. It felt incredible, and she rolled her hips unconsciously, gasping, chest still heaving as she gulped in air.
 
   He cursed softly, pushing deeper, lifting her legs onto his shoulders as his hands slid along her hips then onto her breasts. He squeezed almost too hard, hurting her, but then his hands shifted abruptly. She felt them sliding under her shoulders, pushing hard, then lifting her torso up, up, up and forward until she could stare dazedly up into his eyes.
 
   She was crushed in two, perched on her tailbone, her legs up against his shoulders and her own shoulders almost pressing against them!  And she felt him thrusting into her below, so big he touched every part of her, so slick it felt like hard silk or satin against her as she gasped wordlessly. She couldn't speak, couldn't form words, could only tremble and moan as his cock moved into her hard and faster until her entire body was shaking against him.
 
   The orgasm exploded, so powerful it blew her mind, swirling and swooping up and down and up and down, going on and on as it rattled her bones and set her muscles spasming and twitching so that she didn't know if it was one long, extended orgasm or a dozen strung together! If electricity could be an orgasm she was hooked to a live wire, jerking and twitching, her mind tumbling and turning in helpless animal heat while his big cock continued to spike into her again and again.
 
   Punching into her. Hard. Deep inside. Thump-thump-thump-thump, into the back wall of her sex, making her gasp and moan in helpless, dazed pleasure. And then, finally, his head came down and their lips locked together, and she moaned into his mouth as he consumed her!
 
   * * *
 
   Caitlin felt sulky. But it was a weary kind of sulk. She thought she deserved more than this, but apparently, her progression was by slow increments. At least she was out of the 'closet'. But a lightly padded mat in the corner of the room wasn't exactly luxury. Yes, there was more room, but nothing much in here to occupy her. There was the half bathroom, but that wasn't likely to entertain her much.
 
   If only there'd been a bathtub or shower, though. She felt dirty. She'd been laying around on floors for hours, and sweating more than a little.
 
   Dinner had been ham, same as lunch, except this time it wasn't sliced but chunks of cooked ham. And she had eaten it from his fingers, as she had eaten breakfast.
 
   Then he'd brushed her teeth, her arms still locked together behind her. And left her here in this dull, empty storeroom! She was bored again, and Caitlin hated being bored! 
 
   Her mind had little to dwell on, then, but the incredible power and intensity of the sexual fever he had one again raised in her. She still felt its afterglow, hours later, and flashbacks kept hitting her mind, making her nipples sparkle and her pussy throb.
 
   So she was very happily surprised when the door was unlocked. She raised her head, then scrambled to her knees, arching her back, feeling a thrum of excitement and anticipation as he entered.
 
   Only it wasn't him. It was Matt.
 
   It took her a second to realize, then she squealed, her wrists jerking against the restraints as she tried to cover herself. Failing that, she turned quickly away, dropping her chest against her knees as he walked forward.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “I've seen you naked,” Matt reminded her, amusement filling his voice.
 
   Of course he had, and then some. It was the surprise, but still. She looked up at him, still trying to cover herself, face flushed with embarrassment. This kinky bondage shit was something else again, and he was more nearly her own age. He probably thought her some kind of kinky slut!
 
   “Benjamin sent me up,” he said.
 
   “Wh-why?” she squeaked.
 
   Had Benjamin sent him up here to fuck her!?
 
   “He said there was a dirty little girl here and she needed to be washed up.”
 
   She flushed even more deeply, uncertain of his meaning.
 
   He bent over, reaching for her. She was bent right over, breasts against her thighs, so he had no difficulty reaching her wrists. She felt his strong hands on the restraints, then they parted, allowing her to draw her arms away. Immediately, she jerked them around in front of her as she rolled her eyes up at him.
 
   “I'm to give you a bath,” he said, eyes crinkling in amusement.
 
   “I can take my own bath!”
 
   “No doubt. Do you want me to tell Benjamin you refuse?”
 
   Her eyes widened. That would almost surely put her back in the fucking closet!
 
   “N-No!”
 
   He nodded, and drew the leash from his pocket, dangling it before her.
 
   “Oh come on!”
 
   “Are you refusing to obey?”
 
   She bit her tongue. “No!”
 
   She scowled at him uncertainly. Was she supposed to obey Matt now?!
 
   He attached it to her collar.
 
   “Benjamin said you could either go on your belly or on all fours. Your choice.”
 
   She glowered, then, face flaming, pushed herself onto her hands and knees. God only knew what he thought of her, she thought, as he led her, crawling, out of the room.
 
   Then again, he obviously knew Benjamin well, and she was probably not the first of Benjamin's 'slave girls' he had seen. 
 
   Still, it was horribly discomforting to have to crawl along on all fours naked while he held her leash!
 
   They reached the bathroom where Benjamin had brushed her teeth. There was a bathtub here, and he indicated she should crawl into it.
 
   “On all fours,” he said, as she started to sit.
 
   She raised herself up again as he unbuttoned the white shirt he wore, then peeled it off. She jerked her eyes around, admiring his muscular chest even as anxiety and, despite herself, heat, rippled through her. Was he going to fuck her!? It was hard to feel fear or alarm over that. He'd already had sex with her, after all. Standing up!
 
   And the memory of it was filled with heat and excitement and wonder.
 
   But he simply folded the shirt and put it on the counter, then knelt in his jeans and turned on the water, but for a hand shower in the corner of the tub. He tested the water and then turned it on her. 
 
   Caitlin gasped, dropping her face, letting the hot water pour over her head and down along her back. She saw and felt the shower moving along her body, felt the water trickling down between her legs. Then the shower was spraying up against her from underneath, hitting her breasts and belly and groin, before coming down from atop her once more, his fingers sliding through her hair to make sure it was thoroughly soaked.
 
   “I'm what you might call Benjamin's bitch,” he said after a minute.
 
   She blinked uncertainly.
 
   “Not in a sexual term, not like an animal, but in the human sense that I do Benjamin's bidding, whether it's laundry or other errands, making small repairs, or whatever else needs getting done. I'm not quite a servant, but the job description kind of encompasses everything. Basically, I do whatever he tells me to do.”
 
   He set the shower down, and she felt his hand with something thick and jelly-like filling it, sliding along her wet back. The other hand joined it, and she felt her skin getting slick and soapy as his hands moved up and down. They slid along her ribs, then down across her buttocks, and in between her legs. She gasped at that, her head swinging up, but her eyes blinked rapidly as the water from her soaking hair transferred to it.
 
   She didn't protest, though her mind was filled with a wild turmoil of emotions as his fingers caressed her, as his soapy flesh slid back and forth across her sex, then down her inner thighs.
 
   His hands slid in beneath her, kneading and caressing her breasts, then down along her legs to her feet, where his big, slippery hands squeezed and massaged them. Water sprayed down on her, and up at her, rinsing her off. Then another jelly-like substance was squeezed into her hair, and his fingers soaped it up and washed it.
 
   She began to calm down, at least in part at how casual he was about things, but her body thrummed to the feel of his soft, slick touch as she knelt there naked. 
 
   He rinsed off her hair, applied what she assumed was a conditioner, then rinsed it off again. There wasn't much talk between them, not until he squeezed the water out of her hair and told her to sit up.
 
   She blushed to see him, then dropped her eyes. She would have preferred if it was someone older. Him being her age made her squirm with discomfort. She felt a much stronger need to show her equality to someone her own age, and clearly, she wasn't equal here. NO, she was the kinky naked bondage girl!
 
   And he was like... like the boy next door! 
 
   He threw a towel over her head, and dried her hair then urged her out of the tub.
 
   “Just sit on your heels there,” he said, pointing at a mat.
 
   She sat anxiously on her heels as he threw another towel around her and began to rub her body dry. He did not shy away from her breasts or pussy either. It was all very strangely clinical! Yet she knew he wasn't gay. She rolled her eyes at him, watching him whenever he wasn't looking at her face. What kind of a job got you assigned to washing a naked girl!?
 
   “Have you been with Ben long?” she asked finally.
 
   “Three years,” he said, pulling the towel away. “And don't call him Ben or Benny or anything other than Benjamin... or sir. He doesn't like it.”
 
   She sniffed. He sounded like a snob.
 
   He turned her and then sat on the closed toilet, picking up a comb and hair dryer.
 
   “Spread your knees apart,” he said.
 
   She blinked through her hair, startled.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because that's the way you're supposed to sit.”
 
   She shifted her knees apart, blushing, even though he was behind her.
 
   “Get used to it,” he said as he gently combed back her hair. 
 
   The dryer started, making conversation impossible. She would have liked to do her own hair, fairly sure he would get it wrong, but when he was done she had to admit he'd done a very good job. And whatever that conditioner had been she wanted some!
 
   “What was that conditioner you used?” she asked, feeling how silky her hair was.
 
   “It's a special blend,” he said as she sniffed at it.
 
   It smelled like apples.
 
   He snapped the leash to her collar again.
 
   “You're going to another room,” he said. “Benjamin said to remind you that the comfort level you enjoy depends on how quickly you learn obedience.”
 
   She scowled and he laughed lightly.
 
   “You think I don't obey him?”
 
   “You don't have to fuck him.”
 
   “No, nor do you. You're trading sex for something. I'm trading service for something. But neither one of us gets to say no unless we want to give up on the thing we want.”
 
   “And what is it you want?” she asked doubtfully.
 
   “Maybe I'll explain it one day. Now, on all fours.”
 
   She slipped forward onto her hands and knees, and he led her, crawling, out into the corridor, then up a bit into another room.
 
   It was a lovely room, easily thirty feet long by twenty wide, but nearly empty. It had three long, high windows, though, so she was sure it would be bright in the daytime. The floor was also thickly carpeted in blue. She sighed in pleasure as her knees sank into it. In the center was what looked like a giant bird cage. 
 
   “Oh, I don't believe this,” she said.
 
   “You should,” he said in amusement.
 
   The cage was probably four feet high, and probably as thick through the middle. The bars were narrow and golden. The floor was covered in a thick white, incredibly soft fur.
 
   “Would you rather sleep on the mat in the other room?”
 
   She shook her head and he led her up to the small door. It was narrow, and as he slid it up she saw the opening was barely big enough for her to crawl through, and only then by bending low, letting her breasts slide along the floor. That, of course, raised her bottom high, and she felt a hot rush knowing he was watching.
 
   She crawled in and he slid the door closed, then grinned at her.
 
   “Get some rest. I have a feeling tomorrow will be... interesting.”
 
   He left, first dimming the lights. They weren't entirely off, though.
 
   Caitlin muttered at the insanity of it, then felt the tactile pleasure of sliding her body down into that soft fur. It was way better than the mat, that was for sure, and immeasurably better than that hard cold floor she'd spent the other night on. With very little sleep, she reminded herself. She was clean, and smelled nice, and though she actually had less room than last night, she could already feel herself getting sleepy.
 
   She examined the cage, though. There was a water bottle clipped to the outside, and she shook her head in something like amazement. Just as in a bird cage or a hamster cage, it had a narrow tube which curled into the cage. She wrapped her lips around it and sucked.  Yes, water flowed into her mouth.
 
   And then she saw something else resting against the bars, and picked it up.
 
   It was a dildo. It wasn't as big as Benjamin, but was certainly a good size, and shaped exactly like a real cock. Except for the base, that was, which had a dial. Her fingers twisted it, and she felt the thing vibrating as it buzzed.
 
   “Shit,” she whispered.
 
   She felt embarrassed, angry, outraged, and … excited.
 
   She turned it off and put it down, then lay on her back on the bottom of the cage. It wasn't large enough to have her legs straight, so she bent them at the knees, and of course, it was only normal for her knees to fall slowly apart as she lay there. The fur felt so soft, and her mind still had flashbacks of the hot intensity of the sex she'd experienced earlier, and the other day.
 
   It filled her mind and she could feel how hard her nipples were. Her hands slid down her body and she gasped softly as she let her fingers caress her pussy. 
 
   No one was there.
 
   She began to rub herself, moaning softly. Her hips began to roll and her breathing grew more ragged. 
 
   She reached for the dildo, and slowly pushed it into herself, groaning in pleasure as it sank deep. Her fingers stroked against her clitoris as she pumped it in and out, faster and faster. Her hips began to grind up and down and she shuddered, spreading her knees wider still, grasping the bars with her toes as she rolled her hips upward.
 
   Her breathing grew rapid and she ran a hand up her body, squeezing her breast and rolling her nipple as she applied more pressure on the base of the dildo. Within perhaps two minutes the orgasm blossomed within her. Like an erupting volcano, it send heat flaring up through her body as she arched again and again, gasping and moaning in pleasure.
 
   She sank back, chest heaving, marveling faintly at how sexual she felt, how erotic and exotic she felt being naked in a cage!
 
   She eased the dildo slowly out, examined it, and placed it back where she'd found it, then closed her thighs and turned on her side to sleep.
 
   It wasn't easy. Every time she opened her eyes she saw the bars of the cage and felt a strange, dark little thrill. This was so perverted and kinky! She was still suffering 'flashbacks' too, from the intensity of the sexual high she had experienced at Benjamin's hands... and more than his hands!
 
   It was funny. She'd never ignored sex, but it had never before occupied such a huge part of her mind. She had been thinking about it constantly since the first time with him, her body thrilling to every memory and sensation. She remembered how she'd felt when dragged onto the table in the bar, the wild thrill which had swept her fear and embarrassment aside. 
 
   She wouldn't have fought, she knew, if they'd all taken her right then and there! And that was insane! She'd been in the middle of a bar, with dozens of people nearby! The idea of having sex there, however dark it was, with everyone watching, was horrifying! And yet it hadn't horrified her at all. It had made her blood race and her heart pound and her pussy burn hotly!
 
   Seriously, she thought. What the hell is the matter with you, Caitlin?! It's not like you're some virginal schoolgirl in love for the first time. In fact, she wasn't in love at all, or at least, was pretty sure she wasn't. The prospect of never seeing Benjamin again was... daunting, but almost entirely on the sexual side. She didn't want to think about not having that kind of incredible sex again! 
 
   But there were other men, after all. Knowing how good it could be now she would simply be more careful in seeking out men who knew what they were doing!
 
   She rolled onto her other side, staring at the windows through the bars, brooding. What exactly did she have in life, anyway? She lived out of a hotel room, and moved around breaking into places and stealing things. Sure, she did some serious partying, which was good. But this wasn't exactly what she'd gone to school for.
 
   She was twenty three, not a teenager any more, and she wanted all the nice stuff she saw. She was willing to work for them, too, if she could only find a place to hire her. Maybe she could get some phony documents and get working here, though the economy was no great shakes over on this side of the Atlantic either.
 
   She let herself fantasize about Benjamin, her mind toying with the thought of becoming his wife and living in a big house like this. He was about ten years older than her, of course, maybe a bit more, but he seemed to think she was hot enough. Of course, they'd never had a conversation about anything other than sex and thievery, and her obedience.
 
   Maybe he'd fall in love with her and abandon this silly sex slave game. She was sure he was mostly doing it to punish her for smashing his stupid statue. After all, he didn't need to tie her up or put her in a cage to have sex with her. She'd pretty much made it clear he could do that any time he wanted to.
 
   She rolled over, thinking about him spanking her, shuddering a little with the strange mixture of emotions the memory brought. Outrage, anger, resentment, embarrassment, indignation, not to mention pain, were all there in her memory, but they were all hugely outweighed by the intensity of the arousal and excitement he had generated in her.
 
   Turning me into a fucking nympho, she thought silently.
 
   She slid her hands up over her breasts. Her nipples were stiff, and she rolled and plucked them between her thumbs and index fingers. She let her fingers tighten more, squeezing them hard, pinching them to feel the throbbing heat, remembering the feel of his mouth on them as he sucked her.
 
   Her right hand moved down the length of her body, fingers stroking against her clitoris, and she reached for the dildo again. She'd never used a vibrator before, and examined it curiously, then turned it on and slid it down between her legs. She gasped at the vibrations as they were transmitted into the muscles and nerve endings of her clitoris, and her hips gave a lurch.
 
   She eased it back, then dipped it into the mouth of her sex, sliding it deep, groaning at the penetration. She pushed it deeper, pumped it in and out, then angled the shaft up against the top of her pussy as she pushed her clitoris down towards it with her finger.
 
   She moaned low in her throat, her head rolling back as she pumped the vibrator slowly in and out. The vibrations seemed to grow more and more intense, or perhaps her nerve endings were simply vibrating faster! She rubbed her fingers against her clitoris, pressing it down towards the thick vibrator, gasping softly, then less softly as she rapidly stroked herself into another powerful orgasm.
 
   She groaned and lay back limp, the vibrator still deep inside her. It was very strange. Her sex continued to buzz with the vibrator inside her, but she felt no immediate urge to take it away. The sensations were mildly uncomfortable given the ultra-sensitivity of her clitoris in the afterglow of her orgasm, but something kept her from touching it.
 
   She drew her knees together instead, gasping softly, closing her thighs on the base of the dildo protruding from her throbbing sex.
 
   It took very little time for her heat to reignite.
 
   * * *
 
   Caitlin groaned at the noise, and opened her eyes to see Matt outside her cage. She gasped and instinctively tried to cover her body, closing her legs. Doing that reminded her that, somehow, she'd fallen asleep with the vibrator still inside her! Not that it was still a vibrator, for either it had turned off or run out of batteries!
 
   “How's the sex slave this morning?” he asked cheerfully.
 
   She glowered at him, face red, wondering how she could work the thing out of her body without  him seeing. Maybe if she rose to her knees and faced him, legs tightly together, she could ease it out behind her.
 
   “Time for breakfast,” he said, sliding the door up.
 
   Caitlin gulped, eying the low door helplessly as she turned towards him. She could perhaps slide the dildo thing in next to the edge of the bars where the heavy fur mat was, but not with him looking!
 
   “Come on. Let's go. The alternative is to do without breakfast and spend your morning in here,” he said, his voice getting stern.
 
   Caitlin gulped, and ducked low, sliding her head through. Her shoulders brushed the opposite sides and her back slid across the doorway's upper frame as she crawled slowly through, and Matt was already snapping the leash to her collar! Could he possibly not notice the dildo?! It was mostly buried inside her! Maybe if he walked in front of her she'd find someplace to sneak it out and toss it away!
 
   He stood up and walked forward, and Caitlin followed, horribly conscious of the dildo protruding from behind her. Fortunately, he didn't seem to notice as he led her to the door, then out into the hall. 
 
   “Need to use the bathroom?” he asked.
 
   At first she blushed and shook her head, then her eyes widened.
 
   “Yes!” she gulped.
 
   He turned and looked at her. “Yes, sir,” he said.
 
   “I didn't know I had to say sir to you,” she replied.
 
   “You say sir to everyone when you're a slave girl,” he said with a smile.
 
   “Yes, sir,” she sighed.
 
   He grinned and led her into the bathroom, then pointed at the toilet. She rose on her knees and then looked at him.
 
   “Uhm, aren't you going to...?”
 
   He shook his head, smiling.
 
   “But... but you have to!” she blurted.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because... because some things are private and personal!”
 
   “Not if you're a sex slave.”
 
   “Matt!” she cried.
 
   “And shouldn't you take the dildo out first?”
 
   She stared at him and her face suddenly felt flaming hot as she dropped her eyes.
 
   He chuckled and petted her head. Caitlin shook her head aside angrily.
 
   
  
 

“How many orgasms did you have with that thing last night before wearing out the batteries anyway?” he asked. “Ten?”
 
   “I-I didn't...”
 
   “I heard you, little slave girl.”
 
   She stared at him. “You couldn't have!”
 
   “I have very good ears, amazingly good ear,s in fact. It was very hard not to come in there and take care of you myself, but I wasn't certain if that wasn't another test for me, to see if I could endure it without turning into a … rabid lust-crazed animal.”
 
   She blushed furiously.
 
   “I wasn't that noisy!”
 
   Then she blushed again, for she'd basically admitted she had indeed been masturbating with the vibrator. Though of course, given it was sticking out of her pussy that was pretty damned obvious! She yanked it out and tossed it into the trash can, glaring at him as he smirked down.
 
   “You and Ben are acting like bastards!”
 
   “No, we're acting like men,” he replied. “And don't let him hear you talk like that or you'll get another spanking. Now, do you need to go?”
 
   “No!”
 
   He shrugged and pulled on the leash, leading her further up the hall.
 
   “Aren't I going to be allowed to walk again?”
 
   “Probably, if you do well at breakfast.”
 
   She pursed her lips and followed him down the stairs, glad they were broad and not particularly steep. Then it was down another hall and into the kitchen. Benjamin was there, he looked at her, and pointed to the table.
 
   “Kneel over there,” he said.
 
   Matt removed the leash and she started to crawl over when his voice jerked her head around.
 
   “What do we say when given an order?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gulped.
 
   She sat back on her heels, spreading her knees, blushing at Matt's presence, as Matt joined Benjamin at the counter. If she was their slave girl shouldn't she be making the food, she thought in irritation. Not that she particularly liked domestic work, but it would at least require she stand up.
 
   She was getting tired of crawling.
 
   She watched them sourly, her face smoothing when Benjamin turned and walked over to her. His hand dropped to her head as he passed, kind of ruffling her hair before he sat down.
 
   As if she was a dog, she thought indignantly!
 
   “Get much sleep last night?” he asked her.
 
   She stiffened and her face grew hot. “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
   “Really? You weren't masturbating most of the night?”
 
   Her blush deepened. “No, sir!”
 
   “You wouldn't lie to me, would you, slave girl? I would take that very poorly.”
 
   She hesitated, then, face even hotter, said “Not most of the night,” in a low, embarrassed growl.
 
   “Not most of the night? How much time do you think you spent masturbating?”
 
   Bastard!
 
   “I don't know,” she said, looking down at the floor.
 
   “You wore out the batteries in your vibrator.”
 
   Her ears were very hot. “How would you know that?” she said between clenched teeth.
 
   “The buzzing sounded progressively weaker over time, then disappeared.”
 
   “You couldn't possibly hear that, even if I was... using it!” she said challengingly.
 
   “You'd be surprised what I can hear,” he said dryly.
 
   Matt put several plates of food on the table, then bent over her. Caitlin gasped as she felt his hands on her arms, drawing them back behind her. The restraints were locked together with the snap of his fingers, then he sat down across from Benjamin, both of them starting to eat.
 
   Caitlin's stomach began to rumble hungrily.
 
   She felt an obstinate determination to not beg, not ask for anything, not show any sign she wanted anything. She would just glower at them to show her contempt for their arrogant – !
 
   And what was she going to get out of that, exactly? No food, and maybe put back in that stone walled closet!
 
   She did her best to smooth her face. Play along, she told herself angrily.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The food smelled very good, and her mouth started to water, but she was damned if she would ask for any. Finally, Matt took pity on her and held out a bit of sausage. And after that they took turns. They weren't content to have her lick it out of their hands, though. They had to insert it into her mouth, and let her suck and lick their fingers each time.
 
   At first she was angry, but that faded away in the face of a rising confusion of sexual heat and passion mixed with a sense of excitement at the submissive game she was playing. Little sex slave indeed!
 
   She was a little annoyed at herself. She had, after all, had numerous orgasms during the night. She ought to be sated, not hungry for more! Yet she was feeling very, very sensual and sexual as she licked and sucked on their fingers, naked as she was, kneeling before them. Her mind veered wildly between indignation and arousal, as well as brief bouts of self-anger.
 
   Her nipples were quite stiff by the time Benjamin, who had been discussing some sort of supply issue with Matt, turned to her.
 
   “Guess you'll have to replace the batteries on her vibrator before tonight,” he said.
 
   Caitlin flushed.
 
   “She tossed it into the trash in the bathroom,” Matt said.
 
   Benjamin frowned at her. “Why?”
 
   Caitlin lowered her eyes.
 
   “I think she was trying to hide that she still had it inside her, thought I hadn't seen it.
 
   Bastard, she thought!
 
   “Children who don't appreciate their toys don't get more,” he said sternly.
 
   Fuck you, she thought!
 
   “Go upstairs, get the vibrator, and bring it down here.”
 
   She stared at him, then started to rise.
 
   “No, on all fours. You can carry it in your mouth.”
 
   She stared at him in mute appeal, and he pointed.
 
   “Go!”
 
   She slipped onto all fours and crawled towards the door.
 
   “What do you say, sex slave?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said over her shoulder.
 
   “Don't forget it again or you'll get another spanking.”
 
   Fuck you, she thought.
 
   She had to crawl down the hall and up the stairs. Once there she got to her feet and walked into the bathroom, then snatched the vibrator, glaring at it and at her reflection. She combed her fingers through her hair, found the comb, and combed her hair quickly, then headed back for the stairs. She trotted quickly down the stairs, then dropped to all fours, grasping the shaft of the dildo between her teeth as she crawled the rest of the way into the kitchen.
 
   Matt took the vibrator from her as she sat back on her heels.
 
   “Did you crawl all the way, slave girl?” Benjamin asked mildly.
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
   He reached for his belt, and took out a smart phone. She thought he was calling someone, but he swiped and pressed and swiped for a minute, then appeared to watch something. He showed it to Matt, who grinned, then looked at her. Then he showed it to her.
 
   It was a video of the upstairs hallway! And as she stared, she saw herself walking along and going into the bathroom!
 
   “So you not only deliberately disobeyed my order, you lied about it,” he said.
 
   Caitlin licked her lips nervously.
 
   Matt shook his head.
 
   “Take her downstairs, Matt. Prepare her.”
 
   Matt stood up and reached for her collar, pulling her to her feet.
 
   “Hey!”
 
   “Let's go.”
 
   “But... I wasn't...”
 
   “Don't even try,” he said, taking her hand.
 
   They left the kitchen, going in the opposite direction and up a narrow wooden hall which ended in a door. He opened it and she saw a steep stairway going down. 
 
   “Where are we going?' she gulped.
 
   “Somewhere for you to be punished.”
 
   “Why do I have to be punished down there?” she asked nervously.
 
   “You don't need to ask why. You only need to obey his orders, like I do. It's not that hard. It's a lot easier than being punished.”
 
   “How was I supposed to know he'd have cameras in the hall!?”
 
   “If you'd obeyed his order it wouldn't matter if he had cameras in the hall.”
 
   “My knees hurt!”
 
   “They're going to have company.”
 
   The staircase ended about twenty feet down in a stone cellar. Matt led her along, as she hesitated, watching warily for spiders or other bugs, her bare feet cold on the stone floor. This was not marble, but rough stone, and the walls looked even rougher. They walked to another door and there was another staircase going down.
 
   “How far down are we going!?” she asked nervously.
 
   “Does it matter?”
 
   He pulled her along and then pushed her ahead of her, though he held onto her collar as he followed behind. The stairs here were stone and dropped down another twenty feet or so. No low ceilinged basements around here, she thought anxiously.
 
   The corridor here looked like it was even older stone, and rougher, with only a few bare bulbs lighting the way. They walked about thirty feet, then emerged into an open room with wall scones which lit up surprisingly brightly. 
 
   There were chains hanging from the ceiling! There were racks of scary looking whips and other instruments on the walls. She gasped, staring at them as Matt led them beneath where some chains dangled.
 
   “Oh no!”
 
   “Relax,” he said. “He's not about to do anything which might harm you. Much of this is just for effect.”
 
   He unfastened her restraints, then drew her arms together above her before fastening them to the chain. Then he went to the wall, turning a crank so the slack in the chain disappeared.  He went to a counter and picked up something which was black and round, but Caitlin only got a glimpse of it. Then he was behind her, pulling her head back by the hair.
 
   As her mouth opened wide he pushed it against her mouth! 
 
   “Wha – ?!”
 
   She had little chance to complain. The thing was like a black rubber ball, or black silicone ball. He quickly squeezed the sides to stuff it into her open mouth, and it expanded on the other side, pressing her tongue down and pressing up against the roof of her mouth. There was a strap attached to the ball, and he pulled it around her head, using his fingers to slide her hair out from under, then fastened it behind her head.
 
   He stood there, examining her, then let his hands slide along her ribs. They skimmed up across her breasts, where his fingers toyed with her nipples, then slid down along her lower chest, circling her abdomen as he moved around her, then sliding over her hips, squeezing her buttocks, kneading her flesh.
 
   He slid back around in front of her, moving in to grip her hair again, jerking her head up and back as he cupped her breast roughly. 
 
   Caitlin moaned into the gag as he leaned in and began to lick and kiss his way along the nape of her neck just above the collar. She moaned again as she felt his teeth nibbling on her earlobe and his fingers twisting and rolling her nipple.
 
   He sank slowly down onto his knees in front of her, his hands squeezing her buttocks, then jerking them aside, forcing her legs apart.
 
   Caitlin gasped, forced onto the balls of her feet as he licked his way up and down her sex, then began to softly massage her clitoris with his lips!
 
   This was not exactly the kind of punishment she'd been expecting!
 
   She quickly found herself breathless. She had little experience with being on the receiving end of oral sex. The men who had done it had been eager to move on to more pleasurable things – pleasurable to them, and she, well, she had not been a very demanding lover, she realized. She'd always been more eager to please them. Why? So they'd like her, want her, think well of her.
 
   It was a strange epiphany to have as an attractive man began to lick at her clitoris, and it fled soon afterward as the sensations began to rush through her nervous system and into her mind.
 
   Oh, shit, she thought with a kind of mental squeak!
 
   She felt a kind of vibration coming from her sex, and stared, wide-eyed, at the sight of Matt's mouth, which was almost entirely closed around her sex! He looked up at her, his eyes hot and hungry, and she moaned, feeling a strange fear even as his tongue whipped back and forth over her clitoris.
 
   Fear faded, and she began to roll her hips in pleasure, moaning into the gag, gasping and panting as Matt demonstrated a degree of  oral skill she had never before encountered. She was very near orgasm in short order, very near, when he halted and stood up.
 
   Caitlin moaned, eyes slitted, gasping for breath as she saw him turn and move away. He returned with something in his hand, some sort of short, fat dildo?
 
   He slid his arms around her, licking and sucking at her breasts, chewing lightly on her nipples, then licking his way across her ribs and under her arm to her back. She shuddered as his tongue slid up and down her spine, his hands caressing her ribs as he slid lower and lower. He spread her buttocks apart, and then she felt his finger pushing up against her back passage.
 
   She squeaked, trying to shake her head, but the sexual fever upon her made it hard to think. She'd never had anal sex  nor ever wanted to! But just then she was so aroused that the feel of his finger pushing up into her ass only made her hotter!
 
   Then it was... something else... pushing into her. She moaned helplessly as it forced her sphincter to ease, forced her opening wide, and then wider still. Then it slipped inside, a thick, hardened lump, and her opening seemed to close behind it. Only she knew it hadn't, not exactly. She could feel something pressing against her from the outside.
 
   Matt slid around her, then licked his way down between her legs again.
 
   Caitlin forgot about the thing in her bottom as her hips soon began to grind with growing passion against Matt's mouth, particularly a wildly delicious tongue! She was soon trembling with heat, and very near orgasm again.
 
   Matt stopped again, and she cursed meaningfully as he stood and moved away. This time what he returned with wasn't small. It was another dildo, like the one from last night, only bigger. She moaned excitedly as he knelt, spreading her legs willingly. 
 
   It pushed slowly into her. It wasn't as big as Benjamin's, perhaps, but it was big enough to make her ache as Matt pushed it deeper and deeper, accompanying it with teasing licks to her clitoris.
 
   Again he left her on the brink, and she wailed helplessly, closing her legs, squeezing her thighs together around the thick dildo, trying to bring herself off.
 
   Crack!
 
   She yelped as Matt's hand slapped against her buttocks.
 
   “Legs apart,” he ordered, and it was in a very commanding voice.
 
   Caitlin spread her legs apart with a gasp, and he went back to the counter.
 
   He came back with what looked like another big dildo, only this one seemed to have a ring around it an inch or two from the base.
 
   He knelt behind her, and she groaned as she felt the thing he'd pushed into her pulled out. Then the other one pushed in, going easily at first, but pushing deeper and deeper, until she ached deep inside.
 
   He went to the wall, and turned the crank, and Caitlin felt the tension increase in the chain her wrist restraints were locked to. She cocked her head back, staring up the length of her arms, and felt the pressure pulling her upward. She had to draw her legs back together, and still she was raised up. She rose to the balls of her feet, then her toes, and then she squealed as she swung free, fingers wriggling in mid-air, and the restraints squeezed hard around her wrists.
 
   Matt knelt before her, his fingers clutching her buttocks, pulling her legs apart as his tongue began to stroke across her clitoris. 
 
   Caitlin's arms and wrists and shoulders ached, but here was something she couldn't ignore, a sensations more powerful than the pain. She moaned as he caught her clitoris between his lips, sucking rhythmically, and her heat began to flare dramatically once again! He drew back his mouth, his fingers doing something with the dildo, and it began to buzz.
 
   He stood up, leaving her moaning, and moved to the corner of the shadowy room, then drew out something large, a frame almost as big as he was. He carried it into the middle of the room and set it down in front of her.
 
   It was a full length mirror. It was a mirror on a stand. She'd never seen one before. All the mirrors in her experience were on walls or the backs of doors. This one was on a stand, allowing it to be placed away from walls. She stared at it in confusion as he angled it so she could see herself, then smiled and walked out of the room.
 
   He snapped off most of the lights, leaving only two of the sconces on, plunging the room into dim shadows.
 
    And Caitlin hung there, turning slowly, drawing deep breaths of air as she stared at the closed door, then moved her eyes around the room. Her mouth chewed lightly on the ball-thing inside, as she tried to get used to having it there.
 
   Fucking weird shit, she thought a bit dazedly. 
 
   Her body felt so... stretched. She looked upward towards her hands, then down the long length of her body. Her wrists were hot and sore already, her arms straining. She seemed to be close to the floor, close enough her toes kept straining as if they could touch it.
 
   The weight of her legs pulled them straight, squeezing her thighs together around the base of the vibrator Matt had pushed into her, and her buttocks even tighter around the base of the thing he'd shoved up inside her there! She felt very, very full! Her insides, her belly, ached, and the unaccustomed sensation of this dual penetration was decidedly strange!
 
   But... raw and exciting. It took her a minute or so to get used to hanging by her wrists, to the thought she was alone now and just... dangling like she was. But then she started looking at the mirror, and feeling a rising sense of something like martyrdom. She'd never been one to bask in the thought of being a victim. Indeed, she'd never seen herself as a victim.
 
   But this was... a different kind of victim. She kicked her legs, and her body swung more violently, making her grunt and gasp as she tried to ease her swinging. Slowly, the complete and utter helplessness of her situation became clear to her. She was just hanging! She couldn't do a thing!
 
   And the vibrator continued buzzing, making its presence felt more and more strongly as her body began to heat up. Caitlin felt a little confused. Wasn't she supposed to be punished? Why would Matt put a vibrator inside her?
 
   And yet, despite how her thighs were squeezed together, the vibrator wasn't actually touching her clitoris. Still, she felt the vibrations, and she felt a steamy sense of liquid heat in her lower belly. Her arms continued to ache, and her shoulders weren't so great either. But she was soon wrapped in a dark erotic fantasy which was even more exotic in that it was real.
 
   She really was hanging by her wrists naked, a prisoner, helpless, subject to whatever cruel punishments or sexual abuse her captors desired!
 
   The fact no real fear went with that reality freed her mind to float on a dark miasma of sexual energy which crackled across her skin and through her body.
 
   Her nipples ached and tingled. The skin over her breasts was drawn tautly across the surface, and her nipples were like hot little pinpoints which were frustratingly not being touched! And she wanted them to be touched!
 
   She had no ready way to mark the passage of time. Her arms and wrists ached more and more, and she was finding it exhausting just to hang in place for some reason. But the sexual heat lent her energy, and she moaned into the gag, blinking through the sweat beading her forehead, staring at her image in the mirror with a continuing sense of something like disbelief.
 
   After a while, she felt almost divorced from her lower body, or at least, from her legs. They were nothing but weights pulling down on her. Her pussy continued to throb powerfully around the vibrator, and her breaths were ragged and shallow.
 
   She cried out as her hair was suddenly yanked up and back, and a hand slid onto her breast.
 
   “Bad little slave girls have to be punished,” Benjamin said, his breath warm against her ear. “They have to be taught discipline and obedience.”
 
   Caitlin felt his bare skin against her, and, staring in the mirror, she saw that he was naked, though most of him was hidden by her body. A rush of heat and excitement spilled through her veins, a sense of anticipation. But then he moved out from behind her, turning her, with a hand on her arm.
 
   She stared at him, moaning softly. He was entirely naked! His body looked as incredible as ever, and he was hard, his cock throbbing and pointed right at her, tilted up like a weapon. She stared at it hungrily, trembling slightly at flashbacks of remembered pleasure.
 
   Then she saw he held a whip in his hand. Her eyes widened, and she shook her head helplessly.
 
   “Oh yes, you are going to be whipped. What else could possibly be the fate of insubordinate, disobedient, lying slave girls?” he asked calmly.
 
   She shook her head anxiously and he smiled, swinging the thing out below him.
 
   It had a short, thick handle, and then a thick series of... leather... strips tied together. But they spread out within a few inches, forming a dangling mass of scary looking leather thongs hanging below.
 
   “Don't worry. I'll be gentle.”
 
   Caitlin shook her head again, more emphatically, trying to shout at him through the gag to no avail as he moved behind her. She kicked her legs, trying to twist around, as if that would somehow deny him the most obvious target.
 
   She wasn't  sure he was serious. But the thought he might be had her thoroughly alarmed! Whipped!? She couldn't be whipped! He wouldn't dare! 
 
   She squealed into the gag as she saw his arm move in the mirror, saw the whip flying toward her back. Then it struck.
 
   She screamed at the contact, rather than the pain. And was surprised that the latter really didn't justify the former. It... stung. Or rather, there was a rain of stinging sensations across her upper back where the spread out leather thongs struck her skin. Her legs kicked wildly, the only part of her really free to move, and her body began to swing even as she absorbed the fact that the pain wasn't really all that terrible.
 
   She gulped in air, eyes wide, as he swung again. Again the thongs struck her back, and she cried out, the stings hitting her all together across the surface of her upper back!
 
   “You must learn obedience,” he said.
 
   Crack! The thongs cot across her back a little lower, and she squealed, legs kicking again.
 
   “You must learn discipline.”
 
   Crack!
 
   The thongs cut across her back again! And her skin was getting warm, much as her bottom had when he'd spanked her!
 
   Crack!
 
   “You will most certainly learn not to lie to me.”
 
   Crack!
 
   Caitlin was aware he wasn't swinging as hard as he could. Even so, her mind churned with anxiety and alarm as the thongs cut down across her bottom. She squealed again, legs kicking wildly, body swinging and turning, so he had to reach up and grip her arm to slow her.
 
   “You should know, that I really like whipping beautiful women,” he said.
 
   Crack!
 
   Again she squealed as the thongs cut into her bottom and lower back.
 
   “It really turns me on, in fact.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “I guess I'm a traditionalist.”
 
   “Crack!
 
   “Spare the rod, spoil the slave,” he said.
 
   Crack!
 
   Her back was hot and throbbing! Caitlin moaned, gasping for breath, her sense of helplessness complete.
 
   “And I know you don't take the concept seriously,” he said.
 
   Crack!
 
   “But you are a slave, Caitlin. Don't think you're anything else. It might be a temporary thing, but that's what you are.”
 
   Her body was swinging again due to her own movements, her own flinching and jerking in response to the blows. So when the flog reached out and slashed across her chest she thought at first it was a mistake. She cried out in startled pain, staring at him, some part of her even expecting an apology. After all, everyone knew you whipped people on the backs, not the front.
 
   “You have gorgeous breasts,” he said.
 
   She turned slowly as she hung, until she faced him. Her eyes were drawn to the throbbing cock thrusting up at her, discolored and hungry. Her back felt hot and raw and sore, her shoulders and arms aching, but she stared at that cock anyway, wanting it inside her.
 
   Then he swung again and she had only a moment to prepare before the laces slashed across her taut breasts and she squealed in pain again.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Perfect breasts,” he said with unabashed admiration.
 
   Crack!
 
   “You really do have an amazing body, Caitlin.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “You're going to make an incredible slave.”
 
   Crack!
 
   Her breasts throbbed and sparkled with the stings, and she shuddered and moaned and cried out as the whip swung again and again and again, now hitting lower, snapping across her lower chest and belly and abdomen. Then it was back up across her breasts. They ached now, they throbbed hotly, and yet... and yet... 
 
   Her body was still gripped in a haze of sexual hunger and passion, and the stings weren't so very awful, and the heat of her throbbing back and breasts began to twist and shift as if it were being absorbed into the sexual heat enveloping her. A moment later a hand jerked back on her hair and she cried out as Matt pressed himself against her.
 
   He was naked as well!
 
   She felt his hardness pressing against her lower back, against her buttocks. Gasping for breath, she felt his hand slide down and pry at the thing he had shoved up into her ass! She moaned as she felt it pulling out, sliding out, inch by inch, and then... then she felt vacant, but only for a moment. An instant later she felt him pushing into her. He was slick for some reason, slippery, and he pushed up into her smoothly, despite how tight she was.
 
   She gurgled wildly, eyes wide as his thick shaft slid up into her belly. His hands gripped her inner thighs and he pulled them up and apart, then back as he pushed his body into her.
 
   Crack!
 
   The laces of the whip cut across her breasts!
 
   “I love being inside you to the balls,” Matt growled into her ear.
 
   Crack!
 
   The whip cut across her breasts again, as Matt began to thrust in and out, his big cock impaling her, his hands firm on her thighs, holding them up and back.
 
   Crack!
 
   Her breasts ached! Her nipples were on fire!
 
   Crack!
 
   Benjamin moved forward. Caitlin's wild eyes dropped to his cock, and she lowered her head as she saw him reach for her groin, gripping the vibrator. She whimpered as he drew it out of her, staring at the thick, slick shaft as it pulled into view. Then it was out, and she stared at his cock pushing against the mouth of her sex!
 
   She climaxed before he could enter her, but the orgasm which set her body heaving and writhing and twisting seemed to redouble in strength and intensity as his big cock pushed up into her belly. His hands crushed her aching breasts as his hips moved in and out, and he bent to chew and suck and bite at the nape of her neck on her left as Matt did the same on her right.
 
   Their big cocks thrust up into her together, the sensation almost too powerful to absorb! Her mind was in meltdown as her body shuddered and jerked through violent convulsions. They thrust into her hard and fast, and the orgasm continued to swell and grow into something that awed her, something she wasn't even sure she could survive, and didn't care!
 
   Her battered, aching body screamed with pleasure as they thrust into her again and again, as she was crushed between their powerfully muscled bodies and their mouths threatened to tear out her throat!
 
   She lost track of everything after that. It was all just a wild blur of sensations, emotions, passion and pleasure, until everything seemed to go blank.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   She woke in the cage. Or, to be more precise, her mind began functioning in the cage. She had a vague memory of being carried there, probably by Matt, but she wasn't sure. She lay on her back, her skin still feeling sore, as if she had a sunburn. It was morning. Or at least, it was morning enough for light to start to brighten the room. It was light enough to see the thin red lines criss-crossing her naked chest and belly.
 
   She stared at it with a sense of awe. She still felt emotionally numb after the wild intensity of last night's carnal violence. It hadn't really hurt, she thought. But she quivered at a mental aftershock of the wild sexual hunger and pleasure.
 
   She'd had fantasies about two men doing her at the same time, of course. But they hadn't been like that! And it had always been one in her mouth while the other did her from behind. She marveled that Matt had sodomized her and it hadn't really hurt. In fact, it had felt incredible!
 
   She marveled at almost everything which had happened.
 
   It was too incredible. It was like a fantasy, a dark fantasy, to be sure, and yet, the raw sensations and memories were too crystal clear for it to be anything but real. She moaned and rolled over, then sucked at the water bottle, before rolling onto her back again.
 
   Her eyes could hardly leave the surface of her own fair skin, and all those red lines! 
 
   He had whipped her! He had hung her from her wrists and whipped her! He had whipped her breasts! It was shocking and outrageous, and yet the memory filled her with heat.
 
   She reached for her nipples. They were still hard. Or had they softened and gotten hard again. She winced as her fingers caught them gingerly. They throbbed sorely. The thongs had caught them a few times, and Benjamin had pinched and twisted them. He'd also sucked and chewed on them.
 
   She rolled them between her fingers, and they ached softly, excitedly, wonderfully.
 
   I can't believe he fucking whipped me!
 
   At least she wasn't back in that fucking closet.
 
   Her fingers brushed against something at the side of the cage, and it caught her attention. She turned her head, and felt a bubbling surge of heat as she saw it was the vibrator. She picked it up with a sense of helpless fascination, and turned it on.
 
   The batteries had been replaced.
 
   Moaning, she brought it down between her legs and began to gently brush it across her clitoris as she drew her knees wide. She groaned as she pressed it harder, as she began to stroke it back and forth. Her breathing rapidly became harsher and she shifted the angle and slid it into her body, groaning, rolling onto her belly, grinding herself into her hands.
 
   Her breasts ached as she rolled atop them, but even that ache made her insides throb. Her hips began to grind frantically against her hands, against the vibrator, and the orgasm swept over her as she pressed her face into the fur and cried out in pleasure!
 
   She rolled back onto her back with a groan, pulling it free of her, tossing it against the bars so that they buzzed with it until her trembling fingers reached for it and turned it off.
 
   I'm turning into a fucking nympho, she thought weakly.
 
   There was no fear with the thought, no sense of alarm, just a weary acceptance as she dozed fitfully.
 
   When she woke again it was brighter. The lines on her skin were very faint, and she felt somewhat recharged. But that also made her feel horny. She reached for the vibrator and turned it on, then let her legs fall apart, sighing happily as she played the vibrator up and down against her sex, stoking her self into a higher and higher heat.
 
   “You can masturbate later,” a voice said.
 
   Caitlin yelped, twisting around, dropping the vibrator, and her face flamed as a man with a short beard walked over to the cage. She hadn't even heard him come in!
 
   She tried to squirm into a tighter ball so she could cover her body and he snorted in amusement.
 
   “I've already seen you naked, slave girl,” he said. “I saw you at the bar the other night, too. You really have nothing left to hide from me.”
 
   “Wh-who are you!?” she squeaked.
 
   “Derek. I work for Benjamin. He said to come and fetch you to breakfast. Oh, and give you a cleaning.”
 
   “You can't!”
 
   “Oh yes I can. I learned years ago to do what Benjamin says. Not only is he pretty smart, and usually right, but there are consequences for saying no. I gather you're starting to figure that out yourself.”
 
   He opened the cage door.
 
   “Out,” he ordered.
 
   And it was an order. There was no mistaking it!
 
   He had already seen her naked, she thought numbly, yet still she tried to hold back.
 
   “Don't make me reach in there and drag you out by the collar,” he warned.
 
   Blushing furiously, she bent and slid through the narrow door, and felt his hand on the collar as she did so. She yelped as he half dragged her to her feet by the collar, then yelped again as he slapped her bottom.
 
   “Come on. Get a move on. Breakfast will be ready soon and I'm hungry.”
 
   He looked to be Benjamin's age, thought he was actually taller, and was wearing a green shirt with a leaf pattern across it, and dark trousers.  His dark hair was short, and his face narrow, with a scar on one cheek. He also had green eyes, and Caitlin felt a frantic wonderment that Matt and Benjamin also had green eyes. What was with that!?
He took her arm and marched her out of the room and up the hall, then into the bathroom.
 
   “I-I don't need a bath!” she exclaimed.
 
   “I'll take Benjamin's word, thanks.”
 
   “I can do it myself!”
 
   “And if he'd said to let you I'd be happy to oblige. He didn't.”
 
   His heavy hand shoved down on her shoulder.
 
   “Into the tub. Now.”
 
   His voice did not brook disagreement or discussion, and Caitlin wound up on her hands and knees in the tub, blushing furiously as he showered her with water, then began to soap her up. It was bad enough when Matt did it. At least she'd already been intimate with him, but she didn't even know this man! 
 
   His hands moved quickly and efficiently over her body, soaping up her back and breasts, then sliding down her bottom and in between her legs. He didn't seem to linger much, as if he were a nurse washing a patient, but he showed no reluctance to touch her everywhere either.
 
   He rinsed her off, then brushed out and blow-dried her hair as she knelt anxiously. She was less embarrassed than she had been at first, but still terribly uneasy and self-conscious!
 
   When he was done he locked her wrist restraints together behind her, and then led her by the arm down the hall, down the stairs, and into the kitchen.
 
   She felt a surge of relief at seeing Benjamin there, sitting at the table, reading something on his smart phone. Matt was apparently making breakfast.
 
   “Kneel,” Derek ordered, pushing her down onto her knees in front of the table..
 
   She knelt, gulping, eyes round as she stared at the other two. Matt grinned at her. Benjamin ignored her. 
 
   Derek sat down.
 
   “That was quick,” Matt said.
 
   Derek snorted. “I'm not a puppy,” he said.
 
   Caitlin had no idea what that meant.
 
   Benjamin's eyes flicked to her. “Knees apart,”  he said, picking up a coffee mug and taking a sip.
 
   Blushing, she shifted her knees well apart, not looking at Derek.
 
   “She seems shy,” he said.
 
   “She'll get over it,” Benjamin replied.
 
   “You'd be shy too if you were naked!” Caitlin said.
 
   Benjamin smiled. “Want Derek to strip naked. I assure you he won't be shy about it.”
 
   “No!”
 
   “He'd feel different if there were other women here!”
 
   The three men chuckled in amusement.
 
   “No, he wouldn't,” Benjamin said. “None of my people are ashamed of their bodies.”
 
   “Think of us as nudists, slave girl,” Matt said, coming over to the table to slide a plate of pancakes into place.
 
   Her stomach rumbled.
 
   Breakfast was like the earlier meals in that she got nothing until Benjamin decided to feed her. That was halfway through his meal. Then he held a fork out to her and she slid the piece of pancake off with her lips and chewed quickly. Her wrists were not bound behind her this morning, but she knew better than to try to use her hands for anything.
 
   Matt grinned at her and did the same. She blushed, feeling Derek's eyes on her, but ate it.
 
   Benjamin slid a piece of pancake into her open mouth with his fingers, and she sucked and licked them even as she was chewing. Then Matt did the same. But then he took her collar and slid her bodily around his chair. She blushed as Derek looked at her. He sighed and cut a piece, then held it out for her on his fork.
 
   Blushing, she took it from him.
 
   The door rang, and Matt got up and went to see who it was. She was licking Derek's fingers clean when another man came back with Matt. He was short and bald, but some sort of muscle-builder type, with ridiculously broad shoulders. He had black skin, and wore loose gray shorts, a Hawaiian shirt, and a pair of sandals.  She felt her face go hot as his eyes caught her.
 
   “Got it?” Benjamin asked.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Pull up a chair. There's lots.”
 
   He went around on the other side of the table and sat down, while Caitlin knelt rigidly in place, horribly embarrassed again.
 
   “Legs apart, slave girl,” Matt said.
 
   She flushed and then helplessly spread her knees, her mind squirming.
 
   “She'll get used to it eventually,” he said to Benjamin.
 
   Benjamin was examining something the new man had brought him. He handed it to Matt to examine, and it caught Caitlin's eyes. It looked like a necklace absolutely thick with diamonds! No, it was a choker, covered in diamonds!
 
   “This is it,” Matt said, handing it to Derek. 
 
   He looked at it and grunted, then set it on the table.
 
   “It still feels like we're paying him off,” Benjamin said.
 
   “He is owed something,” Derek said.
 
   “And this is way cheaper and easier than other things we could do,” the new man said.
 
   Caitlin thought it incredible how casual they all were around her when she was kneeling naked with a collar around her throat – with her legs spread wide! Well, she supposed she could understand Benjamin, after a fashion, and maybe Matt, but the two new men, though they looked at her appreciatively from time to time, didn't seem either shocked, or particularly horny.
 
   Which irritated a side of her she normally didn't see. Caitlin was simply not used to men not paying attention to her. She'd long taken it for granted. And while she wasn't exactly a narcissist she knew very well how physically attractive she was. If she'd had any doubts, that little trip to Benjamin's bar would certainly have swept them aside.
 
   She was fucking hot, dammit! So why were these two men not salivating at the sight of her just absolutely NAKED like this!?
 
   Maybe they were gay, was her first thought, though she didn't think they looked very gayish. Could it be they didn't find her attractive? Why wouldn't they!? Not that she wanted them staring at her, of course. She was still horribly self-conscious in their presence, and very glad they weren't staring at her!
 
   But a nagging little thought in the back of her mind questioned why they weren't.
 
   That was only part of the swirling, churning emotions and thoughts occupying her, however. Another part her was amazed to find herself kneeling naked like some sort of slave girl while four fully clothed men sat at breakfast and discussed other things as if she wasn't even there! It was absurd! She ought to be dressed, and sitting at the table!
 
   Then Benjamin got up and left the room, with Matt following. A shock rolled through her, and she felt even more horribly aware of her nakedness. 
 
   “So this is Benjamin's little bitch?” the black man asked in amusement.
 
   “You missed the show the other night at the bar?”
 
   “Wasn't there.”
 
   “Yeah, this is her.”
 
   “Nice body on her,” the Black man said.
 
   “Nice everything,” Derek said, reaching out and sliding his fingers through her hair.
 
   Caitlin felt her chest tighten, and turned her head anxiously, looking at the doorway where Benjamin had gone.
 
   “You done her yet?” the Black guy asked.
 
   Derek shook his head. “I think only Matt has.”
 
   Caitlin wondered if her face could possibly get any hotter and not catch fire!
 
   “She blushes a lot.”
 
   The two men laughed together, and Caitlin's stomach swirled as her mind fluttered like a hummingbird in a cage, trapped, not knowing what to do!
 
   Then the black man reached out his arm, snapping his fingers.
 
   “Come here, girl,” he said.
 
   Caitlin looked desperately at the doorway again. What was she supposed to do!? She had to obey Benjamin, and she supposed, Matt. No one had said she had to obey anyone else! But suppose she guessed wrong? Would that get her another whipping!?
 
   Of course, that thought, thought daunting, was not exactly frightening, but she didn't want Benjamin mad at her again. She could still wind up in that closet!
 
   “Go on, girl,” Derek said.
 
   Derek had been sent to get her, and she had to obey him then, so probably she had to obey him now. Still, she felt horribly intimidated, embarrassed, and self-conscious as she eased forward onto all fours, and then crawled around Derek's chair to get closer to where the black guy sat. He grinned at her, his eyes roaming up and down, and she licked her lips anxiously.
 
   “Sit,” he ordered.
 
   She sat back on her heels, almost automatically spreading her knees wide, though that made her face burn hotter again. He cut a piece of pancake and held it out to her and, blushing, she leaned in and took it between her lips. Then Derek did the same, and she slipped it off. He held his syrupy fingers in front of her, and she reluctantly leaned back, licking and sucking them clean.
 
   “Got it pretty easy. She doesn't have to do any chores, just get fed,” the black man said.
 
   “Hell, Brian, that's kind of like your people have been doing for centuries,” Derek said.
 
   Brian gave him an unfriendly look and his middle finger and Derek laughed.
 
   “My people worked their asses off, white boy. A whip will do wonders as an incentive.”
 
   He reached out and slid his fingers through her hair, then pulled her head up and back, making her back arch more. Caitlin's hands were on her thighs, and they rose for a moment, then dropped to her sides as her heart beat faster.
 
   “Very nice tits on her,” Brian said.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   Then Derek let his hand fall and cupped her left breast, giving it a casual squeeze that made her insides lurch.
 
   Brian plucked at her nipple on her right.
 
   “He should pierce her nipples,” he said.
 
   “I like sucking nipples without getting metal in my mouth,” Derek replied.
 
   “You can do interesting things with your tongue and those rings,” Brian said, giving Caitlin an intense look which took her breath away.
 
   He released her hair and drew his hand back, and she gulped and dropped her hands back onto her outer thighs.
 
   “Know how to beg, girl?” he asked softly. 
 
   He held up a piece of pancake, held it up out of reach, and she stared at it uncertainly, her eyes flicking back and forth between him and it.
 
   “Beg,” he said.
 
   “I – .”
 
   “Don't speak. Beg.”
 
   She wasn't sure what he meant, but she felt a tug on the hairs at the center of her head and gasped, rising off her heels as Derek pulled her up.
 
   Then he took her left hand, bending her arm up and back against her chest and tilted her hand forward and down.
 
   “Hold your hands like that,” he said.
 
   Caitlin flushed hotly as she realized their intent. She reluctantly raised her other arm, her hands bent downward – like a dog begging.
 
   Brian held the pancake piece closer, right above her head, so she had to tilt her head back, then dropped it into her mouth. She chewed it reluctantly, part of her indignant, another part, that part she was starting to become so intimately familiar with of late, feeling a surge of dark arousal.
 
   They were treating her like a dog! Like a bitch dog, maybe? It was outrageous! But it was also wickedly kinky.
 
   She sank back to her heels, trying to control both her breathing and her temper. If she said something nasty to them... there was no telling what they'd do to her, or what Benjamin would do!
 
   Her attention was drawn downward and she saw Brian slide his foot out of his sandal, then extend his leg. He held out another piece of pancake to her, distracting her, and she moved to take it but let out a gasp, jerking her eyes down as his bare toes made contact with her naked sex!
 
   She felt another swirling, churning vortex of thoughts and emotions, not knowing what to do. She almost absently took the piece of pancake from him and chewed it down as he eased his foot back a little. But his big toe remained touching her, touching her right there!
 
   And it was moving idly, rubbing against her clitoris!
 
   “Did you have any trouble getting it?” Derek asked.
 
   “Naw. Julio doesn't like to give up anything pretty but that wasn't one of his favorites anyway.”
 
   Her attention was briefly drawn back to the glittering choker sitting on the table, her mind quickly calculating what all those diamonds were worth. Most of her mind, however, was focused on what these two were going to do, on what she could do, and on the feeling of Brian's toe rubbing softly against her clitoris.
 
   Benjamin and Matt returned, which brought her a wave of relief, but although Benjamin observed Brian's foot against her he didn't seem to care.  Caitlin felt a sharp disappointment along with a surge of anxiety. Did that mean Brian, and maybe Derek too, could do whatever they wanted to her!?
 
   The thought was alarming, and yet she still felt that flare of heat from deep within her.
 
   “It's arranged,” Benjamin said. “Matt and Celia will deliver it tonight.”
 
   “I should probably go too,” Brian said.
 
   Benjamin raised his eyebrows.
 
   “He just wants to get near Celia,” Matt said with a smirk.
 
   “I was just considering security,” Brian said, glaring at him. “If anything goes wrong I can handle it better than Matt.”
 
   Matt didn't object to that assessment, which was interesting. In her experience no man, particularly young ones, ever seemed willing to admit someone else could do something better than him.
 
   Brian's toe was still rubbing up and down against her clitoris, and the sensations that was producing were slowly building inside Caitlin. It was like a slowly rising tide, warmth seeping into her body and growing hotter despite her best efforts at ignoring it. Her nipples were pinpoints of tingling need as her fingers shifted on her thighs. She had to fight the urge to either shove his foot away or touch herself!
 
   Butterflies were swirling around in her lower belly, sharp, thrumming wings beating against her, and she fought to control her breathing and show them no reaction or response. A part of her prayed Benjamin would tell him to stop it, while another part thrilled to the dark uncertainties of what might happen if he didn't!
 
   The thrumming pressure filled her groin and lower belly and rose up through her body until her mind began to feel the pressure. It was like a drug taking hold, and it began to influence her thinking in a very similar way. She felt herself trying to make excuses for doing things she knew she shouldn't, trying to convince herself to do any number of things which would at the very least draw more attention to her, and more likely get her punished!
 
   But she didn't mind punishment. If it was like the whipping, well, the pleasure was more than worth the pain! Did drug addicts think like this, a part of her wondered, that that high they got was worth everything else!?
 
   Matt began clearing the table away, then almost incidentally, poured some milk into a bowl and set it on the floor by the wall.
 
   “Caitlin,” he said, snapping his fingers.
 
   She turned her head, a little dazed by then, and saw him pointing at the bowl.
 
   A part of her wanted to stay, but another part gratefully lurched aside, crawling away, very, very much aware of what she was pointing at the three other men at the table as she did so! She crawled over to the milk and lowered herself to her forearms.
 
   “Legs spread,” Matt ordered.
 
   She flushed hotly, shifting her knees wide, raising her bottom as she lowered her mouth to the bowl.
 
   Her mind pulsed with heat, knowing they must be looking at her! Her pussy throbbed and her entire body felt a growing sexual pressure as she licked at the milk.
 
   “Mmm”, Brian said, “That's a scent hard to resist.”
 
 
   “Only the best perfume,” Derek said.
 
   Both comments confused her, and her fluttering mind wasn't really interested in dwelling on them anyway.
 
   She was bent over in an obscene position, her legs spread as they looked at her, and the self-consciousness she had felt earlier was multiplied ten fold but now enveloped in a pulsing aura of heat and need.
 
   The sound of a chair being pushed back was loud, and she jerked sharply, not looking around, but she didn't feel footsteps coming for her.
 
   “Caitlin,” Benjamin said.
 
   She raised her head, face hot, the flush going down her chest.
 
   “Go to Brian.”
 
   She flinched again, though her body felt a renewed rush of heat.
 
   She pushed up onto all fours and crawled around Derek to where Brian sat looking at her. She stared at him, her eyes, she was sure, enormous.
 
   “Come here, girl,” Brian ordered.
 
   She crawled closer, gulping in air.
 
   “Undo my shorts.”
 
   A shock-wave rippled through her at the words! Part of it was of the “oh no!” variety, but the rest was a raw animal hunger mixed with something she didn't even  understand. She hesitated, then eased up and forward, reaching for his groin. He was hard. She could see the front of his shorts was a tent! She moaned helplessly and undid the clips on his shorts, aware of the other three watching her!
 
   She pulled his zipper down, and, eyes flicking up at him anxiously, then down, as she pulled his shorts open. He had no underwear on, and his cock sprang up thick and hard and big! Were every one of these guys extra big, she wondered a little frantically! 
 
   “You've made Brian hot. I think you should take care of him,” Benjamin said.
 
   It was a flitting thought in her head that she'd never had a black man, never touched, nor even seen a black cock, as she reached for him. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft, and she leaned in, licking at the underside. 
 
   The heat redoubled within her, and she felt herself starting to sweat as she licked up and down the underside of the shaft, then mouthed it sideways, as though it was a flute, her eyes rolling up to see his reaction. He looked hungry, looked rapidly hungry!
 
   She licked up and down the top then took the head into her mouth. It wasn't as thick as Benjamin, but it was thick enough, filling her mouth, sliding up and down along her tongue as she began to suck and bob. 
 
   She heard snatches of conversations as she sucked.
 
   “... only been in training a few days...”
 
   “... caught her and gave her a choice of ...”
 
   “... Wendy could teach her more about oral ...”
 
   “... looks pretty tight for your big dick, Benjamin...”
 
   She moaned as she slid her lips down far enough the head began to push into her throat. He dropped his hands onto her head at first, then slid under to cup and fondle her breasts as she bobbed slowly up and down. He caught her nipples between his fingers, then, pinching them... hard. She wined and moaned, then gasped as she felt the pull.
 
   It forced her up off his cock, forced her to crawl up onto his lap as he drew her nipples higher, and she grabbed his wrists before Derek reached out from behind her, gripped her arms, and drew them back behind her back, linking the restraints together.
 
   A moment later she felt her wrists raised up along her back, pulled higher and higher. Matt was fumbling with the back of her collar, and then as Derek and he moved back, she felt her wrists locked in place up between her shoulder-blades. It felt as if they were attached to the back of her collar somehow!
 
   Not that she paid that much attention. Most of her attention was on her nipples as Brian drew her higher still, then gripped the front of her collar instead.
 
   “Turn around,” he growled.
 
   Almost literally! His voice had taken on a very thick... growly tone!
 
   Caitlin whimpered, panting, overheated, as she turned, eyes sweeping over Benjamin, who was reading his smart phone, and Derek and Matt, who were grinning at her. She felt wild dismay and wild arousal simultaneously!
 
   Brian's hands spread her legs and drew her back, and she moaned as she was positioned straddling the chair, facing away from him. She felt the pull on her wrists, which forced her body down, but slowly. She felt the head of his cock against her sex, and the growing pressure sent an incredible rush of heat and want through her body, almost dropping her rubber legs out from under her!
 
   Her breath was ragged, her pulse racing, as the head of his cock pushed through the mouth of her sex, and she began to slide down on it. Hot thrills of pleasure spilled through her mind and body as she sank lower and lower, gasping, moaning, whimpering as she took him deeper and deeper!
 
   And then with a helpless gurgle, she felt her buttocks pressing against his lap, and his arms slid around her, one cupping her breast, the other sliding down to finger her clitoris.
 
   She began to squirm atop him, not consciously, her body reacting on its own as starbursts of heat and pleasure tore through her. Her back arched sharply and she cried out, head rolling back against his shoulder as her muscles spasmed and twitched and snapped like live electric circuits.
 
   His hands withdrew, and then she felt them on her elbows, pushing up. She groaned dazedly, rising up several inches, then the pressure eased and she sank back down.
 
   It was... nirvana! The feel of that cock sliding up into her body made her cry out in pleasure!
 
   The pressure forced her up again, and her trembling legs raised her up, then she sank back down, a longer distance this time, wild pleasure tearing through her! The air bled out of her lungs as she slid down, leaving her gulping in air as she felt the pressure on her elbows again, forcing her up, up, up, almost all the way.
 
   An incredible sense of thrilling heat took her mind as she sank down... all the way, down, down, down, all the air leaving her until she was grinding herself against his lap! 
 
   Up and down, up and dooooown, up and doooooooown, until her desperate hunger could stand the pace no longer and forced her legs to work, rising up and down faster, dropping harder, crying out  again and again as her mind was taken by a sexual fever! She knew she ought to be mortified, shocked, horrified at doing this with a stranger while other men, not much more than strangers, looked on.
 
   Some part of her was. But the heat was too intense, it raged inside her, and her mind became more and more frantic, riding his cock, gurgling drunkenly, barely able to gulp in enough air to cry out in pleasure!
 
   The orgasm was mind shattering! If she'd had more breath her screams would have echoed through the house! Her insides felt like a volcano, and the energy and heat were like an eruption as she rode his thick black cock through it all, bouncing atop him, impaling herself repeatedly, not a single thought about how much that ached deep inside. If she could have gotten him even deeper she'd have done it!
 
   She was barely conscious as it slowly subsided, and sat limp atop him. He lifted her, bent her over the table, placing her belly down, and then drove into her with hard, deep thrusts that made her gasp and grunt and moan even as her mind lay locked in the languorous stupor produced by the wild orgasm.
 
   He must have finished. She assumed he did, because he stopped. She didn't really care much, though, laying there with glassy eyes and moaning insensibly.
 
   Movement. Hands on her thighs. She was rolled over, her arms flailing out as she groaned and looked up to see Derek there. 
 
   It was not a large table. It was one of those small, round kitchen things. Her arms hung over the sides as he pushed her a little further in, and raised her legs up high. She looked down, noted that, yes, like the others, he had a very big cock, then felt and saw it pushing against her.
 
   She moaned as she watched, then grunted as hands pulled her shoulders, dragging her a bit further across the table. Her head hung over the edge and she found herself looking up into a hard male cock. It pushed into her mouth almost immediately as Derek began to thrust into her. It was Matt, she thought dazedly, though that hardly seemed to matter.
 
   Her body jerked back and forth as Derek thrust into her, and she felt her insides bubbling and churning with renewed heat. Matt's hands pulled her head up and forward as he leaned into her, and his cock slid deeper into her mouth as she began to almost instinctively suck and lick.
 
   Matt began to pump slowly in and out, using shallow strokes which rapidly grew deeper. With her arms still locked together underneath her there was nothing Caitlin could really do to control how deep or how fast he went as her body jerked to the increasingly sharp thrusting of Derek on the other side of the table.
 
   Heat rose around her once more, and with it that odd immunity to choking, or caring, as Matt pushed his slick cock deep into her throat – then pushed it deeper!
 
   Her lips were wrapped around the base of the shaft, her face pressed against his groin, his hands on her throat and head as he ground himself into her. The lower part of her body, meanwhile, was raised half off the table, Derek holding her legs just behind the knees, raising them up and apart as his hips slapped into her, as his cock thrust into her hard and fast!
 
   Black dots danced before her glassy eyes as she ran out of breath, and Matt slid himself back out so she could gulp in sweet breaths of air. Hands kneaded her breasts or pinched her nipples. Mouths sucked and chewed on them, but those were just slight distractions she paid little attention to. Her attention was on Matt's cock because it was deep in her throat once more.
 
   Though the dark heat was growing into a blistering fire inside her as Derek continued to pound her with his cock! The table shook underneath her body, and she could hear their quick breathing as the sexual fever took hold of her once again.
 
   An orgasm took her mind, and that was pretty much all she knew from that point on. She supposed they both also came. She had a blurred memory of more thrusting and stroking, and her mouth tasted the aftereffects of Matt's come as she found herself laying on the table virtually alone.
 
   Benjamin was the only one in the kitchen, and he was cleaning up, paying her no attention.
 
   Caitlin stared at the ceiling, her breathing slowing. 
 
   Her throat ached. Her insides ached. Every muscle inside her ached. 
 
   I'm going insane, she thought weakly.
 
   “Come on, you. Finish your milk,” Matt said.
 
   She groaned as he pulled her off the table. He unhooked her wrists, removing a short chain which had held them up, and then let her sink to her knees.
 
   “Go on.”
 
   She crawled shakily to the milk, glad of something to drink, and lapped it up as she steadied her mind against the wild pulsing memory of the powerful orgasms. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   When she rose off her hands and looked around it was to see Matt going through the doorway. She groaned and started to sink back, then her eyes were caught by the diamond encrusted choker on the table. A new emotion reared its head sharp and powerful: greed. It was one she'd felt for long years, so it wasn't a shock that the choker, sitting by itself, no one around, would rouse it in her again.
 
   Take it and run, was as  natural a thought to Caitlin as existed. And now she knew where Benjamin's car was parked... and the route to the door... and she had passed a basket of laundry somewhere... where had that been...
 
   Caitlin normally put a lot of thought and planning into her thefts. Impulse thievery was just too dangerous. But the impulse now was too strong, partly fueled by a sense of shock over what she'd just done, and what she might yet do...
 
   She snatched the choker up and scurried out into the hall, then grabbed the basket of laundry and dashed down the corridor to the back entrance. There was the car, just outside the door. She threw the door open, hurried to it, and yanked the door wide. The keys, as she had seen when he parked, were under the visor. She pulled them down and started the car.
 
   Could it be this easy, she marveled...
 
   The car started instantly and she threw it into drive and took off, watching the rear view mirror for signs of pursuit. But there was nothing! She turned onto the road and accelerated. Only after a couple of minutes did she slow a little and start poking in the laundry basket for something wearable. 
 
   A pair of shorts were excellent. Not that they'd stay up on their own but she was sure she could manage. There was also a short sleeved shirt. She made several rapid turns, just in case they started speeding after her on motorcycles, and watched the rear view mirrors constantly.
 
   She pulled on the short sleeve shirt and buttoned it. At least drivers who glimpsed her through the side windows wouldn't be startled. But as her initial panicky flight instinct eased she began to wonder where she was going to go. She didn't have her wallet, her hotel key, or any ID or money. Nor did she dare go back to her hotel, for Benjamin would probably know about it.
 
   And this biker group of his, she had no idea how big it was, or how quickly it could start looking for her...
 
   She examined the choker again, quite pleased on several levels. Benjamin would be furious! She giggled at the thought. The man was so arrogant, so sure of himself! If ever a man needed to be taken down a peg it was him! And it wasn't like he'd miss the money. A man who could put a two million dollar statue on a hall table didn't need a diamond choker.
 
   She pulled over, finally, and slid into the shorts. She rolled up the bottom of the shirt and tied it off as best she could, then started looking for something she could use as a belt for the shorts. She popped open the glove compartment and her eyes widened a the gun she saw there.
 
   “Bloody Americans,” she said.
 
   She plucked it out carefully and set it on the seat, but nothing inside looked useful. Getting out of the car, she went to the rear and opened the cargo door. There was a tool box there, and inside was a roll of twine. Smiling, she tied it around her waist, cinching it in tight. She wasn't going to be making the cover of Vogue but no one would arrest her either.
 
   With the tools, and the rear view mirror, she was able to figure out how to get the collar off, and of course, the wrist and ankle restraints were fairly easy. A pair of sturdy pliers bent back the lock and she was free of them.
 
   There was also a longer box in the back which contained a hunting rifle with a scope. As well as more clothes. She found no use for the clothes, but the rifle, she knew, would be worth something, as would the hand gun.
 
    She'd been in the city long enough to know where to pawn stolen goods, but also knew better than to appear on someone's doorstep looking desperate.
 
   She picked up the hand gun again and examined it. She'd never had any use for guns, but some of how it worked seemed obvious. She removed the ammunition clip and popped all the bullets out, then put it back in. 
 
   Jock's pawn shop did a brisk business in stolen goods. She'd sold a few things there before, partly just to establish a reputation, but also to get rid of some lower priced things she'd picked up. The rifle and the hand gun were, she was sure, top of the line, and worth probably a couple of thousand dollars. She was able to get two hundred for them.
 
   She drove to the Salvation Army store and got some decent looking clothes that fit for twenty dollars then dropped the car off at a chop shop Jock had recommended, where she got five hundred dollars more.  She spent most of that on false ID, though, then used the ID to take a room at a motel where she called Kyle Simonds, the guy who bought higher end jewelery and told him she had a very valuable piece she'd like him to handle.
 
   He ran a small jewelery store in a semi-run-down neighborhood. She breezed in casually, in no hurry and showing not the least sign of desperation, and waited till he'd dealt with a customer.
 
   “Caitlin,” he said, greeting her with a smile.
 
   “Hi Kyle. I saw something beautiful and I just immediately thought of you,” she said.
 
   “Tease,” he replied.
 
   Kyle was very gay.
 
   She slid the piece over to him, wrapped in a bag, and he opened it and set it on a piece of padded velvet on the counter.
 
   “Oh my!” he said.
 
   There was a magnifying glass with a light clipped to the counter. He swung it over and examined the choker through it. He brought over a small set of tools and began to examine it more closely.
 
   “These are lovely,” he murmured. “And there are so many of them! I can remove these and sell them separately. They'll be practically untraceable!”
 
   “There's over two hundred diamonds on that,” she said smugly.
 
   That meant the choker was worth at least a quarter of a million dollars. Of course, she wouldn't get nearly that much.
 
   “I'll give you twenty five thousand.”
 
   “Try again, Kyle, honey.”
 
   “I am taking a risk, dear.”
 
   “Not much. I took a much bigger one. And as you just said, once the diamonds are off it you won't have any trouble selling them.”
 
   He grunted, no doubt wishing he'd kept his mouth shut, but she'd known it anyway.
 
   “Fifty,” he said.
 
   “Seventy five. And you'll be making a huge profit even then so don't get greedy! You aren't the only guy around for something as easy to process as this.”
 
   “All right, all right,” he muttered.
 
   She left the shop thinking everything was going quite well indeed.. With a little luck, she'd be able to collect from Kyle in a day or two and then she'd get out of town. She kept the choker with her, of course. She'd turn it over when he had a satchel of cash for her. She trusted him to a degree, but only to a degree. 
 
   She took a cab back to her motel, got lunch at the adjoining restaurant,  and then settled in to wait, again, feeling smug. 
 
   “I outwitted you, Mr. Benjamin, sir,” she said to the empty room.
 
   But there was a sense of regret to the thought, too. She was wearing clothes again, and nobody's slave, but... she was still having those mental flashbacks, those images, memories, her body pulsing sometimes when a particularly vivid one sprang to mind. The things she'd done! The incredible nasty sexual experiences she'd had! They were so wild!
 
   She shook herself. No one was pushing her around now, and that was the way she liked it. Of course, the incredible sexual pleasure she'd had at his hands, and those of his … the other men, well, that was replaceable. She'd find other hot men to make her body scream. Of course, she'd never found them before, but she hadn't really been looking that hard either.
 
   Now she knew to look! Now she knew the guys she'd been with before were duds! Once she had this money she was going to go partying, she was going to go clubbing, and she was going to find some hot guys to make her writhe like that again! 
 
   Of course, it wouldn't be the same in that there'd be no nasty, outrageous dominance games. She wouldn't be tied up or anything... well, unless she asked the guy to, but then he'd think she was weird or something. Besides, it would have to be someone she could trust.
 
   She'd been whipped! That had been so fucking wild!
 
   She took a shower. Ha! She could shower herself! She didn't need any men bathing her! 
 
   Of course, the memories of those baths were filled with darkly erotic sensations and thoughts, and the feel of male hands covered in soap sliding up and down her body had not exactly been unpleasant...
 
   Her own soapy hands felt nice enough, after all, and she let them slide up and down her body as her breathing became more and more ragged, stroking herself as she stood in the corner, moaning softly.
 
   But no, she was not going to bring herself off like that!
 
   She rinsed off and got out of the tub, thinking about the sex toys Benjamin had. She'd need to get some of those! She particularly wanted a nice vibrator!
 
   She brushed her hair and examined herself in the mirror. There were no signs of the whip marks any more. Her skin was fair and clear. She lifted her breasts and squeezed them gently, watching herself in the mirror. She looked... it looked off somehow, and after a moment she realized she missed the look of having the collar on. It had been exotic and erotic.
 
   With a smile, she dug out the choker and slipped it around her neck. It wasn't as thick as the collar had been, but she definitely liked the way it looked around her neck. It fit surprisingly well, too, and she posed in the mirror, wishing she had a nice gown to go with it. She'd have worn it out clubbing or something, but no, that would be far too dangerous. Someone who recognized it as real might try to take it from her.
 
   The problem came when she tried to take it off. 
 
   “Oh come on,” she cursed, leaning into the mirror, looking for the clasp. It would be neatly disguised, of course, but she shouldn't have this much trouble finding it! It hadn't been hard when she'd put it on! Of course, it had been open then, and she really hadn't paid much attention to it.
 
   She was sure that she merely had to press her thumb against something, perhaps one of the diamonds, to get it to pop open, but she couldn't for the life of her figure out which one, and began to get frustrated in trying. It wasn't like she could use the tools, either, without risking damage to some of the diamonds.
 
   Frustrated, she decided to leave it on. Kyle would know how to get it off tomorrow, after all. She might look silly, but he couldn't very well reduce his price because he had to open the damn thing.  She flopped down on the bed and picked up the remote, turning on the TV and flicking through the programs.
 
   She didn't bother to dress. In fact, it had felt a bit odd wearing clothes after going a few days without. Not unnatural, exactly, just... not as free. And wearing the choker made her feel like she was wearing a collar again, which meant her nipples were hard once more and  she was feeling a not very subtle degree of arousal.
 
   It was good to spread out on a double bed. Imagine keeping her in a cage! The bastards!
 
   Of course, it had been darkly, outrageously exciting being in a cage.
 
   But she'd find perverts enough in another town.
 
   The arousal deepened slowly, and she began to ignore the TV. Her hands moved up and down her body, caressing herself. She felt a strange sense of distance from the action, though, almost as if they weren't her hands.
 
   They were definitely her breasts, though, and she sighed in pleasure as her hands stroked and rolled her nipples, then slid down to caress her pussy. The heat swelled hotter, and she instinctively wanted to stroke faster, harder. But her hands continued their slow, teasing motions, much to her frustration.
 
   It did not, for some reason, occur to her to wonder why her hands were going slow when her mind wanted to go fast.
 
   As her heat deepened further, she began to grind her hips. Her legs were spread wide, and she moaned deep in her throat, pushing herself up against her lightly gliding fingers. Her head rolled from side to side.
 
   She felt the fingers of her left hand pinching in against the sides of her clitoris, and hissed, then cried out softly, arching her back, as the fingers of her right hand stroked her clitoris at the same time.
 
   Beads of sweat stood out on her forehead, and then on her upper chest as her fingers continued to dance across the surface of her body. Then, finally, they began to dip inside the molten core of her overheated sex, and she gurgled breathlessly, hips bucking in need.
 
   But always, those fingers drew back, sliding up away from where she wanted them, so that she almost wanted to curse them in frustration!
 
   “Please!” she moaned, not thinking, not wondering who she was begging.
 
   Not even aware she was.
 
   She slid out of bed and onto her belly on the floor, gasping for breath, moaning as she crawled across the floor on her belly. Her body burned with a feverish need, her eyes frantic and hot as she reached the door.
 
   She reached up and unlocked it, and stared at the man standing there, not recognizing him. She moaned as he combed his fingers through her hair, and whimpered in pleasure as his hands slid down to her chin and lifted it up.
 
   “Pretty little thing, aren't you,” the man said.
 
   “Please!” she gasped, the sound a low, breathless croak.
 
   “You smell... like... wolf. Have you been in someone's kennel?” the man asked.
 
   Caitlin didn't understand the question. She was consumed by her need, and reached for his hand, his wrist, then licked and kissed at the back of his hand.
 
   “Please!” she whimpered.
 
   The man pushed her back, and another man came in. There faces were … unimportant. Caitlin paid little attention to their features. She had no idea who they were, exactly. The second man picked her up and threw her on the bed, which delighted her, but then he rolled her onto her belly and pulled her arms back behind her.
 
   That, in a way, was fine, too. She moaned excitedly as he bound her wrists together together. But then he lifted her legs up and back, tying her ankles together, and drew them up against her wrists so her body bowed sharply. A pull on her head jerked it back, and then a gag was shoved into her mouth and a strap wound around behind.
 
   With that, the man picked her up, gripping her by the rope linking her wrists and ankles, and carried her easily out the door where the other man waited. A car was parked against the motel room door, the trunk open, and she was thrown unceremoniously into it, and the hood closed.
 
   Caitlin didn't understand these actions, but there was no fear in there. There was no alarm or worry. There was no room for anything but the hunger and need gripping her, and she writhed and twisted helplessly in the trunk, moaning into the gag, her body pulsing with heat, her mind inflamed.
 
   Her need was driving her insane! She was so incredibly frustrated, so desperate to reach climax, and yet her heat, while it never wavered, never rose to the point it would tip her over the edge into orgasm. She tried to grind her thighs together, but it wasn't enough!
 
   Why wouldn't somebody fuck her!?
 
   Her dark world bounced around somewhat, but she didn't equate it with being in the back of a car. She felt as though she were in a dream, somehow.
 
   A fever dream.
 
   Light returned, and she was lifted out of where she'd been and carried somewhere else. There were people there. They laughed at her, but she didn't know why, nor care. Her arms and wrists were untied.
 
   The floor was hard, but she didn't care about that either. She was sweltering in her fever heat. She was sure that she would explode in a tremendous orgasm, the heat released, if only one of them would fuck her.
 
   There were five or six men in a large room. There were no windows, bur it was luxuriously furnished. They looked at her in amusement as she crawled to them, begging them to fuck her. 
 
   And then one of them did! She cried out in delight as she was entered, as she was ridden hard, fast, powerfully. She grunted and gasped and moaned as he took her, the fever heat swirling and churning through her mind and body.
 
   But she felt no orgasm.
 
   One by one the other men took her, and she squealed and moaned and sobbed in overheated pleasure as they did, but always, her climax seemed just out of reach, just barely out of reach!
 
   She was becoming crazed with the need, the desperate hunger, her body burning out from the long fiery arousal without surcease! 
 
   She begged them to use her again, though not in words. It did not occur to her to speak. She moaned and rubbed herself against one man's legs, until she shoved her aside. She crawled to another, licking at his shoes. She bent and presented herself to them, raising her bottom high, spreading her legs.
 
   She trembled, her entire body flushed with hunger and need.
 
   It never entered her mind to touch herself.
 
   Another man arrived. He bent over her, gripped her hair, and yanked her upright on her knees, then undid the choker. She tried to lick at his hands, tried to press her breasts against him. He slapped her on the side of the head, then shoved her back as he removed the choker.
 
   There was not a single thought in Caitlin's head but need. Lust possessed her, and raw hunger burned white hot in her mind. She did not know who she was, really, or who the others were, nor cared.
 
   She was taken to another place. Other men used her in various positions. And she used her mouth to pleasure still others. But the sexual fire never dimmed and never rose. 
 
   Finally, a man wound her hair around his fist and yanked her to her trembling, rubbery legs. He pulled her back against his chest, jerked her head back against his shoulder by the hair, and bent to bite into the side of her throat.
 
   Hard.
 
   Caitlin trembled with the pain, gurgling breathlessly, but pleasure consumed her to such a degree the pain really didn't seem to matter. And then, slowly, she felt the blossoming orgasm. Her hips began to buck convulsively, and she felt her head explode with the force of the orgasm. She had no breath to scream, and no energy to move.
 
   She stood against him, almost entirely supported by his strong pull on her hair, her buttocks grinding and slapping back against him as he continued to bite into her throat. The orgasm howled through her like a hurricane, battering her mind, sending it tumbling and twisting and turning as the orgasm rose higher and higher.
 
   She felt as though she were screaming, screaming at the top of her lungs, even though no sound emerged. Then she felt cold, so cold there might have been a sheen of frost on her chest!
 
   And then she was in blackness.
 
   * * *
 
   She woke to exhaustion. She was laying on the floor in a corner. There was food in a bowl there, and after a while she summoned the energy to roll onto her stomach. After another delay, she was able to rise onto her knees and then to begin eating. As she did, she almost automatically spread her knees wide.
 
   She was aware when someone knelt behind her, pushed into her, and began to use her, but she was ravenous, and ate quickly, gulping down food as his hips slapped against her buttocks. She was still eating when he finished and moved away.
 
   Heat rose within her once again. After her stomach had stopped rumbling, she began to search for some way to sate that other hunger. It did not occur to her to walk upright. She crawled about, mewling at the men she saw, wherever they were, seeking their attention. It made her feel good when they mounted and rode her.
 
   But she could not climax.
 
   The heat rose and become an all-consuming thing again, and no matter how many times she serviced men it never released her. 
 
   She did not think about what she was doing, or who she was, or who they were, or why anything was as it was. The only thought on her mind was sexual hunger, and she had little more than animal instinct on how to satisfy that hunger.
 
   She loved being penetrated, being used, but it was never enough. It never brought her to her desperately needed orgasm.
 
   Until someone dragged her up and back, and bit into her throat. Then the spreading coldness enveloped her, and the orgasm roared, setting her body into convulsions which did not cease until her mind went blank!
 
   She was hung by her wrists, not as she vaguely remembered once happening, but spreadeagled. The whip slashed across her body, a single whip which struck with a searing pain. Yet somehow her body exulted in that pain. Every blow made her cry out in pleasure, writhing, arching, twisting, sobbing as the pain and pleasure rode her.
 
   Men laughed, and the whip cut into her flesh again, and again, until finger thick welts criss-crossed her skin so thickly there was hardly any skin free of them. Then the bite to her throat, the spreading coldness, and at last, an incredible orgasm that tore her mind apart and dropped her into darkness.
 
   There was no passage of time. She didn't even have the concept of time. She was a pulsing, throbbing need, and nothing more.
 
   And then she woke up.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It wasn't the waking from a dream or a nightmare which made everything slowly fade away. Everything she'd done, and everything which had been done to her was still as fresh and clear in her mind as if it had happened recently. Which it had. She had not been asleep. It had been as though her mind had a thick, cloying fog around it. And slowly, it dissipated so that she could think again, think on a higher level than just an animal.
 
   She was kneeling on the floor of a large, high ceilinged room. The walls were ringed with curtains, and a huge chandelier was directly overhead. There were sofas, chairs and tables scattered about, and huge pillars reaching to the ceiling. 
 
   There were two groups of people standing in the room, a few feet apart. She had no idea who one group were, but the other group... Benjamin was at the front of it. Derek and Brian were behind him, along with Molly and another man she didn't recognize. Everyone was dressed in black, as though that were some sort of uniform, and she could sense the hostility between the two groups even as her mind struggled to cope with a dawning realization that she'd spent the last few days in a fog.
 
   Being treated like an animal.
 
   She recognized the men in the second group now. They'd had sex with her. She'd … they'd taunted her, whipped her, laughed and made jokes with each other she'd never heard then, or at least, heard but not listened to. But now she remembered them. She remembered the small cruelties she hadn't even recognized at the time, the contempt, the way they had treated her as if she were less than human.
 
   “... took something which didn't belong to you,” Benjamin was saying.
 
   She knew the names of the others. She'd heard them using them over the past few days, though, as if she were an animal, she hadn't paid the least attention when they'd spoken. The one in front was Manfred. He was tall and slender, and had a German accent. He spoke and acted, in fact, like every arrogant upper class Eurotrash bastard she'd ever met.
 
   For of course, most such people looked down on the British, in much the same way the British looked down on them. Both groups, of course, looked down on the Americans.
 
   “Your pet was wearing something that belonged to me,” Manfred said with a kind of dismissive disdain.
 
   “And which we had obtained and arranged to transfer to you.”
 
   “So what is the problem? I have it.”
 
   “You neglected to tell us you had it. In fact, you continued to ask for it.”
 
   “My little game,” Manfred said with a smirk.
 
   “A dangerous game,” Benjamin said, his face stone.
 
   “If you had not been so careless I would not have been able to have my little game,” Manfred said.
 
   “And what did you hope to accomplish with your game?”
 
   “Why, to make you look foolish, of course,” Manfred said with smug satisfaction. “Which I believe I have achieved.”
 
   Several of the men behind him chuckled softly, but not with much real amusement.
 
   Caitlin was only half paying attention to them all. She was thunderstruck by the cascade of memories of what had happened over the past few days, struggling to understand them and how they might have happened. Had she been drugged!? 
 
   And despite all the sex, all the torments, the whipping, the central, most shocking memories were of the orgasms, and the events surrounding them. She was trying to understand even as her hand moved up to her neck, feeling the ache there of multiple bites, remembering the blood which had trickled down onto her chest, to be licked up by one or another of the... men.
 
   She remembered the feeling of coldness and weakness spreading through her body, the sensation that she was being... devoured, consumed. She remembered the feel of the teeth... the absurdly sharp teeth... in her neck, the jaws clamped against her... it was impossible, but she gaped at the men confronting Benjamin.
 
   One of them turned idly and looked at her, then smiled. It had no humor in it, and she stared at the revealed fangs with a sense of shocked denial. The very idea was ludicrous! It was like something out of a bad movie! There was no such thing as …
 
   The strange sense of tension in the air grew greater, as if the air itself was becoming thick and hot, crackling with something like electricity, charged to the point of making her want to draw back, to press herself against the stone floor and put her hands over her head.
 
   She found herself actually sinking lower, wriggling backwards, and when her bare bottom came up against one of the large pillars she slowly began to ease around it as she felt it getting more difficult to breath.
 
   Then the curtains across the room to her right parted, and a moment later the ones on the opposite side did the same. Two groups of people, both men and women walked forward, a dozen in each group, and Manfred and his group looked startled and wary, the men jerking their eyes from side to side uncertainly. Then the far door behind Benjamin opened and another dozen men and women came through, moving up to flank him.
 
   “I have done nothing to violate the truce between us,” Manfred said, glaring across at Benjamin, but also clearly wary.
 
   “You have shown disrespect for me,” Benjamin said. “That has a price.”
 
   Manfred edged back. So did Caitlin, easing as far behind the pillar as she could without drawing attention. It occurred to her that she was completely naked in front of dozens of people, but she hardly thought about that. The pressure was too great, the sense of menace too powerful. Besides, she hadn't worn clothes in days, and lots of people had seen her naked and more than naked. It hadn't bothered her at the time, of course, and now the memories filled her, and her sense of self-consciousness about nudity was greatly diminished.
 
   There was a very uncomfortable, high-tension silence in the room, as if everyone was waiting for something to happen.
 
   “What would you accept as a price,” Manfred finally said.
 
   “What we were going to gift you with was taken instead,” Benjamin said. “I think a proper price would be forfeiting the gift.”
 
   “But then you would owe me – .”
 
   “Nothing,” Benjamin said, “because canceling this insult would even things out.”
 
   “It is no use to you.”
 
   Benjamin smiled. “But it's worth something to you, or others of your kind. That makes it valuable. Perhaps I'll be in need of another gift one day.”
 
   “Perhaps you will be,” Manfred said in a low, guttural voice filled with anger.
 
   “Do you agree I have been disrespected?”
 
   Manfred glared, but then  nodded curtly.
 
   “And you agree there is a price to that.”
 
   Again Manfred nodded, more sulkily now, she thought.
 
   “This is a suitable and fitting price for your actions.”
 
   There was another silence. Brian walked forward and held out his hand. The small group around Manfred looked at him angrily. Then Caitlin squeaked in alarm as the hand changed. It seemed to grow larger, hair sprouted on it, and his fingernails pushed out as sharp, inch long claws. She gaped at the sight, and one of the men behind Manfred hissed angrily, as if he were a snake.
 
   He had the fangs of one...
 
   The change spread slowly up Brian's arm, which thickened, bulged even wider and thicker than it already was, sprouting hair to the elbow, then pushing further back.
 
   “I do not have endless patience,” Benjamin said. “And as you can see, neither does Brian.”
 
   Brian's other hand began to thicken and lengthen, then, sprouting hair so thick it might as well be … fur.
 
   Manfred turned and looked at one of the men behind him, and the man nodded jerkily, turned and went straight past Caitlin and through a door she hadn't seen at the rear of the room.
 
   Brian folded enormous arms across his chest, arms with claws on the ends.
 
   What the fuck, Caitlin thought in something like panic! The same phrase repeated itself endlessly in her astonished, frightened mind.
 
   The man Manfred had sent away returned, carrying.. the choker Caitlin had stolen. She gulped as she saw it. The man handed it reluctantly to Brian, who reached out his clawed hand and took it with surprising gentleness, then backed away.
 
   “Our business is finished, then,” Benjamin said.
 
   Manfred nodded angrily.
 
   “You can resent this all you want, Manfred,” Benjamin said, “But you brought it on yourself.”
 
   He jerked his head at Derek, as most of the others began to back out of the room. Derek strode forward past Manfred and his little group to where Caitlin crouched behind the pillar. He reached down unceremoniously and grabbed her arm, yanking her bodily into the air... literally. Caitlin felt herself practically fly up to her feet, and then up off them, dropping to the floor and stumbling as Derek pulled her along.
 
   They climbed a long, wide staircase, perhaps a hundred steps to the top, then turned on an immense landing and climbed another just like it. Derek kept his big hand lightly but firmly around her arm as they walked.
 
   “Manfred is unhappy,” Brian said.
 
   “Yes,” Benjamin replied curtly.
 
   “He's a brooder.”
 
   “I know it.”
 
   “He'll want revenge.”
 
   “Not revenge. Revenge implies I treated him badly. I treated him fairly. What Manfred wants is to be on top. He doesn't like equality. He likes superiority.”
 
   “He doesn't have the numbers for it.”
 
   “Not even for equality,” Molly said.
 
   “They're faster and stronger than us,” Derek said.
 
   Molly glanced at him, then scowled at the sight of Caitlin. “Not enough,” she said. “And why did you bring her?”
 
   “She belongs to me,” Benjamin said.
 
   Molly grumbled but didn't speak further.
 
   Caitlin didn't think it was time to protest that she didn't belong to anyone. She had no idea what was going on, and still couldn't understand the things she'd done, the things which she'd seen and experienced over the past few days. She glanced fearfully at Brian, whose hands and arms had returned to normal, and swallowed fearfully.
 
   Who were these people!?
 
   They pushed through huge wooden doors into a small entryway, then through what looked like ordinary fire doors into another. And then out through another fire door into a parking lot. There were several cars there, though several more were already driving away. One of them was a stretch limousine, with Matt standing beside it.
 
   “Take her to Hannah,” Benjamin said.
 
   He headed for the limo while Derek pulled her towards a black SUV. She was relieved to see Brian go with Benjamin. He got in the back with her. Another man she didn't know got in on the other side and two more in front. The SUV started off, with no one talking much.
 
   Caitlin sat between the two large men in the rear, becoming more aware of her nakedness, feeling extremely small and helpless and as if she had lost all control of her world.
 
   “That went well,” the driver said.
 
   “There'll be a part two at some future date,” Derek replied.
 
   “Yeah, I don't think Manfred is very happy,” said the man in the front passenger seat.
 
   “Manfred is never happy,” said Derek.
 
   There seemed general agreement on that though no one spoke.
 
   “You'd think if you were going to live for a thousand years you'd want to be happy,” said the driver finally.
 
   “Germans are only happy when they're conquering someone else,” Derek replied.
 
   “Or building something,” the man on her other side said with a grin.
 
   “Manfred is not much of a builder.”
 
   Caitlin said nothing. The very last thing she wanted to do was draw any attention to herself.
 
   Then she yelped as Derek gripped her hair and jerked her head towards him, pulling her over so she was half laying across his lap, her head in his groin. But there was nothing sexual about it. He ran his hands along the side of her neck as the man on her other side looked down.
 
   “I've seen worse,” he said.
 
   “She was only with them a few days,” the other man said, also looking at her neck.
 
   Then he pushed his hand between her thighs, and she yelped again as he forced her right leg up and apart. 
 
   “They fed on her here too,” he said.
 
   Caitlin was confused for a moment, but she saw there was a collection of small round... marks... on her inner thigh next to her groin.
 
   “What's happening?” she gulped in a tremulous voice.
 
   Derek released her hair and she sat up and jerked her legs together fearfully.
 
   “You're going to see Hannah.”
 
   “Wh-who's Hannah?”
 
   “Doctor.”
 
   “That's not what I meant.”
 
   “I know. That's all you're getting from us.”
 
   “I'd like to give her more,” the man on her right said with a smirk.
 
   “She belongs to Benjamin,” Derek said as if reminding him.
 
   “Yeah, yeah, I know.”
 
   “I don't... belong to anyone,” she gulped.
 
   No one paid her any attention.
 
   The car drove into a suburb of upper middle class homes and turned down a driveway, then paused briefly. There was a large double garage and the door slid up to allow them to drive in and park next to a black BMW. The door closed, and Derek got out, pulling her after him.
 
   “You guys can take off,” he said. “I'll arrange something.”
 
   He led Caitlin in through an open door to the house, and she heard the garage door opening behind them.
 
   The house was.. nice. It was the kind of house she would have dreamed of owning in her more realistic dreams. In her unrealistic dreams she thought of something like the mansion Benjamin lived.
 
   They walked down a hall, passing open doorways to kitchen, living room, and dining room, then into a sort of den. The woman sitting behind the desk there looked to be in her forties, but tall and attractive.
 
   “Benjamin called,” she said, getting up.
 
   Derek nodded. “You need me for anything?”
 
   She shook her head and he turned and left. The woman looked at Caitlin a moment, then smiled. 
 
   “I guess I don't have to tell you to disrobe,” she said.
 
   “W-who are you?”
 
   “You can call me Hannah. I'm a doctor.”
 
   “I'm fine!”
 
   “You were in the hands of the vampires for four days. Benjamin would like me to assure him of that.”
 
   Caitlin stared at her. “There's no such thing as vampires!” she said, her voice shaky.
 
   Hannah snorted and gave her a strange look. “Denial isn't just a river in Egypt,” she said.
 
   “There's no such thing as – !”
 
   “Fine,” Hannah said. “Let me just see how you are anyway.”
 
   She took Caitlin's arm and led her, just as firmly as Derek had, through another door into what looked more like an examination room. 
 
   “Sit on the edge of the bench,” she ordered.
 
   There was a padded bench in the room, and Caitlin reluctantly climbed on.
 
   Hannah leaned in close, but had no instruments. She just looked at her, closely, looked into her eyes as Caitlin fidgeted uncomfortably.
 
   “Tilt your head back.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because.”
 
   She reached out and ran her finger along the nape of Caitlin's neck, then leaned in closer. When Caitlin didn't lean back enough she gripped her hair and firmly forced her head much further back.
 
   “Hey!”
 
   She felt the woman's nose sniffing at her throat, then her tongue licked out.
 
   “What are you doing!?”
 
   “I have much more powerful senses than you'd think,” Hannah replied dryly.
 
   She pulled her head forward again.
 
   “Open your mouth wide.”
 
   Caitlin complied anxiously, and the woman both looked into and smelled her mouth before smelling her way down her chest. She paused at her breasts and fingered the gold ring through her nipple.
 
   The gold ring through her …
 
   Caitlin stared in astonishment, then remembered one of the men... biting her nipple... biting both nipples, with ridiculously sharp teeth.. fangs. Now her nipples were pierced, and she had two quarter-sized gold rings dangling from them.
 
   “Their saliva is at least good at killing germs,” Hannah said dryly. “And it makes wounds heal rapidly. These look like they've been in place for years.”
 
   “I don't understand. I don't understand any of this!” Caitlin said, her voice rising as she started to feel panic welling up in her.
 
   “Shhh,” Hannah said.
 
   The woman put her hand on Caitlin's chest, and Caitlin felt her panic diminishing, felt herself growing calmer.
 
   Then she put her hands on opposite sides of Caitlin's head and stared at her from up close, unblinking, just stared, as Caitlin stared back.
 
   “What – .”
 
   “Shh.”
 
   The woman closed her eyes, but held Caitlin's head between her hands for almost a full minute before releasing her and stepping back.
 
   “Good,” she said.
 
   “Wha-what's good?”
 
   “It doesn't look like they did anything permanent.”
 
   “What? What permanent? What?”
 
   “Anything that would make you a vampire, for one. They haven't marked you either, but you're still especially vulnerable to psychic attack from them now. That will become progressively more difficult the longer you're with the pack.”
 
   “What... pack?”
 
   Hannah smiled and took a syringe out of a plastic wrapper.
 
   “I'm going to take a blood test to make sure nothing else is present. But you seem to be all right, physically at least.”
 
   Caitlin stared at her. “What happened to me?”
 
   Hannah paused a moment. “Well, if you're going to deny vampires exist it will be a little hard to explain. Let's say you were drugged into a semi-conscious state while being fed something to make you extremely horny. How about that?”
 
   “There's no such thing as vampires!”
 
   Hannah nodded. “While you were there, a number of the.. individuals, bit you and drank your blood. Not because they're vampires but just because they're... strange. Fortunately, it seemed like they wanted you to last a little so they didn't take too much too fast. They probably valued you for the sex. You have a very attractive body, after all.”
 
   “I don't believe in vampires!”
 
   “They used to be able to get as many pretty young things as they could and do whatever they wanted with them, but society is more organized now and when young things start disappearing the investigations tend to get pretty sweeping. So girls like you aren't as … disposable as they once were.”
 
   Caitlin's mind shied away from the wall of memories which swept over her, memories of crawling and being used, of endless need and hunger and no satisfaction. Though, of course, every time she'd been mounted she'd felt an incredible rush of pleasure.
 
   “It was like... I was an animal,” she said softly, reaching up to the metal collar securely around her neck.
 
   “Yes, very much like an animal,” Hannah said unsurprised. “That's how they think of everyone else.”
 
   “Who is Benjamin?”
 
   “Benjamin is our leader.”
 
   “Whose leader?!” 
 
   Hannah smiled. “The pack, dear.”
 
   “What... pack?”
 
   “If you don't believe in vampires you probably don't believe in werewolves either.”
 
   Caitlin groaned and put her hands over her face. “This is ridiculous!”
 
   “Just the dark reality behind the myths, dear.”
 
   “I'm leaving! I'm getting out of here!” she said, jumping down from the bench.
 
   Hannah was already shaking her head. “No, you belong to Benjamin.”
 
   “I don't belong to anyone!”
 
   “You can argue that with Benjamin if you like.”
 
   “So how is Benjamin different from Manfred then!?” she exclaimed. “He likes me to crawl around and wear a collar too!”
 
   She reached up, trying to undo the collar, but couldn't feel any latch or lock. She had gold  shackles around her wrists and ankles, as well, probably matching the collar. They were about two inches wide, and very, very smooth on both sides, except for the clips allowing them to be chained together. 
 
   Hannah shrugged. “Think of it this way. Would you rather be a treasured pet or a farm animal?”
 
   She tapped her finger against Caitlin's chest. “The pet gets pampered and given all kinds of treats. The farm animal is fed on and then.. .butchered.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   But I don't want to be a pet, Caitlin thought dazedly, as Derek drove her away from Hannah's in the beamer.
 
   She was sitting in the back, where the windows were more heavily tinted, still naked. 
 
   Derek was not the sympathetic type, though. And now that she'd lost that choker, unless she could steal it again, she had no money, nor even any clothes. And her mind was still overloaded and working overtime trying to process all the impossible, shocking, humiliating, outrageous and frightening things which had happened to her over the past several days.
 
   Especially since all of it was tainted with the most incredible sensory delight! The echo of the pleasure which had coursed through her still made her nipples harden when she focused on those memories!
 
   There was no such thing as vampires!
 
   Of course, it would explain the fangs, and the blood drinking. 
 
   There was no such thing as werewolves either, but she had no idea how to explain Brian's weird furry arms if not for that.
 
   She stared at the back of Derek's head, imagining him turning into some kind of furry monster. Was that even possible!? And if it was, well, she needed to be very, very polite to him and … others like him until she could get the hell out of there!
 
   He turned on the radio as they drove. John Denver was singing 'Country roads” and Derek was humming along with it.
 
   Caitlin shook her head slowly. I am sitting in the back of a car naked, driven by a werewolf who likes John Denver, she thought in disbelief.
 
   No, that simply was NOT possible!
 
   She'd been drugged, and probably suffering the after-effects when she had thought she'd seen Brian's furriness! That made sense, and was much more comforting. These people were all weirdos, and she simply had to get as far from them as possible!
 
   She glanced down at the rings dangling from her nipples, and tsksed in exasperation. She wanted those off! She lifted one in her hand, running her fingers along it, trying to find the clip to open it. Yet it didn't seem to have a clip. It was a perfect sphere with no opening. She tried the other one and it was the same. 
 
   She tugged at them in irritation, but all that did was pull at her nipples. She would have expected that to hurt, but it didn't, really. It was as if... as the woman had said, as if the piercings had been done a year or more ago. There was no ache or soreness at all. And how was that even possible!?
 
   And how was it these stupid things didn't seem to have a latch or seam!? They weren't welded on, for Gods sakes! Her nipples would have been fried!
 
   Frustrated, she folded her arms under her breasts and stared out the window, then examined the gold shackle on her wrist. She ran her finger slowly around it, searching for the seam, looking and feeling very carefully. It had a large ring set on the inside, one which could be opened, so it could lock to the one on her other wrist.
 
   But aside from those, there didn't seem to be any sort of seam or clasp. The ones around her ankles were the same. She glared at Derek, but held her questions and demands. She still felt far too intimidated to talk to him, and wary of getting him upset. What if he turned into a wild beast!?
 
   Which was impossible, she chided herself.
 
   They turned into the grounds and pulled up next to the SUV. She looked around warily as Derek got out and walked around to the passenger side. He opened the door and gestured.
 
   “Out.”
 
   She scowled, but got out of the BMW, and he took her arm and led her inside.
 
   Benjamin was in the living room, or at least, the room she thought of as the living room. She blushed only slightly as he looked her up and down.
 
   “Hannah says no worries,” Derek said.
 
   “Good. Thanks, Derek.”
 
   Derek walked off and Benjamin looked at her, then gestured her forward, pointing at the floor just in front of him. She glowered, but knelt there, then met his eyes defiantly... for about three seconds, before nervously shifting her knees apart.
 
   Doing so immediately sent a small thrill through her which she cursed angrily.
 
   “So. Back again from our little adventure, are we?”
 
   
  
 

“You didn't expect me not to try to get away, did you?”
 
   “Given you've broken your word to me several times I suppose not.”
 
   She flushed in resentment.
 
   “The nipple rings look nice.”
 
   She glared.
 
   “How do they come off!? They don't even seem to have a clasp or a seam!”
 
   “Hannah says they're not dangerous. They're stainless steel with a gold plate.”
 
   “How would she know?”
 
   “She's very good with jewelery.”
 
   “You'd think they'd at least be gold,” she said snippily.
 
   “You weren't that valuable to them. You were mostly just a food source, with some sex thrown in. The only reason they put the rings and  shackles on you were aesthetic. It's not like they needed to worry about you running off. Think of it as dressing up your food to make it look pretty”
 
   She flushed. “And what am I to you but some fuck bunny who saves you having to seduce women!?”
 
   “It isn't an effort for me to seduce women,” he said with a smile. “In fact, quite the opposite. Any woman in the pack would sleep with me if I so much as cocked my finger her way. Most have offered repeatedly.”
 
   “Well bully for them! You're so gorgeous, after all!”
 
   “It's not my physical attractiveness which draws them. Some want to influence me, want to raise their status. Others want to use their bodies to get my protection from others in the pack. Most just lust after me because they can't help it. I'm the pack leader. There is a psychic bond between us which makes them all want to obey me, want to please me. It's an unthinking thing. I don't do it consciously, and they don't want me for any conscious reason. They just want me.”
 
   “I don't believe this nonsense about werewolves and vampires you know,” she said.
 
   “You don't, huh?”
 
   She shook her head firmly.
 
   Matt appeared, looking questioningly at Benjamin, who turned and made a gesture.
 
   “I want you to make a little demonstration for our little slave girl,” he said. 
 
   Matt raised his eyebrows but immediately began to strip off his shirt, then skinned out of his pants as he put his shoes aside. He was naked, and just as attractive as she'd remembered. That little thrum between her legs strengthened.
 
   “I've seen Matt demonstrate his talents already,” she said warily.
 
   Matt grinned. Then his jaw started to push out and darken. It was like... everything seemed to melt and elongate. His whole face pushing out as fur sprouted on it. He dropped to all fours as she scurried back, gaping, and a tail sprouted behind him as fur flowed across his skin. His shoulders narrowed and his hands disappeared into paws.
 
   If it weren't for how calmly Benjamin took it she'd have been out the door already, assuming she could bring herself to move. Caitlin had rolled away and was half hiding behind a large stuffed chair as what looked like the biggest dog she'd ever seen in her life stared at her, tongue lolling out of its very large jaw.
 
   “Fuck off!” she breathed.
 
   The dog bounded across to land behind her and she squealed in fear as it stuck its cold nose in against the small of her back. Caitlin scrambled forward away from it, yelping and starting to jump to her feet. The dog jumped on her back before she was halfway up, though, its paws firmly forcing her back onto all fours.
 
   Which was NOT where she wanted to be with a giant dog on top of her!
 
   She collapsed to the floor, rolling into a ball while the dog sat down, tongue still lolling, looking at her with interest.
 
   “Caitlin,” Benjamin said. “Caitlin.”
 
   She peeked out through her fingers.
 
   “Get back into position,” he said calmly.
 
   Caitlin peeked at the dog, who sat there, almost smirking at her.
 
   “Now, Caitlin. Or do I have to discipline you?”
 
   Gulping, heart pounding, Caitlin eased up to a crouch, then moved as far from the beast as she could, kneeling in front of Benjamin.
 
   “Are you worried he'll kill you?”
 
   “I... it... it... yes!”
 
   “Matt kind of likes you. He has no reason to attack you.”
 
   It was impossible for her to think of the big dog as Matt even though... she'd seen him turn into it!
 
   And then Benjamin's hand seemed to shift and change. Caitlin started to slide backward as it became a large, thick clawed paw, until the dog's damp nose pushed into the small of her back. Then she squealed and jerked forward.
 
   “There is nothing for you to be afraid of,” Benjamin said, holding up his claw.
 
   “This can kill you fairly easily,” he said. 
 
   He held up his other hand, which was perfectly normal, if rather large.
 
   “So can this. With a weapon or not. You know this to be true. You've always know a man my size has the ability to hurt you badly, or kill you, if I'm of a mind to do that. Being able to shift into wolf form does nothing to alter that.”
 
   “I-I-It's impossible!” she gulped.
 
   “Demonstrably untrue,” he said.
 
   “And those … things were... really... vampires?”
 
   “What did they look and act like?”
 
   “But it's impossible!”
 
   He held up his clawed paw.
 
   “Why wouldn't anyone know about it!?”
 
   “Because even if they saw it, as you just did, they'd say 'That's impossible', and everyone else would think them crazy if they ever reported it. Of course, we put a lot of effort into making sure no one we don't trust sees us like this.”
 
   “D-Does this mean if you bite me I'll turn into a … a … werewolf?!” she gulped.
 
   The dog behind let out a little bark that sounded suspiciously like amusement as Benjamin smiled.
 
   “No,” he said. “That isn't, despite the old myths, how it works. You either have the genes for it or you don't.”
 
   She felt a modicum of reassurance.
 
   “You do have some of the genes for it, by the way.”
 
   Caitlin stared at him in horror.
 
   “But they're recessive. It's rather like both parents are brunettes, but their child is a blonde. The gene is in their background but they still have brown hair, or black.”
 
   “So... so I'm not going to be a... uhm, wolf?”
 
   He shook his head.
 
   “So.. what are you going to do with me?”
 
   “You still owe me two million dollars, as I recall.”
 
   She bit her lower lip anxiously.
 
   “More importantly from your perspective, Manfred is in a mood.”
 
   The dog behind her barked again in amusement.
 
   “Manfred in a mood is not a pleasant thing to see,” he continued. “If I'd left you there you'd be dead now.”
 
   “Me?” she squeaked. “What did I do?!”
 
   “When you were a child did you ever throw your toys at the wall?”
 
   She stared at him in confusion.
 
   “Have you ever known an angry drunk to lash out at his wife or children because he was in a bad mood?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “Manfred is an angry drunk who feels no restrictions, who doesn't love you, and who has no fear whatever of being arrested or even investigated if he were to kill you... or any of his people, or anyone else. The vamps have some very good tricks to fog the minds of humans. Even if a cop saw him tear you apart he could convince the cop he'd seen nothing and walk away.”
 
   “But why me!?
 
   “Manfred lashes out at anyone near him. I'm sure his people have all gotten some painful punishments by now because of what happened. But they'll heal a lot better than you would.”
 
   “So I should leave town!” she said.
 
   He chuckled, and the dog barked again. Caitlin turned and glared at it and it lolled its tongue out at her and then leaned in to slide its tongue across her cheek before she could jerk back.
 
   “Manfred has established a psychic link with you,” he said. “It's weak, but he'll be able to know where you are and what you're doing if you're not around the pack.”
 
   “The... what? Why?”
 
   “There is a lot I can't explain to you on a scientific basis you could understand or accept,” he said.
 
   “Let's say he sends out a continuous signal, but there's no cell coverage around here. When you're with any of my people it will break up the psychic signal like a jammer.”
 
   “That's convenient,” she said suspiciously.
 
   “The choker you stole had a similar psychic link with him. The moment it wasn't in our possession again, he knew it, and knew where it was. That's how he found you so quickly. He wasn't looking for you, of course, but it. You were just a throw-in, a snack. He was in a very good mood getting that back, which was probably why he didn't tear your throat out.”
 
   The cold nose pushed into her back again and she squeaked and jerked away, then turned and glared at it again.
 
   “Stop that!” she exclaimed.
 
   She turned her head back towards Benjamin. “Can he... I mean, is he like an animal or can he think and like, understand words?”
 
   “When in that form he does lose some of his humanity. There are.. very powerful instincts that come with the form. But yes, it's still Matt. He can still understand you perfectly well, and he still has a functioning human mind. He's amused, which is why he's doing that. He's teasing you.”
 
   She snorted.
 
   “Would you like to tease him back?”
 
   She looked up at him uncertainly.
 
   “How?”
 
   He smiled. “Assume the position I original had you take for mounting.”
 
   “Uh...”
 
   “I will forbid him to do anything. But his instincts will be very, very strong.”
 
   “UH...”
 
   “Do it. I want to challenge him. Fighting our instincts is one of the most important challenges we face, even in human form.”
 
   “I don't know,” she gulped.
 
   “You don't have to know. You only have to obey. That's the good part about being a slave. It's relaxing. Do it!”
 
   She jerked at his sudden tone, then shifted further away from … Matt, and, heart pounding, fell forward onto all fours.
 
   “Point that sweet little bottom of yours  right at him.”
 
   Gulping, she obeyed, turning her head around. Matt stared at her, and didn't seem to be amused any more. He was up on all fours, looking at her intently.
 
   “Now face down on the floor.”
 
   “Uhm, are you sure?”
 
   “I'm always sure. Do you want a spanking?”
 
   She felt her pulse move faster as she slowly lowered herself to her forearms, then pressed her breasts against the rug.
 
   “Bottom high. Higher. Now shift your knees wider apart.”
Caitlin obeyed, heart pounding. The dog was right behind her, and God only knew what it would want to do!”
 
   She heard it growl, and gasped, starting to rise.
 
   “Stay in position,” Benjamin ordered.
 
   She obeyed, almost without thought, trembling. She was afraid the dog would try to mount her! But there was more than fear swirling around inside her mind and body. She was feeling a rising sense of arousal as she so obscenely displayed herself to both men... even if one of them looked like a giant dog! And the fact Matt was a giant dog made her both aroused and afraid!
 
   She gasped as the dog eased closer.
 
   “Matt,” Benjamin said softly.
 
   The dog growled again.
 
   “He very much wants to mount you,” Benjamin said. “His every instinct is screaming for him to do so.”
 
   Caitlin squeaked.
 
   “Sit, Matt.”
 
   The dog growled again, and took a half step forward.
 
   “Matt.”
 
   The dog whined, then sat down again, licking its lips repeatedly, drooling as it looked at her.
 
   “You can shift back.”
 
   There was an odd sound behind her, and Caitlin shifted her flushed face around, as Matt seemed to slide forward out of a fur coat, a coat that simply disappeared. Then it was Matt, and he had a huge erection.
 
   “Go ahead. You can have her,” Benjamin said.
 
   Caitlin gasped and started to push herself upright but Matt all-but leapt on her, and she shuddered as his hands pushed her back to the floor. His cock jammed in against her thighs until he grasped it and aimed it unerringly at her pussy!
 
   She was extremely wet, but still cried out as he thrust himself home inside her. There was no finesse. He just started to pound her hard and fast and deep. It left her aching and breathless, at first, feeling very much as though, despite his shape, he was still a wild animal!
 
   Even so, with his reverting to man form most of the alarm and fear had faded rapidly, allowing the wild, dark heat her body had been already building up to rush up through her nervous system. It hit her mind like a drug, and she felt her body blossom with hunger, heat and need.
 
   No, no! I'm having a conversation, she thought dazedly. But the sex-heat was strong and building up with every hard thrust of his cock into her volcanic sex! She cried out again and again, her entire body thrumming with passion and pleasure, grunting and moaning as she began to thrust herself back against him.
 
   Her hair was jerked up and back, raising her onto all fours, and she felt his bare skin against her back, his hot breath against her ear as he continued to pound her! His right hand filled itself with her breast, fingers kneading and squeezing as his hips slapped against her buttocks.
 
   The orgasm arrived like an explosion, and she cried out again and again as her pussy burned and spasmed around Matt's pounding cock! She wallowed in a hot, churning sea of delicious passion and pleasure, grunting and gasping and moaning as she drove herself back against his every thrust!
 
   God! It was so good! It was sooooo good!
 
   She felt as though her brain was getting scrambled as her head bounced up and down and her entire body was jarred by every hard, pounding impact! Not that she cared, of course.
 
   Matt drove himself in so deep she cried out in pain, then held himself there briefly, jerked back only slightly, and thrust again, and again, and again, in short, furious strokes until he stopped with a low moan.
 
   She felt him softening as he drew back, and she groaned, rolling onto her side as he pulled himself to his feet and staggered back towards his clothes.
 
   She rolled onto her back with a groan, looking at Benjamin, who had a faint smile on his face. Matt got dressed and left the room, and she continued to stare at Benjamin, an idea suddenly appearing in her mind. It grew as she gained more and more control of her faculties, and she sat up slowly.
 
   “How come I was so... horny around the … vampires?”
 
   “They can fog your mind, make you think and feel all manner of things. They can make you terrified or put you into orgasm with barely a thought.”
 
   “Is that...why I'm so horny around you guys?” she gulped, glaring accusingly.
 
   He shook his head with a snort of amusement.. “We don't have those tricks. There is a … psychic thing among the pack, yes. And that you have the gene in you does give you a bit of a sense of that. But mainly, it's you. You're aroused because you're aroused.”
 
   “Why haven't I ever been aroused like this before then!?”
He grinned.
 
   “Oh right. You're amazing. I forgot. So is Matt. So is Brian. So is Derek.”
 
   “The most important sexual organ is the one between your ears. Have you ever heard that? You're aroused by the situation, by the outrageousness of what you're doing, by its forbidden nature. The more pleasure you get from it the more it excites you the next time. Your inhibitions are melting away, and your mind is becoming more and more into sex and sexuality as the remembered pleasure continues to affect it.”
 
   “What are you, a doctor?”
 
   “As a matter of fact. I did major in psychology.”
 
   She stared at him.
 
   “So it's not just being pounded by big cocks?”
 
   He frowned. “I don't like obscenities.”
 
   “You made me beg you to fuck me!”
 
   “Different situation.”
 
   She almost rolled her eyes.
 
   “And how is you're all so... big anyway?”
 
   He grinned again. “If you can change your shape, well...”
 
   “You mean... you can... uh... make it bigger!?”
 
   He smiled.
 
   “That's impossible!”
 
   She bit her lower lip. “Am I gonna get pregnant or get some kind of disease?”
 
   “Vampires can't get people pregnant or give them diseases.”
 
   “What about uhm...”
 
   “You were on the pill before. I found them in your bag.”
 
   “Yes, but...”
 
   “The vampires can't get you pregnant, and Hannah gave you an injection.”
 
   “What? When!?”
 
   “When she was taking blood samples. You didn't notice?”
 
   She frowned. “I was a little rattled at the time.”
 
   “Anyway, it will protect you for six months or so.”
 
   “And what am I going to be doing for … six months?”
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   “This house has an excellent air filtration system,” he said. “So it's unlikely there would be much dust. It's also, as you might have noticed, mostly empty. I use it because it's where the pack leader has always lived, and, let's face it, it's quite comfortable. It's also isolated and I can have any number of the pack over for meetings.”
 
   “Of course, it does need minimal upkeep. Which is where you come in.”
 
   What that meant, Caitlin discovered, was that she had to vacuum the whole house! The house had an central vacuum system, but even so, she had to go over every square inch of it, using the hose. She had to clean the tables in the rooms he used frequently, do the laundry, and even take care of the pool!
 
   She was, in effect, the maid, she thought indignantly. Of course, she was a maid who slept with her employer whenever he wanted!
 
   The sex was mind blowing, but still!
 
   She wore no french maids outfit, however. She wore nothing. She complained that wasn't sanitary, but replied that she wasn't going to be sitting on anything so that wasn't much of an issue.
 
   On the upside, she was allowed to walk upright, except when he wanted to her to crawl. And his discipline, while it sometimes hurt,  tended to end in orgasms.
 
   Also on the upside, she got to do some really, really kinky stuff she never would have dared on her own. She had never really seen herself as particularly sensuous or sexual. Now she reveled in the way he and the others looked at her, and some part of her felt a hot thrill and rush of pleasure the more they lusted after her.
 
   But there was more. It was as if... as if this slave nonsense of his exempted her from the moral standards of behavior she'd grown up with. Not even a slut walked around naked, but if she had no choice, if it wasn't her decision, then she couldn't really be held responsible for flaunting herself. And if she really didn't have any choice about who to have sex with, well, again, her morality couldn't be faulted.
 
   None of the decisions were hers. She couldn't really be called a slut or a whore or anything else with any accuracy when she was acting on his orders. 
 
   That, at least, was the thin veneer she was clinging to. But its presence gave her something like a free pass to engage in any kind of sexual antics he decided she ought to be doing without feeling like she needed to put up a show of resistance. Nor was there even the pretense of equality, so she didn't have to defend her pride either.
 
   Like she would have when Benjamin put a stripper pole in his bedroom.
 
   That had been a daunting sight the first time she'd seen it. She'd blushed, looking at him as he watched her and grinned.
 
   “I'm not a stripper!”
 
   “Every female is a stripper in her mind.”
 
   She bit her lip. It wasn't as though she hadn't had the odd fantasy but...
 
   “I don't know what you're supposed to do on these things,” she said sourly.
 
   “That's why we have the internet. You might also start exercising.  You're starting to look pudgy.”
 
   “I am not!” she said in outrage.
 
   He smirked.
 
   There was a gym, with a lot of exercise gear, and he insisted she use it, demonstrating various pieces of equipment, and a variety of moves that were somewhere between yoga and pilates to tone her body. She at least got to put towels down when she used the leather seated equipment. But she could wear no clothing. Ever.
 
   It was odd how she got used to it.
 
   She had work to do, and did it. It wasn't hard or complicated. The exercise was mandatory, so she did that, too, for almost an hour a day. He taught her how to cook, and she began to make breakfasts, though she still had to kneel by the table for him to feed her.
 
   They showered together, and she cleaned his body, even as he taunted her with his slippery fingers, not letting her climax until he was completely clean.
 
   And she'd begged long enough and earnestly enough.
 
   Then again, he could make her climax almost at will, it seemed. It took only a minute or so for his fingers to bring her off, and she seemed to lose her mind every time he got his cock into her. She felt almost constantly aroused, too. It wasn't the mindless animal heat she'd felt with the vampires, but more of a background thing she could ignore if she wished to.
 
   When he had visitors, she got drinks for them, or snacks, and knelt as they talked. She blushed at first, but she started to get used to being naked around people. Most of them, anyway. 
 
   She still got embarrassed when the women looked at her. She felt as if she was letting down the team, especially the tougher ones. She knew what they must think of her. Here they were wanting to be thought of as equals and she was this little naked sex toy acting like the men probably fantasized all women should act.
 
   Molly particularly disapproved of her.
 
   “What's her problem anyway?” she demanded, as she returned to the kitchen after serving Benjamin's guests, which unfortunately included her.
 
   “Who? Molly?” 
 
   Matt sat at the kitchen table, working on repairing a toaster.
 
   “The queen bitch herself.”
 
   “You got that right.”
 
   “She sure thinks she's the queen.”
 
   “More or less,” he said. “That's the way it works in the pack.”
 
   “So she's like, top dog on the girl side?”
 
   “Uh huh. She's Benjamin's mate.”
 
   “What?! They're married!?”
 
   Matt looked up. “Not exactly. But by pack law the top alphas are mated.”
 
   “How come she doesn't live here?!”
 
   “Well, for one thing they don't really like each other much.”
 
   “Oh great.”
 
   “For another, she's a lesbian?”
 
   Caitlin stared at him, jaw dropping.
 
   “You didn't know?”
 
   “No! How can they be married if she's a lesbian!?”
 
   “I told  you, it's not the same. They're mated, not married. It's a law.”
 
   “But... then what do they... do?”
 
   “It's more a hierarchical thing. By being top alpha female she gets to push almost everyone else around.”
 
   “Including you?”
 
   “Definitely.”
 
   “But she still has to do what Benjamin says, right?”
 
   “Yes. There's no equal rights amendment among werewolves. Martin and Brian are above her as well. They're his right and left hands. But to everyone else, she's the queen. ”
 
   Her being a lesbian put another angle on Molly's hostility. So not only did she disapprove of Caitlin running around naked like some fuck bunny, but she resented her screwing her husband! And, of course, as a lesbian, she would disapprove of Caitlin's sexual antics even more!
 
   But it also helped explain why Benjamin kept Caitlin around as his little sex toy!
 
   * * *
 
   After a few days of  getting into the role of naked maid Caitlin went back to work at the bar.  Only now she knew it wasn't really a bar. It was more of a clubhouse and meeting point for Benjamin and his people. They conducted some business there, and Benjamin met with members of his 'pack' who had questions or requests.
 
   What their business consisted of was none of her business, apparently. Certainly no one she'd asked seemed to have much interest in telling her.
 
   And Benjamin had upped the ante on just how much of a challenge her presence would be. She had cringed, at first, in going out into the bar in the little pink t-shirt. Now she had nothing on but her collar and restraints! Of course, by then she was starting to get used to being seen naked in front of a number of people.
 
   It still did things to her mind, though. To Caitlin, 'naked' was inextricably linked to 'sex' whenever she wasn't alone. In fact, more and more often even if she WAS alone!
 
   She had been anxious and self-conscious at the start of her 'shift', begging Benjamin for something to wear until a short, sharp spanking quieted her. It was only a half dozen blows, but Matt observed it with a smile, and that made it even more embarrassing!
 
   Matt had to almost force her out from behind the bar when the first two people showed up, and her face flamed as she went over them to take their order. Fortunately, they were older men, and they only grinned at her appreciatively as she took their orders.
 
   Her mind still squirmed at the way they looked at her, both when she approached, and when she left. And the squirming only got worse as the next group came in, and the next. She was only grateful it was so dimly lit!
 
   She began to get used to it, at least. You could only be mortified at being seen naked so often before you got used to being seen, stared at, and lusted over. 
 
   And then, slowly, it started to be kind of... exciting. She was completely naked, after all! Benjamin hadn't even given her shoes to wear! So she was padding back and forth across the floor completely naked under the eyes of, first a half dozen, then a dozen, then two dozen people! Most of them were men, and whenever she got close enough to see them their eyes were on her like dogs looking at a steak.
 
   Perhaps an unfortunate metaphor, she thought, as she approached the newest bunch. They were younger, and she dreaded the younger ones. They stared at her even more intently. 
 
   “You have really nice tits,” one of the men said.
 
   “Thanks. Beer? Rum? Vodka?”
 
   The eyes of the man on the other side of the table were fixed considerably lower, making her nervous. But not just nervous. She was starting to get turned on by all this male attention. And the fact they weren't allowed to touch her even made it weirdly like being a cock-tease or something. Though no cock-tease had ever dressed quite this nakedly!
 
   Of course, it hadn't been her idea, and she was pretty sure they all knew it. That didn't stop them from looking, though, from staring.
 
   At least she didn't have to fend off any 'date' requests. Nobody asked her what she was doing when she got off, or anything like that. They all knew who she belonged to. And nobody was willing to challenge Benjamin's judgment. Doing so, she was given to understand, required a fairly nasty physical fight.
 
   So she was free to tease, though she wasn't sure it could be called that when she had no clothes at all. Wearing a tiny skirt would be a tease. Wearing a top with really deep cleavage was a tease. Wearing super tight pants, or short shorts or lowslung jeans with visible thong were teases. She was just all full frontal, in your face naked.
 
   Maybe they'd just get used to it. She'd heard people did that on nudist beaches. But there, everyone was naked. Here it was just her.
 
   Within the first hour she'd been pulled into laps twice, with tongues stuffed halfway down her throat and hands between her legs that were, though eager, also seemingly quite skilled. Benjamin had had to pull her away both times, and then sat down to discuss things with the men there.
 
   The wonder of it was that neither time really bothered her. She wasn't really terribly embarrassed, indignant or outraged. Compared to what she'd already been through it was pretty minor stuff. 
 
   The third time had been more scary. The young man in the booth had stared fixedly at her as she'd  taken orders, then there had been a crackling tension in the air and his body had started to shift, tearing his clothes apart.  She'd yelped and run for it while his table-mates had grabbed him. Benjamin had been there quickly, and the man... dog, wolf, whatever he was, had been hustled outside.
 
   “Holy shit!” she said, peeking over the counter, hiding next to Matt.
 
   “Uh huh,” he said, pouring a beer.
 
   “Did he really change into an animal because of me!?”
 
   Matt chuckled. “Our instincts are far and away more powerful than for most people. That doesn't mesh well with being civilized sometimes. Wolves have sex any time they're in the mood, you see, just like going to the bathroom. They don't feel shame, and there's nothing rude about it. It's how they are.”
 
   “Humans don't. Humans have a whole social construct designed to keep everything in its proper place. That's particularly because unlike female wolves, human women don't go into heat.”
 
   He eyed her with a smirk. “Well, most don't.”
 
   “Very funny!” she said.
 
   She watched the door close behind them.
 
   “So do female uh... werewolves go into heat?”
 
   “Yup.”
 
   “Oh wow. Lucky males then, huh?”
 
   “It's not that simple. Females don't go into heat as wolves do, at a particular time. Female heat is triggered by a lot of things. It's kind of like... well... you. I mean, you get turned on, and then you get really turned on.”
 
   “But I'm not a werewolf!”
 
   “But you have some of the same genetics. There's also a kind of psychic link between us that transmits emotions and feelings back and forth. If you get aroused, for example, they sense it. That turns them on. Then they're broadcasting this heat thing and that hits you and makes you even more aroused, which then gets reflected back at them.”
 
   “But I'm not a – .”
 
   “I know. I know. It doesn't tend to work much on humans. But humans aren't usually in your position.”
 
   “You mean face down with my ass in the air?”
 
   He grinned again. “I mean surrounded by the pack continuously, naked, having sex with us a lot, in groups. It might be you're being more influenced than most people. You'd have to talk to Hannah about that. She's our expert.”
 
   She straightened, now that they were gone.
 
   “Why does Benjamin keep putting me out there like that then?”
 
   “Because it's important that we be able to control our animal instincts,” he said, his voice serious this time. “Otherwise, one of us gets really angry and next thing you know we're tearing out of our clothes. Lust is almost as powerful an instinct, so he's getting the younger guys  used to having to control themselves, no matter what.”
 
   “And do you control yourself, no matter what?” she asked, looking down to where his hand was softly caressing and squeezing her buttocks.
 
   He grinned. “In this form. Don't tempt me in wolf form. Or you might find out what inter-species sex is like.”
 
   “Eeeww!” she said, wrinkling her face in distaste.
 
   She went back out front, reluctantly, but everyone else seemed to be able to mind their manners. There was a definite sexual tension in the air, though, whenever she went near one of the tables. Of course, for her, the sexual tension was continuous, which meant she was getting more and more turned on.
 
   She half wished one of them would grab her and .. do it! But not in front of the whole bar! Then again, the thought of doing it right out in front of a bunch of people sent a strange, dark thrill up through her belly. Only a total skank would do that, of course, but then, she was a slave girl, so nobody could hold her responsible...
 
   She sighed. It was going to be a long shift if she had to be horny the whole time. Maybe she could do something with Matt in the back later, if Benjamin didn't mind.
 
   * * *
 
   The rooms in the mansion were all luxurious and beautiful. It was a strange life living there, and yet being more of a servant than a resident. She still slept in her cage most nights. It was a luxurious cage, but still a cage, and she'd started hinting to Benjamin that maybe she'd earned more. 
 
   He was not impressed.
 
   It had, after all, been less than a week since she'd gotten back from running away and trying to rob him. She was lucky not to be back in the closet, or observation room, as he termed it.
 
   Observing what? Who put a window in a tiny closet anyway? It was an old house, though, and an odd one.
 
   At the least the windows had been updated. They were modern casement windows, which cranked open and closed. The good part about that was she could crank a window open, slip off the screen, and then wash the outside of the window fairly easily. And washing windows was one of her chores as Benjamin's slave girl.
 
   She brooded about that. She had a lot of talents. She could surely offer him something more than maid service and sex.
 
   She cranked open the next window with a sigh, then popped the screen out. She sprayed both sides of the window, then began rubbing, watching carefully for streaks. At least with casements she could do both sides at once, and easily remove the streaks she found.
 
   Of course, that involved leaning forward quite a bit to reach the farther corner of the window. And wolves, she had discovered, could move very quickly. 
 
   “Well, little scullery maid. How is your work going?”
 
   The voice startled her, even more because it was a familiar, and not loved voice. It was Molly. She jerked upright and spun around with a gasp, looking up into the blonde woman's stern face.
 
   “Uhm... fine,” she gulped.
 
   Molly folded her arms under her breasts. “Fine what?”
 
   “Fine... uhm... Molly?” she gulped uncertainly.
 
   Molly spun her around so quick she hadn't even seen her move. She gasped in pain as her arm was forced back behind her and strong hands jerked her head back by the hair.
 
   “Did I give you permission to use my name, little sex slave?”
 
   “N-No! I'm sorry!” Caitlin gasped. “I don't know what to call you!”
 
   “Well now, I've never had a sex slave,” Molly said in disdain. “You call Benjamin sir, don't you.”
 
   It wasn't a question.
 
   “I don't like the term madam. It makes me seem like either an old lady or someone running a cathouse.”
 
    She paused a moment, and Caitlin gasped as her head was forced back even more sharply.
 
   “How about mistress. That sounds trite but somehow appropriate. Try that.”
 
   “Yes... mistress!” Caitlin croaked, her arm on fire.
 
   She was jerked back, almost sent flying, but caught by someone else, another woman. She recognized the woman, vaguely, as one from the club. She was short and slender, big busted, with shaggy black hair done in a kind of punkish look that made her look like she was barely out of her teens, if that.
 
   But the girl caught her easily, giving her a jaundiced look. She released her, looking her up and down, and then to Caitlin's surprise, cupped her breasts, lifting them up and squeezing them. It wasn't a sexual thing, but more clinical, as if assessing them.
 
   “Hey!” she said, slapping at her hands.
 
   She gasped and was jerked back by the hair again.
 
   “Are you being rude, little sex slave?” Molly demanded.
 
   “N-No... mistress!” she gasped.
 
   “It looked like you were being rude to me.”
 
   “Amazing. They are real,” the other girl said.
 
   Caitlin heard a snort of contempt, and was thrown forward again, right into the short girl, who again, caught her easily by the shoulders and arms, then shoved her back, a little more gently. She felt herself caught from behind once again, and her head forced up and back by the hair.
 
   I have to get my hair cut, she thought frantically!
 
   “Do you only like tempting the boys, little sex slave?” Molly purred. “Don't you like girls, too?”
 
   Oh shit, Caitlin thought!
 
   “N-Not really!” she gulped.
 
   “I don't think sex slaves get to choose who they service,” Molly said.
 
   It occurred to Caitlin to proclaim herself not a sex slave. But every time she'd done that in the past it had been unsuccessful. The truth was, at least for now, in a lot of ways, that was exactly what she was.
 
   Sort of.
 
   “Besides, Benjamin sent Amy here to teach you how to dance.”
 
   She chuckled softly. “Amy. Teach her how to dance.”
 
   The girl slid forward to her knees so smoothly Caitlin was somewhat awed. But then her hands, small but very strong, jerked her thighs apart as she pushed her face up into her groin. Her tongue licked out, soft, even delicate, tracing the line of Caitlin's sex, then... then it was as if she opened her mouth and took Caitlin into it!
 
   “Oh! Oh please!” she gasped, wriggling against Molly's iron hard hold.
 
   It was almost like a dog had clamped its jaws over here... right there!
 
   But though there was pressure, there was no pain. The girl wasn't biting her. Instead Caitlin could feel the steady movement of air in and out, sliding across her sensitive flesh as the girl breathed. Then that tongue, wickedly soft and warm and moist, slid into her body. It was a .. new sensation. Matt had shown her some oral sex, but he had never done this!
 
   She gasped in shock as the tongue seemed to slide absurdly deep inside her! It twisted and writhed within her body, stroking in and out with rapid little movements that produced sensations like none she'd ever felt before. It seemed to curl up and in and then... then it slid across that special spot, deep inside, that spot that she'd never felt anyone touch until she'd started having sex with these guys with their monster cocks.
 
   She wasn't sure what it was. Perhaps it was that rumored 'G-spot” she'd occasionally heard women talk of. It had felt really great when the guys hit it. But now to feel a tongue on it! Her eyes felt like rolling back in her head! Her hips were starting to grind all on their own. A flood of hot steam seemed to billow up inside her as she let out a squeak of shock.
 
   Back and forth, back and forth, back and forth that tongue moved, caressing her, and she felt her hips move with it as she gurgled in overheated pleasure.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh!” she mewled.
 
   Then the tongue eased out and the girl's jaw loosened. Her mouth moved up and her tongue sought a new target.
 
   Her clitoris.
 
   At the same time, the small woman's fingers slid into her now sopping pussy as her lips closed around her clit, and Caitlin let out a helpless cry of pleasure as she started to suck on her! Her tongue moved so fast, so smoothly! And somehow she could suck, even while tonguing her! 
 
   Her fingers, meanwhile, were pumping in and out of her, making the opening to her sex ache. For the girl wasn't content with one or two fingers, nor even three. Now she had four inside her, and Caitlin whimpered and groaned helplessly, hips grinding against her with growing desperation as the sexual heat turned into a firestorm within her mind.
 
   Matt's mouth had nothing on this girl!
 
   She heard a throaty chuckle behind her, and the grip on her hair eased, then shifted. There was a sudden quick motion, and Caitlin was twisted around to face her. She discovered Molly had now jumped up and was sitting casually on the window ledge. She was wearing a short leather skirt, which she pulled up with a smirk to show Caitlin she was wearing nothing underneath.
 
   “Show me what you're good at, sex slave,” she purred, pulling her face down between her legs.
 
   What she was good at was just about nothing at that moment, because her mind was caught in a raging flood of overheated sensations and impulses. Caitlin shuddered and moaned, thrusting herself back, now, at the girl behind her, who had adjusted, and was now sliding her fingers back inside her.
 
   A sharp twist in her hair made her cry out in pain.
 
   “Lick me, slut,” Molly growled. “If you don't know what to do you're going to learn.”
 
   She didn't know what to do, exactly. She knew what Matt had done, and she knew what this girl, whose name she'd already forgotten, had done. But there was no way she could equal this girl! She licked at Molly, all inhibitions buried by the flooding waves of heat, her nipples pinpoints of fire as she licked frantically at the woman's sex.
 
   But a shocked thought pushed through her fever, a shock of excitement and heat, of fear and alarm, of passion and exultation.
 
   The girl wasn't content to have four fingers inside her.
 
   She could now feel them wedged together, could feel the thumb pushing in, could feel the strain as the lips of her sex were stretched wider and wider!
 
   Omygod, she thought! OhmyGod! OhmyGod! OhmyGod!
 
   She let out a long, shuddering wail of denial mixed with shocked arousal as she felt the knuckles of the girl's small hand slowly forced through the taut lips of her sex. Then there was physical relief, as the pressure eased, the hand narrowing now. The palm of her hand slid forward, and the tension eased further, as her pussy lips closed around the girl's wrist.
 
   Her wrist!
 
   “Lick me, slut,” Molly growled.
 
   She twisted her fingers in Caitlin's hair, forcing her face in against her again, then reached a hand downward. Caitlin yelped as her nipple was pinched.
 
   “Lick.”
 
   She licked wildly, desperately, moaning as she felt the girl's lips sucking at her clitoris, felt her tongue, impossibly agile, sweeping in and out across it. Her body was literally shaking with the sexual passion and heat as she made wild, animal noises she didn't even recognize.
 
   She felt the girl's hand push deeper, turning slowly within the elastic sheath of her pussy. The individual fingers stroked and caressed, moving higher, and still higher.
 
   The girl sucked hard on her clitoris, and Caitlin exploded into orgasm. There was no thought but the wild shrieking of pleasure as she rammed herself back against the girl's hand and mouth, crying out again and again as Molly held her hair firmly, and spread her hand out to knead and roughly squeeze her breast.
 
   Like a volcano erupting, the fiery lava washed over her, and her mind tumbled and turned on the flooding waves as convulsions wracked her body. She felt her knees fail her, and would have tumbled, but for the firm grip on her hair. The girl below reacted quickly, though, her other hand gripping her leg quickly, steadying her.
 
   She barely stayed conscious. Her face was lolling, face covered in sweat, by the time her mind was capable of any sort of rational thought again. Not much time seemed to have passed, though. She was in the same position, her face between Molly's thighs. 
 
   And the girl's hand was still inside her, deeper. She whimpered as Molly pulled at her hair.
 
   “Lick,” she ordered again.
 
   Gulping in air, eyes glassy, Caitlin licked, even as the hand inside her turned and twisted. She felt the fingers stretching out. No, that wasn't it. Each finger was pulling in, curling in, pulling into the palm until they were gone, forming a fist deep inside her.
 
   Which moved further into her body!
 
   The girl was licking idly at her clitoris, but now began to suck and massage it as well. Her fist turned slowly inside her, right, then left, then right. Then it slowly eased back. It didn't ease back far, though, before pushing forward once again.
 
   The girl was small. She probably bought in the petite section. But a fist, even that of a small girl, was even thicker than those big cocks she'd started to get used to. She groaned as it pushed deeper, her entire body sort of pushing up with it, lifted higher, until Molly's grip on her hair kept her from moving any further. Then the fist pushed up into the deepest part of her pussy so that she let out a warbling cry of pleasure and pain.
 
   It eased back, and she felt her hips pulling back with it.
 
   “Lick!”
 
   She licked as best she could, as she remembered Matt doing, and tried to use her lips to massage and suck on the woman's clitoris. But her mind wasn't really into it. The more the girl's fist moved inside her, the more her interior muscles seemed to adapt, and that just let it move more easily. The strokes grew longer, deeper, and Caitlin felt herself being flooded with sensations once again.
 
   The orgasm tore her mind apart and she screamed, bucking back violently, grunting and moaning and crying out at the intensity of the pleasure sweeping over her. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Caitlin hardly knew what was happening after that, except that she vaguely heard Molly's voice, filled with disgust.
 
   “Useless whore,” it said. “You show her what she needs to know.”
 
   She didn't care that Molly was gone. She was glad Molly was gone. She was sweating heavily, she realized, still standing, if barely, only because she was belly down across the windowsill. She pushed herself slowly  up, gasping, moaning, sweating and trembling.
 
   The girl's fist was still inside her. She squeaked as the knuckles ground across something that might have been her cervix.
 
   “Oh! Oh, please!” she gasped.
 
   “Aren't you going to call me mistress, little slave girl?” the girl asked from behind her.
 
   “Please, mistress!” she gasped.
 
   The girl was certainly younger than her, and smaller, but that didn't matter. 
 
   “Oh!” she cried, head jerking up and back as the fist shoved into her.
 
   She heard the girl chuckling, then she eased up onto her feet to stand next to Caitlin. Caitlin would have topped her by six inches if she wasn't bent over, clutching the windowsill. 
 
   “Such a pretty baby,” the girl purred, fist easing down, down, down.
 
   “OH!” Caitlin cried, as the fist drove up into her hard.
 
   She leapt up, halfway through the window.
 
   “A little hard? Sorry,” the girl said, almost sounding sincere.
 
   She tugged on her hair to pull her back inside.
 
   “Spread your legs. Grab the window.”
 
   Caitlin obeyed, gasping, arms across the windowsill. The girl's hand moved slowly back down her pussy tube, then slowly pushed back up. God! It was like being fucked by a really big, hard cock!
 
   “I have a lot to show you, little slave girl. I want you in the right frame of mind,” she said.
 
   The hand moved in and out in a slow, even movement that her pussy started to get used to. Caitlin clung to the window again, breasts hanging down, gasping and grunting as the girl pushed in and out. Her other hand slid up and down Caitlin's bare back, caressing her, gliding down to squeeze her buttocks, sliding up her side to cup and knead her breasts.
 
   That fist just kept moving in and out, up and down. It started to move faster as the girl's other hand slid in under her and her fingers found Caitlin's clitoris. The heat inside redoubled, and Caitlin shuddered, dropping her head low, groaning as she rolled her hips and thrust back at the pumping fist.
 
   It moved faster, and faster, hurting now, but she didn't care. She cried out every time the girl thrust it into her belly, but she still drove herself back against it, her cries of pleasure becoming louder and louder until they turned to screams as the orgasm hit.
 
   It was an orgasm like few she'd ever felt. It peaked, plateaued, then eased down, but didn't come all the way down. Instead, like a soaring bird, it curved up again, until she was crying out once more, frantically jamming herself back onto the girl's fist as her mind was battered by a howling storm of sensations.
 
   Down, down, down and then curving back up again, so that, though she barely had the breath to do it, she began to cry out in pleasure again and again and again. 
 
   Somehow she found herself face down on the floor. Her hips were still up, though, her legs still spread, and the girl's fist was still thrusting in and out of her, using long, deep strokes that made her cry out and shudder. Her face was pressed into the wall next to the floor as she trembled and shook. Her insides ached horribly, as if every muscle had been strained.
 
   “Please!” she half sobbed, “Please! No more! Please!”
Anther orgasm made the words screams and then she was off again as the girl chuckled and thrust into her, fist pumping hard and deep.
 
   * * *
 
   “Now this is how I like my students. Nice and docile,” the girl, Amy said, a half hour later.
 
   Caitlin didn't care what she said. She knelt between her legs, arms locked behind her, licking the girl's pussy as small fingers combed through her hair. She was drained, shell-shocked, and so simply did as she was told, without thought or regret. She licked where she was told, as hard and as fast as she was told, sucked as she was told.
 
   When she failed she got a nipple twisted, which hurt, so she tried not to fail.
 
   But it was a dazed sort of attention, with many of her mind's higher functions still too blasted by the storm of pleasure to really care what she was doing.
 
   When a firmer pull on her hair dragged her up between Amy's spread legs, up the length of her body until she was laying atop her as the girl sat on the chair, she didn't show any of the reluctance she might have earlier. She didn't have a thing for girls but then again... well, after that mind blowing series of orgasms, her entire sexual orientation might just have changed!
 
   The girl was a good kisser, she had to admit that, as the girl's lips moved moistly, but not too moistly against hers. One hand was in Caitlin's hair, holding her firmly atop her, while the other ran up and down the front of her body, kneading her breast or skimming lightly across her pussy.
 
   She was so sensitive there that even that light touch made her gasp as her  hips jerked.
 
   “You're getting much better,” Amy said, caressing her cheek.
 
   Caitlin didn't say anything, but felt relief, and something like pleasure.
 
   “Of course, you'll never be as good as me.”
 
   Amy pushed her tongue out... and out... and out.
 
   Caitlin stared in fascination. The girl could not only lick her own chin, she could slide her tongue up to touch her own eye!
 
   “H-How?” she croaked wonderingly.
 
   Amy grinned. “You'd be amazed how much you can stretch your tongue. Human women who can touch their chin with their tongues are not unknown. And Molly... well, Molly can be a hard taskmistress. As you learned.”
 
   “But...”
 
   “And, of course, as a were, I can change small elements of the shape of my body when I want to.”
 
   “Ahh,” Caitlin said softly.
 
   “You can't do that, but you can do some tongue exercises that will make your tongue stretch and make it stronger.”
 
   “I'm not... a lesbian,” she moaned.
 
   “So? Neither am I. Molly is, though, so you can believe I and all the other girls have learned to please her. A happy Molly is way better than an unhappy Molly. Besides, you can use that tongue to do some really fascinating things with the guys too.”
 
   She pushed her back downwards, and Caitlin slid down until she was kneeling again.
 
   “Start again, little sex slave. Show me what you've learned,” Amy said.
 
   Amy sighed, and started licking. It wasn't as if she had a choice, after all.
 
   She continued to lick, to suck, to use her lips to massage the girl, as Amy directed. And she managed to produce two orgasms in the little brunette, though they weren't the crazed things Caitlin had felt.
 
   Amy unhooked her hands and then led her down the corridor to Benjamin's room... and the pole.
 
   She bit her lip as she looked at it.
 
   “Put your back against it,” Amy ordered.
 
   Caitlin obeyed, and Amy drew her arms up above her head, then back behind the pole, before locking them together.
 
   Then she knelt before her and demonstrated how much better she was at oral sex.
 
   “Oh please!” Caitlin gasped, her hips grinding and bucking, her body inflamed. “Please! Please Mistress Amy!” 
 
   She couldn't stand another orgasm! Her insides ached so fiercely! Her muscles were all worn out!
 
   Amy … chewed... her way slowly up her body, up along her taut belly, up over her breasts, until she was lip-locked with Caitlin, her thigh pushing forward, rubbing up and down against Caitlin's pussy.
 
   “Are you ready to learn how to dance, slave girl?” Amy asked softly.
 
   Caitlin was riding a surge of sexual energy as  Amy unlocked her restraints and pulled her away from the pole. She knelt, sitting on her heels, as she watched the girl dance, watched her swing herself wildly around the pole, sometimes upside down! The girl moved like a gymnast!
 
   “Now you.”
 
   “I couldn't possibly!”
 
   “Try. Start slowly. Move in time to the music.”
 
   Holding the pole Caitlin  pushed her bottom back, rolling it in slow, seductive circles in time to the music, legs apart. 
 
   She twisted around, back to the pole, gripping it above her head, still grinding her hips awkwardly.
 
   “You have to look hot.”
 
   “I am hot,” she groaned.
 
   “Then show it, and show it to your audience. That's me. Show me how hot you are and how much you want it.”
 
   Caitlin groaned, twisting and turning around the pole, giving Amy salacious looks as she slid low, then up again. She jumped, gripping the pole high, wrapping her thighs around it, and slid slowly down, gasping at a surge of heat as her pussy slid along the metal.
 
   She wondered how you could be a stripper without clothes. Maybe she could ask Benjamin. And with the clothes, maybe she could escape! But what if he was right about the vampires? Then they'd find her and... eat her up!
 
   They were definitely not nice people. Her memories of that time were imbued with a scalding heat, but she could remember how nasty they were, even so. She could think of any number of ways she could redesign this place, a new wall here, taking out a wall there...
 
   And just like that, Molly was standing beside her.
 
   She halted, gulping, heart racing as the blonde against the door.
 
   “Keep moving,” Amy said.
 
   Blushing a bit, she continued to dance, to wriggle, to grind herself against the pole. She had sort of gotten used to Amy, but now Molly, who she definitely was wary of, had entered the picture. Besides, there were now two fully dressed women there watching her wriggle around naked on a stripper pole, and that triggered her self-consciousness.
 
   She had kind of gotten used to guys, but not girls.
 
   “Think she can make us some money?”
 
   “Of course. She's beautiful,” Amy said.
 
   “You're just as cute,” Molly said, coming forward.
 
   “I'm cute in a college girl-next-door way. She's got that more sophisticated look. Especially if you were to put makeup on her. And she's got a nice body with great tits.”
 
   “Yours are bigger.”
 
   “Hers are perfect. They freaking well  defy gravity”
 
   Molly snorted.
 
   “I don't think Benjamin wants her working the clubs though.”
 
   “He can't keep her taunting the guys in the clubhouse forever. Then what? Is he going to have her laying around in her cage while he's there? Waste of valuable girl flesh. With you, Karen and Tory at the Bare Fax that should be more than enough to cover her from the vamps.”
 
   “She's not going to be a stripper.”
 
   Neither of them seemed surprised as Benjamin showed up.
 
   “Why not? Is she too good for it?” Molly demanded.
 
   Benjamin looked at her a long moment. “She's not pack.”
 
   “So? She's a fucking slave. Slaves do whatever you want them to.”
 
   “Yes, whatever I want them to. And I don't want her as a stripper,” Benjamin said, giving her that look again.
 
   “So Amy has to strip for those salivating men and your precious little slut doesn't?”
 
   “Amy doesn't have to except that you use the stripping to remind her and the others who's the boss.”
 
   He looked at Amy, and as if there was an unspoken message, the girl got up and left. Then he turned back to look at Molly, and Caitlin could feel the tension between them.
 
   “You don't need to crush everyone flat to make yourself stand out,” he said. “That's something you don't seem to have ever learned.”
 
   “The little sluts like it anyway.”
 
   Benjamin leaned forward, into her personal space. “I could make you like it,” he said.
 
   She scowled. “You try it and ...”
 
   “And what?”
 
   She glared, and then stalked out.
 
   Benjamin watched her go, staring after her for a long minute, then turned to look at Caitlin. 
 
   “So? Learned anything?”
 
   He sat down and she licked her lips. “Well, I learned that Amy knows how to blow my mind.”
 
   He grinned. “I'm sure she does. She's quite the little terror in bed.”
 
   “You've uhm...”
 
   “Of course. Why wouldn't I?”
 
   “How old is she anyway?”
 
   “Nineteen. She's only been with us six months.”
 
   “No offense, but, isn't she a bit … young for you?”
 
   He grinned. “As a mate? Maybe. As a lover. Nope. She's very... energetic. Has she demonstrated what she can do with her tongue?”
 
   “God, yes!”
 
   He laughed softly. “Yes, I thought I heard you screaming.”
 
   Caitlin flushed.
 
   “So let's see you dance.”
 
   “Uhm, Amy was just really starting to teach me.”
 
   “Show me.”
 
   She felt self-conscious, but started moving in time to the music which was still playing, rolling and writhing and twisting herself around the bar. Doing it with a guy watching had a whole other dimension than doing it with Amy there, and she felt herself heating up again as she ground herself against the bar.
 
   “Has she taught you how to give lap dances?”
 
   Caitlin felt a pulse of energy and slid to her knees, then crawled over to him. Amy didn't need to tell her how to give a lap dance. There was a French guy once who had loved them. She slid up onto his lap, straddling him, grinding herself against him, letting her chest undulate so as to brush her stiff nipples across his face and lips.
 
   She could feel him hardening and thickening beneath her as she ground herself against him, and felt her chest growing tight as a sense of breathlessness took her. She didn't move fast, gripping his shoulders, staring at him, rolling her hips from side to side as his hands stroked up and down her bare back, and down onto her buttocks.
 
   She undid his trousers, her hands sliding in, grasping him, squeezing him, pulling him up and out. He cupped her breasts, and began to suck on one nipple as she rose, moaning, settled him against the entrance to her sex, then sank slowly down.
 
   She groaned the whole way down, then just sat there, impaled, feeling the hot rush of pleasure at having him fully inside her.
 
   She ground herself against him, moving her hips in a circular motion as she felt him shifting within her belly. She groaned, sliding her hands down her body, caressing her own belly, imagining she could feel his hardness through her skin, so high up inside her it must be...
 
   “You're such a hot little nymph,” he said, his own breathing uneven.
 
   She felt her lips curve into a seductive smile, then she frowned.
 
   “You've got Amy. You've got those other women. Why do you even want me? It's not like I can stretch out my tongue or anything.”
 
   He smiled, and gripped her chest, leaning in to suck and lightly chew at her nipple as she gasped and moaned.
 
   “They all come with strings attached,” he said, as he straightened his head. “There's politics, favors, lots of demands on me. You favor one person, others get unhappy. And the last thing a leader of the Weres can be suspected of doing is letting one of the females twine him around her finger.”
 
   He leaned in to take her other nipple into his mouth, chewing it lightly but making her wince and gasp as his teeth and lips rode back and forth across the heated line of pain and pleasure.
 
   He shifted his teeth, making little nibbles and bites along her chest and then, pushing her back so she half fell back across his knees, down her belly.
 
   “But … but ...”
 
   “And the house gets cleaned too,” he said in amusement.
 
   “But I'm an architect!” she groaned as his fingers brushed across her clitoris.
 
   “Really? An architect who works as a cat burglar?”
 
   He pulled her back upright and she gasped as she sank a little deeper onto his cock.
 
   “C-couldn't find a job after college,” she moaned.
 
   “I bet I could find a lot of uses for you,” he said, sucking on her nipple.
 
   “Oh God!” she moaned.
 
   “Besides the primary one.”
 
   He gripped her hips and lifted her as if she were as light as a teddy bear, then sank her down again. Caitlin let out a helpless cry of pleasure, and then another as he did it again, then again. The heat swept up around her, and she gripped his shoulders, leaning into him, letting him fast on the soft, overheated flesh of her breasts as she began to ride up and down, faster and faster, yelping and crying out with every delicious plunge.
 
   Her insides ached, but she didn't care. She rode him faster and faster, crying out again and again, until the orgasm shattered her mind took her to that incredible place she'd never been to before him, a place that made mere orgasms seem like candles before a bonfire.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Doing the books for the pack was not what she'd had in mind, but it certainly beat being a stripper. Caitlin still felt a little thrill of heat at the thought of dancing on a stage in front of a bar full of strange men, but the idea was also frightening and she had no doubt, would humiliate her if it ever happened. 
 
   She learned a lot more about the pack, though, where it's money was coming from, and what it was spent on. There were forty seven of them, and all of them contributed something to the central fund. Some of the men worked as bodyguards. More than a few of the women worked as strippers. A few more were high class call girls.
 
   Werewolves, it seemed, couldn't get normal diseases, so none of them had to worry about STDs. She supposed that made them ideal for the job. The pack also owned a motorcycle shop which did a lot of repairs and modifications, and a dozen of the men worked there.  Some of the younger ones worked as bike couriers downtown, for another company the pack owned.
 
   Given how strong they were, she thought, and how quick their reactions, they probably easily outdid the competition. She had always been a strong and agile woman. She needed to be in her former 'profession' after all. But she was nothing like these people!
 
   A fact reinforced by her stripper pole lessons. Amy had insisted she incorporate the pole into her workout sessions, and the muscles used were aching and sore most of the time now! 
 
   Nobody worked for anyone but the pack, and nobody worked on their own. That was interesting in itself.  When she asked Benjamin about it he just shrugged. 
 
   “We don't like taking orders from other people,” he said. “Wolves tend to be pretty independent minded.”
 
   “I thought they all hunted in packs.”
 
   “Packs are different. Everyone's place in the pack is very well known. There's no problem taking orders from pack. Taking orders from anyone else is different.”
 
   “So I couldn't, like, boss you around, huh?”
 
   He grinned. “Your problem, little slave girl, is learning how to be bossed around.”
 
   She almost rolled her eyes. “I think I know that much by now.”
 
   “You think so?”
 
   “I know so!”
 
   He nodded doubtfully, then sat down on one of the overstuffed chairs.
 
   “Let's see. Go and get me a beer, slave.”
 
   She shrugged and turned to go.
 
   “Uhm, forgetting something?”
 
   She hesitated. “Thank you, sir.”
 
   He nodded arrogantly and she made a face as she padded out of the room, down the hall, and into the kitchen. She got him a beer, a Heineken, because she knew that was his beer, opened it, and brought it back to  him.
 
   He raised his eyebrows. “No glass?”
 
   “You didn't say to get a glass.”
 
   “If a slave doesn't know what to do she asks. Get me a glass, pour it nice, and put it on a silver tray.”
 
   She blew out a breath of air and went back to the kitchen, found a silver tray, poured the beer into a glass, and returned.
 
   “Your beer, oh great one.”
 
   “On your knees, slave.”
 
   Grumbling, she dropped to her knees, holding the tray up.
 
   “Bow as you offer up the tray to me.”
 
   She bowed ostentatiously, holding her arms high, and he took the glass off the tray. She straightened up, drawing the tray in and he shook his head.
 
   “No, slave. I didn't tell you to move. Hold the tray there.”
 
   She pushed it out doubtfully, and he put the glass back, then turned on the TV. She started to draw the tray in but he turned and glared at her.
 
   “How long am I supposed to hold this here?” she demanded.
 
   “You hold it there until you're told to move. Slaves do as they're told. They don't do things ahead of time because they think their master is done with them.”
 
   “I can't hold my arms out like this forever,” she said in annoyance.
 
   He shook his head and smiled. “You are not a good slave girl.”
 
   “Well, I never said I was!”
 
   “But you need to be.”
 
   She rolled her eyes.
 
   “And stop rolling your eyes or I'll smack your ass. And believe me, I don't need much excuse. I like smacking your ass.”
 
   Caitlin felt a mixture of nervousness and, annoyingly, arousal.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Why? Why would a man like to spank a pretty, naked girl? Hmm. Why wouldn't I?”
 
   “You can fuck me. Wouldn't you rather do that?”
 
   “I can do a lot of things with you. No need to restrict myself. That's the joy of having a slave girl. You can do whatever you feel like and it doesn't matter what she thinks or wants.”
 
   “Sadist.”
 
   “A little, perhaps. Think of it as a dominance game. Alphas are very big on dominance, and punishing impudent underlings is something we're instinctively set up to want to do.  Move in closer, draw  your elbows down against your belly. That way you can hold the tray up better and longer.”
 
   She sighed and edged close, holding the tray in place as he watched TV and occasionally took a drink.
 
   “You could use a table, you know,” she said.
 
   “I could, but why wouldn't I use you?”
 
   “Because I've got stuff to do.”
 
   “Fortunately, you're a slave. What you would rather do doesn't count.”
 
   “But – .”
 
   “And slaves aren't supposed to complain. You complain a lot, you know.”
 
   “I do not!”
 
   “And they're not supposed to argue either.”
 
   He reached under the tray, raising her hands somewhat, and linked her wrist restraints together.
 
   “Why'd you do that?”
 
   “If it was desired that the slave know something, then the slave would be told.”
 
   She bit her lip. “You know, some people might think you were kind of arrogant.”
 
   “Some people would be right. Then again, I have a lot to be arrogant about.”
 
   “Modestly is a good quality, you know.”
 
   “So is humility, which is something slaves should have in abundance.”
 
   She rolled her eyes.
 
   “Put down the tray.”
 
   “Where?”
 
   He took it from her, then drew her joined wrists up and back behind her head, pushing them down as he pulled her forward. When he eased her back her wrists were locked to the back of the collar.
 
   And he had a short flog in his hand.
 
   “I didn't mean it!” she gulped.
 
   “Of course you did. Now arch your back.”
 
   “But – !”
 
   “Arch your back.”
 
   Caitlin gulped and arched her back, drawing her elbows back as she stared at the little whip. It was the shortest she'd seen. The handle was just big enough for his fist, and the thin strips of leather were not much over eight inches or so long.
 
   “Don't move. That's an order,” he said, glowering.
 
   He swept the flog down across her right breast, and Caitlin gasped at the sudden furry of stings. Another blow, and another, and another, made her gasp and inhale sharply, fighting to keep herself in position.
 
   “Back arched. Elbows back.”
 
   She pushed her breasts out, wincing as he focused on the other breast, sweeping the little flog down in short, quick arcs that began to turn her skin hot and pink. He switched back to the first breast, and she moaned and clenched her teeth as the stinging blows grew sharper, or perhaps her breasts were just becoming more sensitive.
 
   After five, he switched to the other breast, then back again, both of them now very pink and hot and getting more and more tender. He halted, reaching out and slipping his fingers through the rings, tugging them up as she gurgled and was jerked forward.
 
   “Keep your back arched.”
 
   She slowly eased herself back, gasping as her nipples were stretched forward.
 
   “The thing about alphas,” he said, “Is that we're not actually allowed to have sex with anyone but our pack.”
 
   She blinked her eyes up at him.
 
   “The idea is that breeding with another werewolf will allow the genes to breed true and produce a proper were child. It's also true that if you wind up marrying or living with a 'normal' woman, and the child turns out to be a werewolf, well, there's no telling what she'll do. Even if you tell her ahead of time, relationships often break up. What if she tells others? What if it's a messy divorce?”
 
   He released the nipple rings and she gasped in relief, but then he began to sweep the flog down across her breasts again in a lackadaisical fashion which still made her gasp and moan.
 
   “Of course, you're a slave, and a slave isn't the same as a normal woman, not the same as a wife or girlfriend. Or so I'm arguing,” he said. “It's a very, very old part of our law. But in order for me to win the pack over, you have to be a slave. And that means obedience.”
 
   He swept the flog down harder, and she trembled and moaned as the sharp stinging blows grew more powerful, but there was a dark erotic undertone to the flogging which had made her pussy thrum from the beginning, and even as her breasts began to sting and burn more she felt her pussy moistening.
 
   He swept the flog down across her chest below her ribs.
 
   “Arch back more.”
 
   Groaning, she obeyed, as he flogged her lower chest, then her belly, yelping and gasping as the stinging blows fell. But even then, she felt a rising sense of sexual hunger and passion. Yes it hurt, a bit, anyway. But she had a pretty good idea what would come after, and so did her body. Already it was starting to burn with anticipation.
 
   “Are you my slave girl, Caitlin?”
 
   “Y-Yes!” she squeaked.
 
   “Yes, sir,” he said.
 
   “Yes, sir!”
 
   “Turn around.”
 
   She turned, still holding her elbows up and back, and cried out as the little flog smacked down across her back sharply, then again, and again and again and again. Still, it was easier to take there than against her breasts, so that the flogging was almost a relief. Her back stung a little, and began to heat up, but that was nothing she couldn't take.
 
   And the heat within her grew deeper as she felt her mind falling into a kind of masochistic exultation at the dark kinky exotic nature of being flogged. The snapping, biting flog made her flinch and jerk, but her pussy was growing hotter faster than her back.
 
   Then the flog began to sweep around her ribs on both left and right, snapping at her breasts again. She gasped and winced and squeaked at the sharp stings until he moved the focus down again against her lower back. Her mind started to grow unfocused, perhaps due to the rapid sensory input exploding against her again and again.
 
   “Bend over. Keep your legs together.”
 
   Groaning, Caitlin bent forward, eventually, putting her elbows and head against the floor as he began to focus the flog on her bottom. The blows came harder, now, and she winced and gasped and moaned as they snapped against her soft skin again and again, until it too began to heat and then burn.
 
   “Now spread your legs wide.”
 
   Trembling, she shifted her knees apart, and felt his fingers at her sex, pushing into her, drawing back, and pushing in again. They drew back and she waited, and waited, and then something pushed into her. She knew it wasn't him, though. At first, she thought it was the handle of the whip, but no, it was a silicon dildo, a thick one, and he slid it deep into her thrumming, burning pussy.
 
   A moment later she felt his finger against her bottom, and moaned as it slid into her. He twisted it back and forth, then she felt the pressure against her of something much bigger. Again, it wasn't him, but another silicon dildo, and he pushed it in, pumping it slowly, working it deeper and deeper until it was practically up in her stomach!
 
   Then the flog swept up from beneath and snapped against her pussy!
 
   “Oh!”
 
   “Don't move.”
 
   “Agh!”
 
   “Hold still, or I'll make it worse.”
 
   It really wasn't a hard blow. But she was awfully sensitive down there! He was swinging the flog underhanded, so the laces swept up from beneath to snap against her pussy. Again and again, it swept up and snapped stingingly against her damp opening, as she closed her eyes and tried to keep from crying out.
 
   The pain was worse, but the dark pleasure was continuing to grow so that she felt her entire body enveloped in a shimmering storm of sexual electricity. Her pussy spasmed around the dildo inside it, and her body ached from the fulness of the two sex toys.
 
   “Are you going to be a good slave girl, Caitlin?”
 
   “Y-Yes, master!” she gasped weakly.
 
   He hesitated. “Good slave,” he said after a pause. “Rise to your knees and turn.”
 
   She pushed herself back up, turning, body flushed, face flushed as she drew her elbows back again.
 
   He swept the flog down across her taut breasts, and she shuddered and let out a helpless cry of pain. He was swinging much harder now, the stinging blows snapping across her soft, swollen breasts with more force. Each time one of the leather strips hit her nipple she yelped and shuddered.
 
   He stood up, and she could see he was erect inside his trousers. She groaned as he gripped a fistful of hair and forced her to her feet, then turned her and pushed her against the nearby wall. He bent her forward, her elbows and head against the wall, drawing her hips out towards him, then stepped back. The flog snapped across her bottom her back, and her shoulders as she stood in place, moaning and shuddering.
 
   She felt his fingers against her bottom then, felt the dildo there shoved up hard enough to draw a cry of pain. Then it drew out and in its place, his thick, soft cock drove deep into her belly. 
 
   Caitlin groaned in relief, and no small delight. Though her mind was dazed, it knew this was the end of the punishment, and it loved the feel of his big cock inside her. He kicked her legs wider apart, jerking back on her hips, thrusting in and out faster and harder as he gripped her hips, and Caitlin's body shuddered to the jarring blows of his hips against her.
 
   He halted, buried within her, and unhooked her wrist restraints from her collar, drawing her arms up and forward to press her hands against the wall. Then he drew her hips back further, spreading her legs as he started thrusting into her with short, sharp strokes that slapped his hips against her buttocks again and again.
 
   The fullness was... glorious! Caitlin's body had come to glory in that sense of being stuffed and overstuffed, and in the hard, steady pounding against it. She felt her insides squirming and swirling with sensations of heat and pleasure as Benjamin rode her, her mind melting under the fires of her own inner heat as he jerked back sharply on her hair and pulled her head back across his left shoulder.
 
   His lips came down against the nape of her neck above the collar, biting, chewing, sucking against her skin, a low growl escaping him as she felt another hand sliding down between her legs and finding her throbbing clitoris.
 
   Her hips began to jerk back against him as her insides flared, the pulsing sensations growing in intensity. She could feel the full, thick, long length of him inside her as she rolled her hips back against it, riding herself up against it, reveling in how deep it penetrated! It ached when it reached its deepest depth, but that ache filled her with dark passion!
 
   Everything else became a sideshow, as her mind focused on the long, beautiful length of him traveling up and down inside her! She gulped in air, eyes closed, thrusting back at him as her body trembled to the harsh blow of his hips against her buttocks. But then his other hand jammed up against the dildo in her pussy, producing another pinpoint of pain high inside her, just as his thumb began to rub furiously against her clitoris.
 
   The orgasm blossomed and then blossomed again, into something of stunning intensity. She heard herself cry out again and again, her cries filling the air, echoing every deep thrust as he threw her back against the wall and began to hammer himself against her. The hard, deep thrusts send hot, raw sensation exploding through the orgasm and sent it higher still, driving her into dazed collapse.
 
   And then the world exploded around her. And it didn't come from the inside.
 
   She felt herself literally thrown to the side, landing behind a sofa as howls and screams and an animal roar filled the air, along with crashes and the sounds of some sort of tremendous fight. Caitlin was too too dazed for long seconds to do more than lay there, eyes glassy, moaning as she tried to catch her breath. Her scattered mind had no idea what all the noise was about, nor did it really care, at first.
 
   Then she heard a female vice, Molly's voice, talking to someone. She sounded winded, but definitely smug.
 
   “Don't worry. It's only until nightfall,” she said to someone.
 
   Then the sofa was ripped away from the wall, literally, sent flying across the room, and the blonde, her hair awry, bent and grabbed Caitlin by the hair, yanking her roughly to her feet.
 
   There were two dogs laying on the floor. Big dogs. Wolves, she realized dazedly. Both looked injured, though the smaller one looked much worse than the gray brown one which was – she stared – wrapped in some kind of chains! There was another man there. She recognized him, vaguely, as one of the men who had been in the car with her on the way back from the vampire place.
 
   As she watched, he wrapped another chain around the second wolf, which whimpered, and tried to bite him. The smaller dog was bloody and had cuts and deep wounds in several places. The man slapped its head, then pulled a muzzle over it, laughing as it struggled and growled weakly.
 
   “As for you, slut,” Molly said with a sadistic grin, “Manfred has a few ideas about what to do about you.”
 
   “Just so they arrive on time,” the man said.
 
   He looked very nervous as he looked at the bigger wolf. “If the pack shows up and finds out about this they'll tear us to pieces.”
 
   “There's no reason for them to show up before nightfall. And in fact, it will actually be a good thing if they arrive after that, so long as Benjamin and Martin are nicely dead by then, of course. It will just reinforce our story.”
 
   She moved over and kicked the bigger dog.
 
   “Big man,” she said with a sneer. “Not so big now, are you?”
She turned and smiled at the other one. “Dear Martin. You always were a sucker for some pussy. But getting rid of you with him was just too tempting. That only leaves Brian in my way.”
 
   “Throw them in the basement. Just in case.”
 
   He nodded and dragged the smaller wolf across the floor, leaving a trail of blood as he disappeared around the corner. There was a thumping sound, as if something were tumbling down a flight of stairs, and Caitlin realized he'd thrown the other wolf down the stairs into the basement.
 
   She turned back to Caitlin and then jerked harder, literally lifting her off the feet. She screamed, grabbing the woman's wrist to ease the pull on her hair, and Molly laughed, shaking her in mid-air.
 
   “You're just a tasty throw-in, but since Manfred will have to hurry with dear Benjamin, he'll make up for it by taking his time with you. I understand he's developed a lot of very nasty ways to kill pretty little girls over the centuries.”
 
   “Shouldn't we just kill them ourselves?” the man said.
 
   She sighed and gave him a look. “It has to be the vamps, you idiot! And with what Manfred will do to this slut that will be absolutely clear to everyone. He can't drink their blood, but he can drain this little slut dry.”
 
   She began heading up the stairs, dragging Caitlin along with her. When she dropped her arm low it forced Caitlin to her knees, but she walked too fast to crawl after her. All Caitlin could do was cling to her wrist, as the woman dragged her along the floor at a quick walking speed, then into the first room where she'd been held.
 
   She jerked her upright, spun her around and unlocked her restraints, yanked her arms behind her, and relocked them, then found a gag and stuffed it roughly into her mouth.
 
   “Don't worry, slut. The wait won't be long,” she said.
 
   She opened the door to the closet and threw her inside, then closed the door and shot the bolt.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   With her arms behind her back, Caitlin wasn't able to brace herself as well as she fell against the wall and floor, stunned and groaning. It took her long minute to even sit up, as her skull began to pound.
 
   “Fuck!” she whispered.
 
   She forced her arms down under her buttocks and out front so she could hold her hand against her head for a minute, wincing, and trying to figure out what the hell was happening. The one thing which seemed obvious was that Molly had betrayed Benjamin, with the help of, from the way she was talking, Martin and that other guy.
 
   No, the second thing which seemed obvious was that Manfred was coming over, and that he had nasty plans for her which didn't include orgasms! At least, not for her!
 
   She tried to pry the gag out but that proved useless, as she'd thought it would. She pulled herself to her feet and looked out the window. It wasn't long before sunset. Then Manfred would be there! She definitely did NOT want to be around when he showed up! She pushed at the door, but that was hopeless. It weighed more than she did!
 
   Cursing in her mind, she went to the window again. She popped out the screen and cranked open the window, then hauled herself up to prop herself on her arms on the sill, looking out and around. It a was three tall floors to the ground, not something she thought she'd be able to survive well. Certainly not something she'd be walking away from.
 
   She looked down the long length of the stone wall, then to the sides. To her left was a drainpipe,  leading from the roof. She had, very carefully, used such things before in her career to climb up to the second floor of buildings. Often, there weren't alarms on the second floor windows, which made it well worth the risk.
 
   And there was risk. The drain-spouts were usually kept in place by inch wide strips of metal bolted to the walls. But that metal was as thin as paper. It wasn't meant to be strong enough to support people, just to hold the drain against the wall.
 
   This looked like an older, model, though, and thicker. Well, there was a lot of roof up there to shed water from. But the thing was not within her reach. She'd have to literally jump to it and hope she caught it! With her hands chained together!
 
   It was a risk she'd never take... except that the risk of waiting for Manfred was far worse. She pulled herself up over the window, grunting as her bare belly slid over the stone and metal, then pulling herself awkwardly up to straddle the sill, one leg on the insides, one on the out.
 
   “Shit!” she said, staring at the downspout. She had no idea if she'd be able to hold it, and if she did had no idea if the thing would stay there or collapse!
 
   The idea was insane! 
 
   Manfred.
 
   She bit her lip, said a little prayer, and drew her legs up to crouch on the window sill, her left arm up along the inside wall to hold her in place. Her heart pounded furiously and fear made her pulse race. She glanced down and saw the stone pavement of a path leading around front. 
 
   She braced herself as much as she could, but the sun was starting to go down, and she was out of options. She jumped.
 
   She cried out as her fingers clawed at the downspout. For a horrified instant she thought they'd slip off, but her thighs tried to clamp tightly, much as they had done on the stripper pole, and that bought her a precious second. Her fingers jammed in desperately, caught the pipe... and held.
 
   The pipe, however, didn't. It broke free of the wall, and she clamped her arms and legs around it, trying to slide down as it tilted sideways, then slowly back away from the building. Only the fact she was petrified kept her from screaming as it swung down faster and faster. It halted abruptly, hitting the thick branch of a tree. Caitlin's arms and legs clung to it briefly, then gave way and she fell about eight feet onto the grass.
 
   “Fuck!” she gasped, staring up at the trees and the downspout, now tilted over her.
 
   Fear gave her energy and she forced herself to her feet, but then halted uncertainly. Her thinking hadn't really gotten farther than this. She had no plan other than to get out of the room. Could she hide? Not from Manfred! Probably not from Molly either! She had no clothes, and though the temptation to just run off into the woods was great, she knew they'd find her very quickly, dark or not.
 
   She scrambled along the tree line, around the side of the house, over to the side entrance where the garage was. Sure enough, Benjamin's SUV was parked there. She darted towards it, opened the door, and reached up under the visor. The key was no longer there.
 
   “Fuck!” she hissed.
 
   Another memory surfaced. She leaned across the gear shift and opened the glove compartment. Yes, he'd replaced the gun. She slid it out and stared at it, then drew back out of the car. Could she shoot Molly? Could she shoot her and the other guy? And would it stop them? Were these silver bullets? Or was that an old wives' tail? She wished she'd asked Benjamin or Matt how to kill a werewolf now!
 
   She slid back from the car and hid behind the garage again, her eyes moving frantically around her as she tried to think of what to do. Then she caught sight of a basement window ahead. She hurried over and dropped to her knees. Basement windows were always the easiest to break into, which was why expensive houses always had them either barred, or on alarms, or both.
 
   She didn't think this house had an alarm, but if it did she doubted it was on. And she saw no bars. She thought of using the gun to smash it but crawling naked through a broken window was not her idea of fun. Fortunately, they were easily forced if you knew how, and she did. She lifted one of the windows out, then slid through.
 
   She almost fell on her head inside, but there was a shelve under the window. She managed to grasp it and lower herself, then grabbed the gun she'd left just outside, and began to make her way slowly forward.
 
   It was a large house. It had a large basement. Fortunately, she had a fairly good idea where to look. From the earlier sounds, all they'd done was throw Martin down the stairs. She doubted they'd been any more gentle with Benjamin. 
 
   She headed for the direction of the staircase, but in the dark, literally fell over them.
 
   “Fuck!” she hissed.
 
   A growl behind her almost made her scream. She scrambled away, pointing the gun. After a moment, she eased that down and reached out, fingers questing for fur. She found it but wasn't about to release the wrong one. Assuming she could release either of them of course.
 
   She moved along the wall, searching for a light switch. She'd only been this way once, but there had seemed to be several side doors. She found one, eased into it, and then reached around on the inside for a light switch.
 
   The room was flooded with light, and she drew back, turning, and looking up the hall. She could see them now, two shadowy forms on the ground. The bigger one was closest. She hurried over, staring at it. It looked up at her through enormous green eyes.
 
   “Nice doggy,” she said.
 
   It growled softly, and she looked at the chain around it. The chain criss-crossed its body and circled its paws, pulling them tightly, and what looked like painfully together. It was not a normal chain. It gleamed.
 
   “Is this really silver?!” she whispered, trying to imagine what a length of chain this long and thick would be worth. Thousands easily! Maybe tens of thousands! Maybe hundreds of thousands! She felt a sense of awe for how much it was likely worth, and how easily it could be melted and sold. Benjamin jerked in the chains, growling, bringing her out of her greed-inspired reverie.
 
   “Okay, okay. How do you get this thing off anyway?”
She'd been afraid it would be padlocked in place, but wolves had no fingers, so she supposed that was considered unnecessary. 
 
   “I suppose this being silver stops you from changing back, right?”
 
   The wolf stared at her, then seemed to jerk its head up and down.
 
   “So like, if I take it off we're even, right?”
 
   He growled and cracked her fingers together. “I could always just let Molly and Manfred use you for a chew toy,” she said.
 
   He growled even louder.
 
   “Even?”
 
   The wolf jerked his head up and down.
 
   “Good boy,” she said, patting it.
 
   Clips held the chain together. Undoing a few made it fall away, and the wolf scrambled to its feet as she jerked back in alarm. In the darkness, it seemed to blur, and then a naked Benjamin was kneeling there. His skin seemed burned in long lines where the silver chain had rested, but he ignored that and her. He moved to Martin and began undoing his chains.
 
   “Hey! I think he was on their side!” she hissed.
 
   “I know. He always was an idiot for a pretty face.”
 
   “But – .”
 
   “He's injured. He can't heal with this silver on him.”
 
   “Maybe that's a good thing?”
 
   “I'll take care of him later.”
 
   He yanked the chains away, then turned to her. His hand shot out, slid behind her neck, and yanked her in close, to where his lips could close on hers. Then he shoved her back, where she almost fell, gasping.
 
   “Good girl,” he said. “But you're getting a spanking later.”
 
   “What? For what!?”
 
   “For blackmailing your master,” he said.
 
   “But... you said we were even.”
 
   He grinned. “Sure. But you're still my slave. Now stay here.”
 
   He rose to his feet, and began to shift again, this time only his arms and hands. As he turned away, however, she saw his face starting to shift, and shuddered a little.
 
   “There's two of them! And Manfred is coming!”
 
   He didn't answer. He went up the stairs, and shortly after that the noise started. Along with the loud thumping noises, and the sound of furniture breaking and walls cracking.
 
   It didn't last long, though.
 
   * * *
 
   “This is like, totally unfair!” she exclaimed.
 
   Benjamin smiled. He was wearing sweatpants. She, of course, was naked. She was in the basement, her wrists chained above her head as she watched him nervously picking over his whips.
 
   “I got you free!'
 
   “Yes, good girl. Thank you. As a reward, you don't live in a cage any more. But of course, you must still be punished for your impertinence.”
 
   She blew out an irritated breath.
 
   “I saved your life, you know.”
 
   “Yes, I know.”
 
   “Shouldn't you free me then?!”
 
   “Why would I do that?” he asked, sounding somewhat amused.
 
   “I don't know, maybe out of gratitude!”
 
   He picked up a whip she hadn't seen before. It looked like it had a very long handle, and then an even longer, single length of leather. She looked at it anxiously.
 
   He swung it suddenly. The handle part stayed straight, but the long, thin whip swung and curled around her body, leaving a hot, sharp, stinging pain that had her crying out. When he yanked the whip back it spun her about, leaving her gasping.
 
   “Gratitude?” he said, arching his brows. “So out of gratitude I should remove you from your natural element, where you are having the best sex and the most excitement in your life, and throw you out onto the streets?”
 
   He swung it again and the long, thin whip sliced across her back, curled around her body, and then snapped at her belly. 
 
   Caitlin yelped and then cried out as he yanked it back, spinning her again, her feet stumbling so that only the fact her wrists were locked above her kept her from falling.
 
   “I-I can look after myself!” she gasped.
 
   The whip sliced across her upper back, curled around her ribs and then hissed down across her breasts with a stinging blow.
 
   Caitlin cried out, but managed to stay in place this time as the whip was yanked back.
 
   “As a thief? That's a pretty uncertain lifestyle,” he said. “And dangerous. Not only might someone shoot you but the remnants of Manfred's group are still out there, and I have a feeling they're not feeling very kindly towards  you.”
 
   Crack! The whip curled around her waist again.
 
   “You could give me money!” she gasped.
 
   Crack! The whip slashed down around her upper back and breasts, and she yelped, jerking and gasping.
 
   “I'm sure you'd just run through it partying. Probably take drugs too.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “I feel quite responsible for your welfare,” he said.
 
   She twisted and yelped, another red line showing across her abdomen, circling her body to leave a hot trail across her upper buttocks.
 
   “You're much better off as as slave.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “As my slave,” he added, sounding possessive enough that she felt a wave of pleasure which had nothing to do with the heat rising within her body.
 
   Caitlin shuddered, spun about again as he yanked the whip back. She was getting dazed and dizzy, her skin hot and throbbing where the whip touched. Again and again it curled around her, snapping and biting at her tender skin, as she gasped for breath and twisted in pain.
 
   But not just pain. 
 
   “Wh-what if I don't... want to be... a slave?” she gasped.
 
   “That would depend on what you did want to be.”
 
   Caitlin cried out as the whip cut across her breasts, throwing her back against the restraints, then, before she could catch her balance, it sliced down across her shoulders, curled around her waist, and snapped against her abdomen, before yanking back and spinning her.
 
   She moaned, half hanging from her wrists as his body was suddenly pressed into her from behind. His arms were around her, squeezing her against his naked flesh as he chewed up under her ear.
 
   “What do you want to be, little slave girl?” he asked, his hand sliding down to finger her sex.
 
   “I-I don't know!” she moaned.
 
   “Don't you think you should know before asking?” 
 
   His breath was warm against the back of her neck as his tongue and lips moved across her skin.
 
   “Maybe... maybe I want... to do this... and more,” she panted.
 
   “Hmmm,” he said, chewing the flesh on the other side of her throat as his fingers kneaded her breast.
 
   “More sex? Do you think you're up to it?”
 
   She groaned low in her throat. How could she have more sex?! He was insatiable, and then there was Matt, and Brian was over more often now, and with Molly gone Amy was now visiting regularly, supposedly to teach her to dance but she always left Caitlin barely conscious!
 
   “I want... to... to design things!”
 
   He hesitated, and then eased back. She gasped as he spun her around, his arms going around her again. His cock was hard and rose up, sliding between her stomach and his as he pulled her close, and she stared down at it before jerking her eyes up at him.
 
   “Design things?” he asked.
 
   “I am an architect!” she gulped.
 
   “It's not safe for you to be away from the pack.”
 
   His fingers squeezed her buttocks, pulling them up and apart, and her legs almost instinctively curled around him, leaving her half hanging by her wrists as he leaned in to kiss and gently bite the side of her throat.
 
   “This house has a lot of issues,” she said, trying to keep her head from going all muzzy. “It's a mess!”
 
   “Well, if you want to make changes,” he said, “feel free to make suggestions. Hell, I wouldn't mind the place being modernized. It's a pile of old stones, after all.”
 
   “You need a meeting room!” she said, “and a better office! And you could...”
 
   “Later,” he said, drawing back.
 
   He spun her around again and she gasped as he yanked back on her hips. 
 
   She felt his cock pushing in between her thighs, as he pulled her hips back. She groaned, her head falling forward as he drew her hips even further back. Then his cock pushed up into her sex, jamming briefly against the moist, overheated opening before forcing its way between her labia and up into her body.
 
   “Draw something for me,” he said, thrusting himself home and starting to stroke. “Then we can decide.”
 
   Caitlin shuddered and moaned, her head jerking, hair disheveled, breasts wobbling as she bent forward, arms straining up above her. The feel of him moving inside her sent hot waves of pleasure and passion through her body and mind, and she found it almost impossible to focus on anything else.
 
   And why should she? Why would she want to do anything else than this!? She felt the heat and pressure increasing and moaned as she prepared herself, jerking her head up, pushing herself back onto him as his his hips began to slap against her buttocks. 
 
   How could anything be more exciting, more thrilling or more satisfying!?
 
   Then the orgasm swept her up in its embrace and she heard a distant scream she knew was her own as her mind was flooded by raw, hot, animal pleasure.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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