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Jude idly scratched her chest as she flicked
through the channels on the satellite dish. Two hundred channels of
crap, her dad said, and it was hard to argue. But there wasn’t a
hell of a lot else to do in this crappy little town late on a hot
summer weekday night unless she wanted to go out and get drunk and
let some drunken idiots paw and grope her.

And given the quality of the drunken idiots
in this town that just didn’t appeal to her.

Jude’s sex life, in fact, was practically
non-existent. She could count the dates she’d had in the last year
on one hand and still have change left. Sometimes that bothered
her, but mostly not. Her life experience had thus far told her that
dating was often less interesting than flicking through the
channels on TV, and quite a bit more complicate and expensive.

At twenty-three, she had more or less
resigned herself to ignoring men for a while, for the years it took
them to grow up to the point they were worth knowing. Young men, in
her experience, had the instincts and brains of a dog in heat, were
prone to saying and doing really dumb things, and thought of women
as something handy to masturbate with before getting back to their
drinking and video games.

Jude didn’t consider herself a snob –
exactly. She was, after all, sitting on her patched sofa wearing
men’s boxer shorts and a loose tank top drinking a Coors and
tossing a ball across the room for her terrier Max to scramble
after. She had no great life ambitions to write poetry or play
music or solve terrible diseases. She was not an intellectual and
knew it and didn’t care.

She was more than comfortable with who she
was, with her self image as someone who was extremely bright,
extremely sensible, down to earth, reliable, and very good at her
job.

She lived in a century old clapboard, two
bedroom house on Burgundy Street, the main road in the town of
Renfrew. Not that Burgundy was exactly a highway, but there was
fairly steady traffic – for Renfrew, a town with no need of street
lights. She worked at her Uncle’s hunting and fishing shop four
blocks up the way.

Truth be told, though she’d never admit it,
Jude liked Renfrew. It had its problems, of course, and there was
plenty there to make fun of (making fun of people and things was
pretty much Jude’s only real hobby), but it was as comfortable as
an old, worn shoe – one without holes. She’d been to the city, and
didn’t like it at all. It was a soulless place filled with busy
unhappy people, way too much traffic, and way too few trees.

She liked the slow, laid back life of
Renfrew, and even if she didn’t like all the people in it, the
place was – tolerable.

She sighed and stood up, stretched, and
turned off the TV. She turned and gazed briefly outside. Her front
window all-but filled the outer wall of her small living room. The
house was old, but someone had renovated it back in the nineties,
and the window was knee to roof, letting in a lot of light in the
daytime. Of course, it was also only about six feet from the
sidewalk, giving anyone who passed a voyeur’s view of her living
room, but that didn’t overly bother her. She wasn’t the type to
wander around in revealing lingerie, after all, nor, truth be told,
was she very self-conscious about people looking at her.

The curtains were wide open to let in the air
on this sticky summer night, and there was virtually no traffic
outside. She padded up the steep, narrow staircase to the second
floor, ignoring the jumbled mess of the second bedroom – her
storage room, really, and casually stripped off the tank top as she
stepped across the threshold of her bedroom.

She went to the window and turned on the air
conditioner, then threw back the covers and skinned off the boxer
shorts before padding out of the room, closing the door behind her,
and going into the small bathroom. She looked at herself in the
mirror, checking her face for acne, and satisfied at finding none.
Her bright brown hair was left more or less to hang as it chose,
dropping thick and loose around her slender shoulders. It was –
again – getting too long in front, where she parted it at the left
and let it curve across her forehead. She was continually having to
brush that aside now as it dangled over her right eye, and told
herself – again – that she needed to get it cut.

She had an oval face, with a short, slim
nose, bright green eyes and full lips on a narrow mouth. She was,
in everyone’s reckoning, a pretty girl, cute-pretty, not
sexy-pretty. It was the kind of pretty that had old people smiling
and patting her head, not the kind of pretty that had men growling
and lusting after her. Which was okay by her way of thinking.

Not that she didn’t have guys going after
her, of course, at least, those who hadn’t yet met her razor sharp
tongue and mocking expression of contempt too closely. Jade was a
cynic, and something of a loner. She had yet to find a guy who met
her standards of intelligence and common sense, and she doubted she
would before hitting thirty. But that was fine, too. She had little
need for them.

She brushed her teeth carefully, leaning over
the sink. Jude was a responsible girl in all things, but took
special care when it came to things like avoiding painful and
expensive visits to the dentist. After she was done she flossed
rather less carefully, then let her mouth burn with mouthwash for
thirty seconds before spitting it out and putting her mouth under
the water.

Her breasts pressed against the porcelain
cool of the sink, pillowing out beneath her. They were – noticeable
– but not overly large. They were a good size for her slender body,
full and round, but not bouncing around every time she moved
around. But then, Jude was an athletic girl, a sports loving girl,
and her body had the muscular strength of youth.

She straightened up, spat out the water,
turned off the water and lights, and padded back across the hall to
her bedroom. It was already noticeably cooler. It hadn’t taken long
for the air conditioner to make a major difference. Then again, it
was a small room, barely large enough for the double bed and a
small dresser. As it was the foot of the bed was no more than two
feet from the south wall, the one looking down on her back yard.
And maybe a little more from the east wall, which looked across at
her neighbor’s house.

There were big two windows in the room,
letting in plenty of sunlight during the day – though she’d kept
the one on the east wall curtained ever since discovering the
neighbor’s teenage son spying at her while she undressed last year.
Jude might not be self-conscious, but that didn’t mean she was an
exhibitionist either. Teenage boys could find plenty of reasons to
masturbate without her helping them along.

She walked over to the air conditioner and
let it blow on her nude body, cooling off the sweat she’d
accumulated during the evening. She brushed the bangs out of her
face and combed her hair back with her fingers, reveling in the
cool flow air, turning slowly in place to let it blow on her back,
then her chest again. She brought her hands up and cupped her
breasts, noting that her nipples were erect, and rolled them idly
between her thumbs and fingers.

Speaking of masturbation….

She turned and rolled into bed, laying back
with her hands under her head and staring out at the night as she
let her body continue to cool down. Her hands moved casually over
her body, caressing her breasts, tweaking the nipples. She pinched
and tugged at them, her breath catching as she felt the sudden
stinging sensation. She imagined a handsome, smooth talking man,
his face curved into a cynical grin which might mirror her own,
imagined him licking and biting at her nipples, his hands sliding
across her flesh.

She drew her knees up slowly and spread them
apart, then turned and reached for the night table, opening the
drawer and pulling out her dildo. She gripped it in her right hand,
moving it down between her legs, and letting the head roll slowly
up and down her bare, smooth little sex.

Jude wasn’t a follower of most modern
fashions, and didn’t have a single thong in her underwear drawer,
but she’d never had more than a scraggly looking bush, and found
that she looked and felt much cleaner with nothing there at all.
That also made her more sensitive to the touch of the latex
cockhead as she rubbed it up and down her slit.

She drew her knees still further, feeling the
tendons in her thighs stretching and straining as she shifted the
angle on the dildo and began to push it into herself. The
excitement within her began to rise as she felt herself being
penetrated, and she used the muscles in her legs to raise her
bottom up off the mattress as she kneaded one of her breasts with
her other hand.

She felt herself moistening, and twisted the
dildo slowly from side to side, jabbing it lightly, pulling it in
and out, working it slowly deeper into the soft, velvet tunnel of
her sex. She spread her legs wide, wide apart now, groaning as she
held her bottom aloft, thrusting the dildo deeper than her body
wanted it to go so she would feel the ache of the penetration.

Her kneading fingers pinched and plucked at
her nipple as she imagined it was being bitten, and she let her
head roll back, eyes closed as she thrust the dildo into herself.
She stopped abruptly, letting her butt fall and rolled onto her
belly. She rose on her knees, legs spread wide, the base of the
dildo against the mattress, then leaned forward, hands on the
pillow and let herself sink slowly down, grunting with the ache and
the pleasure.

Penetration. She loved penetration, the
bigger, the deeper, the better. She groaned as her tight sex spread
wide, her pussy lips straining to envelope the shaft of the big
dildo. The head pushed deeper into her body, and she shuddered as
she felt it reaching higher and higher.

*

She hung by heavy metal manacles, her arms
and legs spread wide in mid-air, her body tense and straining. A
metal mask covered her jaw and mouth as the smoothly moving arms
lifted her and turned her and settled her slowly down onto the
massively thick post between her spread legs. Thicker than her arm
the rounded, oiled, gleaming nose of the post pushed against her
sex, and slowly forced its way into her as she was lowered.

Inch after inch slid up into her body as she
writhed and twisted against the manacles, and she felt it aching
and bruising her as it forced its way up through the elastic sleeve
of her sex and into her very womb. Then the whip came, slicing
across her back so that she arched and twisted and cried out into
the metal gag. It curled around her body, snapping and biting at
her breasts and nipples and lower abdomen.

*

She had almost the dildo inside her now, and
ground her pussy against the sheets, letting her torso bend,
pressing her breasts against the pillow as her arm slid down
beneath her. Her fingers began to rapidly stroke across her clit as
she kneaded her breasts again and rolled and ground her breasts
across her arm.

She seized the base of the dildo and began to
work it in and out, holding her fingers in such a way that her
thumb stroked across her clit every time she pushed the dildo deep.
Her hips rose and fell as she helped work herself down onto the
dildo, and she gasped and moaned into the pillow, which pushed her
chin up and back. Gasping and grunting, she drove the dildo in
again and again and again until a strange gurgling began to emerge
from her mouth.

Her eyes were closed as dark fantasies boiled
through her mind, and she was gulping in air, but as the orgasm hit
her hips began to buck much more violently, and she began to gasp
loudly, issuing a serious of rapid, passionate, gasping grunts that
sounded like a gurgle and turned into a long, drawn out moan that
made her glad she was alone in the house and the only open window
had a growling air conditioner in it.

She collapsed, gasping, then rolled onto her
back, chest heaving. She reached down and slowly pulled the dildo
out of her body, tossing it into the night table’s drawer. She was
way too loud when she came. It would have embarrassed her to no end
if any guy had heard it. Fortunately – so to speak – she’d never
climaxed with a guy.

When she’d still been living at home, she had
learned very quickly, however, to bury her face in pillow. And
here, she’d learned to never masturbate with the windows open. She
had no neighbors on two sides, and the neighbor behind her was
almost a football field length away. The one next to her, however,
was more than close enough that anyone laying awake with their
windows open would have heard her gasping moans on the quiet night
air if she’d had hers open.

Jude didn’t embarrass easily, but THAT
certainly would have done it!

* * *

Ryan groped her butt as she walked past, and
she slapped irritably at him as he danced away, laughing.

“Asshole,” she muttered.

Her cousin Ryan was a perfect example of the
male of the species. If any thought deeper than football, beer and
sex had entered his mind in his entire nineteen years of existence
it had never manifested itself in front of Jude. He was a
swaggering, macho idiot who wasn’t likely to grow out of it for at
least a decade, if then. Truth to tell there were more than enough
male idiots who were well into their thirties, and even their
forties.

The hunting and fishing shop was in what had
been a small, red brick strip mall. Her uncle had put up a fake
wooden front to make it seem folksy, and laid wooden floors across
the tiles. It smelled woodsy, and even had a wood burning stove
with comfy chairs around it to add to the atmosphere.

It was a busy place, in-season, especially
with the city types picking up those last bits of equipment. One
wall was all fishing stuff, lures, rods and reels, bait and tackle
and gear. The other was hunting gear, including rifles and bows,
knives and ammo, blinds and scopes and clothing. The center of the
store was filled with camping and outfitting gear, tents, stoves,
grilles oil and gas, blankets and folding chairs, coolers and
insecticide, waterproof gear and boots and whatever else her uncle
Frank thought might sell.

Jude, wearing her usual sneakers, black jeans
and black t-shirt, made her way behind the counter and over to the
work table in the rear, sitting down at the stool there. Things
were not busy this time of year, and the store largely only saw a
lot of traffic in the early morning, the early evening, and on
weekends. Ryan and Jude took turns opening it up at five am for
those early morning fishermen. This week was Ryan’s turn.

He wandered over to the counter, keeping it
safely between them as he leaned over it.

“I’m fucking bored,” he said.

“What else is new,” she said, not looking up
from the Winchester she was trying to repair.

She had a knack with mechanical things, had
always been good at fixing them. That had grown into a real talent
with repairing firearms that had inspired her uncle Frank to up her
salary. Ryan had tried his hand at it but didn’t have the patience
or the knack, and was irritated that she was paid more than he was
despite it being his father’s store.

“You know, if you dressed in, like, a bikini,
I bet we’d have more customers.”

Jude didn’t bother answering that.

“A thong bikini,” he said, leering.

“I bet you’ve got plenty of thongs you could
wear,” she said, working a screwdriver into the edge of the spring
which governed the trigger pull weight.

“I don’t fucking wear thongs,” he said. “You
think I’m a fag?”

She shrugged. “Could be.”

“I’ll show you I’m not!”

“Thanks anyway. That’s not a matter of
concern to me. I am your cousin, remember.”

“We could be kissing cousins,” he said with a
smirk.

“You can kiss my ass, if it makes you feel
better.”

“Sure! Any time!”

She made a face.

“This town sucks.”

“Well, you should like that, if you’re a
fag.”

“I ain’t a fag, okay! Knock it off!”

“Just saying.”

“I can't wait till I have some money and can
move to the city.”

“And do what?’

“I don’t care! Anything’s better than this
lousy, boring town.”

“Well, it’s pretty dirty. Maybe you can get a
job sweeping the sidewalks.”

“I don’t – .”

The bell over the door rang and he
straightened up and wandered off to look busy as a couple of
customers came in and began looking over the fishing rods. They
wound up buying some bait and after Ryan saw them out he wandered
around back. By then she was standing behind the counter, looking
through a parts catalog. He came up behind her and she sighed as
his hands gripped the counter on either side of her. A moment later
he began to grind himself gently against her ass.

“Ryan, you remember when I promised to warn
you before it started to hurt,” she said, still not looking at
him.

He pulled back quickly. He was a good foot
taller than his cousin, but she had quick hands and feet, and there
was no way for him to win anyway. If he ever actually used his full
strength and punched her – not that he ever would - both his father
and hers would kick his ass up and down Burgundy Street until he
couldn’t walk for a month. That gave Jude a very unfair advantage
which she didn’t hesitate to use by the quick application of a knee
to the groin or an elbow to the ribs whenever he got too –
close.

“Perve,” she said as he moved away.

“I’m bored,” he complained.

“Uh huh.”

Men were such infants. Young men anyway.

The bell rang again but she didn’t look up
until a shadow fell on her. She looked up, then straightened as she
felt an unusual hum inside her.

The guy was older, probably ten years older
than her. He was handsome, with broad shoulders, but that didn’t
usually do much for Jude. There was something else about him, a
presence, a strength, a solidity she sensed, even before he
spoke.

“Good morning,” he said, a small smile
playing across his face. “Does this shop have a gunsmith by any
chance?”

“Kind of,” she said. “You have a firearm
problem?”

He gave her a doubtful look, then placed a
Remington Model Forty Two Custom Sporter.

“Nice gun,” she said.

It was also a pricey gun, twice what their
most expensive rifle went for.

“Not so nice lately. She’s misfiring.”

She picked it up and made sure it was empty.
“Trigger?”

“No, nothing wrong with it.”

She removed the bolt assembly, then checked
the trigger action.

“This something that just happened or has it
been gradual?”

“Gradual but not slow, you know what I
mean?”

She nodded and pulled the gun over to the
work table.

“You a gunsmith?” he asked dubiously.

She grinned but didn’t answer. She pulled the
firing pin with an expertise which had him raising an eyebrow, and
held it under the magnifier.

“Thought so,” she said.

“What is it?”

“You got a titanium firing pin. You should
have stuck with chrome. With a weapon like this, when you hit the
primer you’re getting a blowback of hot gas. It’s kind of like a
little blowtorch, really small but it’s there. It can burn a little
hole in the tip of the firing pin.”

She turned the gun over in her hands.

“You handle that like you know what you’re
doing,” he said.

She grinned cheekily at him. “I always know
what I’m doing,” she replied in her lazy drawl. “With anything I
handle.”

“That so. My name’s Callum Jennings.”

She nodded. “Jude.”

“Jude? Your parents Beatles lovers?”

“Yeah. And spare me. I’ve heard hey Jude all
my life.”

“I’ll bet you have,” he said, grinning.

He nodded at the gun. “You have another
firing pin?”

“Not that’ll fit this. We can send for
another from Remington. How rich are you?”

He grinned confidently. “Rich enough.”

“We can overnight it, have it here early
tomorrow morning.”

He nodded. “Do it. I’m staying at the
Travelers Hotel up on – .”

“I know where it is,” she said.

“Of course you do.”

His eyes took her in but without that furtive
kind of up and down she usually saw from men who wanted to scope
out her tits. He grinned and nodded, then left. She whistled
mentally behind him.

He had a nice butt, too.

Ryan’s hand slid under her arm and he pinched
her nipple lightly.

“Your nipples all hard for that guy, Jude?”
he taunted.

She drove an elbow into his ribs and he fell
back with a yelp of pain.

“You’re supposed to warn me!” he said
accusingly.

“Don’t need any warnings when you touch my
tits,” she said, sweeping past him and going around to the
window.

Callum got into a new model, upscale SUV.

“That guy is like ten years older than you,”
he said from across the store.

“So? Did I say I wanted to marry him?”

He sniffed, rubbing his ribs. “Who the fuck would marry you. You’re
such a little pain in the ass.”

“Never can tell,” she said softly.

She’d thought about dating older men, of
course, but in this town that didn’t go over well. Besides, she
really hadn’t found any older men she wanted to date. Most older
men only wanted a young woman for one thing, and Jude usually
didn’t think much of that sort of guy.

There was something about this Callum guy, though, something solid,
but – dangerous, in a sexy sort of way. She bet he didn’t yell
cat-calls at passing girls, or get drunk and throw up on the floor,
or scream and yell over video game victories.
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Jude was not good at playing dress up games.
She owned one black dress – for official things like weddings and
funerals, one modest summer dress for when her parents absolutely
insisted she attend something that needed a dress, and a whole
bunch of jeans, tank tops, sweat shirts and sweaters. For the first
time in a very long time, though, she found herself looking through
her stuff trying to find something – sexy.

The best she could come up with was to take a
black, button down cotton shirt, leave the buttons undone, and pull
the bottoms up to tie together beneath her breasts. She added a
loose denim skirt her aunt had optimistically bought for her when
she was fourteen, and which she’d never worn, and which was
consequently too small now, and too short – uncomfortably short for
a girl very unused to wearing skirts at all.

She played with the shirt any number of ways,
trying to hide her bra, but make herself look provocative. In the
end she abandoned the bra and tried it without. It cupped and held
her breasts fine, but folded skin tight around them, doing nothing
to hide their shape. It also produced a little cleavage above where
she’d tied it, again, not something people were used to seeing from
Jude.

Her sexiest panties were a pair of lacy black
Calvin Klein ultra low rise boyshorts a girlfriend had given her
for her a Christmas present. She slipped them on, wondering if
somehow or other Callum would get to see them, and wondering if
maybe she ought to maybe look into buying some of those sexy thong
things, however silly they made her feel.

The Travelers was a small, three story hotel
on Chester Street, just a few blocks away. Jude felt self-conscious
as she walked over. She kept tugging at the skirt, even though she
knew very well it was more than long enough to cover her butt
completely. It wasn’t near as short as the miniskirts some girls
wore to clubs in the city. The cleavage made her nervous, too.
Again, there wasn’t much of it, but she wasn’t used to showing off
her assets.

Travelers wasn’t exactly upscale, but it was
as good as hotels got around this county, and had a comfortable bar
with leather booths, decent food, and some of those odd drinks most
folks around town couldn’t even pronounce. Thankfully, that meant
there was seldom any young locals there. Mostly they preferred the
cheap bars with loud country music and breakable furniture.

Jude had no intention of hanging around
getting drooled over by old, married guys. She would walk in, look
around to see if Callum was there, and if not, walk out again. She
was annoyed at herself for being as tense as she was over a guy
she’d hardly said more than a few words to, but there was something
about this guy.

She blushed a little as she walked through
the hotel door and a guy she knew vaguely, some kind of business
guy from across town, zoomed in on her cleavage. She was scowling
as she strode quickly into the bar, slowed to try and seem casual,
then, feeling a vast disappointment that he wasn’t there, turned
and walked out.

So much for that.

She walked back down the street and through
the park to her place, waited three quarters of an hour, then went
back and tried again. She still found still found no sign of him,
and, sighing, turned and headed back home again.

She took a different route home, this time.
She’d wasted too much time on this silliness, and wasn’t going to
rush back and forth. Besides, the bartender would probably say
something if he saw her wandering in a third time. It would be
freaking obvious. She went down Rupert Street and crossed to
Burgundy.

And there he was, looking in the window at
her uncle’s shop. Jude felt her heart beating faster as she headed
that way, doing her best to not seem hurried, keeping her face
casual and relaxed as she approached. He turned idly, not looking
happy, and then saw her. She saw the recognition on his face,
followed by a brief smile.

“Hey,” she said. “Worried about your
expensive gun?”

“Actually, it turns out I have to leave
tomorrow early. I was hoping you were still open so I could get it
back.”

“Still open? Not this time of year.”

“Damn. I don’t suppose you have the keys – on
you?”

He ran his eyes down her and grinned and she
grinned impudently back. “Not hardly. I don’t live far from here,
though. Why don’t I uhm, go get them? Well, I mean, you can come
with me,” she said, stumbling over her words a little.

“Sure,” he said with a comfortable casualness
she was trying to project herself.

“So uh, do you do a lot of hunting around
here?” she asked as they headed for her place.

“I only moved to Boston this winter so this
is my first time.”

“Oh yeah? How do you find it?”

“Not bad. I’m looking for stags, though.”

“It’s out of season,” she said with a
smirk.

“Just scouting for the fall.”

“Uh huh. Game warden will get you if you’re a
bad boy.”

“Well, I am a bad boy pretty often, but not
in that way.”

“Really?” she said, flirting openly now. “How
bad a boy are you?”

“That depends on how bad a girl I’m with,” he
said with a small grin.

She heard herself giggle stupidly and wanted
to slap herself, clearing her throat instead.

They reached her porch and she let them
in.

“You don’t lock the door?”

“This is the small town, Callum,” she said
with a snort.

“Even so, a pretty young girl like you needs
to be careful about things like that.”

She flicked on the lights, and quickly pulled
the curtains on the living room window.

“You live alone?”

“Yep. Just me and myself.”

“All the more reason you need to be careful,”
he said, sounding disapproving.

She smiled. “You think some nasty old man
will grab me and do – nasty things to me?”

“I think a lot of men would like to do nasty
things to you,” he said, looking down at her.

She smiled coyly and leaned against the wall.
“What kind of things?”

He raised his hand and let a finger brush the
hair away from her eye, then traced the finger down the side of her
face, along the nape of her neck, down along her upper chest, and
in against the center of her chest just where her breasts were
squeezed together.

Jude found herself unable to breath.

“That would depend on how bad a man it was,”
he said in a low voice.

She swallowed several times. “You mean, a bad
man like you?”

“That depends on how bad a girl you are,” he
said.

“I-I can be pretty bad,” she said, fighting
to keep her voice even.

“Really? You know what happens to bad
girls?”

His fingers was now slowly twisting from side
to side under the knot, caressing the edges of her breasts.

“Wh-what?” she gulped.

“Someone puts them over their knee and spanks
them.”

She chuckled weakly.

“How old are you, little girl?”

“Old enough,” she said challengingly.

“For what?”

“For whatever!”

He eased his finger out and instead gripped
the knot holding the shirt together and slowly, his eyes never
leaving hers, tugged on it, pulling the knot loose.

Jude felt her pulse racing and her chest
getting so tight it was hard to breath.

He hooked a thumb through the still bound
shirt and finished opening the knot. The shirt dropped loose around
her, open in the middle from neck to waist, showing the inner sides
of her breasts.

“Have you ever been with a man before?” he
asked as his hand slid into her shirt and up to cup her bare
breast.

She let out a nervous bark of laughter. “You
think I’m a virgin? I’m not.”

“That’s not what I asked,” he said.

His big hand was firmly kneading her breast
as his thumb stroked idly across her very erect nipple. Jude’s
heart was beating like a drum as she tried to think of what to do,
how to respond. He turned and pinned her to the wall, both hands
into her shirt now as he bent to kiss her. She moaned weakly into
his mouth as his tongue slipped through her lips, then his hands
slid up, opening the shirt fully and pushing it back over her
shoulders.

Jude instinctively tried to grab at it, and
he tugged the shirt down over her shoulders and pulled it tight,
pinning her arms to her sides. She moaned as his mouth became more
aggressive on hers, forcing her mouth wider, his tongue pushing
deeper and stroking along her own.

He held her arms pinned to her sides for a
long minute as his mouth ravaged hers, then he tugged the shirt
down completely and her arms came free. She slipped them eagerly up
across his shoulders and pressed her breasts against him as their
tongues dueled and swirled back and forth.

His hands were under her skirt now, kneading
her buttocks. They slipped up, then down into the rear of her
boyshorts, and she moaned, one leg rising to curl around him. He
had the skirt undone before she even knew what was happening, and
his hands came back long enough to push it down. It dropped around
her ankles and his hand plunged down the front of her panties.

Again Jude became unaccountably shy, startled
by how fast he was moving, and that she was letting him. She
grabbed at his wrist momentarily, only to have both her wrists
lifted up and shoved back together against the wall, and pinned
there with one strong hand.

“Y-You’re being b-bad,” she gasped as he bit
into the nape of her neck.

“Uh huh,” he said, his fingers sliding into
her panties again.

“Huh!” she gasped, the sensation as his
fingers found her clit shocking her and making her hips buck
forward.

“Hot little slut, aren’t you,” he
taunted.

A part of her cringed at the words, but
another side of her felt a wild swirling excitement.

“Ungh! Ohh! W-wait! Ungh!” she gasped as his
fingers stroked up and down across her clit.

He ignored her, holding her wrists pinned to
the wall as his mouth moved over hers, over her neck, up beneath
her ear.

She was so fucking hot! She couldn’t remember
being this hot, ever! His fingers were rubbing expertly across her
clit and sending a raging flood of sensations through her nervous
system. She groaned, arching her back, and he forced her wrists
downward, down behind her head, behind her neck. There somehow he
grabbed a thick wad of hair and then she cried out as he forced her
head back.

“Beautiful,” he said, his mouth coming down
on one of her rock-hard nipples.

He held her posed, back arched, head back,
his fingers stroking rapidly across her clit as he sucked hard on
her nipple. Jude felt her hips bucking spastically, heard herself
gasping and moaning in overheated sexual need, and then the orgasm
burst over her and she cried out in shocked pleasure, her pussy
flaming hot, as he forced two fingers deep into her and clawed at
her clit with his thumb.

He rubbed her hard as his fingers pumped into
her, and pulled even harder on her hair so that she was bowed
sharply. Her hips continued to buck wildly and her mouth was drawn
back in a wide, startled O of shocked pleasure.

The orgasm rolled over her like a howling
freight train, then left her limp and exhausted. She all-but
collapsed, and Callum bent, slipped an arm under her legs, and
lifted her, still holding her wrists behind her head, still holding
her hair behind her neck.

He sat down on her patched sofa, bringing her
down across his lap.

She groaned and he grinned, combing her hair
back again and kissing her. Then he began to run his free hand
slowly over her body, caressing her breasts, rubbing her nipples,
then sliding his fingers down between her thighs. Every time they
touched her clit she gasped and her hips jerked for she was
exquisitely sensitive there just then.

“You’re very responsive, little girl,” he
said.

“Oh!” she gasped, arching back as his finger
stroked across her clit. “Don’t!”

“Say please,” he whispered.

“P-Please!” she gasped, squirming
helplessly.

“Say please sir.”

“Ohhh!” she moaned.

“Say it,” he taunted.

“Please sir!”

He chuckled softly and eased his fingers away
from her pussy, sliding them over her breast instead. He bent and
began to kiss and lick his way slowly across the curving surfaces
of her breasts. Before long her nipples were almost as sensitive as
her clit, and every time he licked or sucked or chewed around them
she moaned and squirmed atop him.

“Hot little thing,” he said.

“I – I’m sweating,” she gasped.

“That’s not what I meant.”

He eased her into an upright position so he
could look into her eye.

“Wh-why are you holding my arms?” she moaned
as he kissed lightly along her chin.

“I like to be in control,” he murmured.
“Especially with bad girls. You never know what they’ll do.”

He nibbled on her earlobe. “Are you a bad
girl, Jude?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

He drew back, his eyes on hers. “Say it.”

She blinked at him in confusion, and then
gasped as he tugged on her hair, forcing her head back, forcing her
back to arch.

“Say it.”

“I-I’m a bad girl,” she gasped.

He pulled harder so her back arched further,
and she felt his lips on her nipple, his teeth nibbling as his
tongue flicked out. “Again,” he whispered.

“I’m a bad girl!” she panted. “I’m a bad
girl!”

“Maybe you should be punished then,” he
said.

He abruptly released her hair at last, then
flipped her over onto her belly as though she were weightless. His
fingers kneaded her buttocks, then formed a narrow wedge that
thrust between her open thighs and drove into her pussy with aching
force.

“Ahhhg!” she cried, eyes going wide with dark
heated excitement.

“Bad girl,” he said.

His other hand cracked down across her
squirming buttocks hard enough to sting, and Jude yelped and
writhed. “Ow!”

“Bad girls need to be spanked,” he said in
amusement.

Crack! He slapped her bottom a second time.
Again Jude yelped and twisted. “Oww! Q-quit it!”

His fingers twisted inside her, and his thumb
hooked up along the top of her pussy, rubbing at her clit.

Again Jude squirmed and gasped and moaned,
then yelped aloud as his left hand cracked down across her bottom
with a greatly increased force.

“Oww!”

Her upper body twisted and her hands reached
back, trying to block him, trying to protect her bottom.

“Hmm,” he said.

He shifted her forward a little and undid his
belt, pulling it free of his pants loops. Then he gripped her
wrists and forced her arms up behind her back.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she moaned.

He slid the belt around her forearms, then
yanked it tight. He looped the belt several times around her
forearms, then buckled it in place.

“Bad girls need to be restrained,” he said
calmly.

Jude felt a wave of anxiety and an
almost-disappointment. Was he just a sick pervert? But then she
remembered all the nasty fantasies she’d had, none of which she’d
ever dared to experience, and the latter melted away in the face of
a sudden hot surging arousal. The anxiety remained, however, for
she was effectively helpless now. She told herself she’d always
been. He was twice her weight and could have done anything he
wanted to her, whether she was tied up or not.

Now his fingers pushed into her from behind,
twisting from side to side as his thumb began to play across her
clit. His left hand slid under her ribs and cupped her breast, then
pulled back again and cracked down on her bottom with stinging
force.

“Oww!”

His fingers began to pump in and out, hard,
painfully hard, and Jude shuddered with dark excitement, her legs
spreading wider, her bottom pushing up and back.

Crack! His hand slapped sharply across
her bottom, which was rapidly growing warm.

“Oww! Don’t!”

He ran his hands up behind her head, gripped
her hair and yanked it up sharply.

“You mean please sir?” he asked.

“Please sir!” she gasped.

“Well, perhaps we can find something else to
do with a bad girl,” he said.

He pushed the squirming girl off his lap onto
the floor, then gripped her hair and pulled her, not cruelly, but
forcefully, up between his legs. Naked, kneeling, her arms bound
behind her, Jude gasped for breath as he pulled her face into his
groin and rubbed it up and down. She could feel something hard
behind his jeans, and moaned weakly as he reached down to fondle
her breast.

“Are you ready to get to work, little
girl?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

He yanked back on her hair again. “You mean
yes sir?”

“Yes, sir!” she cried weakly.

God! This was all so wild and kinky!

He pulled her forward again, and popped open
his jeans. He slowly drew the zipper down and then reached in and
pulled his cock out.

Jude gasped aloud. It was long and fat and it
wasn’t even completely hard yet.

“Let’s see what you can do with this, you bad
little girl.”

She gurgled as he thrust into her mouth,
closing her lips around the shaft and sucking immediately. She
brought her tongue into play, licking up and down along the shaft
as he eased his grip on her hair enough for her to begin to bob up
and down the long length of him.

He thickened as she sucked, and she could
actually feel his cock forcing her mouth to open further as she
moaned around it, sucking and licking and feeling wild and slutty
and incredibly excited. Her arms pulled feebly against the belt
binding them back, and she felt a hot, liquid lust at the knowledge
of how helpless she was. She was not normally a submissive girl,
not in the least, but for some reason, being dominated now thrilled
her like nothing she could ever remember.

“Suck that cock, little girl,” he growled,
coming his fingers roughly through her hair.

He gripped it tightly now, holding her in
place, then began to pump in and out, fucking her mouth, fucking
her face. Jude gurgled and gasped, trying to lick and suck, rolling
her eyes upwards as he pushed deeper, then gagging as the head
neared the back of her throat.

“What? You don’t know how to deep throat a
man’s cock?” he snorted. “You should have learned that a long time
ago, little girl.

The “little girl” comments were starting to
get on Jude’s nerves. She was fully aware, of course, of how much
older and sophisticated he was, and probably much more experienced
too. Jude wasn’t used to not being good at something, not being
very, very good. It made her feel – inferior, which was a novel
thing for the proud young woman.

And yet, he clearly was superior, more
knowledgeable, more skilful at sex than she was, and she saw no way
of disguising that.

How hard could it be to deep throat anyway?
All kinds of stupid, cheap women did it. All you had to do was
control your gag reflex, and if there was one thing Jude prided
herself on it was strength of will and self control.

He had her hair bunched up on either side of
her head as he pumped his big cock in and out through her straining
lips. She was jerking weakly against him as he pushed in, but now
she steeled herself, and forced herself forward, gagging as his
cockhead pushed into her throat.

He chuckled above her. “Does the little girl
want more cock?”

She gasped weakly, fighting to control her stomach as he pushed
forward again, and this time the whole head of his cock slipped
into her throat. She instinctively tried to draw back, but he
pushed forward while pulling on her hair, and she felt the novel
sensation of his fat cock sliding down into her throat.

Her eyes widened, and she gurgled and choked
around it, but the novel sensation of having something that big
filling her throat caught at her imagination even as her own
burning lust caught at her senses. She controlled her reflex to
choke, and moaned as he pushed still deeper, jamming her nose in
against his groin, sliding his hand around to the back of her head
to grind her against him and hold her in place.

“That’s it, baby. Suck that cock,” he
groaned. “Swallow that meat.”

Jude had already done that of course, but now
discovered that she couldn’t breath. Her chest began to burn and
her head began to throb as he held her in place. Then he slowly
eased back, and she fought against a new instinct to gag. The
sopping wet cockhead popped out of her mouth and saliva drooled
over her lower lip and down onto her breasts as she coughed
violently and gulped in air.

He didn’t push back in, though, much to her
relief, but instead jerked her forward, bending her over.

“Let’s see how tight you are,” he said as he
put her down on her shoulders and dropped behind her.

She groaned weakly as he spread her legs
apart, as his cock rubbed up and down against her throbbing pink
slit, then pushed into her. She felt herself penetrated, and
gloried in the feel of his thickness forcing open the lips of her
sex and driving into her body. God it felt incredible. She barely
repressed a glorious moan of pleasure as he sank inch after inch
into her sopping pussy.

“Ahggh!” she gasped as her jerked back on her
hair.

Her chin was against the floor, her glassy
eyes staring straight ahead as he jammed himself into her and then
began to pump. She shuddered as his hips slammed against her
upraised buttocks, as her knees began to jerk to and fro on the
floor in time to the hard, rhythmic thrusting. She could feel how
full she was, how stretched out she was around the thick shaft as
it slid in and out.

Her pussy was on fire, spasming already as he
pumped into her. Then his hand was on her breast, kneading and
squeezing it as he rode her.

“That’s it, bitch,” he panted, ”Keep that ass
high!”

No one had ever talked to her like that,
during sex or any other time. It should have outraged her. It did
outrage a part her. But for some reason it also turned her on, made
her pussy throb and spasm around his pumping cock. He slapped her
butt and she yelped, then yelped again at a second slap.

“Take that cock, little girl,” he growled.
“Take every inch, you little slut.”

She shuddered and moaned, her insides
twisting and swirling and churning around his plunging cock. Her
eyes rolled back in her head and she was drooling over her lip as
her open mouth gaped. She grunted with every deep thrust, her mind
turning over and over under the flood wave of sensory pleasure.

God, he was fucking her! He was soooo fucking
her! She’d never been fucked like this before, not ever!

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Hungh! Hungh! Hung! Ohhh!
Unggh! Huuuh!” she gasped as his hips rammed into her.

She had to keep it quiet, a part of her
thought, but her mind was blown and the orgasm hammered what was
left. She let out a long, warbling groan of pleasure as her body
shuddered to the crackling wall of sexual electricity tearing
through her. The orgasm went on and on and on, centered around the
hard, deep, almost painful thrusting of his mighty cock inside
her.

And then it was gone, and she slumped weakly,
eyes slitted, groaning, gasping for breath as he finished with a
final flurry of thrusts, and emptied himself inside her.

 


 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Jude had her usual “uniform” on at the store
the next morning; black jeans and tank top. The only difference was
the tank was one she hadn’t worn in a while because it was too
tight for comfort – not for physical comfort – but for the way it
might make men look at her. But she felt sexy that morning, hot,
sexy, and strangely – sophisticated. And she didn’t own anything
she could wear that would help reinforce that feeling.

The tank wasn’t exactly threatening to burst
with the pressure of her breasts, but it was tight across her
chest, tight enough for Ryan to notice and keep looking over to
catch furtive glimpses which she studiously ignored.

She had a pretty hot silhouette, she’d
thought when she looked at herself in the mirror that morning with
the tank top tight across her breasts.

Now she was half regretting wearing it. Ryan
was a pain in the ass, even if he had to keep it under a leash this
morning with his father around. But her mind seldom strayed to what
Ryan was thinking or doing. She worked on Callum’s gun, and tried
not to shiver when her mind played flashbacks of the previous
night. Now if Ryan only knew about that! Boy!

Callum hadn’t finished with fucking her on
her knees, not even close. He’d carried her up the stairs on his
shoulders, then tied her spread-eagled in her own bed and gone to
work on her with his tongue. Jude had very little experience with
oral sex - that is, with receiving it – and none at all with
receiving it from an experienced man like Callum.

She’d embarrassed herself with the way she’d
reacted. Even now she blushed thinking about it. She’d come like
crazy, writhing and twisting, arching and crying out again and
again as he licked and fingered and sucked at her. He’d found her
dildo too, using that on her while his tongue drove her insane,
driving her to the edge of climax again and again, then making her
beg to come before pushing her over the edge.

Her face felt warm as she remembered how he
made her cry out, made her beg “ Please let the little girl come,
sir!” again and again.

Little girl! Bastard! She glared fiercely at
the gun, wondering what he’d think if she broke his new firing pin
and then told him to use a bow and arrow or something.

He’d left it here, saying he’d be back next
weekend. That was both a promise and a strange sort of threat which
made her shudder with anticipation.

She’d show him she was no damned little
girl!

Even if she wasn’t quite sure how.

“That’s a nice gun.”

She looked up briefly to see her uncle Dan
looking down at the Remington. “Yeah, some guy from Boston brought
it in the other day. He was gonna pick it up today but had to go
back to the city. He said he’d get it next weekend.”

He nodded and reached out for it. She
reluctantly handed to him and he looked it up and down. “You know,
Jude, you’re damned good at this sort of thing. But you’re not a
gunsmith.”

She scowled resentfully.

“With the new highway we’re going to get more
hunters up from the city. I’m not sure I can pay you as a full time
gunsmith but – if you want to put the time in I’m willing to pay
for you to take the courses.”

“What, you mean go off to some school? You
know I hate – .”

He shook his head. “You can do most of it by
mail or over the internet. With the hands on experience you get
here you wouldn’t have to put much time at all into actual
classroom stuff. Probably none, actually. You’d only have to do
some workshop stuff with a gunsmith.”

“I can fix stuff pretty good. I don’t need a
piece of paper to tell me that.”

“No, but if you get that piece of paper I can
hang it on the wall, and charge more, and you can get paid more.
And if you ever want to open your own shop, or go and work
somewhere else, you can get a pretty damned nice pay check.”

Jude shrugged. She couldn’t imagine wanting
to own her own shop or go elsewhere, but the part about getting
paid more was certainly worth thinking on.

Not that anything was going to distract her
from last night. God she was sore! She thought she was in shape but
her muscles were just aching like crazy! And it wasn’t for doing
anything but straining against the belts he’d used to bind her into
her own bed either. She’d just pulled and thrashed and stretched
and jerked like crazy!

What a night!

It put her in a great mood, great enough to
agree to the gunsmith course. Her uncle set it up so she could work
most of the courses from the computer in the back room, and use his
workshop to do most of her “homework”.

In the meantime, she needed to buy something
sexy.

She shifted over on the internet, checking
out the lingerie sites, looking for stuff she’d feel and look sexy
in – and not feel stupid. Lots of this stuff just looked dumb, but
there were some nifty looking items she thought would surprise
Callum and make her look really hot and sexy.

After work, she drove up the highway to the
big box strip mall in Lexington. They didn’t know her there, and
they had a Victoria’s Secret. She bought several thongs and lacy
bras. She had only one pair of high heeled shoes, and they were
clunky things with short heels. She just couldn’t bring herself to
buy any of the really high, dopey looking shoes, but did find a
pair of hot looking boots with high heels. She bought a couple of
skirts and tops, as well, and a short black dress that she wasn’t
sure she’d ever be brave enough to actually wear outside her
house.

The week seemed long. She did some of those
courses her uncle signed her up for. The early ones were so easy
she breezed right through them in nothing flat, complaining she was
wasting her time.

“You’re not wasting your time. You’re proving
what you know,” her uncle said.

She made a face in response, but didn’t
complain. He was paying for them, after all, and paying her to do
them half the time.

And it helped keep her mind off Callum,
because she was insanely horny whenever she thought about him, and
was going to wear out her dildo if she kept riding it three or four
times a night.

And then, on Friday afternoon, the door
opened and in he walked. She felt instant butterflies in her belly,
and imagined her nipples had gotten instantly hard inside her shirt
as he sauntered across the room.

“Mr Jennings,” she said formally, holding the
gun and placing it on the counter.

He smiled. “Little girl,” he said in a voice
too soft for her uncle to hear.

She glowered at him and he grinned and
examined the gun as her uncle came over.

They shook hands and discussed hunting while
Jude shifted her weight impatiently from foot to foot.

“She’s got very good hands,” Callum said,
smiling at her.

“Jude’s taking gunsmithing courses,” her
uncle said. “When she gets her diploma I’ll have to pay her
more.”

“I’m sure she’ll be worth every penny,”
Callum said as her uncle turned away.

He leaned in, his voice softening “I’m sure
your services will be worth your fee,” he said.

She smirked at him.

“Got you a present, little girl,” he said. “I
put it through your mail box. You can wear it when I come
over.”

He turned and sauntered off, leaving her
staring after him, wanting to jump his bones right then and
there.

She got off soon after, and hurried home,
eager to see what kind of present he’d gotten her. It couldn’t be
very big or he wouldn’t have been able to fit it through her mail
slot – though the old fashioned slot was bigger than usual.

“Holy crap!” she whispered as she held it in
her hands.

Or rather, as she held “them” in her
hands.

They’d been in a large brown envelope he had
managed to squeeze through the mail slot. There were five of them,
one of which was obviously a studded collar with a big ring in the
front and another in the back. There was a stainless steel plate in
the front just under the collar, and it had her name on it! The
other four were smaller versions of the collar, and it didn’t take
a lot of imagination to figure out what they did either.

She went to her mirror and tried the collar
on experimentally, feeling her pussy squeezing in on nothing as she
buckled the collar around her throat.

She looked hot and sexy, she thought, but her
stomach was still swirling with anxiety. Callum was a pervert! Was
he going to tie her up all the time when they did it!? Not that she
hadn’t had sexy fantasies about being tied up and all, but they
were just fantasies, and she’d had all sorts of kinky fantasies.
Callum seemed focused in on this one, this – bondage thing.

Of course, men were all sex maniacs,
perverts. But this was getting silly.

Nevertheless she felt a thrum of excitement
between her legs, and then stripped naked and put the leather
restraints on her wrists and ankles and stared at herself before
the full length mirror. A part of her felt silly, but another part
of her felt aroused by the sight. She turned to the side, bringing
her wrists together behind her back, posing artfully.

She pulled them all off and put them into her
night table, then put on the thong and bra. She wasn’t certain what
to wear over them, and decided to wear the tight, low riding jeans
she’d bought, and a tight black halter over them. Now she looked
sexy but casual. She didn’t want Callum to think she was making any
big, special effort on his behalf, after all.

As for the bondage stuff, well maybe she’d
put it on sometime or maybe not.

It was hours later, late in the evening, that
the door rang. She almost jumped out of the chair. She checked her
hair, her heart pounding, and moved casually to the door.

He was standing on the porch, grinning, and
she felt her nipples definitely getting hard within her lacy black
bra top this time.

“Yes?” she asked.

“I thought we might – hang around a little
this evening,” he said.

She shrugged. “I suppose, maybe. You get in
some good hunting?”

“Yes, but the tasty flesh I’m going to eat is
still on its feet.”

He grinned and pushed her back, and she
frowned at his presumption.

“You’re pretty cocky,” she said
accusingly.

“People have said that before,” he replied,
looking around.

He looked down at her and grinned. “Nice
jeans.”

She shrugged casually.

“Take em off.”

“Hey! I ain’t your whore,” she said.

“Sure you are.”

And with that he bent and lifted her up over
his shoulder, carrying her up the narrow stairs.

“Hey! You put me down, Callum!”

“Don’t complain or I’ll tan that pretty
little bottom of yours,” he said.

He carried her into her bedroom and threw her
on the bed. Jude looked up at him breathlessly, but indignantly as
he looked around.

“Where’s my present?” he asked.

“I threw it out!”

He grinned again and she shook her head at
how insufferably smug he was as he moved to the bedside table,
opened it, and found them there.

“Ahh, here they are,” he said, pulling out a
pair of the restraints.

He eyed her speculatively. “Now what should I
do with you, little girl?”

She scrambled out of bed. “I ought to slap
you!”

He grinned and then spun her around and
pushed her back onto the bed. Straddling her from above and pulling
her wrists together behind her back.

“Hey! Get off of me! Callum!”

He had her right wrist wrapped around in a
trice, and buckled the restraint in place, then did the same to her
left and linked them together.

Gasping, panting, she rolled over as he got
off and moved across the room. Her mind was filled with
indignation, even anger. But there was a dark hunger inside her
too, hard-edged and powerful, and growing rapidly in strength as
she watched him take down one of her heavy potted plants.

“Get off me!” she said, kicking at him as he
approached the bed.

He grabbed her ankle and dragged her off the
bed, then grabbed her arms and lifted her up before him. Her head
only came to the middle of his chest, so there was no hope at all
in fighting, but she did anyway. It wasn’t that she wanted to get
free, or that she wanted him to stop, but a part of her refused to
submit to such outrageous familiarity and cocky, confident use. It
wasn’t like she was his damned girlfriend or anything! Who did the
think he was just baring in like this and doing whatever he
wanted!?

He unclipped the two restraints and then
brought them together in front of her as she squirmed and twisted.
He got them clipped together again, then raised them high above her
head and slipped a chain through the link, then linked that to the
hook above.

He stood back as she tried to kick at him,
and she gasped for breath, eyes smoldering as he stood back and
grinned at her.

“You look hot,” he said.

“You let me go right this second, Callum
Jennings!”

“You don’t want me to let you go,” he said
confidently.

She glowered at him, angry at his cockiness,
and that he was right.

He moved closer and she kicked at him. But
that only made him grin wider. He grabbed the other two restraints,
then moved in quickly and knelt in front of her, grabbing her legs
and immobilizing them. He wrapped them around her ankles and linked
them together, then stood up and back.

Jude felt incredibly hot! Her arms were
stretched above her, so her body was all stretched out, the halter
high on her chest now as he looked her up and down.

“I could scream rape,” she said sullenly.

“But you won’t.”

He took something out of his jacket pocket.
“In fact, since I noticed that you were a pretty noisy little girl
last time, and that seemed to be bothering you, I got you something
so you don’t need to worry about it any more.”

He pulled out what looked like a red ball.
Jude stared at it uncertainly for a moment, then noticed the black
straps, and recognized it from some pictures on the internet. She
felt a hot flare of heat between her legs at the thought of the
ball gag going into her mouth, but clamped her lips down
rebelliously.

He pressed it against her mouth and she
glowered up at him.

“Open your lips little girl.”

She refused and he combed his fingers through
her hair, then gripped a thick main of it behind her head and
jerked her head back. “Open your mouth, slut,” he growled.

The words and tone startled her, and Jude
felt a little wave of fear – mixed with an intense hunger as she
opened her mouth. He pushed the ball into it, forcing her mouth
wider, then wider still. She gurgled as it pushed past her teeth,
as he wedged it into her open mouth. Her jaws were able to close a
little behind it, and he strapped it around her head.

He stood back, and Jude stared angrily at
him, fighting to control her breathing, fighting to control the
raw, wild heat rippling through her belly.

He moved in again, and his arms went around
her, his hands sliding down onto her buttocks, kneading and
squeezing them as he began to nibble and lick and bite along the
nape of her neck. His hands slid up her sides and he circled around
behind her. She gasped as he slapped her butt, then shuddered as
his arms slid around her ribs and he cupped her breasts firmly.

He began to knead and massage her breasts as
he ran his lips down along the nape of her neck, and hot waves of
excitement rolled through Jude’s chest and belly.

He moved around in front of her, and grinned
at her, then gripped the front of her tank top and tore it open
down the front.

Jude gaped at him. That tank top had cost her
twenty nine dollars! Yet at the same time she felt another shudder
of wild heat roll over her at this show of strength and
determination. He grinned and examined her bra, then reached to her
shoulders, tearing at the thin straps of the top and pulling it
free. He grinned cockily, then popped the catch in her jeans and
slowly, teasingly lowered the zipper.

He pushed the jeans over her hips and down
her legs, then knelt before her, unclipping the restraints around
her ankles long enough to remove the jeans, then fastening them
again.

“Nice,” he said admiringly, circling her.

He took a loop of black rope from his jacket
pocket and tied it to the ring in the side of one of her ankle
restraints. Then he cut the rope and tied the other half into the
ring of her other restraint. He unclipped the restraints from each
other and pulled her left leg apart, tying the rope to the foot of
the bed. He took the other rope and pulled her other foot open,
forcing her onto the balls of her feet as the restraints around her
wrists bit in.

He tied that rope to the steam pipe, then
walked slowly around her.

Jude was glowering at him rebelliously, but
she was almost trembling with excitement now, and knew she would
melt in his hands once he started in on her.

He stopped in front of her and yanked her bra
down beneath her breasts, so it acted as a kind of sling.

“What lovely tits you have, little girl,” he
purred.

“Perve!” she tried to shout through the
gag.

He moved around behind her, kneading her bare
bottom, then slapped it sharply so she jerked and yelped in
pain.

“Very nice,” he said, turning to walk around
in front of her again. “But I like my bitches naked.”

He grabbed the front of the lacy thong and
tore the thing off.

Jude gasped, her hips jerking forward, the
thong digging up into her sex for a moment before the material tore
apart. Then she was standing there, basically naked, as he grinned
at her. A moment later a small knife did for the bra, and she
wanted to sneer at him, demanding he use his manly strength to tear
through the tough elastic of the bra too.

And then she was naked; helpless and
naked.

“Now what should I do to this bad little
girl,” he said with a grin. “Clearly she needs to be punished.”

He circled her slowly, his hands gliding over
her body. He paused behind her to cup and squeeze her breasts up
and together, then moved around in front of her again, rolling her
stiff, quivering nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, then
plucking sharply at them so she gasped and moaned.

He moved beside her and seized her hair,
yanking her head up and back, forcing her back to arch sharply.

“How long do you think it will take to make
you come, little girl?” he whispered.

His other hand moved between her legs, his
fingers stroking rapidly across her clit, and Jude couldn’t even
make a pretense of resistance as her hips began to buck wildly and
raw, animal noises emerged from behind the ball gag.

It took him thirty seconds to make her
climax.
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She hung her head, gasping weakly, knees
rubbery, ankles aching as he chuckled in amusement and moved away
from her.

“We’re just getting started, little girl,” he
said.

He opened her night table and took out the
collar and her dildo, then returned. She glowered at him as he slid
the collar around her throat and buckled it, then gulped nervously
as he knelt in front of her. She looked down at him, her eyes
feeling fuzzy as he grinned back up. Then he gave her pussy a lick,
and pushed the dildo in against her. She was sopping, but he gave
her little time to get used to it, pushing it up hard, twisting
from side to side so she groaned and gasped and her ankles pulled
helplessly against the restraints.

Then his tongue started in on her, and she
slowly lost her mind.

He did everything but make her come, pulling
back repeatedly. Then he stood up, smiling at the dazed, gasping,
sweating, frazzled young woman.

“I think I’ll get a beer,” he said.

She stared at him in frustration and he
chuckled and left the room. She stood there on increasingly sore
ankles for a good five minutes before he returned, casually setting
the beer down on her dresser.

“Oh, I got something else for you too,” he
said.

He held it up. It was about six inches, maybe
five long, very narrow at the top, widening considerably in the
middle, then narrowing a lot at the end where it was attached to a
round base like a silver dollar.

“It’s a butt-plug,” he said.

She flushed. She knew that, and her face
burned as he moved towards her. She shook her head rapidly, trying
to warn him off.

He ignored her, and her face flamed as he
moved behind her and she felt the thing pushing against her anal
opening. She jerked her hips aside, trying to pull free, and he
laughed.

“Are we a virgin back here?” he asked,
taunting her. “I guess we better lube up then.”

He found some cold cream and used it on the
butt-plug, then knelt and slowly worked it up into her ass.

Jude fumed angrily, really steamed this time.
This was too nasty for her! She didn’t do butt stuff! Her pussy
wasn’t good enough for him!?

She groaned as the thing pushed deeper into
her ass, spreading it wide. Then she felt the narrow part sliding
through and felt her sphincter sliding closed around it, leaving
the base sticking out, flat against her anus.

He moved in front of her again, not bothering
to rise, and began to tongue her clit. She glowered fiercely down
at him at first, but as he continued her eyes began to glaze over,
then to roll back in her head as her hips ground helplessly against
him.

Shit he was good! The nasty bastard!

He turned her into a churning mush of
frazzled, spasming nerve endings, but wouldn’t let her come.
Instead he stopped, stood, and undid the gag. She moaned weakly,
gasping, embarrassed as saliva poured over her lower lip and onto
her chest.

He jerked her head back by the hair.

“Do you want to come, little slut? Do
you?”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped helplessly.

“Beg for it… slut.”

“Please make me come, sir!” she gasped in a
choked voice.

“Louder, slut!”

He slapped her bottom sharply and she
gasped.

“Please make me come, sir!”

Again he slapped her bottom sharply. “Louder,
slut!”

“Please make me come, sir!” she cried.

“Well I don’t know,” he said thoughtfully.
“What do I get out of it?”

He produced a feather from somewhere, and
then began to caress her clit. She hissed and her hips bucked
forward violently, but the feather wasn’t enough, despite how
intensely sensitive her pussy was right now. It only taunted and
teased her.

“Please make me come, sir!” she begged.

“What do I get out of it?”

“I – you – you can fuck me!” she gasped.

“I’ve already fucked you.”

“You can – I can suck your cock!”

“Already had that hole too. How about if I –
.” He leaned in closely, his eyes against hers, and kissed her
hard, passionately, then pulled his head back a little. “How about
if I fuck you in the ass?”

She shuddered, and his finger stroked across her clip, causing her
hips to grind helplessly.

“Please,” she moaned.

“Beg me to fuck your ass.”

“Please – I – Please fuck my ass!’ she
gasped.

“Sir,” he said, slapping her bottom
sharply.

“Please fuck my ass, sir!” she cried, drunk
with pleasure, feverish with need.

He moved behind her, and a part of her reeled
back in fear. She felt him grasp the base of the thing he’d put up
her, and pull. It felt – surprisingly good as it spread her wider,
as it pulled back. Then it pulled out, and an instant later she
felt his cock thrust up into her bottom.

A dark wave of embarrassment and disgust
swept through her, but swirling and twirling and wrapped around it
were glittering shards of white hot sexual hunger and pleasure and
heat. She groaned as she felt him pushing deeper, as she felt the
fullness inside her. He gripped her thighs, jerking her bottom back
and up, and lunged into her, driving his cock deep.

It ached. She felt cramps deep inside her as
his thick meat skewered her buttery little ass. But god, that ache
felt so – incredibly good!

He ground his hips, pulling his cock back,
then pushing it up again. She moaned and rolled her head back.

“Nasty little girl,” he purred. “Nasty little
slut. Do you like that, baby? You begged for it. Beg again. Beg for
it, slut.”

He jerked back on her hair and she cried
out.

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck my ass, sir! Please fuck me in
the ass, sir!”

He thrust up and she cried out as the head of
his cock jammed deep into her ass. Then he began to thrust hard,
fast, deep. At first it ached, it hurt, but then the pain faded,
and the ache became something much deeper, more incredibly sensual.
The feel of his big cock pumping in and out of her threw her into a
strange dark frenzy of sexual heat that blew her over into a
colossal climax.

She couldn’t hide it, and didn’t try. He
jerked her hips back hard, thrusting into her, his cock hard, long,
fat and deep as his hips slapped against her buttocks and his cock
punched deep into her belly.

And then his hands slid up a bit more on her
inner thighs, and the fingers of one hand reached her clit,
stroking roughly. The fingers of the other gripped the base of the
dildo sticking out of her and began to jerk that in and out.

Jude felt as though her orgasm suddenly had
an orgasm. Her body was torn by ripsawing waves of shattering
sexual pleasure that bordered on pure ecstasy. Her mind rolled and
tumbled wildly under the onslaught of savage sensory force and she
screamed in helpless pleasure as the sensations threatened to tear
her mind apart.

She would always, thereafter, find anal sex
helplessly arousing, no matter how nasty she thought it was.

She was hanging by her wrists now, eyes wide,
glazed over, legs wide, bottom pushed back as his hips slammed into
it again and again. She was drooling dazedly, gurgling and gasping
and moaning with every hard thrust up into her belly.

“Coming!” he gasped, jerking her back hard
against him. “Coming in your ass!”

* * *

He took a break on the bed then, sipping
beer, watching her all-but hanging there, her pale, lithe body
stretched out sheeted in sweat, her head hanging low as her chest
heaved.

“Now we can get started,” he said with a lazy
grin.

She groaned weakly.

“Tell me how much you love me, little
girl.”

“Y-You can go and – and fuck yourself,” she
panted.

“I’ve just fucked you in the ass. I don’t
need to fuck myself.”

He stood up and moved back to her, running
his hand up and down her back and over her rounded bottom,
squeezing, kneading, stroking.

“You have incredibly soft skin,” he said.
“Your ass and breasts are amazingly firm and tight and round. Do
you have any idea how fucking hot you are?”

Despite herself Jude flushed with pleasure. That was far from the
self image she had of herself, and she didn’t believe he was
telling the truth. Still, it was nice to hear.

“Let me down,” she groaned.

“No.”

‘My ankles are gonna give way!”

“So?”

He moved back to his coat and took out what
she at first thought was another dildo, but then he flipped a
switch and it began to buzz. He grinned at her. “My next instrument
of torture,” he said.

And it was. The sensations as he rubbed it
back and forth over her clit were too intense, and she gasped and
twisted and writhed and begged him to stop.

He did, leaving her there, gasping and
panting for breath as he left the room. He was gone about ten
minutes. By then Jude was almost completely hanging by her wrists,
her arms and shoulders aching, her wrists burning.

He returned with a bowl of ice, and began to
taunt her with them, sliding them along her ribs, and up along her
inner thighs, then circling her nipples, letting small droplets of
ice cold water trickle down her heaving chest. She cursed and
begged and whined and he ignored her, doing as he pleased.

Then he mouthed her frozen nipples, sucking
and licking and chewing until she thought she’d go insane. He
worked her over with the vibrator then, making her beg to come, and
pushed her over the edge into a powerful climax.

It was the first of many to come, and she
howled her voice raw before he finally let her down, utterly
exhausted and drained.

“You need a bath, my sweet,” he said.

He didn’t carry her, though, and her legs
ached so much she didn’t fight him when he urged her to crawl to
the bathroom on all fours. It wasn’t far, after all. It still felt
– weird – to be crawling along naked, with him walking behind her.
He was still fully dressed, too.

“Kneel here,” he ordered, pulling on her
collar, positioning her on her knees, sitting on her heels.

He ran the bath, grinning at her, then
removed the restraints but not the collar, and had her crawl into
the tub. He wouldn’t let her lay down, but insisted she kneel on
all fours as he wetted her down, then soaped her up. She was too
tired to fight, and groaned weakly as his soapy fingers caressed
her pussy and breasts.

He shampooed her hair, then rinsed her off.
Now he helped her to her feet, threw a towel around her, and
toweled her off. He had her sit and brushed out her hair, then blow
dried it. Then he carried her to bed. He sat her down on the edge
of it, wrapped the restraints around her wrists and ankles again,
then locked her wrists together behind her back and put to bed.

Oddly, the first time she got to see him
naked was when he undressed for bed. He’d brought a bag with a pair
of silk pajamas, and he wore them to bed, laying next to her as she
fell asleep, arms behind her back.

She was wakened in the middle of the night to
find herself pressed back against him, his hand between her legs,
idly rubbing her clit. He rubbed her to climax, and they both fell
asleep again.

In the morning, he lifted her legs up and
back and thrust into her, riding her hard until both of them
climaxed. Then he let her go downstairs to make breakfast, but
insisted she do it naked but for the restraints. He had a shower
while she did so, thinking of how weird, kinky and dopey this was –
but how exciting it was too. Was it because he was older that he
liked to play these weird, kinky games? Were all older men into
these fantasy things? Or was it just him?

She wasn’t much of a cook. She made pancakes
and poured syrup over them, hoping that would do.

Her face flushed when he came downstairs, all
dressed. She was still nude, of course, but for the restraints and
collar. He smiled arrogantly at her, and she scowled, feeling
stupid and rebellious, but then he grabbed her suddenly, jerking
her against him, her soft breasts flattening against his hard chest
as his lips crushed hers and his fingers kneaded her buttocks.

It was a hard, rough kiss, but a short one,
leaving her gasping as he stood back and sat down. When she moved
to sit next to him, however, he grabbed the chair and shook his
head. “On your knees, little girl.”

Again she scowled rebelliously, but her pussy
throbbed and she felt her knees go weak. She sank to her knees next
to his chair, wary of ridicule, licking her lips as he looked down
at her.

“Spread your knees wider… slut.”

The word hit her with a jolt which tightened
her chest. She shifted her knees further apart as she sat back on
her heels, her face reddening a little more.

“Wider, slut.”

Again she spread her legs wide open, and this
time he nodded and patted her head. “Good, slut.”

Asshole, she thought.

She watched him cut and eat a piece of
pancake, then another, and started to fidget at her lack of fun and
entertainment. He cut a third piece then, and held it down to her.
She stared at it, then at him, then leaned forward slightly and
took it into her mouth. He nodded and cut another piece for
himself. He fed her several more pieces then picked up the syrup
and poured it over a second pancake.

He hesitated, looking at her, then smiled.
“Put your hands behind your neck, little girl, and arch your
back.”

Jude obeyed, her nipples taut, quivering, and
she watched him reach over with the syrup and then slowly squirt it
over her upper chest. She opened her mouth to object, but no words
emerged. He let a long stream of maple syrup pour over her chest
and breasts, letting it pour down her body, over her belly and down
between her legs.

Jude quivered at the unreality of it all,
feeling the slick liquid covering her front as he pushed his leg
out and she felt the toe of his boot pushing between her legs. She
grunted as it made contact with her sex, breathing in raggedly. The
toe of his boot began to rub against her there, and she felt a hot,
bubbling surge of – something – behind her eyes, and between her
legs.

He reached out and gripped her hair, pulling
her forward, making her bend forward sharply so that she had to
jerk her hands out and place them against the floor. The syrup
poured down along her shoulders, down her spine, over and between
her buttocks.

“Turn around, and bend over, slut,” he
growled.

Breathless, and amazed, Jude did so, raising
her bottom as he pressed the plastic squeeze bottle of syrup
against her anus and slowly inserted it. She moaned as he squeezed
it and felt the cool syrup squirting into her anus. He pushed and
twisted the round bottle, then pulled it back and out and set it on
the floor before her as he released her hair.

Gasping, Jude sat back on her heels, panting,
staring up at him in confusion and heat.

“Sit on it. Put it between your legs and sit
on it,” he ordered.

She dropped her eyes, staring at the plastic
tube, then, almost without her will, her hands moved out, pulling
it in between her thighs. She rose off her heels and pulled the
bottle in beneath her – then sat slowly down. She felt the narrow
nose pushing against her anus, and felt it penetrate and slide
inside.

The bottle widened, and she sank further,
gasping, moaning as it drove deeper. With every inch the bottle
grew wider, and she let more weight down to take it deeper,
shuddering as she drew her hands back against her chest and ran
them over breasts covered with slippery syrup.

Callum was eating, forking pieces of pancake
into his mouth as he watched her.

He watched her as she slid a hand down
between her legs and began to stroke fingers across her clitoris
with growing speed, her chest rising and falling more rapidly as
she began to lightly bounce atop the bottle. Small gasping grunts
emerged from her open mouth as she rode the bottle, and her eyes
became glassy as her fingers moved more frantically.

Then Callum was standing before her, pushing
his cock into her mouth. She began to suck without thinking,
moaning and rolling her eyes up at him, still stroking her clit,
still riding the bottle. Her ass ached with the thickness of the
bottle now trying to force its way into her, but it was a dark,
delicious ache that only added to the wildfire sexual hunger
gripping her mind.

He gripped her hair and pushed himself into
her throat. Jude gagged and choked and pulled against him, but he
held her easily in place, and her fingers continued to stroke
desperately across her clit as a feverish sexual need clawed at her
mind and senses. She gurgled weakly as her lips slid down the shaft
of his cock. Then her nose was jammed in against his groin as he
pulled both hands against the back of her head and ground himself
against her.

The climax surged through her veins and she
screamed around the thick cock in her throat, gurgling and moaning
and choking and gasping at the intensity of the sexual pleasure
rippling through her nervous system.
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Jude moaned weakly as she lay on the work
table in her basement. She had been laying there for hours now, and
what had at first seemed like a gloriously wicked and sexy game was
now starting to wear on her body and mind.

The table was heavy and old, its surface
pitted with scars and cuts. Callum had lain her upper torso back on
it, arms at her sides, and then taken a pair of leather strips and
placed them across her wrists before using her nail gun to hammer
them in place. Her wrists were locked tightly against the table and
she was not going to be moving them any time soon without outside
help.

He’d then lifted her lower torso up and
pushed her legs back – and then back farther still. He had pulled
her ankles back over her head until her lower body had lifted up
off the table and she was rocked back onto her shoulders. Then he
had used more leather strips, placing them across her ankles and
hammering them down so that the backs of her feet were pressed
firmly against the table over her head. Her own dildo had been
jammed down deep into her ass, and the vibrator had been forced
achingly far down into her pussy.

And that was how he’d left her, with her
knees pressed back over her shoulders and her body tightly locked
into this obscene and helpless position.

At first, the sexual heat had made her writhe
and moan and bathe in the fiery excitement of the lewd and nasty
game he was playing with her. She’d even had a small orgasm with
the vibrator buzzing within her straining pussy. But as time had
worn on her back had begun to ache more and more, and the ache had
gradually overridden the nasty excitement, prompting her to try to
get free.

At first, as she struggled to pull her wrists
out from under the tight straps, she’d panicked when she realized
she really could not get free. Her hands were face down, and her
muscles simply weren’t there to jerk them against the heavily
nailed down strips. Nor could she pull them free. She was well and
truly confined, no matter what she did.

Then the panic had subsided slowly in the
face of a slowly building heat. The knowledge she really was
completely bound and helpless to do anything made her pussy boil
and throb again, and she lost herself once more to the nasty sexual
heat of the wicked game Callum was playing with her.

She was his prisoner! His helpless sex toy!
She almost had another small orgasm, but the placement of the
vibrator did not make her clit throb quite enough.

For a time, that heat percolated away within
her belly and groin and mind, shielding her from the growing
discomfort of her back and the stiffness of her tightly held limbs.
But then as the discomfort grew worse it once again began to
override the bubbling lust. Pain grew worse and she moaned aloud,
staring up from between her legs at the ceiling overhead.

What the hell!? Was she crazy to have let him
do this to her!? Was he crazy to have done it!? This was Saturday.
She could be doing things! Not that she really did a lot Saturday
mornings but play video games. But still – her back was killing
her!

She gurgled and then gagged slightly on the
third dildo, then one he’d pushed into her mouth. It wasn’t even a
dildo she thought. It was just made to look like a very thick cock.
Right now the head of that latex cock was nestled at the entrance
to her throat. The shaft was pressing down against her tongue and
up against her roof, forcing her jaws wide around it. It stuck
about three inches out of her mouth. The base had a two inch wide
strap attached, and that strap had been pulled back behind her head
and buckled in place.

Not that she was going to be yelling out for
help or anything. She’d rather die than be found by someone like
this. She’d rather die ten times over than have one of her family
find her. She moaned around the gag, her eyes slitted. She was
getting tired just laying there, her back pain draining her of
energy.

And then, suddenly, he was there, grinning
down at her, giving one of her breasts a casual squeeze. “And how
is my little slut doing?” he asked.

She moaned and rolled her eyes up at him
beseechingly.

“You want cock? Of course you do. That’s why
you’re a slut,” he said tauntingly.

He used the claw hammer to pull up the
leather strips locking her ankles in place, then slowly let her
body unfold as she shuddered and groaned at the intense relief
which began to flood her body.

Then she was laying on the floor, groaning
and stretching, basking in the relief of being able to move,
twisting and wriggling slowly, luxuriously, while he knelt beside
her and caressed her breasts and stroked her pussy.

“Got some more toys to play with,” he said
teasingly.

Jude didn’t care, and wasn’t listening. She
was twisting slowly in place, groaning and rolling her head,
shoulders and hips as her body worked the kinks and stiffness out
of its muscles. She paid no attention to him putting the padded
leather restraints around her wrists and ankles again, nor
uncoiling the long length of rope he’d brought downstairs with
him.

He moved between two old wooden beams and
screwed eyelets into them high and low, then half carried, half
dragged Jude over and tied the ropes to her wrist and ankle
restraints.

He fed the ropes from her wrist restraints
through the eyelets on either beam, then back together, winding
them in one fist and then pulling until the groaning young girl’s
wrists were lifted up and forced her to her knees.

Jude moaned complainingly, but got her legs
under her and rose as the ropes kept pulling, standing between the
beams as her arms were raised up and out to either side. The odd
thing was, they were not raised above her head, but pulled almost
straight out to either side. She watched Callum tie the knotted
rope off around a ring he’d set into the wall ahead of her, then
come back and work on the other ropes.

These were the ones he’d tied to her ankle
rings. He ignored her muffled attempts to get his attention,
feeding them through the lower rings of the beams on either side of
her, then pulling them together as he had with the wrist ropes.

Jude felt the pressure mounting on both
ankles, felt herself forced to shift them further and further
apart, spreading herself open wide, then wider still. She was a
limber, athletic girl, but as her ankles were spread still wider
and left the floor entirely she felt the ache and tension in her
inner thighs as her tendons were stretched and strained.

Callum ignored her attempts to get his
attention, tying off the ropes, then coming back behind her again.
He pulled over an old wooden stool and placed it underneath her,
then with a grin, showed her a monstrous dildo. It was a good foot
or so long, and as thick around as her wrist – no, thicker. Like
the one in her mouth, this one had a strap on its flat base which
he fed beneath the stool and buckled underneath the seat.

The tip of the fat dildo was just a little
beneath her pussy. Callum pulled the vibrator – now dead with its
batteries, out of her pussy, and then shifted the stool a little to
line the monster dildo up with her open pink hole. Then he replaced
the batteries on the vibrator and began to stroke it up and down
along her slit and over her clit.

Jude glared at him. It wasn’t that she wasn’t
feeling the rise in kinky excitement again, for she was. But the
pain in her back and the way he was bossing her around, doing to
her whatever he wanted, whether she liked it or not, had now gone
too far. She wanted to yell at him, demand he stop, release her,
and then throw him out of her house. Enough was enough, after
all!

Even if her pussy was starting to throb and
pulse something fierce, even if her nipples were hard and aching
and her breasts felt heavy and sensitive.

She felt her pussy pressing against the head
of the monster cock with ever greater weight. It wasn’t, of course,
that the dildo was getting bigger. It was that she was sinking
lower. Her wrists were out to the sides, though elevated now, but
she was too high for them to hold her up. The tension, the tautness
in the ropes, wasn’t there yet.

And much of her weight was being born by her
ankles, by her legs really. The ropes bound to her ankle restraints
had been tied to rings in the beams on either side of her at waist
height. The ropes were thus angling upwards from her straining
ankles. They were quite taut. Her ankles were not about to move any
further down or up. But her legs were spread very far wide. The
weight of her torso was still pressing down, and gradually, the
tendons in her thighs were stretching, allowing her legs to slowly
rise up on either side of her. That, in turn, allowed her body to
sink lower.

The fat head of the dildo slowly forced its
way into her pussy, stretching her pussy lips wider and wider,
until they began to ache and throb and burn at the unaccustomed
girth of the invading cock. The thing was slick with lube, but even
so, she ached as her sex lips strained wide to envelope it.

Callum put down the vibrator, then picked up
something which looked like an egg with one end cut off. This, like
the dildo, had a strap around its base, and he placed it carefully
on the stool next to the dildo, then strapped it into place. She
watched him plug it into the wall, and heard the buzzing coming
from the egg. And then, after groping her in a thoroughly familiar
and casual manner, Callum left again,

Jude stared helplessly after him. She had not
been able to tell him to let her go! She felt the frustration
pouring over her and pulled feebly against the restraints holding
her in place. Damn it! What was he up to! What was he doing!?

Slowly, gradually, her weight forced her
down, her legs lifting like the wings of a bird, the tendons
stretching, aching. She sank down on the thick latex cock, gasping
with the thickness as it pushed up deeper into her aching pussy.
Inch after slow inch pushed up inside her as her body sank lower.
Her arms and legs rose on either side of her, her muscles working
to try and hold her in place, but, of course, failing after a
time.

Her thighs were aflame with the strain of her
stretched legs, and her pussy ached with the fullness of three
quarters of the monster cock now inside her slim belly. She noted
with dazed amazement that her legs were now doing the splits,
pulled straight out to either side of her body. Her hands were now
raised above her head, and more and more of her weight was starting
to fall on her wrists and arms.

Still she sank lower, taking inch after inch
of the fat cock into her body, her pussy lips straining wide around
it

With a shuddering groan, she sank lower,
taking the last of the dildo into her body, and feeling her
buttocks and thighs pressing against the seat of the wooden
stool.

And then she felt the buzzing of the egg
thing he had placed on the seat, felt it pressing against the top
of her straining, aching sex as she perched more firmly atop the
stool. This vibrator was plugged into the wall, and so was
considerably more powerful than the ones she’d seen so far.

It purred against her aching pussy as she
writhed and moaned and gasped at the pain in her thighs and belly.
Her toes wriggled above the leather restraints, and her body arched
and strained slowly. She felt a determination, at first, not to let
the vibrator affect her. Her thighs ached, her shoulders and wrists
now ached, and her back was getting stiff and sore again.

But the more the aching drained the energy
from her the more susceptible she was to the purring of the machine
now pressed firmly against the sweating top of her sex. Her head
rolled back weakly and she groaned into the big penis thing shoved
into her mouth.

She was sooooo open, and she felt her
weakened leg muscles working almost instinctively, grinding her
slowly against the egg. The top of her sex was being ground between
the egg and the hard shaft of the dildo impaling her. It hurt, it
ached, and yet it pulsed with an ever growing heat and sexual
need.

The sexual fever spread through her body like
a drug, and her mind sank slowly and helplessly into the burning
hunger it created within her. The sexual power leant her strength
somehow. Her legs strained against the restraints, pulling down,
forcing her torso up off the stool; an inch, then two, then a
third. She let her legs relax and she sank rapidly down with a
shuddering cry of pleasure.

Gasping, aware now that she was drooling
heavily around the dildo in her mouth, she worked her leg muscles
to slowly raise her torso again, and then once more she relaxed her
aching muscles and let herself sink, feeling the thick shaft of the
dildo thrust back up inside her, the nose jamming painfully deep
against the back wall of her sex.

Once, twice, three times she forced herself
up, gasping and moaning weakly, before the orgasm ripped through
her mind and body. She thrashed and writhed in place, crying out
again and again, head snapping up and back, back arching, hips
grinding frenziedly against the egg as the orgasm shattered her
mind.

She sank back fully, gasping for breath, head
falling forward, hair matted against her forehead, eyes glassy as
she gulped in air and tried to recover.

The sexual fever eased, but did not
disappear, not by a long shot. Her pussy was still jammed against
the egg, and she shuddered with discomfort as her oversensitive
clit vibrated in tandem with the powerful sex toy.

Soon she was forcing herself up again,
gasping and sweating with the effort, rising only an inch or two,
then falling back, gasping and gulping in air until another massive
orgasm tore through her system and left her twitching and jerking
and groaning in exhaustion.

A third time, and then a fourth, and a fifth
time she rode the massive dildo to orgasms, gasping and grunting
and moaning, the sweat running down her glistening body in sheets
as the effort became ever more exhausting.

And then her legs would move her no more, and
she sat atop the stool, groaning as her pussy ground against the
vibrator. And so sensitized was she that soon another orgasm ripped
through her body, then another, then another still, setting her
muscles to spasming and her body to convulsing in helpless
paroxysms of animal pleasure.

“And how is my little slut doing?” the
familiar voice purred.

Jude was too exhausted to even raise her
eyes, but a grip on her damp, matted hair lifted her chin up and
back and she saw a shadowy figure overhead staring down at her
glassy eyes.

She was mentally and physically exhausted,
and could not focus her eyes as he pulled her head even further
back and kneaded her taut breasts.

He dropped her head, smiling, then moved
behind her and lifted a long bamboo pole, placing it against her
stretched legs. He used a thin leather string to bind one ankle to
one end, then held the pole against her as he moved to her other
leg and tied the other ankle in place.

He drew up a long loop of rope and wrapped it
tightly around her left ankle, binding it to the bamboo pole before
removing the thin leather tie. Four tight loops around her ankles
were knotted, then the rope moved up the bamboo pole to circle her
leg just below the knee. Four more loops were knotted firmly in
place, then four more just above the knee, and four more around her
upper thigh.

He moved to the other side of her, tying her
legs along the pole at thigh, knee and ankle, holding the pole
firmly along the length of her leg. Short length of rope bound her
feet in place, as well, so that she was as firmly pressed along the
bamboo pole as it was possible to be. The pole had rings on either
end, and he bound these in place to the beam before removing the
restraints from her ankles.

He hummed to himself as he worked, enjoying
what he regarded as a pleasant hobby. He saw that Jude’s body was
now laying almost entirely along the pole, her legs stretched out
in both directions. Her weight was now suspended mainly on her
wrists, but he intended to change that.

He eased the ropes, allowing her to rest
firmly on the stool once again, legs splayed. Then he let her arms
lower, moving closer to her to support her nearly limp body.

He untied the ropes from her wrist
restraints, then removed the restraints completely and held her in
place as he moved behind her. Jude’s arms dropped to her sides of
course, and he gathered them back behind her and bound her wrists
together firmly. He fed the rope up higher along her arms now, and
circled her arms just below the elbows, then tightened the loop,
forcing her arms back further and further.

In short order, her arms were bound back
tightly, her wrists almost touching. He fed the rope around her
torso, circling her breasts repeatedly and drawing the ropes back.
Then he fed the rope around her waist and down between her legs,
two narrow loops there, digging into her pussy and forcing the
monster cock, which was now fully embedded within her, to push even
deeper.

He leaned her forward, slowly, raising her
wrists up behind her back, raising her arms as well. She was
leaning well forward when he took the ropes he had fed together and
led them up and back behind her to the ring he’d driven into the
roof beam overhead. Then he let her body fall.

Jude gurgled weakly, eyes jerking open at the
sudden jolt of pain and discomfort coming from so many directions.
The ropes around her breasts tightened, squeezing. The ropes lifted
her arms back further and tugged back on her shoulders firmly. The
ropes dug up into her groin, into the soft, wet mouth of her sex,
grinding against the soft, silky, sensitive flesh even while
forcing themselves harder against the base of the dildo, and
grinding its head painfully against the back wall of her sex.

Callum seemed to study her, then moved before
her and frowned. He gathered her hair together in a pony tail
behind her and wrapped leather cord around it, then drew it back
slowly, lifting her head up and back. He fed the cord into the mass
of ropes pulling up and back behind her, and then stepped back in
satisfaction.

Jude’s head was facing forward now, not
hanging down, held in place by the pull on her pony tail. He
stepped forward again, placed his hand against the base of the
dildo in her mouth and pushed it slowly in – all the way – down her
throat. He tightened the strap behind her, holding the base of the
dildo even with her open lips, and watched her gurgle and gag and
choke weakly as her dazed mind tried to cope with the fullness in
her throat.

He grinned to himself and took out his cell
phone, then snapped pictures of her, much as he would a beat he had
hunted and subdued, a fish hanging from a hook, or any other prize
he had mounted.

Then he went upstairs, showered, and changed
into something more comfortable for the evening ahead.

 


 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Jude pondered the drawing on the screen,
trying to figure out what she’d missed. She had zipped through the
opening lessons in nothing flat, hardly giving them a thought, but
things were starting to get more complicated now, becoming more of
a challenge. She had spend halfway through the eight month course
in a month and a half, and while she was still making swift
progress, but had to work at it now.

The tasks and assignments were a lot more
complex, a lot more complicated, and required a lot more skill and
care.

The weekends were slowing her down, though.
She should have been using the weekends to sprint ahead. But her
life had become much more complicated there, too. Callum had seen
to that, coming over every weekend to play his nasty, dark games
with her.

The odd thing was that as hot as he made her,
and as hot as she found him, she was coming to dislike him. The way
he treated her made her hot, but it angered her and bred
resentment. She was not some bitch to be ordered around like a
dog!

She flushed at that, for that was exactly
what he’d done the previous weekend. He’d made her crawl on all
fours, a leash attached to her collar, made her crawl, sit, kneel,
beg, roll over and even bark like a dog. It had been degrading and
infuriating. But she’d been unable to resist the siren call of
sexual heat, not with her body throbbing and pulsing with hunger,
and two big dildos sticking out of her pussy and ass.

God he had fucked her hard! He had fucked her
with her ass in the air and her breasts flat against the floor.
He’d fucked her with her ankles pinned back behind her ears. He’d
fucked her on all fours, yanking back on her hair like it was the
reins of a horse. He’d fucked her up against the wall, and bent
over the kitchen table, and draped back on the bathroom
counter.

Wild!

But it was the crawling around on all fours
which had kind of blown her mind. She’d felt the indignation and
resentment even as she’d obeyed, even as the creeping tendrils of
sexual heat and hunger had buried themselves in her mind and
squeezed tight, forcing compliance, forcing her to submit and
degrade herself. Crawling like a dog on a leash! What a fucking
perve he was!

And yet she’d done it, her pussy squeezing
frantically on the dildo he’d shoved up her. And he had carried a
thin quirt in the hand not holding the leash, snapping it across
her bottom each time she’d been slow to follow an order. The first
blow had drawn a protest, as had the second, a weak one. But they
only stung a bit, and there was something so wickedly sexual and
nasty about it all that she had let herself fall into the game
again and submit to his will.

She still had the imagine in her mind, close
up, of his booted foot as she’d bent over, on all fours, and ran
her tongue up and down along the surface of the shining
leather.

Kinky, wild and sexy! Hot and incredibly
exciting! Embarrassing too, though, and yet she’d done it, again
and again, Friday, Saturday and Sunday, a helpless prisoner of the
heat and hunger within her.

On Saturday, he’d clipped weights to her
nipples and clit so that as she crawled around, they pinched and
pulled and tugged painfully on her sensitive flesh. In fact, after
two days of that her nipples were still so incredibly sore and
sensitive that they remained rigid. She’d had to put a pair of
band-aids across them so they didn’t show through her thin black
tank top and draw smirking notice and comments from Ryan.

The tank with its thin straps going over her
shoulder, was tighter and bared her midriff, and the jeans were
tighter and low slung now, so that sometimes, if she wasn’t
careful, and she bent over, her thong would show behind her. Ryan
had certainly noticed that! The perve!

But she liked the new sexy her, liked feeling wild and kinky and
sexual, even at work, even when no one was around that she really
cared to show herself off to. It wasn’t like she was dressed in
revealing clothing, after all. She was simply dressed – well – like
other girls dressed.

She hadn’t changed otherwise. She still had
that mocking look in her eyes, still didn’t take most people
seriously, and still had little interest in boys, well, men, her
own age. She just had a new – awareness – about her body, and her
sexuality. She liked sex – a lot. And she liked the kinky bondage
games, even if they did embarrass her, even if they were often
degrading. She could tolerate that in light of the steamy hot rush
of excitement and pleasure they brought.

But it didn’t mean she liked the guy who put
her through that, who relished treating her like a thing, like an
animal, a pet, rather than an intelligent woman. Sure she was
young, but she wasn’t an idiot! He was insufferably arrogant!

“Excuse me. Do you know anything about these
propane stoves?” a man asked at the counter.

She got up and followed him back to the
camping section, where he had left a woman and little girl. She
explained the different features of several of the propane stoves
and how they functioned as the two inspected the display
models.

She barely missed a beat when Ryan slipped
past her and gave her butt a squeeze. She simply glowered at him as
she continued her explanation, then went back to her
assignment.

He was such a little idiot!

God knows how he would have reacted if he’d
seen her the other day in the very low riding short shorts that had
her butt cheeks peeking out of the bottom, and the barely there
halter top which let a large amount of cleavage push up and out
into the face of anyone who might have been looking.

The clothes had come in the mail, from
Callum, along with a note saying that he would take her for a walk
the next time he was in town. Well if he thought she was going to
walk around town in those things he had another thought coming! She
looked hot in them, of course, but she looked like a slut, and Jude
was not the kind of girl who wanted to be seen as looking like a
slut.

She had always been the kind of girl who
wanted to be seen as competent and uncaring, as distant and above
it all, as relaxed and sardonic in her outlook on life. Dressing
slutty was not a part of that image at all. She had pretty much
told him that in so many words in the email she’d sent him, an
email scathing in its amazement that he thought he could get her to
wear something like that out in public.

He hadn’t replied. Had she ticked him off?
Was he going to stop coming by now? A part of her hoped he would,
but the excitement factor of his visits was too great for her to
not feel some anxiety about the possibility of him abandoning her.
Life around here was pretty boring. His nasty sex games, even if
they were kind of dumb sometimes, were the only real excitement in
her life, and she found herself counting the days until Friday each
week, feeling more and more excited as the week wore on.

* * *

Friday.

He always dropped by Friday afternoon, late,
at the end of her shift, ostensibly to buy something, be it ammo or
bait. He was always perfectly correct in his behaviour, giving no
one any clue the two of them were – lovers – dare she say it. And
as casual as she liked to behave, she found herself eagerly looking
up every time the bell rang over the front door.

And then, just when she was beginning to
really worry that he wasn’t going to make it this week, there he
was. But he wasn’t alone. There was a man with him, handsome, but
older still, late thirties, perhaps. She felt a sinking sensation
in her stomach, wondering if this meant he wouldn’t be coming by to
spend the night at her place this weekend.

“Good afternoon, Jude,” he said.

He, unlike almost everyone else, avoided
saying “Hey, Jude”.

“Hi, Mr. Jennings.”

“This is Scott Reid,” he said, pointing his
thumb at his partner. “He’s from my firm. I’ve been telling him
about the incredible hospitality around here, not to mention the
great hunting I’ve been experiencing around here and he finally
persuaded me to let him join me.”

Jude smiled at the man warily. There was
nothing in his face to indicate he knew anything about her
perverted games with Callum, and she told herself she needn’t
worry. After all, unlike idiot boys like Ryan, Callum was a grown
man, and would have no need to brag to his friends about his sexual
conquests.

“Scott needs a cleaning kit for his rifle,
and some decent rain gear, since it looks like it’s going to be a
wet weekend.”

“Not a problem,” she said.

She came out from behind the counter and
helped him out. There was nothing in their behaviour she could
read, and no chance to ask Callum if he was going to be able to get
away from this guy and come by later this evening.

“It’s great that the hunting is so close to
the town,” Scott said. “I’m an old guy you know, and I’d just as
soon sleep overnight in a comfortable hotel room rather than a
tent.”

“Yeah, I usually rough it,” Callum said. “I
don’t bother with a hotel, but I got a couple of rooms this time
around. Because you’re so old and all.”

That gave her hope. If they had a couple of
hotel rooms they’d be turning in early to get an early start, and
he could slip out while his buddy was asleep.

Still, she was uncertain tonight as she went
home, whether the kinky games would continue, or whether she’d fall
asleep alone after working herself over with her dildo and the new
vibrator he’d left her.

When she went home, she decided to put on the
low riding shorts and the halter top, though she had no intention
of going out. She did feel sexy and hot in them, and it would make
Callum happy if he dropped by. It wasn’t like they were actually
indecent, after all. The shorts covered her butt – barely – so long
as she didn’t bend over, and while the halter had a lot of
cleavage, well, other women were known to wear worse.

She got to watch the news, and surf through
the old shows, trying not to watch the clock as she did. He usually
dropped by around seven, and by eight she was starting to believe
he wasn’t going to come, and made herself a stiff drink. By nine
she depressed, had had another two drinks, and was ready to go and
change. Then the door bell rang, and she got up eagerly. She
checked the peep hole, for it wouldn’t do to open the door to Ryan
looking like this, then pulled the door open, stepping back quickly
in case someone walking by saw her.

“Well now, that doesn’t look nearly as slutty
as you said it did,” he said as he came through.

“It’s not the kind of thing I would ever wear
around town,” she said, closing the door behind him. “And if I did
everyone in town would be talking about it for weeks.”

“Talking about how hot and sexy you looked,
you mean,” he said, kneading and squeezing her butt through the
thin shorts.

“Talking about what a slut I was,” she
snorted.

“But you are a slut. You’re my slut. Aren’t
you?” he said, pulling her against him, hands still on her ass.

“Secretly,” she said as their lips met.

He kissed her deeply, almost taking her
breath away as his hands kneaded her buttocks, then slowly worked
their way up and down her back before sliding down into the shorts
once more. They stood there for long minutes just kissing, his
hands caressing and squeezing her, one hand now cupping and
squeezing her breast as their tongues slid liquidly together.

He pulled back at last. “Gonna get me a
drink?”

“Of course,” she said with a bit of a bubbly
grin.

He took off his jacket as she went to the
kitchen, following slowly behind and watching her. “I love seeing
you in that,” he said.

She made a face. “Why? You’ve seen me in a
lot less.”

“And you have an incredible body, naked. But
there’s something about the teasing aspect of that outfit.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t take it off then,” she
taunted.

“Yes, and maybe we should go for a walk
later.”

“Not in this, buster,” she said, handing him
one of the two drinks she’d made.

“I think being someone’s bitch pretty much
means doing what you’re told,” he said.

“Think again,” she said, patting his cheek
and smirking.

He slapped her ass when she passed and she
jumped and yelped. “Hey!”

“Maybe what you’re looking for is a spanking,
little girl,” he said as he followed her back into the living
room.

“Pervert,” she replied, sitting down.

“Where’s your friend?”

“Why? Does he make you hot?”

He sat next to her, and slid his hand between
her thighs to squeeze her pussy.

“Oh yeah, he’s a real dream boy,” she said
sarcastically. “He’s practically old enough to be my father.”

“If your father had you when he was a
teenager maybe,” he replied, putting down his drink.

They kissed, his fingers kneading her breasts
through the halter top.

“Where should we got for our walk?” he
asked.

She took a deep gulp of her drink. “You mean
after I change?”

He kissed her again, harder, his tongue
plunging into her mouth, his body rolling over and pinning her
against the sofa as he bit lightly along the nape of her neck.

She moaned softly, her pussy throbbing, her
nipples aching. He tugged the tank top down enough to bare her
nipples and sucked and chewed on them.

“Bad girl,” he growled.

“Pervert!” she gasped.

He smirked and drew back, then went back to
his jacket and drew a box out of the pocket while she took several
more deep swallows. Her throat burned as the liquid poured down it,
and she felt her chest warm as she turned back to him.

“A present for me?” she asked with a
smirk.

“Open it, little girl.”

He tossed it to her. It was the size box
which might hold a bottle of wine, but she knew it would be
something else. It was. Inside was a matching pair dildos, no,
vibrators, no - .

“What the hell are these? You really are a
perve.”

“They top half kind of twists and rotates,”
he said. “See this box… it looks like an ipod but its really the
battery pack. You clip it to your belt.”

“Your belt!? Are you saying women wear these
things under their clothes!?”

“Kinky, slutty, nasty women.”

She laughed and then yelped as he pulled her
over his lap.

“Hey!”

He pinned her wrists together easily, then
ran his free hand over her bottom, squeezing lightly, caressing her
round curves.

“What a gorgeous ass you have,” he said.

He slapped her butt then and she squealed,
her legs twisting and kicking.

“But you are a bad little girl. My bitch has
to do what she’s told, not say no.”

“I’m not your bitch!” she panted.
“Pervert!”

He slapped her bottom again, then tugged the
shots and thong down around her thighs and resumed stroking her
butt. He slapped her again, then picked up one of the sex toys and
pressed it against her pussy. It was not as long as some of the
ones she’d taken, and she was already moist. He pumped it slowly in
and out as she squirmed and gasped and moaned, and soon had it
worked deep into her pussy.

Then he worked the other one up her ass,
making her suck the head first to get it slick, then slapping her
bottom when she protested, or when her sphincter clamped down too
tight on it. He chuckled as she squirmed and cursed him, then bound
her wrists together with a thin leather cord.

“Now I think the bad girl needs her
spanking.”

“Don’t you dare!”

His hand slapped against her bottom with
stinging force and she yelped, her legs kicking.

“Stop it! Ow! Callum Jennings don’t you –
oww! Bastard! Oww!”

He slapped her bottom repeatedly, snickering
at her squirming, wriggling efforts to defend her bottom as it grew
more and more pink. Occasionally he pumped one of the sex toys in
and out, making her pussy and anus throb with excitement.

His slaps grew harder, and she gasped and
moaned and begged him to stop, but he continued to alternate
rubbing and teasing her clit with slapping her bottom, and despite
how red and hot and sore her backside was becoming Jude felt a wild
thrill of sexual heat and hunger sweeping through her.

“Are you my bitch?” he demanded. “Say it.
Tell me you’re my little bitch.”

And finally, she did, the stinging pain
becoming bad enough that she no longer cared about that silly
little bit of pride. “I’m your bitch!” she cried. “I’m your little
bitch slut!”

“Again.”

“I’m your little bitch slut!” she gasped,
moaning weakly as his fingers kneaded her sore bottom.

He rubbed his fingers over her clit, tracing
the taut line of her labia where it gripped the sex toy. Then he
slowly tugged her shorts back up over her red bottom and hooked the
battery pack to the beltline.

Then he turned the thing on for the first
time.

She gasped and her hips jerked, startled. She
could feel the things moving within her lower belly, the front
halfs twisting and turning like snakes.

“Oww! God that feels weird!”

He did up her trousers and had her sit back.
She yelped in pain as she did, for while both sex toys were almost
completely inside her – they weren’t all the way in.

Now they were.

“Oh you bastard,” she groaned.

He smirked, untied her wrists, then pulled
her hair out to the sides. “Do your hair in pig tails.”

“You mean so you can hold it better?” she
said with a smirk.

“Yeah.”

She stood up and went to the hall, got a
couple of elastics, and put her hair into two loose tails at the
sides of her head. Then she came back, putting a finger across her
lower lip. “Is uncle Callum going to read to little Jude?” she said
in a little girl voice.

He rose and pulled her against him, kissing
her hard again, his hand plunging down the front of her short
shorts and fingers stroking against her clit. Jude was already hot
– overheated – and her hips began to grind helplessly against him
as his fingers stroked and massaged her throbbing clit.

And then the door bell rang.

She gasped weakly, a little befuddled. He
drew back and took a few steps to the door.

“Wait!”

He opened the door and his friend Scott stood
there. “Hey,” he said. “This the place?”

“Yep. Come on in,” he said.

Jude looked at him in astonishment, then
flushed as she realized how much cleavage and thigh she was
displaying. There seemed no way to cover up, however, without
squealing like a fool and running up the stairs, which she would
absolutely NOT do. So instead she turned away, tugging futilely on
the shorts to ensure they were covering her butt.

Her mind was buzzing with sexual heat and
hunger, and the two sex toys were still twisting and buzzing and
fairly squirming inside of her, making her pussy ooze liquid, and
all she wanted right then was to bend over and have Callum fuck her
hard.

Instead she had to entertain some old
guy!

What the fuck was Callum thinking!?

She got the guy a drink, and refreshed hers
and Callum’s, and handed to him gracelessly as he sat on her little
sofa.

Then Callum swept his arm around her waist
and pulled her across his lap. She squirmed futilely for a moment,
but there was no real way to resist without making a scene, so she
consented, red-faced to be sitting across his lap as the other man
sipped from his glass and grinned at them.

“Jude is a wizard with guns,” he said.

“Oh, you’re that good a shot?” Scott
asked.

“Uhm, no, I uhm, I fix them,” she said
distractedly as Callum handed her her drink.

“You mean you’re a gunsmith?”

She took a deep swallow, then a second, then
held the glass kind of in front of her, trying to hide her
cleavage. “I will be,” she said.

Callum’s hand was idly stroking her bare
thigh. Jude’s heart was beating, worried about how much he might
have let this Scott guy know, and how much he might let him know.
It wasn’t really as bad as all that, of course, since the man was
an outsider, and wouldn’t know anyone around town to tell, but it
would be horribly embarrassing if Callum had told him any …
details.

It was already embarrassing, in fact, for
Callum was making no secret of the fact they were more than
friends, and that made her squirm a little with discomfort. She was
also fearful the man would be able to hear the motors whine from
the sex toys inside her. The stereo was on, though, and she could
barely hear them herself.

“Tell Scott about the course you’re taking,
honey,” he said.

She wasn’t used to THAT either, to being
talked to like she was someone’s girlfriend, especially someone as
old as Callum. She took another couple of swallows from her glass,
feeling a little buzzed now.

His other hand was massaging her back under
the halter top, making her even more uneasy. Her pussy was bubbling
and her entire lower body was thrumming with sexual heat. She
didn’t want to talk to some strange guy. She wanted to fuck! She
was having a hard time just keeping her hips still. She felt like
squirming on his lap much like those two sex toys were squirming in
her belly.

“I-it’s… my uncle is paying for it,” she
said, fighting to keep her voice steady. “I already knew most of
the – s…stuff that was needed, and it will let me get a job most
anywhere.”

He was nibbling lightly on her ear now as she
talked, and she pushed at his head to get his face away.

“She’s gorgeous, hot, sexy and wild, and
she’s gonna be a gunsmith,” Callum said with a smirk. “Don’t you
wish you had a hot little number like her, Scott?”

“I’m envious,” he said.

Jude blushed, and hid behind the glass,
swallowing several times.

It occurred to her that she’d had much more
than she usually did, between waiting for him to show up, and the
two stiff drinks she’d already had since he’d been there, and she
was not one who really handled her liquor all that well. But it was
an idle thought, for she was again distracted by Callum kissing her
lightly along the nape of the neck.

“She’s a hot little number, all right,”
Callum said. “Of course, she was a virgin when I met her.”

Jude snorted and rolled her eyes.

“Didn’t know how to do a thing,” he said.
“Not even kiss.”

“Oh right.”

She pushed at his head again to get his mouth
away from her throat, and then the hand he had up behind her back
gripped the loose hair hanging over her collar and tugged slowly
back, forcing her head up and back and her chest out.

“Callum!” she protested, but then his lips
were over hers, kissing her deeply, his tongue in her mouth, and
she forgot what she was protesting.

He pulled his lips back but held her in
place, grinning at Scott. “You see how trim and flat her belly is?”
he said, stroking his hand up and down across her bare midriff.

“Very attractive,” Scott said.

His hand dipped into her shorts, stroking her
abdomen. The shorts were already so low on her hips that he didn’t
have to push far to stroked his fingers across her clit, and Jude
gasped and grabbed wildly at his hand as a hot surge of sensation
swept up through her belly.

“Stop it!” she gasped breathlessly.

“Why? Are you feeling hot and bothered,
little girl?” he asked teasingly.

She was, and wanted nothing more than to have
his hand plunge fully into her shorts, but she was agonizingly
aware of the other man looking on, and felt a hot rush of
embarrassment at Callum fondling her so openly in front of him.

“What do you think of her top, Scott? I
bought it for her.”

“I can see why,” Scott said.

“She has incredible breasts,” Callum said.
“Perfect, round firm. Her nipples get so hard you could use them as
erasers.”

“Callum!” she gasped, red faced.

His fingers slid into her shorts again,
stroking across her clit, and Jude gasped weakly, grabbing at his
wrist once more.

“D-Don’t!”

“You should be proud of how perfect your
breasts are, Jude,” he said.

He let her pull his hand away from her
shorts, and slid it up to the halter top instead, hooking a finger
into the cleavage and tugging it down far enough to bare the hard
pink nipple of her left breast.

“Callum!”

He laughed and his hand slid into her shorts
again, stroking quickly against her clit. Jude gasped and jerked at
the hot pulse of excitement.

“She’s a real little wildcat,” Scott
said.

The hand behind her head released her hair,
and instead tugged on the string which tied together behind her
neck. She gasped, jerking her arms up to hold the halter top in
place, even as his mouth closed roughly on his and his other hand
slipped down into her shorts once again.

Oh God it felt good!

She held her halter top up as the hand behind her back pulled loose
the second string, then one which held the sides together behind
her back. She was now clutching a loose bit of fabric across her
otherwise bare breasts without anything else to hold them in place
but her arms.

And she was fighting to breath as his fingers
stroked across her clit.

“Why don’t you show Scott how beautiful your
breasts are, Jude?”

“N-No!” she gasped.

He chuckled and pushed his hand deeper into
her shorts. She moaned, one hand grabbing at his wrist while the
other held the halter across her chest.

He nipped at her earlobe, then pulled back
sharply on her hair. Jude’s left hand instinctively jerked up and
back before she remembered, and he snatched the halter completely
away with a laugh of conquest.

“Don’t! Callum! Please!”

He had her hands up and back behind her neck,
now, and was pinning them in place as her face burned under Scott’s
gaze.

Her breasts were completely bare, the nipples
hard, her back arched, and she moaned in embarrassment as the other
man looked on.

“They are perfect,” he said. “Gorgeous. You
have incredible breasts, Jude. You shouldn’t hide them away,” he
said. “Most women would kill for breasts as perfectly shaped as
yours.”

Callum’s free hand was back in her shorts
again, and Jude was having a hard time speaking. She was squirming
and gasping and cursing softly as Callum’s lips moved over hers,
then pulled free and sucked hard on one nipple.

“Oh! Oh geeze! Oh fuck!” she gasped.
“D-Don’t!”

“Did you ever hear such filthy language,
Scott?” Callum said.

He released Jude’s hair, then flipped the
squirming girl over onto her belly. At first Jude was happy with
that as it hid her bare breasts. But then he pulled her wrists
together behind her and tied them together with the same leather
cord he’d used earlier. His hand cracked down on her bottom and she
yelped and jerked helplessly.

“Bad girl,” he chided, slapping her bottom
again, and then again, and then again through the shorts, his hand
coming down hard and stinging.

“Ow! Don’t! Oww! Stop! Ohh! Owww!
Callum!”

He chuckled and rolled her over once again,
lifting her into a sitting position. Jude was red-faced, flushed,
naked above the waist as Scott looked on, her wrists pulling
fitfully against the leather cord.

“Such a naughty little girl,” Callum said,
his hand sliding down into her shorts again.

Jude shuddered, her hips grinding helplessly.
It was all just too much! And as he sucked and licked at her
nipples and fingered her clit, she found her entire body quivering
with sexual electricity and power.

And then Callum popped the catch at the front
of her shorts and tugged down the zipper.

“N-N-Nooo,” she gasped, her voice barely
audible.

He tugged the shorts and thong down her
thighs, down past her knees, down to her ankles and off.

And she was naked.

Her mind squirmed in horror, but she wasn’t
capable of reacting, of knowing how to react, for the flood tide of
sexual heat and excitement was rolling through her brain in hot,
churning waves.

He jerked back on her hair. “Spread your
legs,” he ordered.

She only shuddered.

“Spread your legs, slut!” he barked.

Dazedly, Jude obeyed, and his fingers traced
the line of her sex, then pushed into her and gripped the base of
the sex toy. He pulled it slowly out and Jude felt another horrible
wave of shame and embarrassment as Scott looked on excitedly.

Then he thrust it back.

“Uhgg!” she cried, back arching.

“Slut,” he said. “You want it, slut? You want
a hard cock inside you?”

He pulled it out and thrust it in again, his
thumb stroking across her clit as he did so.

“Ungh-Ungh-Ungh-Ungh!” she grunted, eyes
glassy, head jerking.

“Get on the floor slut, so you can get that
big cock you’ve been aching for. You see how wet the slut is,
Scott? She wants it bad.”

He half picked her up, then set her down on
the floor and flipped her over.

“On your knees, slut. Show us that hot little
ass,” he barked, slapping her bottom.

Jude cried out as his hands slid around her
waist and jerked her bottom up. She felt his hands spreading her
legs wider, and then felt the sex toy being pulled out of her
pussy. A moment later she let out a warbling cry of pleasure as his
hard cock thrust into her, driving deep, and began to pump hard and
fast.

The orgasm spiraled up and she was lost, out
of control, crying out and shaking as the orgasm blasted through
her mind and body. The center of that orgasm was the hard, steady
thrusting of his cock as it pounded in and out of her aching
pussy.

Her chin was pressed against the floor, and
she was drooling, gurgling and moaning as he continued to thrust
into her, his hips slamming hard against her upraised ass.

Then she felt his hands gripping her pig
tails and pulling. She gasped and cried out helplessly, her head
forced up and back, her upper torso rising off the floor.

And then he was in front of her, kneeling,
his cock hard and thick and pushing against her mouth.

But … he was still inside her, still fucking
her hard.

And then she realized – it wasn’t him fucking
her – it was that Scott guy.

She cried out weakly as she understood, but
the orgasm was still howling inside her, and then Callum’s cock
thrust into her mouth and across her tongue, his hands taking the
pigtails from Scott, using them to pull her forward down his shaft.
She felt other hands on her breasts, kneading and squeezing them as
Scott’s hips continued to pummel her upraised bottom.

What – was – happening?

It didn’t really matter. Her mind writhed in
the grip of a delicious churning flood of sexual hunger, pleasure
and bliss. She gave up worrying about who was doing what t6o her.
What did it matter now?

Jude had always been an eminently practical
girl who prided herself on accepting what was, and not going to
pieces over what could not be changed. Scott was already fucking
her. She couldn’t stop it and couldn’t make it not have happened.
It was done. There was no point in getting upset about it now –
especially not when, despite the incredible orgasm which had lashed
her senses, her body was still flooded with sexual hunger and a
wildfire need.

Her knees ached on the floor, and her scalp
ached as she gurgled around Callum’s stiff cock. He was pushing it
slowly into her throat as he held her pigtails.

“See what a good little cock sucker she is,
Scott,” he said.

“She’s a deep throat artist,” he said
breathlessly, his fingers filled with her breasts, kneading and
squeezing as he drove himself into her.

“Oh yeah. How you finding it back there?”

“She’s a tight little slut,” Scott
panted.

“She is, in both holes. You should feel how
her asshole sucks on your prick.”

Jude moaned dazedly, embarrassment flooding
over her again and again at their words, but the stifling heat
gripped her mind and body and she felt woozy, drunk on the need as
Scott’s cock continued to pound into her.

Another orgasm swept over her and she shook
and thrashed between them, gurgling helplessly around Callum’s cock
as he drove it down her throat to the balls.

“That’s it, whore. Swallow that cock,” he
growled.

“Fuck! I’m gonna come!” Scott gasped.

“Pour it on, man. Fill her with cream,”
Callum growled.

The two men thrust into her hard from both
directions, and the writhing, moaning, choking girl could barely
keep her mind together as the sexual tide swept through her and
over her and nearly drowned her.

 


 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


Jude moaned weakly around the gag, feeling
the saliva building up, feeling it slowly trickling out and down
along her chin. She bit weakly into the round gag and moaned again,
sucking, trying to pull the saliva down into her throat, but
failing.

They had gone at her all evening and deep
into the night, sometimes one at a time, often both together. It
had been a – new – experience for Jude, who had perhaps fantasized
about what it might be like to have two men at once, but never
really thought she would do it. Now she’d done it, and it had been
a night of raw, unbridled sexual passion, hunger and thrills.

Then Scott had gone back to the hotel and
she’d slept, as she often did on the weekend, next to Callum, her
wrists bound behind her, her collar chained to the headboard.

She was too weary, too dazed to really
discuss it, to complain, as she was certainly going to, to yell and
curse at him for doing that without warning her and getting her
permission. The shame, the humiliation she had gone through had, of
course, faded away after the first half hour or so, but she still
felt a sense of outrage that he had all-but given her body to a
stranger without so much as consulting her.

But she hadn’t had a chance to complain. He
had decided to eat breakfast with Scott at the hotel, and had
gagged her and dragged her down to the basement naked and
restrained for she knew not what.

And then, of all things, he had taken an old
sawhorse from the corner, dragged it out into the middle of the
room, and made her straddle it – lengthwise, throwing a slender leg
across the board and then standing on her toes with it pushing up
against her soft, bare pussy.

He had raised her wrists, then, lifting the
restraints higher and higher, then attaching them to the ring in
the back of her collar by a short chain.

A very short chain.

Following that, he wrapped a long strap
around her arms and then looped it tight and began to close it.
Jude gasped and moaned in pain, struggling helplessly as her arms
were drawn back further and further behind her. Her shoulders ached
and strained and popped and burned, and she shook her head wildly,
but he worked her arms in and out and then forced them back again,
until he could pull the strap tight on her arms, her elbows almost
meeting.

He grinned and patted her head, then took one
of the ropes and tied it to the ring of her left ankle restraint.
He pulled the rope out sideways, pulling her foot out from under
her and pulling it out at an angle. Then he did the same to her
right ankle, so that Jude was, in effect, riding the sawhorse, all
her weight pushing down on the soft, bare flesh between her
legs.

Then he took a pair of alligator clips,
waggled his eyebrows at her, and snapped them shut on her nipples.
Jude howled into the gag, squirming and twisting and shaking at the
biting pain as he ran thin cords from the clips and then pulled
them up and forward to tie off around a nail set into one of the
beams. He did not pull them far, just enough to tug her nipples up
and out, stretching them, forcing her to arch her back.

Then he left her like that.

The sharp, biting pain in her nipples quickly
eased to a dull throbbing pain, and Jude calmed down somewhat,
catching her breath. Then, for a while, she’d felt a slowly
building sense of masochistic sexual heat. She had never really
thought of herself as a masochist, but now, straddling the horse,
moaning softly into the gag, she could feel the simmering heat in
her lower belly at the cruel bondage Callum had placed her in, and
could feel the sense of dramatic self pity which made her feel like
a helpless sexual victim.

It was easy, straddling the horse, the wood
jammed up against her soft pussy with aching pressure, to feel that
sense of excited drama, that sense of sexual heat and hunger at
what was being done to her. Her bondage was tight, and beyond her
experience. She felt a sense of excited outrage that Callum would
place her like this, and moaned weakly as she felt the growing ache
between her legs.

What a bastard!

She gasped as she eased back a bit and the
pull on her nipples intensified. Her back was starting to hurt
because of the way it was arched, but she couldn’t relax it without
pulling more sharply on her aching nipples.

Oh it was a clever, nasty way to tie a girl
up! And it aroused her, turning her pussy into a hot, bubbling
stew. Her head rolled slowly as she basked in the soft, throbbing
pain and ache, in the masochistic sense of outraged sexual abuse.
Poor her! He was being unspeakably cruel to her!

That sense of sexual heat took a long time to
fade. It faded with the boredom of no further stimulation other
than the sharp stretching of her nipples whenever she relaxed her
back muscles. And it faded with the growing pain between her
legs.

For the longer she sat straddling the wood
the more she ached down there. Her soft, sensitive flesh was
bearing the entirety of her weight, jammed against the remorseless
wood below, only an inch or two wide. She could lean back a little,
at the expense of more stinging to her nipples, but that only
placed more of the weight on her tail bone, which had virtually no
meat between it and the wood.

That brought a different kind of pain, a
sharper pain, and one just as intense, if not moreso. Yet the very
fact she could ease the existing pain, even for a second or two,
made it almost impossible for her to resist shifting her body,
leaning forward to take that awful ache off her tailbone, then
leaning back to take a different kind of awful ache off the soft
flesh of her pussy. It was impossible to keep still, yet impossible
to actually ease the pain gripping her for more than a second or
so.

Her shoulders were now aching, as well as her
back, and she was drooling through the gag, down onto her chest.
The frustration mounted with the pain, for the pain was an
unending, maddening thing which clawed at her mind and senses. She
pulled and strained at her bonds to no avail, cursing and snarling
and moaning into the gag. Yet it availed her not at all, and the
pain grew steadily worse.

And at one point something in her snapped and
she screamed, a wild, animal howl of fury and pain which ended in
broken sobs as she remained in place, jammed down against the hard
wood. She was sweating terribly by then, the pain sweat trickling
slowly down her chest as she swayed weakly in place. The pain was
exhausting, and she was soon dazed, eyes slitted, face drenched
with sweat.

Again she howled, stretching, straining,
pulling frantically, screaming inarticulately, but unable to pull
free. She collapsed, sobbing once more, miserable and frustrated
beyond all measure, the pain still intense – and growing worse.

She was hardly aware of the sound of
footsteps on the stairs. Movement caught her eyes but she only
stared at the figure before her, moaning dully.

“Well, well, well. You don’t look like you’re
enjoying your ride, my dear,” the voice said.

Jude moaned dazedly.

The clips were lifted from her nipples, and a
new, intense pain shot through them, making her cry out dazedly.
Her ankles were unbound, and then she was lifted off the terrible
horse, and over his shoulder. She moaned weakly as she was carried
up the stairs, and then up another flight to her bedroom. The
horrible pain in her groin was now starting to fade, and she felt
as though her long burning body was suddenly feeling a cool
breeze.

He threw her onto the bed and she moaned, her
legs spreading wide to ease the pain. Her mind was starting to come
back to her now, but the pain had left her exhausted, mentally and
physically. She watched him smiling down at her, then watched him
getting undressed.

It was not Callum. That should have surprised
her. It did surprise a distant part of her, but she didn’t really
find that she cared. A part of her was even grateful, for Callum
had hurt her, and Scott had not. Now he stripped naked and climbed
into bed beside her, his hands gliding over her aching body.

“Poor baby,” he said, bending and kissing her
breast.

Her nipples were aching, but a kind of pins
and needles afflicted them, and he now took one into his mouth,
sucking gently, licking at it, massaging it with his lips and
tongue. The sensation was – extraordinary. She hissed at the
overload to her nervous system, but her arms were still bound, and
she was now laying upon them. There was little she could do to push
him off.

And after a few seconds that overload began
to ease, and she felt something else there, a kind of shimmering,
crackling sense of pleasure which surged powerfully through her
mind and affected her, as had the loss of pain, like a cool wind
easing her terrible burning ache. He gently massaged her breasts as
he licked and sucked at her nipples, and while it ached, it ached –
in a distinctly pleasant way.

He licked his way slowly down her body,
shifting himself until he was kneeling between her legs. His hands
spread her thighs wide, and he licked up and down along the
insides.

Jude’s mind was fully awake now, and she felt
a sense of anger and frustration that she could do nothing to push
him back. Where was Callum? Had he given this man permission to
come and do this to her? Was she a whore to be given out to whoever
Callum wanted!? Yet she remained too exhausted to put up much of a
fight, especially given the hopelessness of her bondage.

She tensed as his tongue licked up along the
edge of her pussy and she felt the ache of its passage. Yet his
tongue was exquisitely soft and warm and moist, and as it glided
across her skin she felt the ache rising, then easing, then
shifting into something else again a sense of dark sexual hunger
began to rise within her once again.

Every gentle brush of his tongue brought a
twisted mixture of pleasure and pain, but the pleasure was rising,
and the pain was steady. The outrageousness of her position began
to affect her thinking, as well, and her sexual juices began to
bubble and boil as his fingers and tongue and lips worked her body
into a state of throbbing hunger.

And then, at last, his tongue traced along
her slit. She hissed, back arching, biting into the ball gag at the
sudden pain.

Yet a delicious hot wave of pleasure swept
over her as well.

His tongue slipped into her, squirming around
within the tortured pink wall of her sex, and Jude’s hips ground
helplessly down, trying to pull herself away. Then his tongue slid
back and up and across her clit, and she cried out, back arching,
head rolling back beneath her at the dual explosion of pleasure and
pain.

The next lick was not nearly as bad, nor the
next, but each one sent a tiny explosion of pleasure and pain
through her nervous system. Each lick made her jerk back
helplessly, back arching, teeth gnawing on the ball gag. Her hips
began to roll up in time to his gentle licks, her legs jerking and
feet spasming and twisting. He seized her buttocks, pulling her up
against him, licking harder, faster, and she came with a massive
blast of sensory overload that almost knocked her unconscious.

It was not the first. So oversensitive was
she to his touch that his tongue rolled her mind over and over
again. He brought her quickly to the edge of a second orgasm, then
climbed atop her, fitted his hard cock against her entrance, and
thrust into her. It hurt, it hurt a lot, but she sobbed with hunger
and need and pleasure as he drove deep into her body and began to
thrust in and out, and came seconds later, his heavy body thrusting
and grunting atop her, his cock ramming into her with unrestrained
excitement.

She went limp after that, while he continued
to thrust into her. After he came, he left her alone for a bit, and
she lay unmoving, moaning weakly, tiredly. When he returned, he
resumed licking at her, and she was soon gasping and whining and
grinding her hips against him again. This time he rolled her onto
her belly, raised her bottom, and sodomized her. Again, it hurt, a
lot, but another orgasm tore through her with animal strength, and
the pain just didn’t seem to matter.

After that he seemed spent and satisfied. He
got dressed, but did not leave. Instead he lifted her up over his
shoulder and carried her down the stairs, then back down to the
basement. Jude moaned weakly as she realized their destination, but
he had her legs pinned against his chest, and there was nothing she
could do.

He set her down on the floor, though, not on
the horse, and then arranged the ropes through the overhead rings
in the ceiling beam. He tied them to her ankle restraints, then
pulled, and Jude moaned as she felt herself slide along the floor,
then felt her ankles, then legs raised up. As they continued to
rise, they spread apart, and she was on her shoulders, then her
neck, then she was hanging freely upside down by the ankles.

He tied the ropes off, then moved behind her,
and she groaned with relief as her arms were untied at last. The
ache in her shoulders was awful! He eased them down gently, and
they hung limp below her head, her fingers just brushing the
floor.

“Here you go,” he said. “If you get
bored.”

He placed something into her hand, then left.
Jude realized it was a vibrator, and dropped it weakly.

This was insane!

But again, as before, there was nothing she
could do about it. Gagged, she had not even been able to protest,
to let him know she did not want his attentions.

Then again, the orgasms had been intense,
shattering, and she felt her mind drawn back to their memory again
and again, longing for more of that incredible rush of
pleasure.

Her hands were free, or almost free. He had
linked the restraints together. But this was as free as she’d ever
been while tied up. Still, there was little she could do with her
hands. She could not get them out of the restraints, and could not
raise herself high enough to grab at her ankles, though she
tried.

After she’d hung upside down for a few
seconds she’d felt a rush of blood to her brain which had ached and
dazed her for a while, but that had subsided. Now she was not
really in a lot of pain at all, though her pussy still ached, as
did her back, as did her shoulders. Her nipples – she raised her
hands and gasped as she fingered them – were sore, but not as bad
as they had been.

She’d been hanging in place for almost an
hour when she finally picked up the vibrator. Her hands had raised
awkwardly from time to time, her fingers touching herself
testingly, rolling her aching nipples, gasping as they lightly
glided along her sensitive slit and bruised flesh. A slow heat had
spread through her, but it was not sufficient by any means to call
her aroused. Still, Jude was bored hanging in place, and it was
enough to provoke her to – something.

The vibrator barely had to touch her for the
incredible sensitivity of her pussy to rouse her to wicked
excitement and heat. Her first orgasm came after letting the
rounded sex toy simply rub lightly, oh so lightly along her slit,
and it almost made her drop the thing as she writhed and bucked and
shook through the stunning wave of pleasure.

She rubbed harder the second time, even
though that made it ache more. But the ache seemed to make it more
exciting, and the orgasm more powerful. She made herself come half
a dozen times, gasping and moaning and twisting and thrashing
upside down. She wound up plunging the vibrator into her pussy to
the hilt and then jamming her nail against her clit, rubbing at it,
pushing it back against the base of the vibrator. The pain was a
horrible burning ache, but the pleasure was scalding and she
screamed into the gag as she came violently.

She wound up wearing the batteries out, and
had to resort to thrusting the vibrator in and out of herself like
a dildo while rubbing at her clit with her moist fingers. Still,
she came, powerfully.

She was truly exhausted by the time Callum
came for her, and hanging in place, fingers brushing the floor. The
vibrator was still buried in her pussy, silent.

“I see my little slut has been enjoying
herself,” he said.

He pulled the vibrator out and stuffed his
cock into her, then fucked her hard and fast as she moaned and
gasped and grunted weakly. Then he knelt behind her, used her hair
to pull her head up and back, removed the gag, and plunged his cock
into her mouth and throat, pumping hard and deep, gagging and
choking her before pulling out and coming in her face.

Scott came down the stairs now, and the two
men lowered her to the floor, where she lay, trembling weakly.

“It’s been a long day for our little fuck
toy,” Callum said.

“And it’s not done yet,” Scott said in
amusement.

Nor was it. Jude was too weary to resist
their orders, especially as they were reinforced by the stinging
blows of a light switch to her bottom Callum had produced. She had
to crawl across the floor and up the stairs on all fours – with the
vibrator, now with fresh batteries, sticking out of her pussy. Then
she crawled into the living room and did “tricks” for them, rising
on her knees and holding her hands out as if she were begging like
a dog, laying back on her back and drawing her ankles back over her
head. Turning on her belly and raising her bottom high, knees
spread.

They had her sink down on a thick dildo,
taking it high into her ass, then had her masturbate as they looked
on. She then knelt on the floor and sucked on their cocks as they
slouched back comfortably on her sofa watching TV.

She obeyed their orders, but didn’t really
understand why. She was just too tired to fight, but then again,
there was more to it than that. Even after they removed the gag,
she really couldn’t find the words to protest, to complain, to yell
and scream and curse at them. She felt very submissive, and very
darkly sexual. She still ached terribly between the legs, and every
touch made her ache more. But every touch made her gasp with
pleasure, as well.

She degraded herself before them again and
again, a part of her cringing in embarrassment. But that dark,
masochistic side of her thrilled to her own humiliation, and her
pussy never stopped bubbling and throbbing.

And this time, she had to sleep on the floor,
her ankles and wrists cuffed together, while the two men slept on
the bed – presumably well apart, though she couldn’t see. The
outrageous humiliation of that made her pussy steam for quite a
while, before exhaustion took her into sleep.
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Jude sighed as she felt Ryan’s hands sliding
under her arms and cupping her breasts.

“Would you get off me,” she said, twisting
and pushing back at him.

He laughed, gave her breasts several seconds
good squeezing, and backed off. Jude turned back to her book.

He’d been groping her more often of late,
possibly because she didn’t react as violently as she used to.
There’d been a time when him touching her tits would have brought
an outraged fist to his fat nose if not a knee to the groin. Now it
didn’t outrage her, it was just – irritating.

Her studies were going well. Gunsmithing
wasn’t going to make her rich, by any means, but it would make her
somewhat independent, able to get jobs in a lot of places. And it
would require her uncle pay her a better wage than she was getting
now, enough to get a better car and a bigger TV.

She eyed him as he grew nearer, glaring and
pointing her finger warningly, and he backed off again and went to
the other end of the store.

She was glad he hadn’t felt anything unusual
when he’d groped her breasts, glad he hadn’t felt the little
barbells which adorned her nipples. But his fingers had simply been
groping her breasts from underneath, lifting and squeezing them
together. And she’d put a bandage across her nipples as she had
before, to hide the little dimples of the barbells.

Who ever would have thought Jude would have
pierced nipples!? The idea made her shake her head in
bemusement.

The previous weekend had been – rough – but
she had always considered herself a tough girl, and a little pain –
well, it had been a lot of pain – was not enough to deter her from
the wild thrill of excitement she’d also felt with the two men. In
fact, having been done by two men at once made her feel a little
smug about her sexuality. How many of these local girls could say
they’d had two men at the same time?

The kinky dark pain of Saturday had given way
to the kinky bondage and submission of Sunday. After both of them
had fucked her hard in the morning they’d left her in the basement
again, this time tied standing up, spread-eagled, He’d done that
before, of course, but instead of the makeshift nature of the
stool, with attached vibrator and dildo, he’d purchased something
new.

It was basically a fucking machine of sorts.
It stood on a frame beneath her, a long, metal pipe reaching up to
her pussy. A realistically shaped latex cock – a big one – was at
the end of the pipe, driven high into her pussy. There was also a
small, round vibrator literally strapped to her groin and pressed
against her clit, and a big butt plug stuffed up her rear.

When she was helpless like that, he’d turned
the machine on. The vibrator had begun to purr, and the dildo had
begun to move in and out, in and out, in and out. She’d glared at
him over her gag, but quickly been overcome, her eyes closing to
slits, her head rolling back, her hips rolling and grinding until
she was on the verge of coming before his eyes.

It was then he’d produced the piercing
needles, and pierced her nipples.

It had stung! And she’d yelled into the gag.
But it had been over quickly, and she’d stared, dumbfounded, at the
two perfectly round rings he’d inserted into her aching
nipples.

Then he left.

The fucking machine was noisy, but all she
really cared about was the way it was thrusting up into her, faster
and faster, making her gasp and grunt and moan as it drove up
through the tight, silken folds of her sex. The vibrator purred and
her nipples throbbed, and an orgasm swirled around her then made
her cry out in bliss, back arching, hips bucking helplessly.

The machine shut up shortly thereafter, and
the vibrator stopped, as well.

Her legs began to ache with stiffness after
all, but she couldn’t really move them much. Her back began to
ache, too. She was starting to feel bored, though a purring sexual
heat hung around her.

Then the machines started up again.

Callum and Scott were gone most of the day.
The machine would turn on, then turn off at irregular intervals.
Sometimes they kept working long enough to push her into orgasm.
Sometimes they shut off before she could come, leaving her frazzled
and frustrated.

When the men had come home she’d had to crawl
for them, then suck their cocks, then fuck them. They’d made
dinner, and fed her on the floor, making her eat like a dog,
without using her hands.

Then she’d slept on the floor again.

What a weird fucking life she had!

Her uncle arrived, and she greeted him with
relief, knowing Ryan would have to tone down his stupid side while
his father was around. They discussed some guns she was repairing,
the sales that day, and went over the order form she had prepared
for more supplies to replace the sales. Then she left, ambling
along the hot sidewalk towards home, thinking about dinner and what
was on TV, and blinking in the late afternoon sun.

She was starting to get out of shape, she
decided. It wasn’t like she was doing much on the weekend but
getting tied up and fucked. Oh she used up plenty of energy and was
in no danger of getting fat. But she was going to have to start
exercising during the week or something or she was going to get
soft. Maybe she would buy one of those WII video games with the
exercise games.

Or maybe she should take up jogging, though
that really wasn’t her. She was more into a laid back, lazy
slouching amble.

There was a box waiting on her porch when she
got there. She walked up to it, frowning doubtfully, and checked
the name. It was definitely for her, left by the mail man. She
picked it up, testing its weight, and carried it inside. It was
fairly light, but there was something in there with some solidity
to it.

And it had come from the city.

That made her close the blinds before
fetching a knife and slicing it open. And she was just as glad she
had, shaking her head at the contents as she pulled out one leather
item after another and set them on the table.

“Jesus God he’s a pervert!” she said
aloud.

She held up one odd looking leather thing
which looked like a T-shaped strap with – with a soft latex dildo
and a butt plug attached to one side. She dropped it, shaking her
head, and looked at the boots. They were very high, almost to her
thighs, with stiletto heels. She’d never worn stilettos, and rarely
wore heels. Did he think she was going to walk around in these
things?

Still, the sight of them made her pussy hum,
and she decided to try them on.

She carried them all up to her bedroom, then
stripped naked and pulled on the boots first. She stood up shakily,
laughing at how strange it felt. She walked slowly, carefully,
balancing precariously on the very high heels. Then she looked up
at the sight of herself in her full length mirror, and her grin
began to fade.

Her lips formed the word “wow” but she didn’t
speak it aloud. She looked at herself, inhaling sharply. Even to
her she looked hot in the thigh high leather boots.

The leather gloves were the next item she
donned. They were long, like the boots, going up almost to her
shoulders. And again she looked at herself in the mirror and felt
her pussy throb appreciatively. The dark black framed her pale
flesh and made her seem even more naked.

She examined the T-shaped belt and saw how it
worked. Her pussy was moist now, almost wet, and she had no problem
sliding the dildo into herself, then pressing the butt-plug up
against her wrinkled anal opening and inserting it. She pulled the
strap around her hips, drew the lower one up her front and buckled
it tight. It looked like a two inch leather strap covering her
pussy and ass – with no sign of the dildo and butt plug inside
her.

Her heart was beating more quickly now as she
picked up the next item. It was a kind of halter, or perhaps, a
leather bustier, but it didn’t hide her breasts at all, quite the
contrary. It squeezed in tight around her lower chest and upper
belly, and pressed her breasts upwards. Straps went up the sides,
curving in around the sides of her breasts, then angling in at the
top, crossing her upper chest and buckling behind her neck. Another
strap went across the tops of her breasts, so that, effectively,
they were squeezed in from four sides, making them stick out firm
and taut.

There were also a pair of perfectly round
nipple rings, attached to a Y-shaped chain. That took some
figuring, but in the end she donned her collar, and replaced the
studs with the rings. The chain then ran from her nipple rings to
the ring in the front of the collar.

The gag was similar to the dildos in that it
was a flat black strap which simply went around her head, over her
mouth, and buckled in back. But it had a hole over her mouth, and a
kind of round shelf which extended back about a half inch. She had
to open her mouth wide to slide it inside and then buckle the strap
behind her back. This left her mouth open wide. But there was a
penis-gag insert which slid perfectly through the hole, filling her
mouth, and blocking it completely. The base of the penis gag was
flat against the front of the strap over her mouth, and two small
plastic snaps held it in place.

It was a ridiculous get-up, and it had her
pussy bubbling with dark excitement and hunger. Her breasts
throbbed and her nipples pulsed as she moved and they tugged at the
rings.

She put on the ankle and wrist restraints for
effect, and posed for herself before the mirror, shaking her head
in disbelief. She wondered what it had all cost him.

There was a note with the gear telling her to
be wearing it and kneeling at the front door, with her wrists and
ankles locked together behind her back when he arrived Friday
evening at Seven.

“What a freak you are Callum Jennings,” she
said.

She pulled the T-shaped belt open and then
masturbated as she stared at herself in the mirror, her leather
gloved fingers stroking rapidly across her clit until she shuddered
and came.

She slipped into soft sleep pants and a tank
top for the evening, but she couldn’t stop thinking of herself in
the nasty leather outfit, and her fingers crept down the front of
her pants, fingering herself to another orgasm.

And come Friday evening, though she told
herself she wasn’t going to wait around like some kind of sex slave
for him, she did indeed put them on. She was able to lock her ankle
restraints together without difficulty. Doing her wrists was more
problematical, but she managed, her pussy bubbling with
anticipation at how hot he would get when he saw her in the
outfit.

He had a key now, and she waited anxiously
for him to appear, for the sound of the key in the lock, squeezing
her thighs together and then shifting herself so that her heel
jammed up against the leather strap covering her pussy.

At last the key sounded and she shifted her
knees apart, arching her back. She would have smiled with
anticipation if her mouth hadn’t been held wide open.

The door opened, and Scott walked in. She
felt a rush of heat to her face, but excitement, as well, as he
shook his head in appreciation. “Woah. You look white hot, little
lady.”

And then two more men walked in behind him,
neither of whom she knew.

She froze in shock, her eyes going wide, and
her wrists jerked feebly against the restraints, as though she
would be able to cover her bare breasts. Of course, she couldn’t,
and then Scott was there, bending over her, grinning, gripping her
hair and pulling it back to keep her from lowering her eyes to the
floor. Her face was flaming, and she felt mortified!

The two men were grinning at her, both in
their thirties, Callum’s age, one tall and lean, the other shorter,
with broad shoulders and a beard.

“I got a hard-on just looking at her,” the
one with the beard said.

“Well then,” Scott said. “You just know
she’ll be eager to take care of it for you.”

His fingers popped the two clips which held
the penis dildo in place and slid it out of her mouth, leaving the
gaping hole behind. The other man already had his cock out of his
pants, even before the door was closed, and now before she could do
anything, or figure out how to protest, he was pushing it through
the hole and into her open mouth.

And there was nothing she could do about it.
Nothing at all.

The other two men watched as he gripped her
hair and pumped his cock in and out, pushing it ever deeper, then
pulling her mouth forward along his shaft until he slid down into
her throat.

A swirling, churning, violent mix of emotions
was sweeping through Jude; everything from fear, to outrage, to
humiliation. But the heat was there too, the hot, bubbling heat of
sexual masochism as the man’s cock slid back and forth over her
tongue.

And in the end, did it really matter that
Callum wasn’t even there? Did it really matter who the men were who
fucked and tied her? In the end, of course, it really didn’t, for
as their hands pawed and groped her and their lips and teeth bit
and sucked at her and their hard cocks pushed into her, all she
could do was surrender to the heat and hunger and let the darkness
take her.

They never untied her, never took the gag
strap thing out of her mouth which would let her speak freely. They
fucked her hard, all three. It was the first time in her life she’d
sat on a thick cock while sucking another cock while a third had
sodomised her, and she thrilled to it.

The three men fucked her all evening long,
and she crawled back and forth between them, sucking their cocks,
licking their feet, and having them finger her and spank her and
grope her. Then Scott had made her lay back on the coffee table and
masturbate with a dildo while they looked on, grinning.

He had stayed with her while the two men had
gone to a hotel overnight. Again, she’d lain naked, collar shackled
to the headboard, hands locked behind her back.

But the next morning, instead of leaving her
tied up in some kind of uncomfortable position, he’d decided she
should come with them into the woods. He hadn’t asked her what
she’d thought of it, of course. He’d put the T-shaped belt on her,
then the short shorts Callum had bought her, along with the
halter.

It was early, so no one saw her, thank God,
for aside from the short shorts and halter all she’d worn was the
collar and wrist restraints. Fortunately, too, the SUV was right
outside, its windows tinted.

They drove for three quarters of an hour
before stopping, well down a fire road in the deep woods. Only then
did Scott remove the gag which she’d worn for so long.

By then, it was really too late to convince
them of anything. He removed the halter and shorts, and, wearing
nothing but the belt and collar, she’d had to don a heavy backpack
and follow them behind as they walked into the woods.

At least she was getting exercise and working
her muscles.

It was her job to set up the camp, and to
prepare food and coffee for when they returned. They left nothing
for her to wear, and the car, locked, was well back down the road.
There was certainly no way she was going to run off naked and
barefoot!

And so, that was pretty much what she did.
Scott had brought a vibrator, so when she got bored, she used that,
laying back in the dirt and grinding her hips at it as she gasped
and moaned and writhed in overheated passion.

When the men came back she sucked their
cocks, got down on all fours while they mounted her, then made them
coffee and food.

And that evening, back at her house, Scott
introduced her to the flog, a sort of whip with long, thin, light
leather laces that spread out as they snapped at her back and
breasts and thighs and pussy. She squealed and twisted and writhed
as the flog fell against her skin, but tied spread-eagled as she
was, there was little way to avoid it.

After he had “whipped her” Scott rammed his
cock up her ass and took her violently, then the other two, Dave
and Paul, who had been watching, took her front and back at the
same time.

The next week Callum was back, with a man
named Phil. The week after that Dave had shown up with two more
strangers. The week after that she hadn’t even known the man, but
he’d had a note from Callum telling her to obey him – and she had,
stripping and servicing him, obeying him letting him tie her and
spank her and sodomised her, making his food, and then letting him
sleep in her bed.

It was a bizarre, twisted sexual game, and
she never stopped demanding of herself why she was taking part in
it. She didn’t even like most of the men she submitted to. But
there was something exquisitely thrilling about bowing and scraping
and sexually servicing strangers. It was so – humiliating.

And then another pair of strangers came for
her. As usual, she was wearing the silly outfit Callum had bought
her, kneeling, wrists and ankles restrained behind her back when
the key slid into the door and it opened. She thought she was
prepared for the squirming embarrassment when his eyes lit on her
bare breasts and lewd, bound position.

It was a woman, two women, both in their
early thirties, both with short hair and dark eyes. Their lips rose
into an appreciative smirk when they looked down at the wide-eyed
young woman kneeling before them, and the door closed behind
them.

“Well, well, well, look what we have here,”
the first one said.

Jude felt mortified, trapped, shocked. She
pulled helplessly at the restraints to no avail.

“I understand you’re a girl who really likes
cock,” the first woman said, smiling down at her.

e“We’ll have to see if you can make do with
plastic cocks this weekend.”

“And if you can’t, well too bad,” said the
other.

The two women were both tall, both good
looking, with dark brown hair. They squatted beside her, smirking,
and one ran her hand over one of Jude’s breasts, plucking at her
nipple ring, as the other slid her hand down between her legs.

“What a pretty little sex toy,” she said.

Jude tried to shake her head, for she had no
desire or interest whatsoever in lesbian sex but one of them had
gripped her hair and yanked it back sharply, then she felt the
woman’s teeth on the front of her throat.

Five minutes later Jude was on her knees, her
bottom in the air, as one of the women rode her hard with a
strap-on dildo. She was still gagged, and could only gasp and grunt
and moan as she was roughly and thoroughly fucked. The other woman
mauled her breasts and yanked at her hair as she fucked her,
calling her a little cock loving whore.

She didn’t want to lick the other woman’s
pussy, but they strapped her bottom hard and fast until, sobbing,
she surrendered, and plunged her tongue into the woman’s sex.

Unlike the men, the two women were not
interested in hunting. They’d already captured their prey, and they
spent all weekend with her. They didn’t have to worry about getting
erections, for their plastic cocks were always hard, and Jude
licked their pussies until her tongue felt ready to drop off.

They fucked her hard, repeatedly, front and
back, spanked and strapped and whipped her, and made her crawl and
beg like a dog, with two massive dildos protruding from her pussy
and anus. She gave them tongue baths, cooked their meals, did their
hair, and then, as before, slept on the floor.

And in the end, Jude discovered, it didn’t
even matter if the people using and abusing her were male. She
found her dark hunger roused by them just as it had been by the
men, and found herself submitting to their humiliating games with a
dark, feral thrill.

The next week, they returned, with three
friends. Jude had to dance, and strip for the five of them, and
then, mortified, she’d had to lay back on the floor, knees raised
and spread, and masturbate while they all looked on.

Then, of course, they’d ridden her face, and
fingered her, and fucked her with dildos and vibrators and
strap-ons, and one girl had fisted her, shoving her entire hand and
half her forearm up the squealing, writhing girl’s pussy as the
others shouted encouragement.

This time she’d spent her nights, not on her
back, tied, but on her knees, impaled on a pair of thick dildos,
with her tongue pulled up and forward out of her head by a clip
attached to a chain.

By fall she had graduated from the gunsmith
course, and her uncle had congratulated her and raised her
salary.

Callum had celebrated it a somewhat different
way.

Wearing nothing whatsoever, not even her
collar, with her wrists tied behind her back by a few loops of
black rope, he’d tied a blindfold around her eyes and driven her –
somewhere.

She’d felt bare pavement under her bare feet
when he’d finally stopped. His hand on her arm pulled her from the
car, and along the pavement, then up a short flight of steps and
into a building. He’d led her along a hall, her feet feeling the
cold tile underneath, then through a door and into a carpeted
room.

“On you knees, slut,” he’d ordered.

She knelt at once, shifting her knees wide
apart. When a cock rubbed against her lips she opened her mouth and
took it in.

He removed the blindfold, and her eyes rolled
around her, widening as she felt a growing sense of shock. Men were
crowded all around her, not four or five, but ten, no, fifteen, all
grinning and licking their lips and rubbing their cocks.

The gang bang started around eight, and was
still going strong at three in the morning. Half the men had left
by then, but the other half were enjoying her body, one or two at a
time now. It took them another hour to be done with her and leave
her, moaning weakly, exhausted, all her orifices aching and
bruised, her breasts scratched and sore.

She tried, next day, to figure out how many
men had taken her, or at least, how many times in total all the men
had taken her. It was difficult, though. The older men, and some
had had gray hair, had used some kind of pills to keep hard, and
they had taken her a dozen times each.

She was gang-banged again on Saturday, by a
different group of men, who finished up – most of them, by fisting
themselves as they knelt her against a wall, and spraying their
semen over her face and hair and breasts and shoulders and
belly.

Sunday was punishment day. Callum had taken
her home and introduced her to a variety of implements which had
left bruises and welts all across her body. Then he’d tied her in
intricate knots, her breasts squeezed out hard, the ropes digging
into her pussy and up between her buttocks, binding her thighs and
knees and ankles together, her arms behind her back bound at wrists
and elbows.

With a fat dildo sticking out of her ass and
another protruding from her pussy, he slipped a thick rope, a
noose, over her head and pulled it firmly tight around her throat,
then slowly tightened it, pulling it, forcing her up onto the balls
of her feet. Then he played the vibrator back and forth across her
clit, and when the orgasm swelled and exploded, he pulled harder on
the rope and lifted her to her toes, then off her feet
entirely.

She danced in mid-air, gurgling and gasping,
her body shaking and twisting as the storm of sexual power roared
and crackled through her nervous system. Her eyes bulged and her
head felt as though it were going to explode with the force of the
explosive come, her chest on fire and her pussy spasming
frantically around the dildo.

He smirked at her, holding the vibrator to
her clit as the orgasm howled within her, forcing it higher,
extending it, to the point she wanted to howl madly with the
incredible intensity of the sensations screaming through her mind
and body.

Only when her eyes began to go glassy and
fade did he let her down to the floor again and loosen the noose so
she could breath. And then he worked on her again, until she was
once again trembling and shaking on the edge of climax. Now he made
her beg and plead for her come, promising to be his bitch, his
whore, his slave, his dog, his animal, his servant, promising to
suck and fuck him any way he wanted, and do the same to any man or
woman he gave her to.

And when he once again brought her to orgasm
he lifted her off her toes and let her dangle, gurgling, choking,
gasping, her body twisting and flopping and writhing in maddened
sexual release on the end of the noose.

Again and again he made her back and plead
and brought her to choking, shocking, danger and pain and pleasure
filled orgasms before she finally collapsed into unconsciousness
entirely.

And every weekend thereafter they came to
visit her, sometimes one or two at a time, sometimes more. She
submitted to whatever their desires were, letting them beat and
bind and abuse her, letting them use and rape and sodomised her,
and glorying in her own degradation and pain and humiliation.

Everything else came to seem somehow less
important to her. The weekend became her life, her dark, wicked,
sensual life of sin and perversion. And it was inevitable that
eventually this would seep out into her “other” life. She hadn’t
had a habit of staying home every night, after all. Most evenings
she went out to one of the local bars to hang out with other people
her age, to chat and smirk and ignore the come-ons of the guys.

It was not so much a matter of her seeking
out sex, for she certainly got plenty of that on weekends, as a
matter of her not seeming to be able to resist with quite the same
degree of firmness she once had. And so she found herself, in the
backs of cars, in the backs of bars, in the grass and fields, and
in her own house and the house of others, spreading her legs, or
bending over, and letting the men do to her whatever they
wanted.

It wasn’t as pleasurable, as exciting, as her
weekend “games”, for they were ordinary young men who wanted
nothing more than to use her body to sate their lusts. But more and
more often she submitted to those desires, with almost any man of
her acquaintance who wanted her – any way he wanted her. Her
reputation plummeted, at least, with the women around town. The men
sought her company much more often.

She never really changed her style of dress.
She never wore short skirts or revealing tops. But the men knew she
was available for any cock that wanted inside her, and Jude’s sex
life became an almost non-stop marathon of a different man – and
sometimes woman - every day.

How available she was became obvious even to
her when she opened her door one night to find a man she only very
vaguely recalled as a farmer. Drunk, he’d pushed her in, and
started kissing and groping her, then stripped her and taken her
right there inside the door, with the door open, her knees drawn
back and jerking in time to his thrusting cock. He hadn’t even
spoken, and never did as he finished, pulled up his zipper, and
stumbled out.

Jude simply got up, panting for breath,
closed the door, and went back to watching TV.

Jude became – notorious – to say the least,
and few passed her house without peering intently to see what could
be seen.

But Jude didn’t really care all that much by
then. She got to work quietly on the guns brought in for repair,
mostly by city folk, got a decent pay check from her uncle, and
lived a dark fantasy life of sex and bondage and submission and
heat every weekend.

And if the town folk didn’t like it, well,
they would just have to – punish her.

 


End

 


 


Other erotic novels by JJ Argus

 


Zoe's New Job * Working For The Smiths * Two
Teachers * Twins in Training * Tomb of Darkness * The Wicked
Stepfather * The Slave Girl * The Shackled Brat * The Senator's
Aide * The Secretary * The Ring * The Racist * The Punished
Schoolgirl * The President's Daughter * The New Neighbors * The
Neighbor's Girl * The Naked Niece *The Hooded Co-ed * The Haunted
House * The Detective * The Dark Passage * The Country House * The
Cheat * The Challenge * The Candy Striper * The Butler * The
Barbarian's Toy * Stripper * Sorority Girl * Sore Bottoms! * Small
Town Girl * Slave of the Vampires * Slave Daughter * Rich Man's
Yacht * Pleasure Toy * Nigger's Girl * Miranda's Tower * Melissa's
Master * Kendra's Dark Seduction * Kendra's Brotherly Love *
Journey into Slavery * Jade's Submission * Infidel * In the
Vampire's Lair * In The Summer Heat * Girl on a Leash * Girl Next
Door * Family Ties * Emily's Debt * Destiny's Need * Darker Games *
Cry Uncle * Courtney's Boring Life * Courtney Gets Caught * Chains
of Ice * Chained Heat *Chained Cheerleader * Bound in Red Tape *
Blackmailed * Biker Bitch * An English Girl in China * Amy: Student
Slave * All Work, No Play... * A White Girl in Harlem * A Life of
Slavery



cover.jpeg
Jude's Older Man

By J] Argus






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



