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Chapter One

A Little Kidnap

Like most urban women, Paige possessed her share of street smarts; don’t reveal to strangers that you live alone, don’t take untried shortcuts through unfamiliar territory and stay away from lonely parking lots. This last one briefly crossed Paige’s mind as she locked the side door and waved goodbye to everyone else in their cars. But there wasn’t anything to worry about here, she’d crossed this parking lot alone dozens of times. Her insignificant, retail job wasn’t worth a second thought. And so, by extension, neither was the fifty feet to her car. Besides, it was well lit and directly under a bright lamp.

She never made it.

Another brightness glared at her. Bathed in sheer white, Paige’s eyes instinctively shut. An engine started and came right for her. Her defense training class kicked in, and she stuck her keys between her fingers. Whoever was coming for her was going to get cut. But such a strategy works only with a head on attack.

Large, gloved hands clamped on Paige from behind. She whirled and managed one ineffective slash at the air. Then the strong hands spun her back toward the lights. One hand on her wrist kept the keys away from anything solid, the other hand clamped over her mouth.

A dark, windowless van screeched to a halt next to her and the side door slid open. Her captor let go of her wrist and picked her up by the waist.

An ever-widening portal of darkness threatened to consume Paige. She grunted against the hand and fought for all she was worth. Goddammit! She was not going to be just another crime statistic!

Paige spread her legs and managed to plant them wide on either side of the van door. Whoever was inside probably got a good look under her calf length skirt but Paige didn’t care. Escape now. Dignity later.

“Shit.” This from the person holding her. A man. He tried to force Paige inside but her strong, runner’s legs stopped him. So he simply turned them both around and dragged her inside. Paige swung downward with the keys and struck thick, leather pants. The man fell backwards but didn’t let go. Paige may have won a small battle but probably lost the war. They were inside the van.

The man rolled to the side with Paige still in his grasp. The door slammed shut. In the near darkness, the van driver joined the fray, straddling Paige’s small waist, forcing the keys from her hand. With a clang, they wound up in a corner.

Paige’s teeth came into play, biting deep into the leather gloved hand. Take that, you bastard! The man cried out and pulled his hand away. Before Paige could scream, the driver shoved wadding inside her mouth until it overflowed. A rough cloth tied around her head held it in place.

Wrists crossed. Ankles crossed. Rope quickly wrapped around both then connected to each other. No way to stand. A canvas hood was pulled over her head and tightened with laces in back from her crown to her neck.

Paige twisted her wrists and ankles. No give at all. Panic flooded through her. She was really tied! It wasn’t the flimsy way her boyfriend, Robert, did it. This was tight! Any movement from her only constricted the cords. The hood threatened to cut off her air. No way out. Got to get out! Easy. Easy. You can still breathe. Air holes are right under your nostrils. In slowly, then out. Good. Calm. We’re calm. Now think.

No room to move and forget about calling for help. All the way from her tied ankles to her hood-covered head and her warm pussy in the center of it all, she was really in it now! In spite of everything, she’d still love a cock right now. Robert’s was big enough, but he just didn’t have the staying power. But the way she was tied, Paige figured she might as well just enjoy the ride. Yeah, right.

The van stopped several times then maintained one long acceleration. They were on the freeway. A couple of lane changes over the raised dots on the road, and the van settled into an extended glide. Something occasionally creaked in the front of the van. After a while, Paige realized it was someone turning back in their seat to check on her. Like where was she going to go?

The van slowed. The freeway was left behind and replaced with a more leisurely pace. They swung wide to the left then backed up. Someone got out, rolled open a heavy metal door, and the van traveled a few more feet. A rattle of chains and the large door slammed down with an echo.

The side door slid open. Gloved hands returned and grabbed Paige’s legs then pulled her across the coarse van rug. Her shirt came loose and the resulting carpet burn on her stomach made Paige squeal. But if her pain mattered to her captors, they showed no sign.

The pair of hands that had gagged and hooded Paige reentered the game. They lifted her, and dumped her face down on a sheet which had been placed over a cold floor. The air reeked of oil and rubber.

Her feet were untied then placed side by side. Paige couldn’t do anything to stop them as the rope was wrapped then cinched between her ankles. Another cord in the same fashion went just above her knees. But her arms weren’t tied to her feet anymore.

Jeans brushed against her exposed flesh. She gave an upward stab in the dark and her fingernails found something. Something soft. Paige squeezed with all her strength.

“Fuck!”

It wasn’t balls that Paige grabbed, but a woman’s breast.

“Ow! You bitch!” Paige’s hand was slapped away. Thin fingers went under her chin and lifted up her head. Paige’s neck bent back as far as it could. “Little smart ass.”

“Forget it,” said the man. “Stick to the plan. Maybe you’ll get a chance at her later.”

A pause then the woman’s hand suddenly released Paige. Like a spring, her head bobbed forward, and her chin grazed the concrete floor.

They sat her up and tied more ropes across her chest, cinching them down until Paige feared they’d constrict her breathing. Her wrists were untied, re-crossed between her shoulder blades, and tied again. A separate rope, cinched to the ones wound about her upper body, kept Paige’s hands in their elevated, unnatural position.

They sat her up against some lumpy, old tires, then the hood was loosened and torn away. Bright flashes and a camera clicking greeted Paige. It all happened so fast she didn’t have time to squeeze her eyes shut. Her long, dark hair fell over half her face but offered scant protection. Long after the flashes stopped, Paige was still effectively blinded. The man and woman, perhaps knowing this, calmly stood in front of her.

“Did you get enough?” the woman asked.

“Yeah, sure,” the man responded. “Just upload the photos. When they see her, we’ll get a call right away. Then we’ll make the drop.”

Paige’s spotty vision cleared enough to see the man and woman turn away. The man went into an office while the woman exited to the right through a regular sized door, not quite closing it all the way. Outside a car engine started then faded away. Through a window set in the office wall, Paige saw the top of the man’s dark head as he sat at a desk.

She tried to take stock of her predicament. Who were they? And what was this thing about a “drop”? She squeezed her eyes to get rid of the last few spots. All right, think. Forget about your soaked panties, maybe Robert can use the dildo and fuck your brains out later. Let’s see, one of the kidnappers is gone. The other one was nearby but not paying close attention. If she was going to make a break for it, now was the best time.

Make a break. That was a laugh. The way Paige was tied left little hope about her getting free and dashing off. But even the best cage, or in this case, mechanic’s garage, had a weak spot.

The door leading outside was still open just enough for her to see a sliver of black night. If she could just get through it, maybe she could roll herself down the alley to a street. Perhaps hide. That would really make her “kidnappers” shit. The trick was in getting over there. The man still hadn’t come out to check on Paige. He seemed to lean forward, as if he were reading something. The longer Paige delayed the more likely he’d glance at her. The time to move was now.

Paige rocked herself onto her side and flopped like a crippled seal toward the door. Grease spots soiled her clothes, soaked through to her skin, but that didn’t stop her. No, it was the phone suddenly ringing that made her freeze.

Once, twice, the electronic bell went off. Paige held her breath. If the man looked up while answering, he’d discover she wasn’t in the spot where he’d left her. Don’t look up, please don’t look up!

Thank heaven for small favors. The man just picked up the phone.

“I’m surprised it took you this long to call,” he said in a familiar manner. “You like what you see, huh?…Yeah, we can arrange a pick up…”

Good. Keep talking. Paige restarted her half-crawl, half-flop toward the door. Just keep talking. In the background, she still heard the one way conversation, even if she didn’t comprehend all of it.

“What…tonight?! You want her now? Then consider the price doubled! That’s right, you heard me. Supply and demand! The higher your demand the higher my price. You don’t like it, take it up with the arbiter. Oh. Oh, I see. Well, that kind of changes things. Fine then. We’ll see you there.”

Almost there. Just a couple more feet. Almost!

Cold night air wafted over Paige but not from her opening the door. A pair of legs blocked her way. The tips of black boots pointed accusingly at her.

“This isn’t very nice. Leaving without thanking your hosts is most impolite.”

Paige looked up. Short, blonde hair. A thin, cruel smile.

“Colin!” the woman called. “Get out here.”

“Sheila, I’m on the phone.” Colin stuck his head out of the office. He took in the tableau before him. “Uh, I’ll call you back.” He tossed the phone over his shoulder and rushed out of the office.

“How the hell did she get all the way over here?” Sheila demanded.

“How would I know? I was on the phone. They’re going to pay double.”

“Really? She must have some quality we don’t know about.” Sheila knelt down to Paige. “How about it, sweetheart? What’s so special about you?”

Paige growled through her gag.

“Still got some fight left? When I’m done with you, you little slut, you’ll wish you never tried to escape in the first place. Oh, I’m gonna love this!”

They each hooked an arm under Paige’s own and dragged her to an engine hoist with a large chain that dangled from the center. Working together, they removed the ropes. Paige realized if there was a real chance of her getting away, it was now. But Colin held her arms tight behind her while Sheila buckled on a pair of leather wrist cuffs connected to a short chain then locked the chain to the engine hoist. Sheila pushed a button which brought Paige’s wrists up, up, then up some more. Paige protested behind her gag. Soon, her arms were nearly straight above her. Bent double, the strain on her shoulders threatened to make her pass out.

Something long, thin, and sharp passed in front of Paige.

“Let me help you out of those dirty rags, my love.” Sheila turned the knife back and forth, its flat, shiny edge flashed. Paige screamed behind her gag. Sheila gave a short laugh then set to work. The knife cut its way up from the bottom to the top button. It traveled along both sleeves, reducing Paige’s red blouse to tatters. Colin ripped it away. It fell in a greasy corner, now truly only a dirty rag.

“Now, what about these?” Sheila touched the knife between Paige’s breasts. It lightly traced along her lacy, white bra.

Paige held her breath.

“What’s the matter, my love?” Sheila said sweetly, deliberately mistaking Paige’s alarm for modesty. “After all, it’s not like we haven’t seen any before.” The knife slashed through the thin fabric of the bra. Paige’s breasts now hung suspended much like herself.

Sheila kneaded each one. Her nails dug deep and left little red marks. “You certainly have enough here. I wonder how they’ll look after my whip meets them.”

“Stick to business,” Colin cut in. “Just get the toy bag from the office. I’ll get our little beauty ready.”

Sheila’s eyes flashed. “The last time I left you alone with her, she nearly got away!”

“Just get going.”

Sheila hesitated then threw up her hands. “Okay, okay,” she said and disappeared into the office.

Colin unzipped Paige’s skirt and pushed it past her hips. With little pause he also brought down her pantyhose and light blue panties. When he found how wet they were, he shook his head. “Randy little thing, aren’t you? You’d better hope Sheila doesn’t find out.” He crouched to remove Paige’s low-heeled shoes then gathered up the heap of clothes. These joined the blouse in the corner.

Paige stayed on her toes to keep as much pressure off her arms as possible. She made a point of staying quiet too, sure if she made any complaining noises, they’d probably make it worse.

Colin lowered Paige’s arms. She moaned in relief, automatically doing a couple of shoulder rolls to relax her muscles.

“You look like you’re limber. Good.” Colin slapped Paige’s ass. “Nice and firm. You take care of yourself. That’s a good slave quality.”

Sheila emerged from the office carrying a doctor’s bag overflowing with leather toys. She threw them all down on the floor. “We don’t have a pole to tie her to and to leave her on the floor seems so messy. I’ve got an idea.” She ran a hand up and down the engine hoist chain.

Paige stared like a deer in the headlights as Colin and Sheila sorted out the twisted cordage. Although stained in places, she couldn’t look away as the rope held her in morbid fascination.

Minutes later, they set Paige to flight.

With each rope they wound around her body, with each tied knot and foot she ascended from the floor, Paige’s chances of getting free slipped further from her grasp

Yet, strangely, a feeling of transcendence filled her, replacing any previous desperation. The fight in her had curiously disappeared, and she was nothing but an empty vessel now, clear of emotion. Detached.

This wasn’t happening to her. Oh, no! This was someone else; Paige became not more than a spectator. A stranger occupied her skin. Four feet off the floor, arms and legs hogtied, her midsection supported by rope. Interesting. She didn’t know a body could bend that way. It must be in better shape than most others. And the dark hair. Who would’ve thought it was long enough to be tied to a rope that held up the head? Consider the mouth as the wadding is removed… the beautiful round lips stay separated as a ring gag is mounted just inside the rim of her teeth. And the pussy. The knees are pushed wide. See how easily Colin slips the massive dildo inside, like a hungry partner in her ravishment. More rope is tied around her waist and over her crotch keeping it in place like a new permanent fixture within her.

Words were said, admiration given. But the stranger who possessed her couldn’t make sense of them. It concentrated solely on its tactile universe; the arms and legs connected to each other, the drool on her chin, the plug in her pussy. And down there, very far away on the hard floor, little ants going about their dull jobs, not caring on whom the human gods above had just pronounced sentence.

As if to give Paige a better view of her nether world kingdom, the chain slowly rotated counter clockwise. First the van, the chariot that delivered her to this hell. Then the door, the portal she almost escaped through, so near and yet so far. Next was the office, the inner sanctum where the gods, Colin and Sheila, retreated for their personal bacchanalia, celebrating their success with each other’s flesh.

Sheila sat on Colin’s lap. She ran her fingers through his hair, and they exchanged a long kiss. Colin reached up to Sheila’s jacket, the zipper went down and his hand passed inside. Sheila’s own hand pushed her jacket back then brought a nicely shaped breast forward. Colin’s mouth broke away from Sheila’s and eagerly sought the tit. Sheila saw Paige watching them, smiled, and blew her a kiss.

The phone rang again. Neither of them picked up for four or five rings, and then Colin sighed and answered it. Sheila zipped up her jacket.

Paige strained to hear what was said. Something again about an exchange? Whatever.

Boots clicked on the hard floor. Sheila turned Paige to face her. “If things go right you’ve got nothing to worry about from us. On the other hand, I may want to keep you anyway. I like a ready mouth near.”

She brought one of her tits up to Paige’s orifice and pushed the nipple inside. Paige instinctively pulled her tongue away.

“Don’t be shy, sweetheart. You should learn to broaden your horizons. No telling what you might discover.” She reached into Paige’s crotch. “Oh, what’s this? Why, you little sexpot, you’re running like a river! My, my, maybe you’ve already decided to go adventuring.”

Paige’s eyes widened. No, no! She was returning to her body.

“Now, now. Don’t be ashamed. It’s our little secret.” Sheila laughed lightly and wiped her hand on Paige’s face.

Colin emerged from the office and clapped his hands together. “Okay, it’s all set.”

“But I haven’t finished yet,” Sheila protested. “Can’t we keep her just a day more?”

Colin shook his head. “She’s too much trouble. Besides, she’s seen us. We need to get rid of her.”

Get rid of her? Paige frowned. What the hell were they talking about?

Colin softly stroked her face. “Sorry, babe, can’t help it. As these things go, you were interesting and fun but business is business.” He turned to Sheila, “But you can play with her on the way.”

To Paige, Sheila suddenly resembled a hungry wolf.

They readied Paige for travel. A head harness with a large leather plug replaced the ring gag. The harness’s many straps enwrapped her head, pressing tight against her cheeks. They released her from the suspended hogtie, and Colin’s strong arms carried her to the van. He laid her up against the van’s wall. Her breasts and stomach were covered with yards of rope which were cinched down to rings behind her and kept her tight against the wall. Sheila saw that the arms were secured overhead, legs splayed apart in the air, and ankles tied to rings in the roof. Her hands lingered over Paige’s crotch, fumbling with the dildo.

“What are you doing?” Colin said.

“Like you said before, I’m putting my time to good use. I’m going to give her one last thrill.” A wicked grin grew on Sheila. “Or make that—thrills.”

Paige felt a couple of small pushes against the dildo. A knob at the base was turned and the vibrations started.

The ride was too long…or too short. It was hard to gauge when one was experiencing constant orgasms. Paige shook her head, strained against her bonds, and struggled all she could in between her internal peaks. When she reached the summit, she screamed behind her gag, vocal cords turned raw. Sheila’s hands were a constant presence; caressing her tits, forcing her to climb the heights, or lightly soothing on her way down. She also regulated the dildo vibrations, anything from a soft whir to harsh throb. Through her haze of ecstasy, Sheila’s shadowed face continued to grin. Her tongue snaked out and lapped away drops of sweat from Paige’s nose and forehead. When they got off the freeway, Paige was exhausted.

Sheila removed the dildo. “You taste wonderful.”

The van slowed to a crawl. The glow of intermittent street lamps gave way to darkness.

“This is the place. Let’s get it over with,” Colin said. He left the motor running and came back to assist Sheila in untying Paige.

The back doors opened, and Paige chilled as the night air wafted through the van. Out there lay freedom. If she could only get away! A plan formed in her mind. Timing would be critical. Not only on her part, but with Sheila and Colin too.

Sheila untied Paige’s torso then went to work on the wrists. Colin busied himself with the ankles. First, one wrist was freed, then a leg. Easy. Easy. Now!

For a fraction of second, Paige wasn’t restrained. She drove a fist into Sheila, striking her in the shoulder and sending her backwards. Her legs coiled and sprung out against Colin’s chest, sending him reeling against the far metal wall. Paige tucked her arms and legs in tight and rolled out the back. She hit the grass on her side, got her legs under her, and blindly ran. She tore at the gag as she sprinted, finally shedding it several yards from the van. Dimly, she heard Colin and Sheila calling her.

She did it! Her legs rose and fell, arms pumped. She was free! Paige laughed insanely. That’ll show them! If they wanted her, they’d have to catch her again. And this time, she’d be ready for them.

There are some bushes over there. A grove of trees. Quick, get under cover. Hurry, hurry! Don’t give them a chance to run me down with that van. She tumbled headfirst behind the bushes then crouched behind a thick trunk.

Adrenalin coursed through her; she fought to get her breath under control. She also needed to take stock of her situation. For one thing, where was she?

It looked like a very large park. Way off in the distance, car headlights winked. Paige considered flagging down a passing motorist and allowing her nudity to give them a thrill.

A flashlight shone in her direction. Get down, get down! Lie flat. Become one with the scenery. Think Zen.

“Paige. Paige, where are you?”

Robert? He passed her still calling out her name.

“Robert! Robert, over here.” Paige raised her voice but not so much that any one else nearby might hear. Like Colin and Sheila.

The light swung over to Paige’s hiding spot. “Paige? What the hell are you doing out here? You were supposed to be—”

“Do you have a coat?”

Robert, his light beard and tall, thin frame came fully into view. He did wear a trench coat and Paige sighed in relief.

“Wonderful. Just let me get it on and let’s get—”

“You won’t need a coat.”

“What? Don’t be an idiot. Look, this fake kidnapping was lots of fun, but I’m not moving until I have some clothes on!”

“Who said it was fake?”

A couple of burly, hooded men appeared at Robert’s side. In a second, they were on Paige, pinning her to the ground.

“Robert! Robert, what is this?” Paige struggled under their meaty hands.

“I’m just out here to get my part of the sale. Your sale.”

“Sale?” Paige’s voice quavered. “Robert, what’re you talking about?”

“They’re paying extra for you. My share will let me live comfortably for a long time. By the time the cops get involved, I’ll be sipping drinks on a beach where they can’t touch me.”

He nodded to the men. Despite Paige’s renewed struggles, they had no problem slapping thick leather cuffs on her. Wrists, arms, ankles and legs were all secured and locked together.

Panic, sheer panic rose in Paige. Her eyes were wide with terror, her breathing rapid; Paige suddenly realized she’d been set up. “Robert, you can’t be serious! No! Please, you can’t! No, stop! Oh, god! Uuuggll—!”

Robert leaned down and pulled Paige’s head back. He thrust a thick leather plug past her lips, buckling the head harness straps all around the head. Paige squealed, fought against her bonds and her captors’ hands. Nothing worked. No knight in shining armor to rescue her.

They bound her up even more after that; arms tight against her back, legs brought up into a classic hogtie. One man handed Robert a briefcase which was opened and inspected. Neatly stacked bundles of money made Robert smile and Paige scream into her gag. He shut the briefcase, turned on his heel, and disappeared into the night.

The men carried her to a waiting car, a limousine in fact. The back door stood open and a black hole, just like the van that Sheila and Colin dragged her through, loomed ahead. She shook her head and fought the tears. It was just supposed to be for fun! She wanted to yell! A little kidnap game. Only this time, the darkness did swallow her.




Chapter Two

Travel Papers

“Let go you fuckers!”

Paige shook off a pair of meaty hands that pinched her nostrils. Emboldened with this little success, she thrashed around on the limo’s floor. The hands returned though, this time with a set of unforgiving metal pincers. Placed on the end of her nose, the pincers cut off all air. The hands let go. Paige resumed her thrashings but, unable to breathe, she soon stopped.

Paige squealed behind her gag. She needed to breathe! Unlike with Colin and Sheila, these two men hadn’t left her any air passage. Calm, stay calm. Draw on your air reserves. Show them you aren’t going to give them trouble. They didn’t kidnap you just to kill you. Not unless you give them a good reason like becoming totally unmanageable. Quiet. We’re quiet now. See how good we are? We get the message – behave or else.

Paige kept absolutely still.

Not until her captors were satisfied she’d stopped her struggles were the pincers removed. If she hadn’t kept herself in shape, she’d soon be unconscious. She sucked in the life-giving air.

Paige never learned the two beefy men’s identities. Dressed in dark business suits, gloves, and black hoods, she couldn’t get any hint as to their age or race. A few words were spoken from the one nearest her, but she couldn’t make them out. They never volunteered any information, but when one pulled out a palm pilot and entered some information, he passed it over to his confederate. The second one glanced at it, and then let his hand casually fall in front of Paige.

Along with her vital statistics, it displayed small photos that occasionally changed. Colin and Sheila had taken them all, except for one. That one was a headshot Robert had taken. He’d talked Paige into taking off her sunglasses despite the bright, cloudless day and had her face into the wind. It showed off her best attributes; her long, black hair, short nose, and long eyelashes. It also managed to hide her bad ones, namely her too wide mouth, something Paige was sensitive about. She’d practiced for years to make it look smaller by keeping it puckered. People thought she was always angry and tended to step lightly around her, which in turn, really did make her angry. Not until she met Robert had anyone taken the time to really know her.

And now, these two strangers apparently knew more about her than she did. Paige squinted her eyes. There it all was; her address (1217 Blackwood, Apartment 3), friends (very few), level of education (one year, junior college), work hours (Tuesday through Sunday, 11-9), and commute time (20 minutes). Even the fact she read romances!

Paige shook her head. Crap! How’d they find out? She’d taken such pains to hide that and any other foolish, unreal notions of love from Robert. But these two thugs knew. How long had she been watched?

Paige did find out she wasn’t the only “pick-up” that night. The limo slowed to a stop, and Paige assumed they’d reached their destination. Instead, the two men exited and left her on the floor. Through the open car door, she found they were in a driveway. The men strode up a narrow path of tan, satillo tiles approaching a white, stucco house in a relaxed manner. Paige wanted to laugh at the strange; almost normality of the scene, but her gag prevented it. Go ahead; check your watch, you brute, while the other one politely knocks. Just a couple of gentlemen callers, except you wear black hoods.

Paige couldn’t see who opened the door, but the two men didn’t take long. They quickly returned, a securely tied woman under their arms. After they dumped her on the limo’s floor, one of the men tapped the glass separating the back from the driver’s compartment, and the car glided away. Soon, they were on the freeway. Overhead lampposts briefly illuminated the struggling woman.

Unlike herself, Paige’s new, thin companion was outfitted as if for a night out on the town. A black, spaghetti strap dress that normally would’ve fallen past her knees was, due to her struggles, hiked way up her well-shaped, dark-stockinged legs. A necklace, probably worth more than Paige made in six months, draped her neck. Once perfectly coiffed blonde hair now hung in front of her wide eyes while white gauze tape was tightly wrapped around her lower face. Paige guessed her age to be about ten years older than herself, but what held her attention most was the intricacy and severity of the rope work. Her skin bulged out everywhere which, due to her thinness, testified to the tightness of the ropes. Hips flared from below several wraps of rope around a tiny waist. Everything was accentuated in the most extreme way, especially the breasts. Whoever tied her had paid close attention to those. The rope crossed over between them then wrapped around them in a tight hug forcing them to unnaturally protrude until they almost fell out of the dress.

In spite of the danger they were in, Paige marveled at the workmanship involved. Every rope placed just so, one neatly above the other then cinched between the legs and arms to prevent any slippage. It also indicated it had taken a long time for this woman to be tied up, to short a time from the two goons going in the front door and then reappearing with her. She’d probably cooperated being placed in this bondage, or the rope placement would have been sloppy. Either she had gone along with the lover’s game and then been told the real intent, or she had been drugged and then awakened to find herself in bondage.

When the woman didn’t settle down, Paige noticed one of the men pull out the nose clips again. No, no! Paige wanted to shout to the woman. Stop struggling! It doesn’t do any good. Stop! Oh, no! Look out!

Paige shook her head, but the gag allowed only a few “mmmphs” to escape. The other woman frowned, trying to understand the message, but it was too late.

Mere seconds after the clip was in place, the woman’s eyes bulged. After that, her struggles quickly ceased, but the men waited to make sure they wouldn’t get any more trouble from her. The woman made protesting noises at first, replaced by ones full of pleading. Paige joined her. Take it off, take it off! Can’t you see her face is turning blue? Bastards, let her breathe!

Finally, the men nodded to each other and allowed the woman to breathe again. She drew in quick lungfuls of air and remained quiet for the rest of their ride toward the unknown.

It didn’t take long to get where they were going or to the next stage of their journey. Even through the limo’s sound deadening glass, Paige picked up the growing whine of jet engines. The limo stopped, the door flew open, and the pungent smell of jet exhaust assaulted her. The blinking red wingtip flashed at Paige like some mad wizard’s eye about to cast a spell to keep her in everlasting thralldom.

The men lifted out the woman in the black dress first. She kicked and screamed behind her gag but was no match for them. All she managed to do was mess up her hair even more and let them all get a glimpse of her shiny, black panties. Once outside, the jet’s turbines quickly drowned out the small amount of noise she made.

They were gone a long time, and Paige wondered if this was a transfer point for herself too. Maybe they meant to keep her for a few days before shipping her out. It wouldn’t be unheard of due to the bondage novels Robert had made her read. Kidnapping muscle men, as a bonus, usually got a woman. Then when they wanted fresh meat, they’d pack off the used one and look forward to their next “bonus”. But those kinds of fictional men usually made leering comments to the bound woman and grabbed lots of cheap feels. These two hadn’t made any move on Paige except to slap on the leather cuffs and gag then cut off her air. It brought Paige her second revelation that night; these men were professionals, cold and removed. They didn’t care about any bonus. They must’ve been well paid and this was just another workday. She was just another among dozens they’d whisked away in their careers. When they did return for her, Paige could tell she was just another bundle to them. They ignored her struggles. This was just another part of their jobs. Neither of them tried to stop her. It was probably because they knew Paige would stop herself once she found what was in store for her and shock set in. When she did, Paige froze.

A coffin. That’s what they were going to pack her into! But it wasn’t any silk-lined, gold handled box, this one was smaller than the ones found at a funeral parlor, and much more utilitarian. There were three others in line ahead of hers; one with a closed lid being loaded onto the plane by a ramp conveyor belt while the others were still open. A man bent over the nearest one in line to the plane and adjusted some LED readouts labeled “HR”, “BP” and “RESP”. Another man next to him took some notes.

“Heart rate 92…85…67,” he said. “Blood pressure, 95 over 68. Respiration eight per minute. She’s falling asleep.”

The lid closed and the box was lifted onto the ramp. It disappeared into the plane.

“Next,” the man said. He turned to Paige, roughly grabbed one of her bound arms, and pulled a syringe from his breast pocket.

Paige tried backing away. No! They were not turning her into a brainless pincushion.

Suddenly, a scuffle broke out around Black Dress’s coffin. Her hands came out and threw some wide straps over the sides. She managed to get her head out, but several hooded men, including the one with the syringe, rushed to the coffin and made sure she stayed inside.

In a flash, Paige realized this was her last chance. With the rest of the men distracted, only one of her original captors had hold of her. She broke loose of his grasp then quickly brought a knee up. She missed his crotch and hit the leg instead.

Take that, you bastard! The man fell back, and Paige was free. Ha! She took off into the welcoming, empty night.

Run, run! This wasn’t like with Colin and Sheila when she was leading them on a merry chase, a little prearranged game, or so Paige thought at the time. Get beyond the tarmac, into the tall grass. Hide out there until these crazies think it’s too dangerous to stick around anymore. Hurry!

She glanced back. No one was following her. Her jogger’s legs pumped. Just a few more strides. Almost there…

Something hit her in the stomach.

Paige doubled over but didn’t hit the tarmac. She was on top of one of those coffins! One on a gurney. In that brief moment, Paige was eye-to-eye with a young woman. A small window in the coffin’s lid allowed her to see the woman’s half-opened eyes drifting away to an indefinite sleep. Paige was reminded of the cryogenic coffins from the film 2001, and the scientists who were put to sleep on Earth and never awakened. She squeezed her eyes shut. No, that wasn’t going to happen to her!

A pair of strong hands seized Paige’s long hair and pulled her back. Woman’s hands.

“Can’t you do anything right?” the woman shouted over the jet noise.

Paige frowned. Was the woman talking to her?

“You can’t even get here on time, and then you bungle getting Ms. Hendrix ready. You idiots! If I hadn’t shoved this thing in her way, you’d be looking for her until dawn!”

The two hooded men lumbered up. One spread his hands in appeasement.

“Don’t give me that! I need to be wheels up in thirty minutes! Do I have to pack her myself or don’t you care about customer satisfaction? Move!” She shoved Paige into their arms and briskly strode back to the jet.

Behind her, in between the two men, Paige noticed her dark pants, white shirt, and gold stripe epaulets. Straight blonde hair fell past her shoulder blades. The woman climbed inside and reappeared in the cockpit, checking gauges and switches. Whether on purpose or by accident, the woman gazed out briefly at some distant point. Was she perhaps visualizing their final destination? Her sharply angular, almost pinched, face normally would’ve told Paige that this was a no nonsense person. Her recent actions and ensuing yelling certainly reinforced that. But her faraway look implied something more; a search, or quest for a goal she kept hidden. Then her piercing blue eyes briefly met Paige’s, and she smiled.

Paige’s legs almost went out on her. She was the goal this woman sought. She was the prize.

Maybe thinking they were going to get more trouble from Paige, the men carried her the rest of the way to the coffins. Once there, a strong pair of arms enwrapped her shoulders while the other man spread her legs wide.

“Hold still,” the hooded man who held her hissed. “This is for your own good.”

This time the injection went off without a hitch. The man who wielded it gently spread Paige’s vaginal lips and slowly pushed a catheter deep inside. Once satisfied it was in far enough, the man motioned to the last coffin, and Paige was hoisted up into it. The catheter tube was plugged into a hole just below her feet and just in time too. Already Paige pissed in fear.

The inside, while padded, resembled more a tiny hospital bed with rough linen. The strong, wide straps that came up through slits in the padding belonged more to a car seat and were cinched down on her upper arms and wrists then her legs and ankles too. Paige squeezed her eyes shut while the straps went on. Why? Why did they have to transport them like this? As if from another mind came the answer. Efficiency. Put the cargo to sleep, no need to feed them, no danger of escape attempts. Just send them to dreamland until needed. Simply efficient, like the bindings placed on her.

The straps were tight, no movement allowed at all except for her fingers, toes, and head, but it wasn’t her they were restraining. No, not her. Again that strange, detached euphoria overtook Paige. Another couple of straps went across her hips then her chest. One was placed over her head, forcing her to stare up at the stars. Then little square pads, dangling from wires in the coffin’s lid, were stuck to her chest, arms, and temples. Cold at first, they warmed due to her body heat. Warmth continued to spread throughout her, safe in the womb warmth. Oh, now the lid was going down, stopping less than an inch from her nose. Bolts locked. Can’t move much in here. That was okay. So sedate, so calm. Everything was just fine. Dimly, she heard shouted orders and responses. Paige sensed movement about her and the rumble in her own container as she took her turn on the conveyor belt. There go the stars, now replaced with red cabin lights. Too bad, they were so pretty. Now all she could see was the inside roof of the cabin.

How did this whole thing happen anyway? It didn’t matter. She would meet her fate soon enough. In a rush, the jet’s twin engines took over everything in a sustained release of power. A sharp incline upwards, followed by a bank to the left. The wheels went up at last.

How far were they going? How long did she have to stay like this? Eyelids heavy. Can’t keep them open. Stay awake! Something told her to stay awake.

She caught a shadow on the ceiling. Fuzzy. Can’t focus. It was all slipping away. Was that really the woman pilot that hungrily stared down at her? Stay awa…

***

The air flowed over Paige, like a warm, life-giving breath. It coaxed her back to reality and tempted her with the promise of a bright, carefree day. Paige opened her eyes. There was the red sun just above high, sheer mountains. The growing light shone like the first dawn of a new world. Wait, what was that marring the idyllic view?

A ten feet tall wire fence with barbed wire on top. The barbed wire was angled inward making it impossible to climb. A faint hum told Paige it was electrified, a subtly reversed siren song to keep everyone away.

“Beautiful but deadly,” said a voice behind her.

Paige jumped up and spun around. A woman in a long, blue negligee regarded her. The warm breeze picked up a lock of her short, brunette hair and swept it over one eye. The hair was impatiently brushed back. She was older than Paige, late twenties perhaps, with small breasts and wide hips. Behind her, on the dark green, short-clipped grass of the enclosure, were two other women just waking up. One was Black Dress. The other had long, light brown hair and wore only a white bra and panties. She was closest in age to Paige but still older.

They all had one thing in common. The coffins’ wide strap marks were still plain on them. Apparently, they had all just been released. Paige rubbed the remaining sleep from her eyes while trying to make sense of it all. Why not keep them bound, unless the electrified enclosure had a different kind of binding placed on them. Was this now home sweet home or some kind of new head game?

Paige studied her wrists and lightly traced the indentations. Strange, Robert never tied her as tight as this. He was always so careful, so cautious not to permanently hurt her. Tighter, tighter, she would always beg. Do it tighter! Don’t let me think I remotely have a chance to get away. Paige, at last, got her wish. She wasn’t going anywhere.

No one said anything for a long time as they all gaped at their new surroundings.

“Anyone know where we are?” asked Negligee.

“The mountains, you idiot,” responded Black Dress.

Negligee stepped toward her. “Thanks a lot, jet setter. That really narrows it down. Any more keen observations?”

They glared at each other. Paige was afraid a fight was about to break out. The stress of their collective ordeal already threatened to make them turn on each other.

The woman in the bra and panties fought to keep her voice calm. “What I want to know is what are they going to do with us? Kill us?”

“Not when you’ve been sold,” Paige said.

The other women stared at her.

“Sold?” said Negligee.

“You can’t be serious,” said Bra and Panties.

“I saw the money,” Paige said. She narrowed her eyes. “My boyfriend did it.”

The three women paled.

“No, I refuse to believe it,” protested Black Dress. “My man would never—”

“You’re here, aren’t you?” said Negligee. “He must have. Mine, too,” she quietly added.

“Will you both stop it!” said Bra and Panties. Her voice edged in panic. “How’re we going to get back home?”

Paige pointed at the enclosure’s gate. “Maybe she can tell us.”

Just beyond the gate were four hulks of bare-chested men. In front of them stood a tall, deeply tanned woman. She was dressed in a sea blue sarong while dark, auburn hair fell about her shoulders. A thin, leather choke collar and small, leather bracelets were her only accessories. The electrical power cut off, and she pushed the gate open, striding inside. Her movements carried a supple grace while her voice contained a cultured, British accent.

“Welcome to Valhalla. I’m sure you’re all wondering just how you came to this pass and how you’re going to get out of it. Suffice it to say, some people have invested heavily in you, and they want a good return.”

“Good return?” asked Black Dress. “Fuck you, you bitch!” She lunged at the woman, nails extended.

A mob mentality overtook Negligee and Bra and Panties as they also dove toward the arrogant newcomer. Paige tried to hold them back. No, don’t! That’s exactly what they want. Stop!

Instantly, three of the four men cut them off, wrestling them to the ground, pinning their arms behind them. Paige’s eyes met the fourth man’s eyes. Just try it, she read in them. Go ahead. I’m daring you.

Paige stayed put.

It was too late for the other women though. Each one was leather cuffed and muzzle gagged then their legs brought up behind them in a stringent hogtie. Their heads were roped to their ankles, keeping their chins well above the ground. Their eyes tracked the tanned woman as she strode in front of each one.

“I am not ‘You Bitch’. My name is Milady,” she quietly said in a tone full of menace. “One of our rules is civility of tongue. If you don’t want your time here to be any rougher, Susan Langley, remember that.”

Black Dress’s eyes widened at the mention of her name.

“Yes, we know who you are.” Milady turned to Bra and Panties. “As we do with you, Lorena Cruz, and you, Kerry Simpson”, this to Negligee. “And of course, Paige Hendrix. You all don’t think you were randomly selected, do you? Each one of you has demonstrated a predilection toward bondage. Out of the many candidates we tested this past year, you four were deemed worthy candidates.”

The women tried to speak from behind their gags. Only Paige could form any coherent words.

“Worthy? You’ll understand if I question your judgment.”

Milady stared at Paige with a smoldering fire in her eyes. Paige didn’t want to ignite it.

“But still,” Paige quickly went on, “I guess the only way out of here is through you, isn’t it?”

The danger seemed to recede in Milady. She slightly nodded her head. “Your file stated you’re adaptable. It’s nice to see that’s true. But to answer the question, I’m not the one you have to impress. Only when you’ve learned your lessons will you earn this,” she lightly touched her collar. “So, class, what was the first lesson you’ve learned today?”

It was up to Paige to answer since she was the only one who could. What was the answer Milady was looking for? Don’t call her names? Don’t challenge big men to a fight? No, just a little too obvious. This was going to be an ongoing situation where subtle mental agility was just as important as physical capability.

She had it. “You let us walk free, at least in here. But it was just a trick, and you took it away.”

“Yes,” Milady said. “Go on.”

“Any freedom we’re given is but an illusion.”

A grudging respect formed in Milady. “Very good.”

“And our slavery?”

“That is as real as you want to make it.” She looked down on the bound women. “As do you all.”

The restrained women made angry noises.

Milady made a tiny, dismissive gesture with her fingers. “Give them to Anya.”

The men blithely picked up the women from the rope that connected their hands and feet. The pronounced bows in their backs made them squeal, but the men didn’t pay any attention. They swung the women at their hips and disappeared over a small rise. The last one remained behind.

“Leo, Ms. Hendrix will accompany us,” Milady said. She gestured at Paige’s wrists.

The man, Leo, came forward, dispassionately encircled Paige’s wrists with thin but strong cuffs and tied them together.

“We never let the old bondage marks fade before putting on new ones,” Milady said. “A constant reminder for a slave.”

Slave. The way she said it made Paige realize that this wasn’t a quick, two-hour romp between the sheets with Robert. Slave. Never let the old marks fade without putting on new ones.

She was led out after Milady. They topped the rise. Below the rise sat a large, log cabin style house. Four long wings extended out from a central atrium. The three men disappeared inside the nearest entrance with their charges now quiescent as they passed all the outdoor torture equipment and a few women who were already strapped and spread onto them. But what held Paige’s attention were two figures at the entrance, one was a tall man and the other was a woman.

As they got closer, Paige thought she recognized the woman. The pilot? Yes. Her hair was up. A change into a hard shell of a short, black leather coat and tight pants spoke of her authoritative position.

Milady bowed her head. “Master Taylor, Mistress Julia, you honor us with your presence. I assume Mistress Anya is already going over the new stock?”

“She couldn’t wait,” Taylor said. He studied Paige. “But she’ll be disappointed she missed this challenge. It’s been a long time since someone made it from the compound to here on their own two feet.”

Julia possessively grabbed the lead from Leo and drew Paige close. A curious mix of detachment and sensuality emanated from her.

“She may have walked in, but she’ll learn to crawl,” Julia said. “She’s mine now.”




Chapter Three

The Trickster

Straight away, Julia led Paige inside the house and down a straight flight of wide stairs. At the bottom, a long hallway stretched out with several, solid black, steel doors on either side. Julia turned right and opened the first one. At a hand signal from Julia, Paige entered first and found herself in a small, red circle in the middle of the room. Wall pegs, probably for the hanging of implements of torture, decorated each wall. Two chains dangled from the center of the room while a thin pallet stretched out in the far back, left corner. A small barred window, nearly level with the ten-foot ceiling, allowed in the barest amount of light.

Julia shut the steel door. Clang! She took down a key and chain from a peg next to the door, turned the lock, and matter-of-factly hung it around her neck.

“So, Paige, tell me about yourself. What do you want? How can I best torture you?”

Paige was almost dumbfounded. “You’re kidding, right? Your bullies in the limo already had enough information on me to write a book. Besides, why should I make things any easier for you…Mistress?” She bit off the last word and took a step out of the red circle toward Julia in challenge.

Julia’s crop swished through the air. Smack! It landed on Paige’s thigh. Paige yelped and retreated within the circle.

Julia answered as if she ignored Paige’s question. “It hasn’t been decided I’m your mistress…yet.”

“Decided?” Paige frowned. She almost stepped out of the circle again but caught herself. “Well, what difference does that make?”

“All the difference in the world, but I ask the questions here. Which brings us back to my original one, how should I torture you?” Julia circled Paige and used her crop like a pointer as she assessed her new charge. “Good, strong legs but not muscle bound. Flat stomach, narrow waist. Excellent. Nice breasts, no hint of sag yet, but then you’re young. The mouth now. Hmmm. Something unusual about it. Smile for me, girl.”

Paige’s eyes flashed. “Smile? Why should I? “

Swish! Smack! The crop met a nipple.

“Ahhh!” Paige’s hands covered her breast; a burst of sudden pain and indignation filled her.

“Take those hands away! Away!” Julia drew back the crop again.

Paige slowly lowered her hands.

“Good. Now, smile. Smile.” The tip of the crop patted Paige’s chin.

Paige gave her a mechanical smile.

“Ah, yes. That’s it,” Julia said. “A wide mouth. You have a beautiful smile, girl. And that mouth, I can think of several uses for it already.”

Paige swallowed. “What…what are you talking about?”

“Oh, now don’t go stupid and innocent on me. You won the privilege of walking out of the new arrivals’ compound, so I know you’re not dumb. And as for innocent…” Julia paused and crossed her arms. “Well, yes, how can those soft, doe eyes have any cunning behind them? Those were what probably attracted your sponsor.”

“My sponsor?”

“Of course, girl. The one who decided to bring you here. Now that’s a person with an iron will. If I had found you, your defilement would already be complete.” Julia stepped into the circle with Paige; a gloved hand rested lightly on the uninjured breast while the other stroked the back of her neck. Julia’s mouth closed in on Paige’s ear. “But a slow fall is so much more fun, so much more excruciating. There is nothing more beautiful than innocence corrupted.”

Paige’s breath caught. Julia’s mouth skimmed along Paige’s cheek. Her red lips parted.

A loud knock on the steel door jarred them both.

“What? What is it?” Julia said over her shoulder, her irritation plain.

The knock came again, louder this time.

With a squeeze on Paige’s shoulders, Julia strode to the door and, with gusto, slid aside the covering for the observation panel. “This had better be good. I’m right in the middle of my bonding.”

A voice mumbled. Julia’s irritation only got worse.

“Oh, all right!” she said and threw up her hands. She slid the panel back in place and unlocked the door. “I’m sorry, girl, but we’ll have to do this later. You have permission to leave the circle. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

The door creaked open and clanged shut behind Julia. The key in the lock outside told Paige she wasn’t going anywhere.

Julia didn’t return any time soon. The day wore on and Paige curled up on the thin pallet, watching the shadows of the steel bars from the small window crawl across the floor then up the wall before they faded into obscurity. Milady came with a bowl of fresh vegetables, a glass of water, and a chamber pot, but didn’t say anything. That was fine, as far as Paige was concerned. Her mind was on other things like how she wound up here and how this mysterious sponsor selected her. Surely, it wasn’t Robert.

No, it must have been that night at the party. The masqued ball…

The puppets danced, their strings deftly handled by the loosely costumed man who moved their arms and legs to the gathered revelers’ delight. A harlequin and chambermaid danced on a small, makeshift stage of a table amidst laughter and applause. The harlequin twirled the chambermaid around, occasionally attempting to place a hand on her ass or a breast but not quite succeeding before she shyly spun away. At the end of the dance, the harlequin bowed deeply to the chambermaid who replied with a curtsey. The harlequin’s long arm and oversized hand shot out and fell upon her breast. The chambermaid jumped back and, with a slap, knocked the harlequin down. A few women in the crowd tittered, but no one voiced any objection to the bawdy performance.

The costumed puppeteer accepted congratulations from the crowd as it broke up. He moved away with a few of his more ardent fans. Paige glanced around, suddenly left alone. She frowned behind her own masque. Where was Robert? He was right next to her a few moments ago.

A few yards away, some mummers gamboled about. One spotted Paige all alone and directed the others to follow him. Soon, Paige found herself in the center of their frolic. She stood mute as they fulfilled their traditional role of parodying a partygoer.

They started with her costume, a formal, bareback gown. Red and orange streaks wove upward, tapering to sharp points just below and around her breasts. Set against the gown’s brown field, they resembled smoldering flames. Paige’s light brown, featureless masque covered almost her entire face while her long, dark tresses swept down in back and hid her pale skin.

The mummers now focused on the dichotomy, one bold enough as to spread Paige’s hair in back. He closed his eyes as if he were blinded and stepped back. A few people nearby snickered.

The puppeteer burst through the mummer’s circle, his voice at an obvious, affected high pitch. “All right, that’s enough of that,” he said. “Go bother someone else that deserves it. Go on now.”

The mummer’s retreated, some exaggeratedly shaking their fists at him until they spotted a lady with a miniature sailing ship atop her large pompadour.

“Don’t mind them,” the puppeteer said to Paige. “They don’t have much with you to make fun of, unlike some others.”

The mummers had caught up with the sailing ship lady. One acted as if seasick.

The harlequin danced on his strings and imitated the mummers while the puppeteer spoke. “Although, as far as costumes go, yours is most striking. Simple elegance.”

Paige let her hands run down the flames that curled around her. “This whole thing was my boyfriend’s idea.”

“Really? Are you sure it was his? He drew up the design, picked out the material, and did the sewing?”

“Ah, no. I did all that,” Paige said.

“I see. Then he’s the one who set the whole thing in motion? Or did he? Where did he get the idea of coming here? When we dance, we like to think it’s our decision to partake, but who knows who really pulls the strings?” He wiggled his fingers and the harlequin’s arms and legs stirred, as if dancing with an invisible partner.

Paige stood transfixed. The puppet’s moves were so smooth.

“You say you have a boyfriend, and yet I sense you still search for someone to give life to your dreams.”

Paige blinked and roused herself from her stare of the puppet. “You must be a salesman.”

The puppeteer’s eyes widened behind his masque. “A trace of bitterness? And in one so innocent? Perhaps you are ready for the adult mix of pain and pleasure.”

A chord twanged within Paige. Before she could reply to this strange remark, she was distracted by the mummers’ raucous laughter. They all fled as the lady with the ship had finally had enough of their antics and chased them away.

Paige turned back to the puppeteer. “What do you mean by…”

But he was gone. Paige spotted the puppeteer across the ballroom floor, already engaged in another impromptu performance. She tried pushing her way to the front of the crowd, but they were too closely packed. When everyone applauded at the end she tried to get through again, but the puppeteer already had another lady, dressed as an owl with a full feather masque, on his arm. Together they strolled away, oblivious to everyone during their quiet, yet intense, conversation. Somehow, Paige sensed not to intrude on them. Whatever it was they discussed, it wasn’t meant for her ears.

That didn’t stop Paige from shadowing them though. Eventually, they separated and Paige started to move toward the puppeteer. That was when Robert found her, his court jester bells announcing his presence. He remained at Paige’s side for the rest of the party. It was just before midnight when their drinks ran dry. As Robert scurried off for more, she noticed the puppeteer alone in a corner and thought she had at last found her moment to approach him again.

The lights went out. A few people laughed nervously in the sudden darkness. In measured cadence, a clock struck twelve gongs which signified midnight and time to unmasque. Paige reached up for the leather string that held her masque in place. At least she’d see the puppeteer’s face when the lights returned.

A hand seized her wrist in a tight grip. Paige gasped but was cut off. Another hand grabbed her hair, bending her head all the way back. A pair of lips found and covered hers, took full control of the fleeting moment, and imposed their will. Taking without asking.

In a flash, they were gone. The clock struck its last note and lights flooded the ballroom. Everyone laughed and cheered, but Paige remained silent. No one was near her, at least, no one near enough that she could point out with certainty as to stealing a kiss. Her masque still in place, she focused on the puppeteer’s corner. He wasn’t there.

Paige scanned the room, almost frantic. It shouldn’t be hard to find him, but no one was dressed in his costume. Like a strange twist on Cinderella, he had disappeared at midnight.

Robert found her again. They stayed a while longer, sharing in the food and drink. Later, when Robert tied her spread-eagle to the bed and took her, Paige saw a grinning harlequin behind closed eyelids.

The harlequin’s grin turned into a grimace. It’s face morphed into Julia’s as she leaned down.

“Just who the hell do you think you are?” Julia yelled at Paige.

“Huh? Wha -?” Paige was jarred out of sleep. She cringed against the wall and rubbed her crusty, sleepy eyes.

“You want to play games? Fine. I can play games.”

Julia yanked Paige up by her hair and set her on unsteady feet. Paige tried to stay up, but she had kept her legs curled underneath her all night for warmth. They were too weak for the instant demands placed on them and collapsed underneath her, which Julia took as resistance.

“Oh, now you want to fight? All right, if I have to drag you, I will!”

And drag her she did; out the door, down the rough dungeon hallway, and all the way to the end where one door gaped open. Paige tried to get up a couple of times, but Julia didn’t let go of her hair. Whenever it seemed Paige was about to right herself, Julia jerked her forward which only resulted in scraped knees and hands and a string of curses from Julia. At last they reached the door. Julia flung Paige inside.

Leo’s pair of large hands wrapped around Paige’s small shoulders, lifted up her limp body, and threw her, stomach down, on a crosshatch web of rough, hemp rope. Before she got her bearings, her wrists and ankles were encased in leather cuffs, which were near four wooden posts. A flywheel sat near her left hand. Leo turned it a few times, tightening Paige down to the rack but not severely. Leo would have kept going, but Julia dismissed him. Paige couldn’t see all of Leo, but he didn’t move away from the flywheel. Not until Julia gave the order again did he silently exit.

Paige cared less for any rivalry between Julia and Leo than for what was about to happen. If being kidnapped, sold, and thrown in a dungeon yesterday meant trouble, it was nothing as compared to now.

Julia lit into Paige, a long cat ‘o nine tails traveling up and down her back, ass, and legs. Paige screamed and thrashed against the still loose bonds that spread her out. But if Paige thought it was some hidden mercy on Julia’s part to leave her some struggle room, she found out it was more for her tormentor’s sadistic pleasure.

The flywheel turned, robbing Paige of more freedom, each click increasing the pressure on her tortured limbs. It turned into part of a bizarre ritual; Julia whipped her, asked the same question or two, to which Paige responded with “I don’t know”. Later she tried to guess the answer Julia wanted but failed miserably. The flywheel tightened another notch, and the whole process would begin anew.

“Who is your sponsor? Who sold you?” Julia yelled with another whack of the cat.

Paige yelped. Her voice started to imitate the edge of panic she heard from Lorena in the compound. “Why do you keep asking me that? I don’t know! I tell you, I don’t know!”

By now the rack had Paige stretched tight, her arms and legs locked on a procrustean bed of torture. Her flushed face hung against the webbing of thick rope underneath. The rough hemp was an additional subtle torture against her bare skin.

The cat swung down, its many blades cutting across the slave’s back. Paige’s panic manifested in a raw-throated scream. Julia’s fingers twisted in Paige’s long, black hair and yanked her head up. The scent of her leather gloved hand mixed with Paige’s own sweat.

“Do you wonder why I left you so suddenly yesterday? All mention of your sponsor was deleted from your file. So, the question is no longer how best to torture you, but who sent Paige Hendrix here?”

“I told you. I told you! It was my boyfriend!“

Julia roughly let go of Paige. She stepped back and the cat’s blades whistled through the air.

Pain exploded behind Paige’s eyes which were squeezed shut.

“Liar!” This time Julia grabbed Paige’s chin and wrenched her head all the way back. “That greedy idiot doesn’t know anything. Someone else put him up to it and I want to know who.”

The cat flew across Paige’s ass and then again down and up each leg and arm. Paige cried out. She wasn’t used to this! All her taut muscles did were made the blows even more painful. Whenever Robert whipped her, he gradually stoked the fire, concentrating on her back and ass. But this, this was a real beating from Julia’s first swing. Nothing gave under the heavy battering. Her skin stretched tight, and already, Paige felt like one mass bruise. She had to do something, anything to make Julia stop. Think, for Chrissake, think!

“Colin and Sheila!”

A pause, then the cat’s soft blades stroked Paige’s ravaged back in mock tenderness. They ran down her spine and along her tense limbs like a soft whisper to match to Julia’s own response.

“Colin and Sheila. I’ve heard those names before. What did they have to do with you?”

Thank god, she had Julia’s ear. Don’t lose it. Give her something she wants to hear. “They’re the ones who kidnapped me after I finished work,” Paige quickly said. “They took me to a park, but I got away. Robert found me and sold me anyway, he-”

“So, Colin and Sheila really didn’t have anything to do with arranging your sale. They were just muscle.” She reached underneath and twisted a nipple.

Paige’s voice went up an octave. “Yes, yes! They talked to someone on the phone, but I don’t know who. They got more money for me. Oh, god, please let go. Pleasepleaseplease.”

Julia did, but she didn’t back away. “Guess what? I don’t believe you. Colin and Sheila have never made a sale. Why make the jump with you? A lot of our sponsors remain anonymous, but we always have some background on them. We don’t have a clue about yours, and I don’t like it. Not with what we do here.”

Paige snorted and turned her head away.

“All right, girl, we’ll play it your way. For now. But I will find out just how you got here. You want to be tortured? Fine. I love working on pain sluts like you.”

Julia moved away as Paige tried to gather her wits, but the rack prevented that. The cuffs on her wrists and ankles squeezed her tight. She had no feeling left in them, and by now, she had been stretched to her physical breaking point. One or two more lurches and pop!

The blades swiped around Paige’s ribs and a thousand tiny sticks of dynamite exploded. “Arrggh!”

Think! Give her something. Anything! When Robert introduced her to the ropes and whips, Paige finally admitted she was a submissive masochist.

“EEEIII!” The cat had found her again, this time across her taut calf. A thousand sticks of dynamite? More like a million bombs.

A masochist. Yes, she was a masochist. But if she was one side of that coin, then wasn’t Julia –

Swish! Whack! “Aaahhhh!”

Breathe. Breathe! Ah, good. If she was one side of the coin—

Whack! On the inside of her thigh. Oh, no. Oh, no. Close, so close to her tender pussy lips.

Think! Faster! Thenwasn’tJuliatheother?

Paige fought to keep her voice calm. “You stupid shit. Do you really want me to tell you and ruin all your fun?”

Julia lowered her drawn arm. Her eyes widened at the implication. “Bitch,” she whispered.

The cat fell to the stone floor. Her hands tightened around the rack’s flywheel.

Click. The wheel tightened.

Woops. Wrong answer.

Paige’s raw throated scream echoed off the walls. Tendons screaming bloody murder, sweat stinging her eyes, it was too much to bear. Through a red haze, Paige noticed Julia’s hand tighten on the wheel for that tiny, last, muscle-tearing turn.

“What have you learned, Julia?”

Julia’s hands jumped away from the wheel as if she had been caught doing something naughty. A small, logical part of Paige wondered why Julia would react that way.

Taylor sauntered around the rack. The only sounds were his boots on the concrete floor and Paige’s heavy breathing. He casually tested the tension in the ropes and ran a hand over Paige’s punished arms and tight muscles.

“I’m close, Taylor,” Julia said. Was there a hint of approval seeking in her voice? “Just a few more turns of the wheel and I’ll have her spilling her guts.”

Taylor grimly smiled. “Of that, I have no doubt. This slave’s blood will be all over the floor. Will you get the information you want before she passes out?”

Julia said nothing.

“The trouble with you, my love, is that you enjoy the process too much. A good torturer knows that the pain inflicted is only to bring forth the desired result. Their own pleasure is secondary. You’ve lost sight of that, again.”

“Don’t you lecture me…” Julia caught herself. “I can get what we want from her. Just a few more minutes-”

“You’ve already been at it for several hours. If she hasn’t talked before now what makes you think she will in the next few minutes? You’re just short of tearing her apart! We’re here to train slaves, Mistress Julia, not break them.”

“You can’t just take her away! This is my slave!”

“I spoke to Anya, and she agrees with me. You know the rules. It’s done.”

Julia’s mouth worked. Paige knew she wanted to give a crushing retort, but Julia’s internal rage short-circuited that. All she could finally say was “You bastard”.

“There are other ways to extract information. I’ll train this slave now.”

Paige shuddered in perverse anticipation. She could guess the methods this man would employ, not as painful perhaps, but no less torturous. When Taylor stroked Paige’s wet hair and face, it felt like he’d taken full possession of her, a transfer of power. The back of his manicured fingers brushed her lips, and she almost kissed them. Soon, the pain would stop. Yes, that would be good. No more hurt, no more screaming, just a strong man taking control of her, telling her what to do, how to kneel, and how to satisfy them both.

The cell door slammed open against the outer wall. Paige’s lips jumped back from Taylor’s hand. Julia was gone, but her perfume still hung in the air as a reminder of her lingering presence. She wasn’t through with Paige yet, not by a long shot.

Paige took a deep breath. Well, at least she wouldn’t be making confessions to Julia unless Taylor gave her back. And from the way he stroked Paige’s head, that wasn’t about to happen. No, she’d rather break on the rack rather than let that bitch hear another word.

Taylor slowly turned the wheel backwards to ease the demands on Paige’s limbs. Oh, thank goodness. She had been just a few minutes from becoming a blithering idiot, but now, she had a chance to regroup, maybe even rest before her first go round with her new inquisitor.

He helped her off the rack, and Paige lay on the cold floor. She shivered. Can’t even move, can’t even crawl away to a remote corner. But look, over there is a water bottle Julia left behind. Thirsty. Let’s move. You can do it, just an inch to start. C’mon you can do one inch. No, you can’t. Fuck. The water might as well be a hundred feet away instead of just four.

Taylor scooped her up and slid down next to the water bottle. Paige curled up against his chest and legs. The bottle’s plastic straw found its way between her lips, but she didn’t even have the strength to suck on it. Taylor unscrewed the top, poured little drops between her teeth, and tilted her head back for her to swallow. With care, he cleaned her face and washed away the sweat. A rough blanket magically appeared and floated down over her back and shoulders. Taylor’s own body heat helped chase away the chill. Ah, warmth. Warmth and water. Good, very good. As long as Paige had these, she could hang on, no matter what Julia did to her.

Yet, it wasn’t Julia’s arms she nestled in but Taylor’s, which was confirmed when his voice rumbled from his chest to her ears.

“I’m sorry about Julia. She’s good, but she gets carried away sometimes. I often wonder if we should’ve made her just our pilot instead of a mistress too.”

The look that Julia had given her at the landing strip flashed in Paige’s mind. So intent, so hungry.

He swirled the contents of the water bottle. “So, are you going to decide?” Taylor asked.

Paige’s outside warmth grew and, with it, a newfound defiance. Tell him what he wants, but what? And why should she anyway? Why make their lives easier? She didn’t move, but her voice found its strength again. “This bad cop, good cop routine isn’t going to work.”

Paige hoped her brazen attitude would throw Taylor mentally off-balance. His reaction told her it didn’t work. What she got was a look of someone picking up a gauntlet and accepting the challenge of single combat. Someone relieved at having a challenge.

“Are you sure this is how you want do it?” he asked. “When I’m done with you, you’ll hate me like you’ve never hated anyone before.”

“Maybe. But I have one advantage.”

“Oh? And that is?”

“‘We’re here to train slaves, not break them.’” Paige quoted.

Taylor pushed her away slightly so he could get a better view of his charge. His odd look was a cross between anger, surprise, and finally, coalesced into delight. He threw his head back and laughed.

“You’re going to be fun! I knew it the moment I saw you.”

He laughed was now mixed with another woman’s screams that floated into their cell. They might have belonged to any of the three other women that were shipped here: Susan, Kerry, or Lorena. No, none of them were going to be irreparably harmed, but it was a fine line; one that Paige had come closer to than the others.

Those screams died away but were replaced with a new set. Paige listened closely, maybe Lorena’s this time. There was a current of terror in those screams that approximated a young woman’s fear.

Paige wiped her brow. Although she was about Lorena’s age and her experiences in SM were more sophisticated than Lorena’s, the difference still didn’t amount to much. Paige tried to hide that in her next remark to Taylor which she kept tightly controlled and casual.

“Do you want to get started?” She motioned to the rack and began to get up.

Taylor drew her back to him. “We’ve got plenty of time for that later. Let’s just take a break for now. Maybe later, I’ll introduce you to the lady whose work we’re listening to now.”

The screams continued, sometimes one woman or sometimes two or three mixed together. Once in a while, some incoherent pleadings came through, mostly Lorena’s. Little whimpers, too. Paige listened. After all, what choice did she have? Taylor pulled the blanket over her shoulders, and she remained in his arms. He had strong arms but not protective ones. Although she was warm, she started to shake…again.




Chapter Four

A Strange Cruelty

Unlike the three women who accompanied Paige to Valhalla, she didn’t stay in a dark cell. She saw them at various times. They were always bound, being led somewhere, and usually had fresh, bright marks on their backs and asses. They glared at her, and Paige could only guess what they were thinking. Who was she to get such preferential treatment? She was obviously some kind of queen in this little society. She must have been the mole in the compound to keep them calm until Milady and the gorillas showed up. If they weren’t so tightly bound; they’d probably tear Paige apart.

But watching them, and others who were made to submit, stirred deep emotions in Paige. It started as a small seed of longing and grew into something that threatened to consume her.

Taylor had brought her upstairs to her own suite and let her sleep in a soft bed. During the day, she was allowed to roam the wide fields and listen to the occasional, distant eagle call. Paige had no restraint on her movements, at least no visible ones at first. All very civilized. Well, why not? Anyone with enough power to turn a large valley into their private kinky, paradise really didn’t have the need to keep someone tied up, unless they wanted to.

Yet, even though she was “free” to stroll about the valley, Paige found herself on the slow road to misery. Why? She wasn’t being whipped, tied, or gagged. Then why did she feel this way? It was made crystal clear for her one morning, and Taylor was there as a witness.

It happened in the atrium from where the house’s four wings extended. Already a couple of women were strung up, their toes pointed at the tiles below, as Milady led a group of four others through deep breathing exercises.

“Take it in, hold, hold, and release. Remember to always breathe, ladies, no matter how tight a position you find yourselves in.” She gestured to the suspended women. “See how their stomachs slowly go in and out. Deep breaths will keep you alert, ready for whatever your master will do next.”

“Why the fuck should we care? Passing out would be a blessing,” muttered one dark-eyed woman. “At least you wouldn’t have to look at his butt-ugly face.”

All the women froze. Even the suspended ones halted their breathing in shock.

Milady gestured with her hand as she did at the compound. Two men jumped on the offending woman while a third cut down one of the suspended ladies. In just seconds, the dark-eyed woman was hoisted in her place, arms and legs spread wide. A whip cracked through the air. The woman’s screams were a jarring counterpoint to the previous serenity.

“You can finish your lessons from there, Alison,” Milady said. “If you don’t keep up, you’ll be whipped again. Now, ladies, let’s continue.”

Taylor shook his head and muttered. “She was so close. We’d arranged a private debut. Now she’ll have to start all over.”

“What makes you think the others don’t feel the same way?” Paige asked. “Perhaps they are just better at hiding how much they hate this place.”

“If they do, then they’re the greatest actresses in the world.”

“Actresses? What are you talking about?”

Taylor frowned at her. “No one comes here unless they want to. They pay their own way, maybe even arrange a `sale’, but once they’re here, they stay until it’s decided they’re ready to leave. Most of the time, we’re not what they expect, and they do learn to hate the place, just like those three women that came here with you. After what’s happened to them, they probably hate the moment they signed their consent forms.”

He turned away from the suspension scene and walked down the hallway to his suite. Paige gulped and followed. They all wanted to come here? But she wasn’t given any forms to sign. Whatever they had in her file was forged.

Paige grabbed Taylor’s arm. “But I – ”

She cut herself off. Shut up, shut up! If they find out you didn’t want to come here, if they find out you really were sold…then what? Would they send her back right away? Would she wind up on a slab somewhere with a Jane Doe toe tag? To make matters worse, she wasn’t sure she wanted to leave anyway. What the hell was happening to her?

Taylor stared down at her. “What were you going to say?”

But she was so miserable… half in, half out…turned on but not touched…

“Paige? What is it? Aren’t you enjoying your torture?” He gave her a big smile.

Paige’s nerves twanged like a guitar whose strings were stretched too tight. “You cocksucker,” she hissed. “Torture? You torture everyone here except for me, right? I can tell you to fuck off and you wouldn’t touch me.”

Taylor chuckled and paused at the door to his suite. “I told you that you’d probably hate me and I was right. Although, it is sooner than I thought.”

He shut the door just before the hallway vase hit.

So that was his little game? Surround her in all this masochistic sexuality and don’t touch her? Not even one tiny rope mark? Let the need grow, let the addiction consume her, and then she’ll tell him everything.

Addiction it was, and Paige realized this all too well. After a nervous introduction to rope games, it was Paige who suggested that Robert find new things to try and new toys to buy. More than once, Robert had commented that he was on a bucking bronco, just trying to hang on. If he ever said he wasn’t up to a tie and gag session, Paige would sulk until Robert relented. Feed the junkie.

Now, she was cut off. If Paige weren’t so angry, she’d laugh. How ludicrous! Torture normally involved physical pain. But how do you torture one who finds pleasure in it? You take away the pleasure, or pain in her case, thereby creating real emotional pain. Crazy, the whole thing was crazy!

It worked. Each night, Paige masturbated to tortured cries. Why couldn’t it be her under those harsh strokes? Where was Taylor’s firm hand? She imagined the welts that rose on her. Her orgasm, if it could be called that, was a dim echo of her usual pitched screams. Her light shudder a vague reminder of internal earthquakes under the whip. She bit her pillow through the night.

During the day, she was a raving harpy. The staff, under Milady’s supervision, bent to Paige’s will on everything. The unyielding men, thick oak trees in their punishments of the other women, were slender willows in the face of her storms. If she cursed, they ignored her. If she threw her food against the wall, they silently cleaned it up. Nothing was too outrageous for them to handle. Yet, they reported it all to Milady, and she to Taylor. Not a single act of anger, frustration, or apparent insanity did he fail to bring up at their nightly dinners.

It was always a candle-lit affair on his veranda under evergreens and stars. He’d wear a tuxedo while Milady selected a different gown for Paige every night. White lace, linen, crystal glasses, and gleaming silverware surrounded them. Very posh, very chic. All Paige wanted to do was smash everything. But she learned from Milady that, in this little game with Taylor, it was a definite no-no.

“Taylor enjoys elegance and wit. He likes his little, neat soirées to remain that way. The last person who upset one…” Milady shuddered as she laid out a light green, chiffon dress on the bed. “Just don’t.”

Something in Milady’s tone told Paige not to question her warning on this. Still, she made Milady’s life miserable that night, as she did each time she came to dress Paige. Milady blushed at Paige’s liberal use of metaphors.

“You were rude to Milady again today,” Taylor said during dessert that night. “I believe the term was, `whoreson’s bitch’.”

“Is that all she heard? Oh, my, and I was so trying to be especially nasty today. Would you like to hear to the rest?”

Taylor ignored her offer.

“I’ve been reading through your file again. It was too bad about the Homecoming Queen election.”

Paige stopped the apple cobbler halfway to her mouth.

“And why didn’t they like your motif idea for the prom?”

She gripped the sides of the table. Don’t let him get to you. Let the anger go. Count. One, two, three…

“You were captain of the cheerleading squad. Oh, sorry, that’s alternate captain.”

…six, seven, eight…

“Did you really graduate valedictorian? No, I mean salutatorian.”

…ten. That’s it!

Paige leaned in close to the table and crooked a finger at Taylor to do the same. “Did you know I was president of the magic club?”

Taylor appeared unsure. “Uh, no.”

“Really? Let me show you a trick.”

Paige stood up, grabbed the tablecloth, and pulled sideways.

Everything flew, clattered, and shattered.

“Oops. Sorry, I guess I’m out of practice.”

Taylor calmly folded his arms, his tuxedo covered in food and wine, and his face scarlet. “All right. If that’s how you want to play.”

Taylor rang a bell, and Leo appeared. His mouth parted slightly in surprise at the mess on the ground and at Taylor’s ruined tuxedo. Taylor whispered some quick instructions to the big man, but all Paige caught was something about the dungeon, strappado position, and wait until he got cleaned up.

Paige soon found herself bent over at the waist, staring at the hard, cold, cell floor. Her arms were roped together at the wrists and elbows while another rope ran through an eyehook in the ceiling. Leo spread her legs as far apart as they could go and locked both her ankles in an adjustable spreader bar. He pushed her long hair aside and slapped a wide, thick leather collar around her neck. It was a posture collar…the kind that allowed no movement of her head. She saw one in a catalogue long ago and begged Robert to get it for her. It was still on order when he sold her. Now, one graced her neck. Once Leo secured the double buckles in back, he ran another rope from the ring in front down to another in the center of the spreader bar.

His hands worked quickly and dispassionately. They tied off the rope and tested its tension. His hands also ran over Paige’s shoulders, down her legs, and patted her swinging breasts through her dress a couple of times. Paige didn’t feel his actions were the same as someone copping a cheap feel. It was more like he was making sure all parts of her were tightly restrained while other select parts were loose and available, like her breasts and pussy. Leo made sure of the latter when he hiked the dress above her waist and folded it up on her back. But he didn’t touch her pussy. Paige knew he didn’t need to check on that. The fire down there already made her drip like a melting ice cube. Leo briefly spread her ass cheeks, grunted once in acknowledgement of her primed-for-use condition, and then sat in a rickety, wooden chair in front of her and crossed his arms.

Already the burn in Paige’s arms and shoulder sockets, the pressure from the collar on the back of her neck, and the extreme width of her spread legs combined to make her regret the little “magic” trick. Her legs, almost wrenched out of her hips, trembled under the strain of maintaining her balance. Paige’s fingers, the only part of her unrestrained, clawed at the air in a futile search to untie a knot. Any knot! Her long hair that Leo had flipped off her back now fell down either side of her head and got in the way of her labored breaths. Paige tried to blow a lock or two out of the way, but they floated right back down over her nose.

Leo just sat and watched without comment.

“Please, please,” Paige said in between her short breaths. “Couldn’t you just push my hair back? I need…I need to breathe. Just a little. I…I can’t…” She sucked in a large breath and a few strands found their way onto her tongue. She spit them out.

Leo didn’t move.

“All right, you bastard,” Paige said. “I’ll give you that. I’m not…” Paige squeezed her eyes shut and took in another breath. “I’m not suffocating. At least, not yet. But, but my hands. I can’t…can’t feel them anymore. You see them, don’t you? They’re turning blue, right? Please, just loosen them! You don’t need to untie me, just…please, just let me know they’re still there!”

Leo crossed one leg over the other. His hands fell to his lap.

“Fucker!” Paige yelled her voice in a slight quaver. “What are you? Just some robot that blindly follows Taylor’s orders? Can’t you see…I…need…help? Goddammit, my legs! Can’t you see my legs shaking? I can’t hold this position! Let me down! Oh, god, please. Let me down; let me down, letmedown…”

Paige’s head sagged. It wasn’t working! This wasn’t like with Robert. She could cajole and wheedle him into trying new things and do them exactly the way she wanted. But this senseless rock sitting in front of her, this ox of man was either deaf or too stupid to know how far was too far. She needed relief! Please, just let her down. Just for a minute!

Little sobs hitched through her as tears splashed on the floor, next to pussy juice. Her nose started to run. Paige closed her eyes and more tears ran down her cheeks. It’s not supposed to be like this. All those other women, they wanted to come here. They’d all cry in protest, just like Paige did now. They’d all scream, just like her. They’d all secretly love it…just like her.

All right! All right! Sometimes she wanted to feel it was all out of her control. A strong man in bed who ordered what to do and wouldn’t take no for an answer, one not swayed by tears. Tears always got her what she wanted.

But not now.

What Paige did get, she didn’t even see coming. The hair in her face prevented that. The face slap nearly knocked her out. It lifted her up on a single leg, and she pivoted from its force to face a corner. Her mouth went numb in a counterpoint to the ring in her ear. Even if she could speak, Paige was shocked into silence. Her crying immediately stopped.

Paige drew in a couple of deep breaths. The pain in her shoulders and the tremble of her legs took a back seat to the sudden shame that burned through her. Like a spoiled rotten kid, she suffered a punishment that no one ever dared to use on her. Humiliated, she kept her head bowed and hid behind her hair. Not until the numbness wore off and the ringing was reduced to a tolerable level did Paige dare lift her head.

Through her curtain of hair and watery vision, she found Leo still seated in the chair. His hands were behind his head, elbows outward, while his legs stretched out in front. Paige wondered if a spasm of anger had crossed that face just before he struck her. Did any emotion ever come out on him? The way he sat there with the same, neutral expression made Paige doubt, if even for the briefest moment, that he did slap her. But the lingering effects, the lack of facial sensation, and her new vantage point on the room, told her otherwise. If Leo had clearance to slap her then what did Taylor have in mind?

It didn’t take long to find out.

Taylor’s boots echoed in the dungeon hallway. His quick stride was contrary to his usually slow and urbane manner. He threw back the bolt on the steel door.

Leo stood at attention, but his face remained blank when Taylor entered. In contrast, Taylor seemed edgy and preoccupied.

“Anya…Anya needed to talk to me,” Taylor said, explaining his tardiness. “She was quite insistent.”

In reaction, Leo only raised his eyebrows.

“This whole arbiter business has everyone on edge,” Taylor said. “One should’ve been chosen by now, but none of us can agree.”

“With respect, Sir,” Leo said, “you shouldn’t worry about that now. The slave deserves your full attention.” His voice matched his body, deep and full of bass.

“Yes. You’re right, of course.” Taylor stood in front of Paige. He frowned and pushed back her hair.

“What’s this?” he said. His fingers lightly touched the bruise on Paige’s cheek. “What went on here?”

Leo didn’t flinch. He stepped forward, side by side with Taylor. Much to Paige’s surprise, he caressed her cheek then gave her earlobe a quick, furtive squeeze. “Sir, the slave sought to tempt me into easing her punishment with tears.”

“Hmmm.” Taylor inspected Paige’s red eyes and seemed to recover some of his dominant confidence. “They appear to have dried up. Good call. Still, it was a risky move, especially for a master-in-training.”

“Sir, I did what I thought necessary.”

“Don’t we all. And now, I’ll do what’s necessary.” A bit of the tension returned. “Since forced abstinence didn’t work, we’ll see how you handle things the other way.” Taylor’s fingers tightened in Paige’s hair and wrenched her head back. “You will tell me your sponsor’s name.”

Leo’s back stiffened. “Sir, perhaps I should leave you alone? “

“No, you’re part of this too!” Taylor snapped. He leaned down, getting right in Paige’s face. “If she wants it so bad; she’ll get it.”

Taylor started the festivities. He released Paige’s hair and took up position behind her, ripping her delicate dress apart. He didn’t need to because she was already exposed to him, but the violent action enhanced Taylor’s arousal. From under her eyebrows, Paige watched Leo as he guardedly tracked Taylor’s movements, the way he noted Taylor’s hands as he squared her hips to his, and then when he reached for his pants. A zipper’s unmistakable sound told Paige she was indeed about to get what she had screamed for, in spades.

The cock helmet touched her ass cheeks, and she gasped at its heat. It grazed her pussy lips, waiting just for a moment, waiting for that little shove from him. Taylor grabbed her hips. Paige steeled herself.

Nothing. He just hung there.

“Listen, you bastard!” Paige said. “If you wanna fuck then… “

Taylor slammed home.

“Ahhh!”

If Paige hadn’t been so tightly strung up, she knew she would crumble to her knees. Taylor went after her like a starved animal. Hips slapped against her ass, and he impaled Paige without mercy, each thrust harder than the last. Paige rocked forward, and her spread feet jumped a little each time until her arms practically screamed in protest at the added strain. Then Leo’s palms pressed on the top of her shoulders. Thankfully, Paige leaned into his large, sturdy hands. It also brought her on a level with Leo’s crotch and the too obvious bulge in his short, khaki pants. Even if Taylor came soon, Leo’s erection told Paige that her little joyride had only just begun.

But Paige fooled everyone, including herself. She came first.

The shudders started way too soon. Instead of her usual low, distant rumble that built into an ecstatic crescendo, this orgasm ripped through her. Her body went numb. Her rigid arms and spread legs were forgotten until the only thing left was the hot cock that still pounded away. It wasn’t about to leave her alone, not until it got what it wanted.

Which…was…right…now!

Four quick jets of heated cum filled Paige. Taylor’s hot climax mixed with Paige’s cry of pain and pleasure almost made her pass out. Her pain from the force of the orgasm and pleasure from the very same power. Her head snapped back, and she grimaced as Taylor continued to empty his load then sagged in weariness when he trickled out. One part of her was glad it was over but another said no, it was finished way too soon! She wanted more! As Taylor withdrew, a last squirt went more down her legs than inside her. When she opened her eyes, there was Leo’s naked erection, just a scant inch from her face. Her mouth opened, but he backed away.

The men switched ends and now Leo speared Paige with his ample shaft. Unlike Taylor, anger didn’t drive Leo. He kept the action smooth, methodical, and established a nice, easy rhythm that Paige was only too happy to reciprocate. Thrust in…and out. Thrust in…and out. She closed her eyes again and forgot about her bound arms and the almost spread too wide legs. Ah, yes. This was more like it! A good sized man but not too big. One that knew how to stoke her fires, build the smoldering embers up a little at a time. Ah, there, the helmet expanded even further when Leo reached his deepest penetration and stayed like that for a euphoric moment. Oh, yes! Cock in her pussy. Balls on her pussy lips. Another cock tip just under her nose.

What?

Paige recoiled, but Taylor palmed the back of her head and brought her forward. His pussy-smeared cock lay right on her cheek but that didn’t stop Taylor from attempting to get the limp thing past her teeth. Paige tried to turn away, but Taylor brought his other hand into play as he gripped both sides of her head. One hand found her nose and squeezed it shut until, desperate for air, Paige opened up. Leo’s gentle rocking motion translated well to Paige’s mouth, and Taylor’s cock found a new home. It soon stirred, alive once more as it distended the inside of Paige’s cheek.

Heat and thrusts at both ends made Paige moan. In all her deepest, most secret fantasies, Paige never imagined having two men at once. Strange, with all her escapades with Robert, he never mentioned a potential threesome. Paige was so taken up in the smell of leather and the hug of ropes that a third person hadn’t entered her thoughts. But now, how could she not have thought of it? It was like a new horizon that opened before her. Not one but two men making love to her, two men coming.

At last, Leo succumbed, his semen rushing into Paige. Like the pace he set, his hot stream filled her but in a leisurely, gentle way compared to Taylor. He had lasted longer than Taylor too, gifting her a bountiful overflow. When Leo withdrew and the men changed positions again, Paige’s mouth eagerly sought his spent tool. Her tongue swirled around him, licked off her pussy juice, squeezed out a few more precious drops, and hungrily took them down her throat.

Ah, yes! Yes! The only thing missing was…

Someone up her ASS!

“Tell us the name of your sponsor,” Taylor calmly said. Slowly, he worked his way past her tight hole. A few shallow pushes and he was banging away like before.

“Your sponsor, please,” Taylor said, almost conversationally.

Leo backed away. Paige rocked forward, her grunts now in time with Taylor’s frantic pace.

“Your sponsor,” Taylor said again with a little more stress.

“Uhnnn…Uhnnn…I…uhh..don’t know!”

“WHO IS HE?” Taylor shouted.

“Urrr…You stupid ASSHOLE!…Uhnn!..How many ways…UHRRN!…do I have to tell you? I don’t – Oh! Ahh! Ahhh! AHHH!”

Taylor rammed her while Leo’s cock found its way back to her mouth. Paige’s eyes nearly bugged out of from her head.

“When were you approached?” Taylor’s arms wrapped around her thin waist. “Where? When?”

Oh fuck! Fuckfuckfuck! Can’t…don’t…They both can’t come at the same…OH FUCK!

Everything went quiet.

Both men exploded in her.

One final plunge from Taylor and his cum jetted deep, deep into Paige’s anus while Leo’s own hot seed was too much for her to swallow. She overflowed at both ends. While one white stream ran between her crack, the other dripped from the corners of her mouth. Both men abruptly pulled away from Paige. Her head sagged again, and she watched in detached fascination as the viscous white substance dropped from her chin and either became entangled in her long hair or collected in a little pool on the cold floor. In the rear, a cold emptiness overtook her as both pussy and ass continued to drain, either to form a sticky line down the inside of her legs or splash between her feet. In contrast to this peaceful purge, Paige’s breath labored, her ears pounded, but she still heard the men.

“How long do you want to wait until we start again?” Leo asked.

“We’re not,” Taylor replied.

“You’re giving up?” His hand caressed the back of Paige’s head.

Paige snapped her head to the side and caught his fingers. But instead of biting, she sucked them, like a greedy, hungry baby. Leo began to withdraw them, but then, once Paige made it clear she wasn’t going to hurt him, he let them remain inside her. He ran them over her tongue, along the roof of her mouth, and down the sides of her teeth.

Taylor snorted. “Look at her. She’s too far gone to answer anything. She’s nothing but a little fuck machine now. I’d have to start from scratch, and there’s not enough time for that.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, master-in-training, that Julia got Anya on her side. It’s mostly my fault, I’ll admit. I’ve neglected other duties because of this…this vixen. The slaves and other masters complained I was ignoring them. So, it’s still two against one, only now, I’m odd man out.”

“The alliances have shifted again, eh?”

“I had until sunrise to crack this little pussy’s mystery. Now, she belongs to Anya. You’ll see how this one stands up to that bitch.”

Leo blinked. “I’ll see?”

“Don’t act surprised. You’ve been avoiding Anya since you arrived.”

Paige still sucked Leo’s fingers, but they curled in her mouth as if he attempted to make a fist.

“I am…uncomfortable with her,” Leo said. “I don’t like her methods.”

“That doesn’t matter.” Taylor threw open the steel door, and Paige jumped as it clanged against the wall. “Anya hasn’t graded you yet. Need I remind you, you must get the approval of the full triumvirate before you train your own slave? You’ll report to Anya when she’s ready for you.” Taylor nodded at Paige. “And when she’s ready for her. Maybe Anya will find out the when and where about this sponsor. She’d better.”

Taylor’s boots retreated down the hall. Paige kept sucking on Leo’s fingers, but her mind raced. “When and where.” She knew the answers, a masqued ball with a stolen kiss, but as to whom, she wasn’t sure. If she caved in to their pressure on the first two, the third would naturally follow. When they discovered that she really didn’t know who, much less give her consent for everything done to her so far, things would really start to rock in this incredible, fantastic place called Valhalla. A place she would willingly go to anyway. But she had to keep them all off-balance somehow, at least until she found out who selected her.

Leo had inadvertently given her a clue. A puppet dancing on strings, coupled with his phrase “shifting alliances”.

Much to Paige’s surprise, Leo didn’t leave her in the dungeon, but instead, brought her up to her old suite. He removed the last shreds of her dress, draped a long, woolen, shapeless, white nightie over her, and settled her down in the soft bed. His big hands were gentle, in contrast to when he almost knocked out her teeth, and later when he held Paige still during Taylor’s “interrogation”. When he turned off the lights, Paige laid flat on her back and stared at the ceiling, the light from the hallway obscured by Leo’s shadow.

“You shouldn’t be so hard on yourself,” he said.

Paige propped herself up on an elbow and squinted into Leo’s silhouette. “Hard on myself? What’re you talking about?”

“The way you look at the other three women brought here with you, how you stare at their whip marks, how easily you turned into ‘Princess Bitch’ when Taylor cut you off from all sexual satisfaction. Not to mention your reaction to how you were treated tonight. You act like you never wanted to come here, but we know different.”

“Oh, really? Who’s we?”

“Someone who doesn’t want their identity revealed just yet.”

Paige’s eyes widened. “You know who brought me here, don’t you?” she whispered.

Leo didn’t answer. His shape remained unmoved in the doorway.

“If you know…” Paige hesitated, and then spoke in a rush before she could change her mind. “If you know, you also know I didn’t sign any consent forms.”

“I don’t have any idea what you’re talking about,” Leo mechanically said. “I witnessed your signature.”

“You what?!” Paige sat up on the edge of the bed. “You fucking bastard!”

“Not too many people care to admit that they freely came here,” Leo blithely said. He paused and his voice slightly altered. “Or not.”

Paige’s breath caught. She had heard that voice before. She squinted again. Those hands, so large, yet so nimble. “You…you’re the pup—”

“Don’t worry. All your secrets are safe with me, Paige, but before you go blabbing about things you shouldn’t, just answer this question: Did you enjoy yourself tonight?”

“What?” Leo’s non-sequiter caught Paige off guard.

“You heard me. Answer. Honestly.”

“I…” Paige fumbled for words. “I, goddammit, yes.”

Leo nodded. “If you had said no, I would have shown you my fingers; they still look like prunes. The next question now is when are you going to stop fighting it? Before, or after your upcoming time with Anya?”

He backed out and quietly shut the door.

Paige remained still on the edge of the bed. After a moment, almost as a reflex action, she fell back and once again stared at the ceiling. This time there weren’t any shapes up there, just a blankness that turned her thoughts back on themselves, about Leo’s little talk, about Taylor, and Julia, and how she was so easily spotted for what she was and brought here. Suddenly, she was up on her knees in bed, hands balled into fists, punching out her pillow until her breath came in ragged gasps, and her eyes burned. Her head sagged in between her hands and Paige flopped over, curled up on her side, the pillow clutched to her middle, as if to stem a growing ache.

Paige’s anger, at Leo, Taylor, Julia, all of Valhalla, and at herself, didn’t let up all night. Come daybreak, after a shallow and fitful sleep, she took it out on the first available person.

Milady’s back was to Paige as she bent over something at a credenza below a window. It wasn’t Milady’s presence alone that irked Paige, but that she hummed a happy tune. Paige threw back the bed covers and rubbed her sore eyes. There went Milady again with another refrain of whatever damned song that was. Well, since Paige was already in a state of misery, she decided that another would join her.

“Knock that off!” Paige yelled. Milady jumped and spun around. An ornamented, white plate laden with eggs, sausage, toast, and jam sat on a tray atop the credenza. Next to a small glass of orange juice, a delicate yellow rose poked up out of a thin crystal vase. “What’s all that?” Paige snapped.

“Your breakfast, of course,” Milady said in her usual, calm, cultured self.

Paige ground her teeth. With all the insults she had already thrown at this woman, didn’t anything ever get to her? She was always so polite and reserved. It only infuriated Paige more.

“I can see its breakfast, you idiot. What’s it doing here?” Taylor always had Paige meet him on his terrace for meals.

“Compliments of Lady Anya,” Milady said just as smooth as ever. “She hopes you will—”

“You can tell ‘Lady Anya’,” Paige rolled her eyes at the mention of the name, “that I don’t want anything from her. If she thinks this is the way to get on my good side then she’s even more of a shithead than you.”

Milady’s lips pressed together, but she also picked up the tray. She paused in front of Paige. “She won’t be happy to hear that.”

“Good! You can also tell her that I’ve already taken the best of what Julia and Taylor could throw at me. Bring it on!”

Paige swung up with both hands. They hit the tray from underneath and the food flew up onto Milady’s dress and face. Egg yolks dripped from her cheeks and a piece of toast slid down from a shoulder to a breast, leaving a trail of smeared butter and jam. The plate, flower vase, and glass smashed on the hard floor.

Milady’s eyes flashed, full of fire. Paige scooted back on the bed a little. She had, at last, gone too far and steeled herself for a well overdue bitch slap.

Instead, Milady kept her reaction under tight control, but the fire in her eyes remained, all the same. Her hands clenched at her sides, she hissed at Paige, “I’ll be sure to give Anya your message.”

***

The canvas hood flew away from Paige’s head, but the ringgag remained in place. Leo’s huge hands gripped her bound arms. To her left, Julia played with a couple of spidery, metal objects.

Where was she? It looked like a meeting hall. About fifty wooden chairs were facing a low, curtained stage. But what held Paige’s attention most was a lone, shiny, metal-pipe chair in the center of the room with an unobstructed view of the stage.

“Tie her down and then you and the boys can use her mouth,” Julia said. “Hurry up, we’re on a tight schedule.”

Leo didn’t waste any time. He set Paige’s ass astride the single pole that served as a seat and lined up her spine against the one that passed for a backrest. Another pole was welded to the top at a right angle, and Paige’s bound arms were forced over it.

She didn’t struggle but watched in morbid fascination as her bondage became complete. Another rope was wound about her stomach and pole to keep her sitting up. Another rope secured her legs, and yet another for the ankles that kept her feet clear of the floor. Oh, yes, don’t forget to add nipple clamps. Ah, one isn’t quite tight enough. Must fix. There (Ow!).

Leo stood on a stool next to her.

What’s this? He wrenched her head around and unzipped his pants. There it is…a flood! Choking, gagging, swallowing… must swallow.

Leo withdrew, stuffing his cock back inside his shorts. He disappeared behind the curtain and, after several minutes and some thumping, several men lined up in front of her.

Oh, god. Oh god! Each one took his turn. Each one filled her mouth to get back at the Princess Bitch and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it. Wave upon wave of cum flooded her almost non-stop. Even when Paige coughed up what she couldn’t swallow, they still didn’t let up. At Leo’s suggestion, a couple of men withdrew before they shot their whole load to make sure her cheeks and neck were stained in cum too. The end of the line came in sight, and Paige let her head sag. But Leo grabbed her by the hair and tipped her head back. Paige nearly choked when the cum burned down her throat. Leo tilted her head forward and the remnants dribbled over the ringgag, down her chin, and splashed on her breasts.

No more. Can’t do anymore.

The last man withdrew. He flicked at one of Paige’s nipple clamps in a casual, friendly sort of way then followed Leo and his cohorts behind the curtain.

The cum’s ammonia smell nearly suffocated Paige. She tried to breathe and almost passed out. Breathe! It’s only cum, you can handle it! Paige shook her head to relieve the stench. There, that helped a little. At least she could still turn her head and squeeze her eyes shut.

Julia’s boots came up behind her. Something was attached to the chair in back. A strap was passed across Paige’s forehead, forcing her back against a curved, metal headrest.

“Can’t have you falling asleep on us,” Julia said. She held up one of the shiny, metal, spidery objects and carefully attached their tiny pincers to the edges of Paige’s eyes. A twist of a tiny knob and Paige’s eyelids were forced open. Wide open.

Shivers ran from her back to her ankles. A Clockwork Orange. Good god, she was going to be Alex in their version of the Kubrick film.

“Don’t worry. I’ll be right here,” Julia said as she patted Paige’s breast.

People filtered into the room. They took their seats and noted the slave whose mouth was forced open in an unending silent scream and whose eyes were forced to witness unfolding terror.




Chapter Five

Scientific Method

Plop. Plop.

Gentle raindrops of solution fell into Paige’s dry eyes. A soft tissue wiped the overflow from her cheeks. Julia bent down full of concern. She adjusted the small pincers that forced Paige’s eyes to remain open then took up position again to the slave’s left side. Plop. Plop. Wipe.

A little squirt of water also found its way onto Paige’s tongue through the ringgag, and then Julia repeated the whole process.

Paige tracked the movements around her as well as she could since her eyes were the only part of her that could move, thanks to the tight ropes holding her down on the metal-pipe chair, and the strap that kept her head immovable.

People shuffled in, taking seats around her. They were masters and mistresses for the most part, with an occasional slave on a leash that followed. They all noted Paige and smiled, their muted conversations laced with comments like “That’s the one we heard about”. Julia greeted a few by name, but never left Paige’s side. Plop. Plop. Wipe.

An errant drop ran down the side of Paige’s nose and hung there. She snorted.

“Sorry, girl. Let me get that.” Julia gently dabbed at her nose.

Paige’s eyes swiveled up at the keeper. Oh, yes, so accommodating, so ready to help. Let me tighten that knot. Good. And this ringgag, let’s push it back just a little bit to force that wide mouth open even more. There. Can’t move. Can’t speak. Can’t even close the eyes. Can’t, can’t, can’t!

Paige screamed. A few heads in the room turned.

Julia’s gloved hand slapped her tits. “Stop that! Grow up. You’re not any teenage movie scream queen. You’ve taken far worse before and not just from me. Don’t pretend surprise, we know what your ex-boyfriend did to you and at your own insistence! If you do that during Anya’s presentation, I promise you’ll regret it.”

Paige’s eyebrows shot up. Anya. With all the veiled threats, she was fast turning into the local boogeyman.

Plop. Plop. Wipe. “You haven’t met Anya yet, but you’ve certainly heard her work,” Julia said.

Paige frowned. Heard her work? What could that mean? Unless…the screams she listened to at night? The people who were tortured while she fell asleep? The sounds she fantasized and masturbated to? To whom Kerry, Susan, and Lorena were given? Oh, no!

But instead of a stranger coming out from behind the curtains, the familiar Taylor stepped forth. The lights dimmed, the ambient noise likewise going down until Taylor remained in a single spot. He waited until he had complete silence then his voice carried throughout the room.

“If you’re like me, you can’t help but gossip about our presenter tonight. `Reclusive’ doesn’t begin to describe her lifestyle for the last two years. Some say she was researching different styles of play in a remote South American country. Others claim to have seen her incognito at several slave auctions in Eastern Europe. When she arrived here last month, rumors flew about an upcoming lecture series. No one knows for sure, of course, but just her name is enough to pack them in here.” A few people laughed.

“But enough of my talking, I’m just as anxious as you to see and hear her. Masters, Mistresses and slaves, I give you, Mistress Anya!”

Taylor stepped aside with a sweep of his arm, and Anya stepped through the part in the curtains. The welcoming applause was loud and long with more than a few people standing up. She bowed her head in gracious acceptance.

Anya was in her mid-forties, with dark hair which slicked back and gathered in a tight, shiny bun. A white lab coat clung to her shapely curves and terminated halfway down her thighs. Black stockings and stiletto heels completed the look. She held a wooden pointer, such as a university professor would employ during a class. When she spoke, her voice was deep and smoky.

“To say that pain is an essential part of the SM scene is a given. Pain administered correctly achieves desired results in the slave. Pain used for behavior modification has been employed by shadowy organizations for many years. Yet, rarely spoken in the SM scene is the anticipation prior to the pain’s infliction. In that dreaded moment lays a deeper element: terror. The judicious use of terror can often achieve a desired goal and bring a slave to a new level.”

Anya strode a couple paces to her right and, with a theatrical flair, waved a hand. The curtain parted and the audience “oohed” in appreciation.

Not Paige. She made a small sound in the back of her throat, a cross between a choke and a gurgle. Julia bent down, her stern expression warning Paige not to scream again. Satisfied the slave was sufficiently cowed, she then resumed daubing at Paige’s eyes.

God, just look at them! This was unreal. Kerry and Lorena, who were on either end, hung from their wrists; their feet tied several inches above the stage floor. Susan, in between the two, had her legs spread wide, crossing in front of the brunettes’. All their nipples were covered in wide, shiny brown tape. Tape also covered Susan and Kerry’s snatches. All three wore tight gags; their mouth’s filled with packing and held in place by wide, leather straps. Lorena and Kerry were blindfolded, but Susan’s eyes were wide open, almost a match for Paige’s.

Anya lifted the pointer straight at Paige. “To demonstrate my theory about terror, I’ll employ a scientific method. First, with Paige, we establish a control. She is part of the audience and thus, not actively involved in this experiment. Still, her severe bondage reminds her of her slave status. Secondly, with her eyes forced open and her head held rigidly in place, she is forced to witness tonight’s events and think these same methods might be used on her.”

Paige’s breath catch at Anya’s cold wolf smile. This one wasn’t like Julia who related to her victims on some emotional level. No, Anya reminded Paige of the two men in the limo; detached from the pain they dealt out. Hello, I’ll be your torturer today. Let’s start with something different. How about these thumbscrews?

Anya swung the pointer back to Lorena. “The tape on Lorena’s breasts will be our starting point. Based upon her reactions, we will interpret our data later.

“Kerry will be our bridge,” Anya continued, moving down to stand next to the other brunette. “Variables will be introduced in the second phase of our experiment. Some conditions will be the same as Lorena,” she pointed at the tape on the breasts and the blindfold, “yet there will be changes as well.” She pointed to the tape on the crotch. “Our technique will alter slightly, too. The data we gather from Kerry will allow us a deeper insight.”

Anya then stepped over to Susan. “This shall be the final phase. As you can already see, there are several things quite different about her.” The pointer traced down each spread leg then up to Susan’s large eyes. “Of the three, she will be the one with the most variance. Here, my hypothesis will prove itself.” She gave Susan’s breast a friendly, familiar squeeze, like a promise that she would return.

Anya took up her original position to the outside of Lorena. “Let’s start with our first subject. In addition to the tape on her breasts, blindfold, and gag, Lorena has earplugs so she can not hear. Consequently, she cannot anticipate what might happen. She knows something will, but due to her sensory deprivation, her terror is diffused. Observe.”

Anya gripped the tape on the nearest breast and quickly pulled. It made a short, tearing sound. With little pause, she did the same to the other breast. Lorena’s full breasts bounced, and she squealed behind her gag. Her stomach shook a little, then her breathing calmed.

“See?” Anya said. “She didn’t have any specific idea what would occur, no drawn out foreplay. When the punishment is applied, the emotional reaction is at a minimum. The memory of pain lingers, but the experience itself is fleeting. With this part of the experiment concluded, we may now indulge ourselves.”

Anya suddenly brought her arm up and struck Lorena several times across her ass with the wooden pointer. The brunette arched out, her gag doing well in keeping her screams contained. Paige jumped with each blow, as if she felt the punishment too, but the ropes and the head strap kept her firmly in place. Anya turned Lorena around on her rope axis and showed off her clear and bright welts. “An experience that is not so fleeting.”

The tape from Lorena’s breasts was still in Anya’s other hand, and she carelessly let it fall on the stage. One of the nearer audience members eagerly reached up to grab it, but Anya quickly brought her pointer into play. She crouched down and struck the stage. The sharp rap of wood on wood split the hall. The hand quickly withdrew, leaving the tape behind.

“No one will be allowed to contaminate the experiment!” Anya raised an eyebrow at the audience. Silence reigned.

Paige fought to keep calm. Shit, this woman is something else. Don’t run any games on her. Yes, ma’am. No, ma’am. Whatever you want, ma’am. Just don’t touch.

Satisfied the audience got the message, Anya then moved down to the other brunette. “Kerry is set up similarly with the blindfold, gag, and earplugs. Tape is on the breasts but also on her lovely pussy. Hence, our first variable. We now run our second experiment.”

This time Anya ripped off the tape from only one breast. Kerry tossed her head back and wailed deep in her throat. Anya waited for the slave to calm then placed her hand on Kerry’s other breast who shivered at the touch. A flick of Anya’s wrist and the second piece was ripped away. Kerry’s small tit stretched to an elongated, alien shape, then bounced back to its original position. Anya slapped both breasts, her finger marks outlined in red on the mounds. She stepped back, but Kerry still shook and whimpered.

“Now, as before with Lorena, Kerry had knowledge something would happen but didn’t know exactly what. In the brief pause before her second tit was attacked, the fear built. When the tape was seized, Kerry’s reaction was predictable. Yet, there is still one more phase to this experiment.” Anya lowered the pointer to Kerry’s crotch. “The slave knows the last piece of tape is there, but what of it? Her legs are tightly bound so any attempt to remove it would be clumsy at best. She may even think yours truly hadn’t planned correctly. But now, we let the anticipation, the terror, grow a little.”

Anya motioned off stage. Two gorilla men came out and untied Kerry’s ankles. The slave’s legs kicked out in several directions, striking dangerously near the men’s crotches. Kerry twisted around; her back to the audience.

“Gentlemen, please,” Anya said. “A little more adroitness.”

A couple of people laughed. One man encircled Kerry’s waist and wrenched her around. The other concentrated on one ankle that was soon tied to a stage ring below Susan’s open crotch. Both men worked on the other ankle, and Kerry’s suspension eventually matched Susan’s.

Anya waited until the men left the stage then shook her head. “They both mean well.” A couple more laughs came from the audience.

Anya turned serious again. “Kerry’s thrashing points to a common reaction from slaves who battle their mounting terror. Physical anger. Given a chance, the slave may fight. This provides them a false sense of security. They think they can still, somehow, control the situation and therefore, keep their fear at a safe distance. Of course, bound and gagged the way she is, Kerry’s flirtation with power is ephemeral.”

She stood behind Kerry and a little to her left side.

“Now, the slave knows what is coming, but again, doesn’t know when. Her terror builds. Yes, I believe you can hear her crying behind her gag. Listen.” The room stilled. Kerry’s whines floated out, like a whipped dog who knows it’s master isn’t done with punishment. She shook her head a couple of times, tried to pull her legs together, all to no avail.

“At this time, a slight distraction is good, quickly followed by the finishing stroke.” Anya stood directly behind the strung up slave and wrapped her right arm around Kerry, her hand lightly touching a breast. Sharp nails caressed the nipple in tiny circles. Kerry’s struggles diminished, then ceased, although her body still quivered.

Anya’s other hand reached up from underneath Kerry’s crotch. With a sureness that spoke of experience in this blind move, Anya gripped the top of the tape and jerked down in one quick, non-stop move. The tearing of tape off flesh filled the room, followed by the slave’s muffled screams.

Paige joined in as if she could feel the pain too. Ah, fuck! No more of this. She couldn’t watch anymore. Please, don’t let that happen to her. Her own pussy was way too sensitive. Nonono.

Julia’s gloved hand grabbed Paige’s drool covered chin. “What did I tell you?” she whispered. “Stop that right now or I’ll give you something to really scream about.”

She held Paige’s chin a moment longer then resumed with the eye drops. They ran down her cheeks like tears. They want her to watch Anya? Fine. C’mon you sadistic bitch. Is that the best you’ve got?

Again that grin from Anya flashed out, and Paige knew it was meant only for her. Breaking eye contact, Anya scrunched up the tape and threw it to the audience. They went after it like a foul ball at a baseball game.

Kerry hung limp while Anya gestured off stage again. The two men returned and, this time, Kerry didn’t fight as they retied her ankles together. When the men left the stage, Anya stroked Kerry’s flank then the pointer came up gently against her ass. Kerry’s head shot up and her whole body stiffened.

“Did I mention that a wooden pointer makes an excellent cane?” Anya asked. She drew back then swung forward as if to deliver a killing blow. At the last second, she slowed down, giving Kerry’s ass a few light taps.

She smiled at the audience. “Ah, fooled you. Kerry here will worry over when I’ll be back to deliver the real deal. That’ll keep her sweating.”

Anya now took position beside Susan, who hung her head as if to hide.

The pointer under her chin lifted her head. “Now, now, now. We want to see your lovely face,” Anya said, oozing with false sincerity. Susan’s eyes, wide before, were now saucers. A constant stream of whimpers, whines, and cries behind her gag forced Anya to speak up to be heard.

“We now come to the final part of the experiment. Unlike Lorena and Kerry, Susan has had her legs spread wide from the start. In addition, while she wears a gag, her eyes are uncovered and there are no ear plugs. Susan knows exactly what will be done. This knowledge generates several new reactions.

“The first one is obvious. The inarticulate sounds she makes are pleadings to be spared her fate. Again, an attempt at control by the slave. Only this time, instead of anger, it is now the first manifestation of terror. Note also the trickle of sweat down the ribcage, an involuntary response to the other slaves’ torments and also a sign of distress. Lastly, the eyes. Pupils dilated, receptors wide open. The senses are heightened. She will intensely feel everything done to her. As the terror reaches new heights, the sensations increase.”

Anya’s nails clicked against each other as they reached toward Susan. The slave’s cries reached a new level. Almost lazily, Anya took a secure grip then, quick as a jackrabbit, yanked off the tape. Susan tossed her head back with a muffled cry.

“One may also take advantage of the slave’s being able to see,” Anya said. “Done correctly, it brings back an element of suspense.”

She crossed to Susan’s left side, held a corner of the tape, and paused. Susan shook her head, the negative sounds from behind her gag quite plain. Anya only smiled then swiftly pulled down. Susan screeched.

But the tape remained on the breast. Anya had faked tearing it off, much like how someone faked throwing a stick for a dog to fetch. An “ahh” from the audience was followed by scattered laughter.

Visibly smug with her deception, Anya said, “The imagined pain produces nearly the same result and throws the slave off her rhythm once in a while. You not only confirm your control of the situation but also give yourself an opportunity to watch her feel the pain again, this time for real.” Business-like and efficient, Anya tore off the tape.

Susan squeezed her eyes shut. Tears fell down her cheeks. Several sobs issued from deep in her throat.

“Some may wonder where we go from here? The slave has attained a high plateau of terror; all the cards from the dom have been played. Save one.” Anya brought the black tip of the pointer just to the side of Susan’s crotch. “Ah, but what a card it is! Susan has certainly not forgotten about it, not after watching Kerry. If nothing else, it’s physical presence on her is a constant reminder. The terror builds anew. Yes, see her eyes reopen, now wider than ever, and the head shake? In this heightened state of terror, the gentlest touch can be just as frightening.”

She placed her hand lightly on Susan’s pussy, and the slave let out what would have been a blood-curdling scream. Anya closed her eyes, savoring the moment. “She is fully within our power. She knows the next move but cannot stop it. And because of that, the fear goes up yet another level. A perfectly terrified creature. Exquisite.”

Anya paused then turned to the audience. She kept her hand between Susan’s legs. “You know, at this time, I’m reminded of the ancient Greeks and their gift of theoretical science, and how, coupled with the applied science from the Romans, that helped create the method we’ve employed today. The sum total of knowledge…I’m sorry, what was that?” Anya dramatically cupped a hand to her ear and leaned toward the audience. “Oh, yes, the slave here. Silly me. You know how we absent-minded sadists are.” She placed a hand on her chest and chuckled. “Forgive me. Where were we? Ah, yes. Now for the finale. But not…Well, you’ll see.”

Full, vicious hand slaps on both Susan’s breasts sent her gagged howls even higher. Before she had a chance to recover from that, Anya reached down toward the tape on her pussy. Instead of tearing the tape off in front, she grabbed it from behind and the suspended slave’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head, her screams continuous.

In a lightning, uninterrupted action, Anya tore the last piece of tape off Susan. Those close enough saw Susan’s engorged nether lips stretch to their limit; her blonde pubic hairs extend straight out then spring back to place.

Susan’s head flew back as she stared at the heavens. Her diaphragm pumped. Arms and legs strained against her bondage and resulted in her muscles standing out in sculptured relief. Her hips shuddered, the undulations continuing outward through the rest of her body. Wave after wave like a flag in a sudden gust of wind. Eventually the storm subsided, and Susan’s head hung limp, like a ship’s sail on a calm sea.

Anya patted Susan on the face then addressed the audience. “Least you think the slave didn’t play a part in her own terror, I submit this to you.” Anya held up the crotch tape for all to see. Its sticky side glistened with Susan’s juices.

Anya bowed to Taylor seated in the front row. “I’d like to thank Master Taylor for allowing me the generous use of these slaves.” Anya led the audience in appreciative applause.

“Everyone is invited back here in a few days for our next topic,” Anya announced.

Up snapped Susan’s head. Her eyes burned Anya.

Anya produced from her lab coat pocket a limp piece of latex with a small air pump at the end. She squeezed the pump several times, and it inflated into a two inch thick, almost foot long, black dildo. “The subject will be: How to properly open your slave for your pleasure. Until then.”

Amidst handclaps and cheers, Anya waved the dildo in Susan’s face. Eyes wide once more, the slave vigorously shook her head, while her cries were drowned out by the audience.

The curtain closed.

A buzz of excitement electrified the audience for several minutes, many discussing what they had just seen. Some glanced Paige’s way, their speculation obvious: What about her? How could they get their own hands on her?

“Yes, they all want you,” Julia said. She bent down and, with great care, removed the eye pincers. “You’ve acquired a rep around here: Princess Bitch. They all want to try you out, measure their strength against yours. Who knows? Maybe one day we’ll make you a community slave. Or you can stay a private one.”

She leaned in while her leather-gloved hands snaked their way behind Paige’s neck. The gag’s buckle loosened and the cum encrusted ring lifted away. Julia stroked Paige’s sore cheeks.

“We shared something in the dungeon your first day here,” she said. “Don’t look away. Don’t act like it didn’t happen. Just tell me the name of your sponsor, and I promise we’ll have even better moments.”

Paige blinked her sore eyelids and worked her jaw. Moments. Yes, have some more moments of nearly being torn apart… screeching at the top of her lungs. Can’t wait to get back to that cell and feel that magic again. Whips firing across the back, ropes squeezing tight, hands…gentle hands… on boundless flights of passion, reaching new heights of ecstasy. And it would be so easy to get there.

Just give Julia a name. She knew which one. Paige scanned the room for Leo, but he wasn’t around. Too bad, Paige would’ve loved to see his reaction when she fingered him, no matter her own personal cost.

Julia smiled and brushed a few stray hairs away from Paige’s face. “Oh, beautiful girl,” she whispered.

Suddenly, Paige flashed on herself turning into little more than a dress up toy for Julia. She could see herself at this woman’s feet, yes, the center of attention, until interest waned and she occupied a space in the box with all the other discarded toys.

Paige cleared her head. No, she couldn’t tell her. She may be destined to a life of slavery but at least it was a life.

“I’m sorry,” Paige said. “I am not your SM Barbie doll.”

Julia transformed from a beguiling temptress to a scorned lover. “You really are a bitch.”

She made a beeline for the nearest door. Back straight. Fists clenched.

Several pair of eyes noted her passing, among them Taylor’s. He politely disengaged himself from a group and strode to Paige.

“You should be mindful of the power you possess,” he said.

“Power? Ha! What power? I’m the one tied up.”

Just then most of the remaining people broke out in applause. Anya had made her entrance, like a Broadway star after a show to a crowd of admirers. They gathered around her. Eager fans hoping she’d acknowledge their adulation.

“Why aren’t you over there too?” Paige asked. “Don’t you want to pick up some interrogation pointers?”

Instead of ignoring the sarcastic remark, Taylor met it head on. “I’d rather watch her practice on you so I can gain some better techniques for torturing you, if I ever get the chance again.”

Oh, shit. He really was turning her over to Anya. After what Paige had just seen, she’d rather be given to Julia. Julia’s methods were physically rough, but Anya dealt in mind fuck. Paige squeezed her eyes shut. A dream, that’s all this was. A bad dream. But Taylor’s hand on her chin told Paige it wasn’t. Out of the frying pan…

“I thought you’d feel that way,” Taylor said. “Let’s get you up.”

He leisurely untied the ropes and head strap and got her to her feet. Paige set her lips in a grim line, all the while, keeping her focus on Anya. The woman basked in the warm compliments from everyone. Yet, her glance strayed to Paige, and their eyes met in unspoken challenge.

Paige refused to break contact. Go ahead and torture me, Paige wanted to say. From Anya’s unflinching gaze came the clear answer – Don’t worry, I will.

When she got away from the last of her fans, Anya gave Paige the once over. Slow, deliberate. Their eyes locked again.

“So, this is the Princess?” Anya said. “Taylor, I sometimes wonder at your liberal methods. You give your slave bitches too much play on their yard leashes.”

Taylor smiled. “But when they try to run away, the rope tightens around their necks extra hard. The lesson is then doubly learned.”

Anya bowed her head in respect. “Yes. You are right. As usual.” She turned her attention back to Paige and casually circled her. “Hmm. Proud, haughty bearing, even when tied up. I love the fire in those eyes. Thick, long hair; we could do something with that. What are these? Nipple clamps? Julia’s touch, I’m sure. Good, firm legs. Do you run, girl?”

“Not when I’m tied up.”

Taylor stiffened. “Anya, please give us a moment.”

Instead of Anya leaving, Taylor grabbed the front of Paige’s rope harness and dragged her away. Folding chairs flew out of the way, like matchsticks in a storm. They reached a deserted corner.

“You’re going to knock it off right now! Anya asked you a polite question, and your attitude embarrasses me.”

“Embarrassed? You? You’re not the one naked in front of stran-”

“You’re a slave. The sooner you accept that reality then the better for you.”

“And if I don’t?”

His hand entwined in Paige’s harness, he lifted her off the floor. His voice low and menacing, he shook her like a rag doll. “Then…you’ll…be…most…sorry!”

Paige’s head bobbed all around. Forget the rack with Julia or even Leo’s physical size and strength. Push Taylor too hard, and he’d tear you limb from limb with his own hands. Fuck, don’t poke the bear.

“You got it?” Taylor said, teeth bared.

Paige gulped.

The shaking started again, but now Paige did it all on her own.

“Did you hear me?” He was practically nose-to-nose with her.

“Y-yes! Yes! Yes, Sir!” Paige fought to control her quavering voice. Don’t start crying. Oh, god, no…

The tears flowed down her cheeks like a flood.

Taylor didn’t manhandle or threaten Paige again, but he didn’t hold her close to help stop the tears either. Instead, he waited for the worse to pass, then, while Paige still struggled to get it under control, he brought her back to Anya.

“Chastising a slave tends to get one’s blood boiling, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Especially when one sees so much potential wasted,” Taylor said. He paused, getting his own emotions in line. “This slave will answer all your questions now.”

“Except THE one, yes? That’s fine. For now, I’ll accept an answer to my first question.”

Paige sniffled. Huh? What question?

“Do you run, girl? Do you jog?”

Silence.

“Paige,” Taylor warned.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” The tears started again but not so bad now. She fought them back. “Yes. Yes, Ma’am.”

Anya tapped her own chin in thought. “Hmmm. Excellent. Maybe Taylor will unbind your feet so you can follow me.”

Taylor untied Paige’s ankles. Anya didn’t even leash Paige as she left the room. She didn’t need to. Paige followed close on her heels, her bare feet and tiny steps slapping against the floor in counterpoint to the mistress’s long heeled strides.

She licked away the salt from her tears. Yes, give her this woman or even Julia. Anyone. Yes, anyone. Just keep her away from that man.




Chapter Six

Milady’s Revenge

Anya led the way down the hallway with Paige close at her heels despite her own mincing steps. She sniffed a couple of times, leftovers from her crying jag in the meeting hall.

Faster, Anya, faster! The more distance between herself and…that man…the better. She would gladly take whatever tortures Anya dreamed up, just don’t let Taylor touch her.

Suddenly Anya stopped. A quick swipe of her finger found its way to Paige’s vaginal lips. It shone in her juices.

Anya held her fingertip up and sniffed. “Ah, the smell of fear.”

Her tongue quickly dabbed at her finger. Anya’s lips curled upward as she savored the delectation, then she licked her lips at Paige.

A cold fear turned Paige’s stomach, and her mouth went dry. Confronted now with the prospect of bedding with a woman, Paige did what her sex was famous for, she changed her mind. Give her Taylor! Let her deal with the known quantity of his terrifying physical strength, his rough hands, and thrusting cock. Oh sure, she had imagined herself with a woman from time to time, but now, faced with the reality, Paige was forced to the edge of panic. Julia’s proposal was more of a ‘flavor-of-the-month’ deal, a relationship founded on control until the novelty wore away. This one with Anya was not only control but outright sexual use. Anya’s smile said, “I’m not going to just interrogate and torture you. You’re my fuck toy.”

Paige took a half-step back. Taylor. Taylor!

But Taylor was nowhere around. Anya laughed and motioned for Paige to follow; her smile now an all-knowing grin. She led Paige down a wing she hadn’t seen yet. Strange, she had the run of the whole lodge before but had never gone exploring in the house. Most of her time was spent outdoors, as if she sensed she would spend a lot of her future inside. Far inside. They passed a window, and Paige focused on the natural light spilling through it as if she were trying to soak up as much sunshine as possible, hide it in a corner of her mind and remember it when things got too dark. Who knew when she would see it again?

Instead, about halfway down the long hallway, Anya turned left through an archway decorated in blue and white silk. Like Taylor’s quarters, the soft call of birds wafted through another door that opened onto a veranda. A banana chair beckoned to sun worshippers. But it was to another archway on the right that Anya directed Paige.

The bedroom. Of course. And Leo awaited her. Silent as usual, he untied Paige and, without pause, lay her on the bed, retying her spread-eagle on the firm mattress. The cool, white sheets quickly warmed under Paige’s heat. The soft pillows contoured to her head. Leo placed a small, round pillow under her ass, elevating her pussy.

Paige frowned. What was this? Tied face up? Her pussy made available? Wasn’t she going to go down on Anya? Made to “worship” her as so many other mistresses did to their own slaves, unless Leo was going to have her. That made sense. His erection nearly burst through his shorts. Anya was going to watch.

Leo tested the knots: ankles, upper thighs, waist, elbows, and wrists. He adjusted the pillow under Paige’s ass.

Paige’s jaw set. Here it comes.

Leo turned his back and left.

Paige let out a small cry. Where was he going?

She lay there, unable to figure out this little game. All right, no man. Then what? Anya using her own hand? Other possibilities ran through Paige’s thoughts. Would she be left here all night to stew in her own juices? Perhaps a small egg-shaped vibrator jammed up her pussy and left on all night so she orgasmed herself into exhaustion? What, what? Give her an answer!

The answer came when Anya pushed aside the silk curtains and stood in the archway. Gone were her lab coat and all other pieces of clothing. Her long fingers picked at her severe hair bun until it loosened, the locks falling about her shoulders. She stepped into the room and, from a bureau drawer, withdrew a strap-on dildo, patiently fitting it around her.

“You were expecting a beast of a man,” Anya said. “Don’t deny it, I can tell from your face.” SNAP. SNAP. She connected the leather straps for the dildo over her hips. “Men certainly serve their purpose. Not much of one, but there are times when only the real thing will do.” She drew two straps between her legs then up to her waist in back. SNAP. SNAP. “I have yet to find one that can match the endurance of this.” She adjusted the dildo’s placement over her crotch.

Paige stared at the tool in wonder. Jesus, it looked so natural! The shading of purple on the helmet was perfect. Blue veins traced here and there along the shaft. Its size was respectable but not gargantuan like so many others. Wait a minute, what were those between Anya’s legs? Two artificial testicles? When Anya touched them, they moved!

She climbed onto the bed and positioned herself between Paige’s legs. The life-like dildo grazed her wet lips.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve enjoyed a nice, casual rape,” Anya said. “Or maybe you’d prefer a more frenzied approach?”

Paige grit her teeth. “I imagine you’ll do whatever you want.”

Anya smiled. Her hand slid slowly back and forth on the shaft. “Whatever it is, just remember, this thing never goes limp.”

The phallus invaded her and Paige gasped. It was warm! No, no! Give her a cold, plastic dildo! Give her something that told her this wasn’t real but not this object that looked like, almost acted like the real thing, yet wasn’t.

Down, down it plunged then withdrew glistening in Paige’s own juices. Anya’s hips drove forward again and again, not as powerful as a man’s but with a style that bespoke a definite knowledge of how to drive a woman wild. Slow at first, then faster, taking Paige closer to the edge with each thrust.

Anya’s hands landed on either side of Paige, her arms twin poles. She stayed poised above, while the hip action slowed, and yet her eyes never left Paige. They drilled into her while Anya opted for a slower approach. She pushed deeper still until Paige felt the ersatz balls slapping against her. Anya’s breath flowed over Paige’s face.

Paige’s jaw went slack. Come on, c’mon! Do it. Don’t make me beg.

Anya’s mouth covered hers. Two tongues pushed at each other like combatants, swirled and danced like lovers, and then resumed their unseen battle. Back and forth they warred until a deep thrust from Anya’s dildo distracted Paige. The mistress’s tongue pushed the slave’s down and kept it there. On top outside, on top inside.

Paige tore her mouth away. No, can’t let her do this! Air. Need air. That’s the excuse. Don’t let this happen, don’t let her win. You’re stronger than she is, you can handle her domination and thus control her. Let her think she’s won. Pretend but don’t give in.

Paige’s body had other ideas.

Oh, no, not that. Please, please hold off. Don’t…don’t…NO!

The convulsions came on like gangbusters. One second, not even a blip on the radar screen, then next, they were all Paige knew. Her whole body shook with the force of making up for all the wimpy orgasms she had alone in bed during Taylor’s control of her. If it weren’t for the web of rope tying her down to the bed, she would have thrown Anya onto the floor. As it was, the only thing she could do was scream and toss her head.

“Oh, god. Don’t…you goddam bitch! Oh, please, more, more. You shit, you…More! Don’t do this…I can’t…just who do you think you…oh, fuck. Fuck!”

Anya lay on top of her, either to help calm Paige down or to hang on for safety sake. She stroked Paige’s sweat covered brow, uncurled her fists, and entwined their fingers. Their cheeks touched, and her lips rained light kisses over her victim.

“Shh. Shh, darling. Yes, it is terrible, isn’t it? You can’t control yourself. Wanting to submit and hating it at the same time. Yes. Yes, I know. And to think this is only our first session together. Just wait. Wait until I really know how to torture you. When I put you to the Question, all this will seem a pleasant dream. Shh.”

Paige shook her head. More? There would be more? But her thrashings subsided like so many tremors after an earthquake. She managed to finally control her breathing. It’s over now. Good. Safe now. She can push that thing in again. We’re ready for it! Go ahead, go…What? What in the hell is she doing?

Anya’s hand sneaked down between her legs. She gave a quick squeeze.

Paige threw back her head and let out a cross between a croak and a scream. Oh no! It can’t be…imposs—

Liquid squirted up her pussy, a concentrated, stiff flow that slackened off with every succeeding spurt. Warm, like the real thing, yet different too. It was more watery, but the flow itself no less intense. It was what all male orgasms should be. Finally, it petered out, and Paige fought to reduce the pounding in her ears.

Anya stroked Paige’s sticky forehead. “Ever feel anything like that before?”

Paige closed her eyes. Her mouth still dry, she couldn’t answer. Anya started to thrust again and brought Paige to orgasm much quicker. Then she did it again and again. Just when Paige felt she couldn’t go on, Anya pushed her just that much further. By her fourth orgasm, Paige was little more than a rag doll. Her eyes glazed over and rolled back in her head.

Can’t take…much more. Rest. Need rest. Please, not any more. Oh, please…

Her body shuddered again responding to stimuli over which she had no control. The ropes pressed in all around her, and Paige’s muscles clenched in simultaneous ecstasy and exhausted pain. Her embattled spirit rode it out though, reaching new heights, and then she came falling down, down, down to earth, hitting her body with a heavy jolt. Her head lolled to one side, dimly aware of Anya’s own sweat soaked body on top of hers.

With the assault over, the phallus rested inside her. Paige didn’t trust it to stay still though. All it took was just a little move from Anya, a subtle shift to a more comfortable position, and once more, Paige would climb those terrible heights.

But Anya didn’t move, at least, not too much at first. She kissed the tip of Paige’s wet nose. “Think about what I want you to tell me then meet me on the veranda.”

Anya slipped away, the dildo too, now shiny in Paige’s juices, smelling of her deep submission. Anya paused at the bureau and rang a tiny silver bell. Leo reentered the suite. Anya softly spoke to him then strode out to the pleasant evening.

Alone with the brute. He climbed on the bed with her, his erection still as large as ever. Yep, this was his time. He was coming for the leftovers.

Leo regarded her and then untied a knot at Paige’s left wrist. Finished with that, he then went to work on the others.

Paige frowned. Wait a minute; he wasn’t going to rape her? But he seemed preoccupied as he kept untying her, and his glance strayed to the door. The erection in his pants was still there, bigger than before.

It dawned on her. “You…You want Anya, don’t you?” Paige croaked.

Leo paused only for a moment. “You probably imagine that you’re quite perceptive,” he said. “That can be a blessing or a curse. I’ve got everyone else here thinking I don’t like her.”

“Don’t you?”

“Who I like is none of your business. For now.”

Paige frowned. “You mean it may be later?”

“Only if you decide to take a chance.”

Leo coolly began coiling ropes. “I like quality, be they a place, a thing, or a person. Until I get it, I don’t stop. When I get my prize, I keep it.”

A tiny thrill flushed through Paige. Leo’s speech was what a well-read, educated person would use. There was an active mind with a determined drive in that muscular frame. “You don’t strike me as slave material for Anya.”

Leo finished with the last coil of rope and tossed it onto the dresser. He folded his sizable arms, a thundercloud of anger on his face.

“I most certainly am not her slave! Do you see a collar around my neck? I am an apprentice master.”

He seemed as if he wanted to say something more. Paige held her breath, but then he turned to leave. He paused at the archway. “She’s waiting for you.”

Slowly, Paige regained her strength. She found herself as weak as a newborn babe, as when Taylor had ordered Julia to release her from the rack. But in the dungeon, Taylor helped Paige recover. No such thing now.

Paige set her jaw in determination. Stand up. Don’t crawl. Lock the knees if you have to, but don’t give Anya the pleasure of seeing you beaten down. There. We’re up now. Good. First step. Next step. Another. We’re doing it!

Like a stiff robot, Paige got through the archway, the silk curtains trailing over her shoulders. Her movements smoothed somewhat as she crossed the main room, yet her leg muscles protested every step.

She grit her teeth. Hang on! Don’t fall. Not on your hands and knees. There’s the bitch, lounging in a padded metal recliner as if nothing has happened. Through the archway to the veranda, stand next to her now. No other place to sit. Except on her lap. Fat chance! What about the hard ground? Decide. Can’t stay up any longer.

Paige collapsed next to the recliner. She gripped its side, refusing to fall the rest of the way.

Anya watched the stars twinkling in the early evening sky. Paige couldn’t help but admire her naked, taut form in the last rays of the dying sun. On the far side of the recliner, near Anya’s head hung the strap-on, still straight as ever but canted at a downward angle, like a man’s after it had emptied its load.

“Wondering how it shot into you, right?” Anya said with a smile. “Simple really. The balls are filled with fluid. All I had to do was squeeze them like a pump.”

Paige remembered Anya’s hand disappearing between her legs. “But it was warm too,” she said. “How did –?”

“Just a micro battery feeding a small heat coil in the cock. It comes complete with an on-off switch. See?” Anya turned it over. A little, black knob was nestled between the balls. “I picked it up in Denmark along with a few other things. Maybe you’ll help me test them.”

Paige let her head sag. “Oh, sure. I can’t wait.”

Anya laughed, placing her hand on Paige’s head. “Taylor was right. You are fun. We can keep on having fun, if you’ll answer one thing for me.”

Paige sighed. “I know. Who’s my sponsor? Haven’t any of you figured out?“

“Yes, yes, we know. It was your boyfriend, or that couple, or some dark stranger you met. None of them make sense, and you know it. No, this organization just doesn’t go around snatching people off the streets. Recommendations are made. Prospects studied. Aptitude tested.”

“Funny. I don’t remember taking any test.”

Anya withdrew her hand. She sat up. “Don’t be a smartass, Paige. I expect it of those other three that were brought with you, especially Susan. But it’s beneath you.”

Paige felt stung. Out of all the physical tortures she had suffered, Anya’s reproach hurt the most. Why? What did she care what Anya thought? Was she attracted to this woman? Hell, no! But the more Paige fought down her feelings, the more confusion reigned.

“I don’t really understand your stubbornness,” Anya said. “Tell us what we want to know and nothing really will change. You’ll still be a slave, of course, disciplined and punished, but in a way you’ll enjoy.”

“You mean punished the way you’ll enjoy,” Paige said.

“I will no matter what. We sadists are like that. The question is whether you’ll join me. So? Tell me.”

It would be so easy to give them something, a plausible made up story instead of how she was really kidnapped here. But Paige couldn’t, not if she wanted to live. If they found out they had a real abductee, and if Paige ever got away, it would be all their heads on a chopping block. She had nearly told Julia, but if she had, her situation would only be worse than it was now.

“I can’t,” she said.

Anya smiled. She didn’t lose her temper like Julia. Yet her assuredness, her calm response, was just as frightening.

“Yes, you can. I just have to find the right method of getting it out of you. Don’t worry, I have a few ideas.”

Anya rang the silver bell again. Leo returned. He collected Paige with a snap of a leash on her collar and led her out, back through the central atrium, and down to the dungeon cell with the red circle. Paige was thankful it wasn’t the cell with the rack, but knew somehow, Anya would use that one if necessary. Yet, there was plenty of space in this present one for whatever instruments Anya cared to use. For now though, Paige was left alone as Leo clanged the door shut, and the cell plunged into darkness.

She stood still, allowing her eyes to adjust. Shadowy, blue light filtered in through the high, barred window. Paige squinted. There was the pallet and the dangling chains. The concrete walls and floor turned a deep, dull gray while the door’s dark metal rivets gave off only a pinprick of reflected light.

Good, no bumping into things, no stubbed toes. But it sure was a step down from her old suite. Yeah, several steps down. Well, big surprise. The way she had acted, it wasn’t like they would let her stay up there forever with the beautiful people.

Laughter drifted through the window. A few words followed, but Paige didn’t understand them. More laughter. She stood on tiptoe at the window.

Nope. It was too high, she was too short, and the angle too steep. What if she stretched her arms up to the ledge and pulled herself up? Still too short. Then jump.

Paige’s strong legs coiled then sprang upwards. Her hands flew above the ledge with plenty of space to spare. She grunted while her fingers clawed for the stout metal bars. Got them! Now pull. Up. Up. Use the legs. Get in a crouching position against the wall. Feet flat. Good.

A group of four people headed her way, two men and two women, just out for a moonlight stroll, whips in hand. Paige sniffed. Probably looking to capture any stray slaves. Yeah, right. Like any slave around here could get out and run loose. Besides, if she had run into a group like this, they would have left her alone anyway, Taylor’s orders, no doubt. But they were closer now, and Paige clearly heard them.

“Hey, what was the deal with the one tied to the chair?” asked a woman.

“You mean the one who couldn’t close her mouth or eyes?” a man said.

“No, stupid, the one sitting next to her. Who else?”

Another man answered. “Where have you been? That was the Princess Bitch.”

“That was her? Did you see the way Taylor shook her? I thought he was going to kill her.”

“It’s not often he gets that angry,” said a fifth person who brought up the rear.

Milady? Paige would recognize that English voice anywhere. What was Milady doing with a group of doms?

All the others turned and faced her. Their actions suggested she commanded a deep respect.

“She nearly didn’t get here,” Milady continued. “She managed to escape twice, the second time just before we took off. We almost decided to let her go.”

Paige’s ears pricked up. “We”? Was Milady at the landing strip too?

The man who had named Paige the “Princess Bitch” gave a short laugh. “Sure, Milady. The day a slave escapes is the day they pick a new arbiter.”

“That day might be closer than you think.”

The group paused. Even in the dark light, Paige saw surprise on their faces.

The man gave a short laugh. “Yeah, right, Milady. And the Easter Bunny lives!”

Everyone laughed as they strolled away.

Paige let go of the bars and landed on her feet. She paced her cell. “Princess Bitch”! She had heard the name before regarding herself, of course, but that was when she was reacting to Taylor’s handling of her. She was a bitch? Like someone once said, they ain’t seen nothing yet!

“I’m not eating this shit!”

The wooden bowl filled with gruel bounced off Leo’s shoulder then clattered against the wall. It left a greasy smudge on his shoulder. He hadn’t even tried to duck.

“Rough night, huh?” he said. He pointed at the bowl. “You’ve got ‘til three. One.”

Paige placed her hands on her hips and smirked.

“Two.”

Let’s just see who outlasts whom here.

“Three.” Still no move from Paige. Leo nodded. “All right. Just remember this. All those others, Taylor, Julia, even Anya, they play games.”

Leo turned on his heel and clanged the door behind him.

Paige held still for a few moments, expecting Leo to barge back in, his arm wielding a whip. Waited. Waited. Humph. All bluster. She turned away from the door.

Clang! Bang! Paige spun around. Here came Leo with Milady close on his heels. They bore down on her, threw Paige on the pallet, practically sat on her while two men carried several big and bulky things into the cell. They screwed and latched them together while Paige fought against Leo and Milady’s combined weights and iron grips.

“Bullies!” Paige yelled and tossed her head. “Afraid of a fair fight?”

It stayed an unfair fight, too. Leo and Milady kept Paige pinned while the men finished their task. Bolts were pushed through holes; an electric drill tightened down the nuts. Then all four of them grabbed a limb. They lifted a struggling, hissing Paige onto the contraption.

Her arms were stretched out at right angles and strapped down to sturdy wood boards. Likewise, her legs were secured in an open scissors position while her back and ass rested against hard, wide planks. More straps criss-crossed between her breasts while another pair of straps ran from side to side, above and below her breasts, making them appear almost divorced from her body.

Paige’s fingers clawed at the air, her legs and shoulders strained. Nothing. No give at all. And with her breasts so prominently displayed, she knew what was coming next.

“So, it’s clothespin nipple time?” she said, her hostility plain, “or a fuckin’ wax rainbow? Big deal.”

Leo nodded once at Milady who led the men out of the cell.

“I said I don’t play games.”

Milady returned with another bowl. She dipped a plastic spoon in it and held it up. It dripped with gruel. She smiled. “Open up.”

Paige’s mouth dropped open, not in acceptance of the greasy food, but astonishment at their one-track minds. “Oh, no. No fucking way!” she shouted. “Not even pigs eat that.”

“Pigs do eat it,” Leo said calmly. “So do slaves.”

“Come on now,” Milady said. The spoon closed on Paige’s mouth. “Take it like a good girl.”

Paige closed her mouth tight, turned her head away, and closed her eyes. Strapped down, legs spread, and they want her to be good?

Something metallic pressed against Paige’s lips. The sudden cold made her gasp and her eyes fly open. What was that? A ringgag? Oh, fuck, a mouth spreader! She tried to speak. “No. N-”

But the metal bars were already past her teeth. Paige attempted to dislodge it, first with her tongue, then by shaking her head. The lower bar angled in and pressed down on the tongue, robbing her of the first option, while Milady’s hands held Paige’s head in a vise-like grip and took care of that one, too.

The metal curled around both sides of Paige’s face. Leather gags were soft and warm. You could bite down on them. Not this magnificent monster. Wherever it went in her mouth, Paige was forced to give way. No mercy.

Click. Click, click, click. Her jaw opened just a little then a bit more. More. Click. Goose pimples rose on her skin. Click click. Wide open now.

“That should do it,” Milady said.

A couple more straps wound about Paige’s head; one across the brow and the other under her chin. No turning her head again. This was getting to be a habit.

“I told you, all the others play games,” Leo said. “I don’t.”

Milady plopped a spoonful of gruel in Paige’s mouth like so much slop.

“You all right here?” Leo said to Milady.

Milady smiled and nodded. “Oh, I’m doing excellent, sir.” She dropped another spoonful on top of the first one.

Leo bent down to Paige. “You can either start swallowing or Milady will stick a feeding tube down your throat. Your choice.”

Paige hacked. A few drops flew out and barely missed Milady. One or two more drops dribbled down Paige’s chin.

“No games, Paige,” Leo said.

Paige held his gaze for a moment, and her throat action indicated she had complied with Leo’s suggestion. Yes, she could do without a feeding tube.

Leo straightened and turned to Milady. “Can you spare the time to feed her later today?”

Milady’s smile only got wider. “I’ll make the time.”

“Good. Anya is demanding my help with the other three.” He started for the door then stopped. “Don’t let her loose when you’re done. She might stick a finger down her throat and vomit. Clear, First Slave?”

“Yes, sir.”

Leo nodded and then left. The door clanged shut.

Milady held up the spoon. Her cultured English accent took on a tenor of menace. “One screw up, just one thing I don’t like, and you’ll find yourself in a real pig sty. Got it?”

Paige slowly blinked her eyes in reply.

“I’ll take that as a yes. Here you go.”

Another spoonful found its way into Paige’s mouth.

“Swallow. I said, swallow!”

Paige worked her throat and down it went.

“Very good.”

Plop. Plop. Gulp. Milady shoveled it in, her delicate fingers wiping off the flecks that stuck to Paige’s chin.

Milady smiled. “Ah, revenge is sweet.”




Chapter Seven

Julia’s Proposal

Milady thoroughly enjoyed feeding Paige. All the insults, all the name calling that Milady endured, came back to roost with Paige. She never employed the same tactics as Paige; such just wasn’t Milady’s style. Her proper English accent never uttered one foul word or disparaging name, but if Paige demonstrated the slightest reluctance in eating the gruel, Milady took immediate action.

Her sharp nails pinched Paige’s nipples or her exposed vaginal lips. An open palm slapped defenseless breasts, once so hard the red outline of her hand remained. Eventually, Milady brought a quirt into play, not only to save her hand but also to drive home the discipline.

“You’re not swallowing again,” Milady said, calm and quiet.

Swish. Thwick! Thin blades cut across her pale legs’ flesh.

Paige squeezed her eyes shut. Don’t choke now. Get some more of that slop down you.

Milady swung the quirt around to the other leg.

Swallow! You can do it!

Up went the quirt.

Paige forced her throat into action. Gurgle, glug.

The quirt froze. “Ah, you’re getting the message. Just a couple more spoonfuls and we’re done.”

The quirt fell away. It dangled from Milady’s wrist.

Milady scraped the bowl clean, turning the spoon over in Paige’s mouth, making her tongue lick off everything. Paige managed to down the last bit with a minimum of trouble.

Milady removed the mouth spreader, gathered herself up, and left Paige bound to the chair as Leo had ordered. What’s more, she tightened the straps under Paige’s chin, locking her mouth closed. But she did leave a chamber pot strategically placed underneath Paige’s pussy. Just after Milady exited, Paige availed herself of the creature comfort.

Hours dragged by, and Paige became intimately familiar with the minutia of her surroundings; how many rivets there were in the door(sixty-six), how many times she heard feet outside in the hall (four), whip strokes in the cells on either side of her (she lost track after three-hundred), and screams (too many to count).

Paige knew the voices; she had masturbated and fallen asleep to them many times. There were Lorena’s high-pitched, almost unceasing wails; Kerry’s staccato cries; and Susan’s explosive, angry shouts. At one point, all three reached a crescendo of symphonic torture, and then suddenly went silent. A few minutes later, the cell door slowly swung open.

It was Anya, dressed in athletic shoes, black tights, and a red, light bathrobe. Loosely belted, the robe covered her breasts while a sheen glistened between them. She gave herself a quick wipe with a towel.

“That certainly got my heart going this morning. Your three friends know how to give a girl a workout.” She smiled. “I’ve got some other things to do today, no reason why you can’t tag along. How does that sound?”

Paige growled. How about shoving that smile right up your-

“Good. I’ll see you upstairs. Oh, Leo-”

Leo appeared in the doorway, right behind Anya. “Yes, ma’am?”

Anya gave a little jump. “How do you always do that? Never mind. Get this slave ready. I want her mobile but tightly restrained. Remember that discussion we had earlier?”

“Only too well, ma’am.”

“Good. Take those ideas and use them here. The-” Anya placed her arms straight down behind her, “-and the-” she covered her crotch with her hand.

Leo nodded, the bulge in his shorts obvious once again.

“Good. I’ll go freshen up.” Anya patted Leo’s cheek on her way out.

Once free of the feeding chair, Paige’s muscles trembled. It wasn’t the pins and needles recovery sensation from rope bondage, but the debilitating effect was the same. She tried to stand, but Paige’s legs buckled, and her arms barely broke her fall. Leo seized the moment to lace her up in a shiny, black arm binder.

Paige gasped, docilely submitting to it. What good would her struggling do? Already weakened, with no where to run, what was the use? Just try to hang on for the ride. There go the laces. Pull, squeeze, compress. Elbows touching, arms one piece now. Push those breasts out. Now the shoulder straps, flipped over both shoulders, crossed in front. Hobble strap next. Smooth leather wrapped around each ankle giving only two feet for tiny steps. Next? Oh, mustn’t forget the chastity belt. On it goes, the leather covered steel announcing her lowly status and, at the same time, her unavailable state, just the thing to be paraded in front of everyone.

“What’s with the blush?” Leo asked. A finger ran down one of her cheeks. “You’re not suddenly getting shy?”

Paige gulped. “No, it’s not that. I just wish…oh, forget it.”

“You know, the more you flail, the further you drive people away. You started with Julia, then Taylor, and Anya, who gave you to me, and then I turned you over to Milady. That doesn’t strike me as your stock going up.”

He checked the chastity belt and arm binder fastenings while Paige stared straight ahead. Her status went from beside the seat of power, even if she had knelt to it, to not even feeding herself.

Anya’s suite was also her office where plans were formed for testing torturous theories, sketches drawn for new equipment, and a slave’s fate decided.

Anya sat behind an ornate, French Colonial desk. True to her word, she “freshened up” in a crisp, white, button down shirt, gray jodhpurs, and black, spiked heel riding boots. A riding crop lay in front of a laptop computer although it was an item behind the computer that captured Paige’s attention.

A large, framed photograph hung on the wall. It was Anya, dressed much like she was now, whipping a female slave. Aside from a partial view of the slave’s tit, hip, and leg, it was all Anya. Her eyebrows were narrowed in concentration, as if she were aiming for one particular spot. Her legs were positioned to achieve the best balance for her swing. Arm muscles were tight, and the elbow was locked in full extension. Loose hair fell on one side while her lips formed a queer, Mona Lisa smile. The other hand held a smoking branding iron. She was also naked.

“You like?” Anya said, not even looking up from her laptop.

Paige couldn’t help herself. “It’s stunning.”

Anya raised her head. “Ah, honesty. I didn’t expect it from you. A good omen.”

“I’ve always been honest with you.”

“Hmmph. You’re so truthful, that’s why you’re tied up in front of me.”

Paige shrugged, or what passed for one since she was bound. “I was under the impression that I would be no matter what.”

“True. But as I said before, there are different degrees. I could give you pleasure or just outright pain. Either way, it doesn’t matter to me, it’s all the same.” Anya leaned back in her chair with that Mona Lisa smile.

Suddenly, Paige felt quite vulnerable in front of this woman and of her helplessness to do anything about it. Turn away, move about. You aren’t stuck to the floor. She shifted her feet.

“Don’t you move!” Anya said.

Her command stopped Paige cold.

Anya leaned forward, elbows on the desk; hands under her chin. Her grim expression told Paige they were about to get down to business.

“Last chance, slave,” the mistress said. “Tell me what I want to know.”

Paige’s head sagged. Part of her was ready to end it, confess, and suffer the consequences. But another part of her said “Are you crazy?”

She raised her head. “Fuck off,” Paige quietly said.

Anya laughed. “Good, you aren’t going to ruin my fun. And you aren’t going to hurt my feelings like you did with Julia.” She clicked a button on her laptop.

“What does your file say?” Anya scrolled through Paige’s background. “Masochist, we already knew that…stubborn, big surprise…willful, intelligent, creative, yes, yes. It’s all very thorough, quite incisive, and completely useless.” She slammed the laptop shut. Anya’s fingers tapped on the plastic case while she stared out the window. Suddenly, the tapping stopped, and her lips set in a straight line. She stood up with a slight jerk and came around the desk.

“You are my shadow. Follow me wherever I go. When I’m involved in some discipline, you always stand where I can see you. Simple, yes?”

Now it was Paige’s turn to laugh. “Ha! That’s all? Just follow you around? Lady, I can do that standing on my head. Just when do you – shit!”

Anya’s crop tip smacked just under Paige’s eye.

She had remained calm in the face of Paige’s mockery, quietly gathering up the leash and the riding crop from the desk. Paige reflexively tried to jump back, but Anya’s tight hold on the leash prevented that, and the crop stayed put.

“Always tough as nails, aren’t you?” Anya whispered. “Well, the Japanese have a proverb: `The nail that stands up is the one that’s beaten down.’”

Instead of going back down to the dungeon, Anya led Paige outside, along a smooth concrete path. Anya’s boot heels clicked while Paige fought to keep up, the hobble strap forcing her to quickly slap, slap, slap her feet on the warm surface. They met up with several men and women. One of them, dressed in a pilot’s uniform, was Julia.

Paige sensed Anya stiffen, but she was all smiles. “Nice of you to join us, Julia. But aren’t you scheduled for a flight?”

“I’ve got a couple of hours yet,” Julia smoothly replied. “I thought I’d see what new evil you’ve cooked up.”

Anya shrugged. “Suit yourself. Just don’t be late for take off. It wouldn’t look good having one of the triumvirate get sloppy in their job.”

“Yes, I know,” Julia replied with a touch of acid. “After all, I have you to thank for my pilot’s license.”

Paige glanced from one to the other. These two were more than mere rivals; they were outright antagonists. Apparently, Anya had something to do with Julia getting her wings. But why? Jealousy? That had to be it. The position would keep Julia, who was a threat to Anya’s position, busy with something else. And all those hours flying did cut into one’s SM play time. Can’t stay sharp if you don’t exercise your craft. Another way to keep the peace was to make sure the two belligerents stayed separated. When they did meet, even through a thin veneer of cordiality and crocodile smiles, Paige sensed sparks, sparks to a bomb ready to explode.

“Paige!” Anya jerked on the leash. “Wasn’t the ringgag yesterday enough for you? Maybe I should tie you down spread-eagle in the atrium and have a few random cocks shoved up your ass?”

“No. No, ma’am.”

“Then pay attention.”

Paying attention meant following close behind Anya while everyone else followed her. They rounded a corner and came upon the outdoor bondage equipment, Leo standing guard over one draped in a sheet.

Anya halted next to it. Everyone formed a half-circle, and Anya unsnapped Paige’s leash.

Paige locked her knees. Go ahead, make me.

Anya crossed her arms. “What did I tell you, Shadow?” She pointed to a spot just outside the half-circle’s arc.

One half step. A second. Paige found herself slightly apart from the group, Julia nearest to her. She planted her feet and scowled. All right bitch, you happy?

But Anya had already moved on to other matters. Leo took position behind the sheet and, at a sign from Anya, pulled it away, like a statue unveiling.

Paige gasped. So did everyone else.

It was Lorena, arms and legs spread on a St. Andrews cross, which would have been enough but for the integrated additions. A dildo was attached to a rod pointed upwards, just barely touching her pussy lips while at the other end, the rod terminated in a large, black box. Several wires came out of the box, snaking alongside Lorena’s legs. Two ended in small, white adhesive pads on her stomach, a pair of red ones on her chest, and another set of blue on the cranium. Two wires ran along either outstretched arm then split off into ten cylindrical pads that slipped over each finger.

“You all know how much I enjoy inducing terror in a slave,” Anya said, stroking Lorena’s head. “But there’s a saying: `Too much of a good thing’. So Lorena’s discipline today is aimed at getting those runaway emotions under control although not too much. Leo.”

The big man stepped around the contraption, a tawse in hand. Lorena’s breathing quickened.

The black box whirred. The dildo shot up into her pussy. Lorena threw her head back and cried out.

“Relax, Lorena, relax,” Anya said. “Remember that book I read to you? Don’t let your fear rule you. Embrace it. Make it your aphrodisiac.”

Leo’s arm came down lightning quick. Thwack! Thwack! A blow on each of Lorena’s inner thighs brought her cries even higher. Oddly though, the dildo retreated but not all the way.

Anya addressed the group. “The sensors on the slave’s body measure physiological responses; increased heat, respiration, and so on. The higher the response, the greater the machine’s reaction. Only when she is calm will the impalement stop.”

“Isn’t that like a double-edged sword?” Julia asked. “A masochist would keep the machine going thus defeating the purpose.”

Anya pressed her lips. “Correct, but only if the subject is a masochist,” she said in a clipped tone. “Lorena hasn’t admitted to those tendencies yet, so the procedure is viable.”

The students nodded except for Julia who only shrugged.

Paige’s eyes flitted from one to the other. Score one for Mistress Anya. No way was she going to allow anyone to tell her how to do her job. Except maybe Taylor. She had acknowledged his equality when she received Paige from him, but that was only after he made a valid point. As Paige followed her to the next discipline example, she envisioned Anya in a suit of armor with chinks here and there. Little chinks which Paige might take advantage of such as Anya’s jealousy of Julia, and Anya’s own insecurity at losing her position.

Right now though, Anya strutted about as if she had the world on a string. She glanced back to make sure Paige was right behind her. “Ready for the next one?” she asked.

Paige kept her tone rigid and neutral. “Whenever you are.”

Birds sang and the forest growth obscured the sky. The concrete path turned to a well-worn trail of dirt, the soft dust squeezing between Paige’s toes. They ducked through a small, freshly cut opening to the right of the path. Arms bound behind her, Paige nearly lost her balance, but Anya’s hand shot out. She caught one of the armbinder’s shoulder straps and half-dragged Paige through the opening. With a final fling, Paige stumbled and bumped into Milady. But it wasn’t Milady who commanded her attention.

They were near a cliff’s edge, and Susan hung upside down from a high, curved metal arm. Thick rope ran from her bound ankles through a system of pulleys underneath the metal arm and wound about a small winch. More rope around the knees, waist, wrists, arms, and chest squashed any hope of escape. A red ball gag head harness encircled her head and invaded her mouth while her blonde hair grazed the ground. Her large, saucer-like eyes danced about, perhaps seeking a potential rescuer.

What she got instead was Anya. “Susan is making progress in her lessons but still has trouble controlling her temper. One such incident occurred this morning. Can anyone say why this form of discipline was chosen?”

No one spoke for a moment. “Bound solitude to consider her sins?” guessed one woman. “Public humiliation?” ventured another.

Anya shook her head to both. “If bound solitude, why not leave her in her cell? If public humiliation, why not the atrium? Anyone else care to try?” She turned to Paige. “How about you?”

Paige shook her head. Oh, no. Don’t play this game.

“Not even one little guess?” Anya inquired. “I might loosen that armbinder. It must be hot.”

Paige blinked away a fly buzzing too close to her. Oh, you’d love that, wouldn’t you? Make a guess. Next time she asks you something, it would be just that much easier to answer. And the time after that, right up to the question she really wants answered.

Paige remained quiet as if she were gagged.

Instead of frowning at Paige’s silent defiance, Anya smiled. “Good, you’re living up to my hope for us. But back to other things.”

She nodded to Milady, who stood behind the winch and pressed a button. The motor whirred, coughed a couple of times and, jerkily, lifted Susan up higher. Halfway up, the winch lurched.

Susan’s eyes got wider.

“Uummph! Eieieimmph!”

The winch lurched again. Susan fell back a couple of feet, breasts bouncing in her semi-freefall.

“Ooohmph! Ooohmph! Aiaiaimph!”

Anya sighed. “I keep telling Taylor to replace this old equipment. Men just don’t listen.” She looked up at Susan. “How are you doing there, honey?”

“Eieieimmmph!”

When Susan’s feet were a few inches below the pulley, her head well above everyone else, Milady stopped the winch. Susan’s body shook, trying to get loose like Harry Houdini in one of his upside-down escapes. Only Houdini didn’t have Anya as a bondage mistress.

“I suggest you stop that,” Anya said. “Those ropes are the only things keeping you safe.”

Susan twisted around, her eyes still wide, stomach pumping. “Uummph. Errmphh!”

“Try to get your breathing under control too,” Anya said. “Pass out and you’ll wake up in a certain bed I told you about.”

“Urruhh! Urruhh!” Susan vigorously shook her head and then, except for a little swaying back and forth, kept still. She only whimpered as her eyes glanced ever downward to the ground.

Anya idly twirled a finger through Susan’s hanging hair. “If you haven’t already guessed, this slave has a fear of heights. Find out your slave’s weakness and make the most of it. Now, it appears that Susan has learned her lesson, but I’m not satisfied yet.”

Anya nodded again at Milady who, with a tiny smile, pressed another button. The motor whirred but, instead of lowering Susan, it slowly swung her closer to the cliff’s edge. The arm lurched several times; each time increasing Susan’s swings just a little bit more. It stopped short of the edge itself, but Susan’s swaying back and forth took her well beyond the cliff. One moment, she was relatively close to the ground and the next, she was hanging in space.

“Ummph! Erumph uhhn! Uhhn!”

“Remember, those ropes are your friends.”

Anya turned back to her students; her lecture covered the technical points about suspension. Paige paid her little heed though; all her attention was focused on the upside down slave.

There went Susan, most of her body swung beyond the cliff’s edge. Now back she came. “Creak” went the pulley; not sounding too sure it would hold her weight. Out. Creak. Back. Mesmerizing, if not for the danger. Ouut. Creeeak. Baaack. Ouuut. Creeeeak. No, look out! “She’s going to fall!” Paige shouted.

Anya leveled a cold stare at Paige. “What makes you say that?”

Paige stepped back. “What? Are you kidding? Get her down!”

No one moved.

“Are you all nuts? Look at her!”

Creeak. Creeak.

“Ummmph. Eieieimmph!” Susan said. Each time she swung over the cliff, her eyes bugged out. “Aaahmph!”

“Goddammit, do something!”

Someone did. Anya hooked her fingers inside Paige’s collar and yanked her toward the path. Her feet tangled in her hobble strap and down she went but not for long. Anya wrenched Paige’s collar up under her chin and dragged her the rest of the way back through the dense growth.

Julia was right behind them, twisting the hobble strap in one hand and lifting Paige’s kicking feet off the ground with the other.

There it was again, that same expression on Julia’s face that Paige had seen at the airstrip. Although now, Julia’s desired goal didn’t seem so far away. Only this time, it wasn’t Paige.

Dirt gave way to concrete, and Paige’s dusty ass scraped on the hard surface. Anya set her on her feet but didn’t let go of the collar.

“Don’t you ever do that again!” Anya said. Her face dark with anger. She slapped each of Paige’s tits. Paige started to scream, but Anya grabbed her throat, cutting off most of her air supply.

“Since you won’t behave yourself, you’ll stay out here. And you get this as a reward.”

From her belt, Anya pulls out a blindfold. Its round, soft pads covered Paige’s eyes as Anya buckled it tight. The strap squeezed Paige’s head, forcing her to protectively close her eyes underneath. Paige didn’t complain, she was just happy to breathe again.

“Stay with her,” Anya ordered Julia. Her quick, fading footsteps confirmed Julia as her keeper now.

Quiet. Not even the birds made any noise. Only the tension on her leash reminded Paige that someone else was there.

“That certainly went well,” Julia calmly said. “You’re a bit of a lightning rod, you know.”

“Please, can’t you loosen this blindfold a little?” Paige said. “The pressure -”

A finger placed gently across Paige’s lips silenced her. “You don’t want a gag added, do you? But, let’s see.”

Julia’s hands slowly traced up Paige’s neck. The blindfold eased off just enough so Paige could open her eyes. A small haze of light leaked in but not enough that she had a chance of discerning any shapes.

“Now, what about this armbinder?” Julia asked.

Her palms brushed Paige’s shoulders, a smooth seduction. Julia’s fingers worked the shoulder straps. First the left side let up just a little, and then the right.

“You have a knack for embarrassing the dominants you’re with,” Julia said while she worked. “First me, then Taylor at the demonstration, now Anya. I wonder if they’re all accidents or if you somehow plan them?”

Paige struggled to keep up some bravado. “Do to me what Anya did to Susan just now and maybe you’ll find out.”

Julia softly laughed. “What makes you think Susan didn’t want that? It was most likely a fantasy of hers. Did you ever think of that?”

“But the machine and the pulleys, they were giving out.” Paige said.

“Are you sure? Or was everything planned to make it appear that way? Anya might have changed things a little to keep Susan from getting too complacent. An extra something not covered in her pre-kidnapped interview.”

Paige started. Pre-kidnapped interview? They actually talked to her before they took her away? Shit, that was far more than she got. And what about the attack on Milady at the compound? Was that phony too? No, it couldn’t have been. No one could fake anger like that. Taylor did say Valhalla wasn’t what some people expected. Maybe Susan was angry at not having her fantasy turn out her way. Or was this a head game of Julia’s, a way to put Paige off her guard? Get her to reveal the identity of the sponsor?

“It’s not going to work,” Paige said.

Julia got closer, her breath flowing across Paige’s face. “What? Getting you to talk? Newsflash, beautiful, I don’t care anymore. Not since I sided with Anya against Taylor and helped make her your new inquisitor. But when she’s done, there’s still one thing I want. You.”

Her lips brushed Paige’s. A tentative, almost shy contact that circled from one corner of Paige’s mouth to the other. A palm lightly stroked one of her nipples.

Paige’s legs trembled. It spread through the rest of her. “No, don’t,” she whispered.

“It’s all right,” Julia said. She kissed her again, little harder, both lips fully touching. “All you have to do is back away.”

Both hands touched Paige’s nipples, slow and easy. They hardened under the languid strokes.

“No one’s forcing you, Paige. I’m not holding you. Just step back. Far away and safe.”

Hands lightly massaged her checks.

“Afraid of being with a woman? Is that it?”

Paige swallowed. “I’ve…I’ve already been…”

“Anya? She really wants a man. None have satisfied her, so she treats them all mean and acts like one in bed. But she never made love to you as a woman.”

A hungry mouth on Paige’s. Hands traveled down her ribs and up her waist; they flowed over her.

“Just back up, Paige. Stop it anytime you want.”

“I…I can’t.”

“I know.”

Once more, their lips met; a slow incursion from Julia’s tongue and then an equally slow withdrawal. A gulf formed between both set of lips, small, so small, yet for Paige it was as wide as a canyon. One last stroke of a nipple, one more caress of her cheek, and she was alone in her darkness. Isolated with an internal fire.

A sudden buzz of voices rose from the clearing. Several of them expressed surprise. But not Anya’s! “Fuck! How did she get out there?” Her voice rose above them all.

Julia tore the blindfold from Paige, not out of any concern for her welfare, but to prevent Paige from stumbling as Julia hurriedly guided her. Still, Paige struggled with the sudden shock of light while Julia hustled her to the cliff’s edge. She found a spot where the growth was thin and pushed aside some branches.

The spring, green field stretched out below and terminated against the abrupt mountain wall a few miles away. About a third of the way, there was a small, flesh-colored speck with brunette hair, not quite as short as it once was, arms and legs pumping in a mad dash.




Chapter Eight

Runaway

“A runaway!” Julia cried. “Oh, it’s been a long time since we’ve had one of those.” Her hand squeezed Paige’s arm, and she broke out in a big smile. “I’m not waiting for Anya to collect you and miss out on this. C’mon!”

She led the way, urging Paige at the end of the taut leash to hurry up. Paige did the best she could, but the armbinder made running difficult. One of her knees scrapped the rough, gravel path, but Julia didn’t let up on the leash, and Paige struggled to regain her stride. She leaned forward, bent over at the waist and that seemed to help. Paige started to catch up and readied a sharp comment on how Julia would like to be led around by a choke collar. However, her thoughts remained silent when they emerged from the trees and Paige’s bare feet slapped on warm tarmac.

Three helicopters sat in a loose triangle. Two with large cargo holds while the other, a smaller one, was more corporate passenger oriented. Julia headed for the smaller one, a deep blue machine; its blades drooped about halfway to the ground. She shouted at a few of the nearby ground crew to make ready for take off and swung open the chopper’s door on the left, co-pilot’s side.

She snagged one of the hurrying ground crew, a woman. “Take off your jumpsuit!” Julia said.

The woman just stared at her.

Julia grabbed her shoulder. “Take it off. Now!”

Spurred into action by Julia’s command, the woman unzipped her yellow jumpsuit and uncertainly stepped out of it while Julia loosened the armbinder’s straps on Paige.

Three jeeps roared past, filled with men brandishing ropes.

“There’s no time to strap you down in back,” Julia said tossing the armbinder aside. “And some of my moves might get a little creative. I’ll need an extra set of eyes, so you’re my observer. What I miss seeing, you need to tell me.”

“I can do that just as easily without clothes,” Paige said.

“And I don’t want my cockpit smeared in pussy juices!” Julia retorted. “So shut up, get in, and hold on.”

Julia snatched the jumpsuit from the woman, threw it at Paige, and ran to the chopper’s other side. She jumped in, flipped some switches, and the motor began to whine. As the ground crew woman ran off in her bra, panties, and boots, Paige stepped into the jumpsuit, zipped it up, and gingerly climbed into the cockpit. She flirted briefly with the idea of running herself; after all, her legs and arms were free. What’s more, Valhalla was in an uproar, but Paige caught Julia carefully watching her. Go ahead, Julia’s gaze told her. Just try it.

Paige shut the door and strapped in.

Soon the blades whirled overhead. Julia signaled for Paige to put on some headphones, and they were airborne. They skimmed the ground, gaining altitude briefly to avoid the occasional group of trees and the jeep convoy. A couple of men had stood up and now twirled lassos. They ducked as the chopper roared overhead.

Paige gasped. “Aren’t we a little close to the ground?”

Julia didn’t take her eyes off the landscape, but her teeth shone in a wolf’s grin. “I don’t want her to know from where we’re coming.”

“Like she’s not going to hear us!”

“Oh, she will, at first. When she starts looking over her shoulder, that’s when things will really get rocking.” Julia put the chopper in a hard bank to the left, flattened it out for a few seconds, then banked gently to the right. She flicked a switch above her. “I love going whisper mode.”

The chop-chop-chop of the blades went almost silent. Anyone within a hundred yards could probably still hear them, but Julia settled the flying machine down in a hollow of some small, rolling hills. The sound deadened even more.

But this game of cat and mouse worked both ways too. The valley was big and Kerry could decide to change course.

“What makes you think she’s coming this way?” Paige said.

“Just a hunch,” Julia said. She glanced at Paige and grinned again. “This isn’t the first time I’ve done this.”

Paige pressed her lips together and studied the landscape.

They waited a couple of minutes. Julia kept the chopper in a hover, like a patient spider waiting deep in its parlor for the next meal. Sure enough, dinner popped up at the top of the hill and, just as Julia predicted, was looking back over her shoulder, paying more attention to what was chasing her than what waited to spring on her.

Julia flicked off the whisper mode and revved the throttle. The sudden sound and fury blew Kerry off her feet, and she landed on her back. The wind whipped through her hair, and Kerry held up a hand to shield herself, but she managed to see inside the cockpit and immediately picked up on Paige’s yellow jumpsuit. Kerry’s hand went from protecting her eyes to the middle finger salute.

“Friend of yours?” Julia asked.

Paige didn’t reply. Kerry angled sideways like a crab around the chopper. Julia kept the cockpit toward her but stopped at a certain point. Apparently taking this as her chance, Kerry jumped up and ran past the chopper. Paige pressed her hands and nose against the door glass as Kerry ran past. Run. Go ahead and run chicken, if that’s your fantasy. Only leave me out of it. Don’t get mad at me either. I’m not the one who’s messing it up for you.

But it was too late. Kerry had recognized her, the Princess Bitch who got to wander free and, in her mind at least, got her romantic bondage fantasy fulfilled while she got a cold cell, dog food, and water. Now Kerry was indeed living out a fantasy, but not one she had before getting to Valhalla.

Julia reacted to Kerry’s gesture of contempt and whooped. “All right! She’s going to give us a real chase!”

She brought the chopper around until it pointed at the fleeing slave but held it in hover mode.

“Aren’t you going after her?” Paige asked.

“Oh, sure, but not until she makes the next couple of hills.”

It took a few more minutes until Kerry crested one rise then another. The jeeps raced past them on either side, heading for the distant, fleeing speck. Julia opened the throttle again and gained speed and altitude. They caught up and even passed the jeep pack, then came up right behind Kerry. Paige caught her startled expression before Kerry flattened herself on the ground as the chopper buzzed by overhead. Paige guessed Julia had left only about ten feet of clearance.

“Wooo – hooo!” Julia shouted.

The chopper pulled up, coming back around in a slow, lazy arc.

“Where is she now?” Julia said, her head on a swivel. “Do you see her?”

Paige didn’t answer.

Julia shouted into her mike. “I asked you a question, slave!”

“There! Down there, just to the left.”

Julia focused on the ground. “You mean at nine o’clock? Think of the ground like the face of a clock, girl. That way, I’ll know where to look especially if we need to avoid anything.”

“You mean like those trees at two o’clock!”

Without looking Julia banked hard to the left. Paige was sure she dropped her stomach somewhere behind them while the treetops bent in the chopper’s blades wash.

The higher they got, the more Julia loosened her death grip on the controls. She let out a little sigh and nodded at Paige. “Good eyes.”

Paige fought to get her own pounding pulse under control. I’ll give you fucking good eyes, you crazy…

Suddenly, Paige realized they were over the rim of the mountains. She put her own head on a swivel now, searching for any sign of where she was, a distant town, a ribbon of highway, anything that might provide a clue. But all she got were the tops of other mountains, all capped in snow. They plunged again, this time like a hawk that sighted its frightened, grounded prey.

They swooped down on Kerry, not so close now, yet enough for her hair to kick up when they blew past. But now, instead of hugging the ground, Kerry changed course for the same copse of trees they had barely avoided.

“Oh, now she wants to play hide and seek!” Julia said. She opened the throttle and tried to cut across Kerry’s path, but the runaway had too much of a lead and was already close to cover. She ran past a couple of trees, and the shadows swallowed her up.

Julia brought the chopper to a hover then circled around the copse, like a predator whose intended kill just went down an inconvenient hole. She brought the chopper lower and peered inside the gloom. “You see anything?”

Paige wanted to tell her to shove it but held her tongue. The chopper continued to drift and, even though they were low to the ground, she didn’t want their blades meeting any of those trees. They swayed in the artificial wind even though the tops were thin…

Wait. What was…How the hell did Kerry…?

“There she is!” Paige blurted out.

“Where?” Julia was still searching around the trunks near the ground.

“No, no! Up there! Twelve o’clock high!”

Near the top of a tree in front of them, not nearly as tall as the others, perched Kerry. Both legs hugged a thin branch, and she hid behind some leaves.

“Why that little monkey,” Julia said, amazed. “How did she get up there so fast? I’m going to love dusting her. Hang on and stay calm. We’re getting closer.”

“Closer! You’re nuts!”

“So I’ve been told.”

Julia inched closer, and the trees violently shook. Dimly, Paige wondered what kind of trees they were and if they, and the surrounding plants, could provide a clue as to where this valley existed. Bits of bark and small leaves blew off, swirling around. Some hit Kerry as she clung to her withering branch, but she stubbornly hung on, head averted. Julia kicked up the blades’ rpm and more debris flew into Kerry, nothing too large but hard enough to sting. Kerry cried out, but her sounds were lost in the engine’s roar. Still, Paige felt every hit with her and her strain as she fought to hang on. It was a losing battle though. Kerry’s legs gave way, swinging in the storm then her arms gave out until she clung by her fingertips.

“She’s going to fall!” Paige shouted. “Back off!”

Julia ignored Paige and got so close that Paige could almost see the whites of Kerry’s terror filled eyes. She attempted to shift back to the trunk but her hold was so tenuous that her movement was the last straw. She half fell, half slid down the trunk to the ground. Paige thought she had broken her leg for sure or, at least, sprained an ankle. Although her skin was scratched and bruised, she was still mobile. Paige easily read her lips she yelled “Fuck off” at them. Julia only brought the chopper back to the ground and even more debris flew at Kerry. She turned her back on it, bent over, and, with great exaggeration, pointed at her ass.

“Always wants the last word, doesn’t she?” Julia chuckled.

Kerry took off again, clearing the copse, and avoiding the jeep convoy which was now only a scarce mile distant. Julia backed the chopper away from the trees and placed it between them.

“No,” Julia said. “This one is mine.”

Paige noted the determination in Julia’s voice, her intense hawk-like gaze. No doubt she wanted this capture, but short of putting down and getting out on foot, she didn’t see how Julia would do it. A helicopter was good for pursuit and herding, but you still needed people on the ground for the dirty work. And whatever Julia had planned, she’d better do it soon. The jeeps, momentarily stopped, now circled wide around the chopper. The mountain wall was coming up fast.

“What’re you going to do?” Paige asked. “Lean out and scoop her up?”

Julia didn’t take her eyes off Kerry but also laughed. “That would be great, wouldn’t it? Kind of like a raid on horseback where you capture the fleeing maiden. But I guess I’ll have to settle for this.”

She punched a couple of buttons near a console display and a profile line image of the chopper appeared. A short ways ahead of it was a running stick figure. A blinking green light flashed quicker the closer they got.

Julia turned all professional. “Looking good. She’s in the pipe, five by five.”

She pressed another button and a graphic of a large net unfurled below the chopper. Paige felt the sudden drag on them but Julia was unconcerned.

“Good, good,” Julia said to herself. “That’s my little bitch. Don’t look back. Just keep your eyes on the prize. Yes, just keep going for that mountain, as if you’ll find the path.”

At the mention of the mountain wall, Paige’s interest switched to the approaching, unforgiving stone. “Uh, Julia…”

“That’s right,” Julia said, focused on the display.

“Julia, I think you really should—”

“Oh, this is so much fun.”

“Julia! Pull up!”

“…and…now!”

The engine screamed, and they dashed forward. Kerry turned her head around at the increased whine, but it was too late to dart out of the way. Paige closed her eyes, ready to go splat against the mountain. Instead, she felt the net slam into Kerry.

The chopper pulled up to the right in a tight arc.

Paige cracked an eye open. Fuck! The mountain was RIGHT THERE!

She closed her eye again. Did she pee in the jumpsuit? No. No, she was too scared to piss.

“It’s okay, you can look now.”

Paige did, but one eye at a time. On the console display, the net had returned to the chopper’s underbelly with a flailing arm and leg hanging out.

“Yeah, baby!” Julia slapped Paige’s leg. “That was the best one ever!”

Paige sank back into her seat, thanking her lucky stars that she had been drugged when Julia flew her to Valhalla.

News of the escape attempt spread fast. Excitement was evident when they hovered over the tarmac, and Kerry was dumped, net included, on the back of a flatbed electric golf cart. Leo waited below and gave hand directions to Julia to line up overhead then a slashing motion to make the drop. He jumped up on back, made sure the net stayed tight on Kerry, and pounded once on the back of the cart’s cab. The cart sped away, headed for the main house.

Paige watched it dwindle in the distance as Julia settled the chopper on the tarmac. She was hardly aware of the skids when they touched down, or of Anya pulling her out of the cockpit, or the armbinder tightened on her arms again. Her thoughts were focused on Kerry, on the chase she had led them on, the excitement of running down a quarry, of her own adrenaline rush at the sheer excitement of it all. The way Julia dusted Kerry out of the tree, how close they came to crashing into the mountainside, and the thrill that they had caught the slave. Emotions filled and conflicted within Paige, but one thing kept her intellect grounded. It was a throw away comment Julia probably didn’t remember saying. There was a path in the mountains.

There was way out.

Right now though, Anya made sure Paige wasn’t going anywhere. With repressed fury, she tightened the laces on the armbinder and didn’t bother to strip Paige out of the jumpsuit. Her actions told Paige that Anya wanted to bite off Julia’s head with a cutting insult; the enmity between the two women was almost palpable. But as Julia climbed out from her side of the cockpit and greeted an approaching Taylor, Anya had to content herself with Paige’s discomfort as the dominatrix’s rivalry was put on hold.

Taylor rushed up and hugged Julia in his arms. “That was magnificent! And crazy! I watched it all from the lodge’s sun deck and wouldn’t have missed it for the world. Promise me you’ll never do it again.”

Julia laughed. “You know I don’t make promises. But maybe you can make me change my mind.” She shoved her hand down his pants.

Taylor winced as Julia rooted around. She didn’t have to for long. “Well, well, well. Maybe a little chase gets you stirred up too. Grrr.” She bared her teeth and nipped his ear.

Anya tied off the armbinder with a jerk. A hard jerk. She hooked her fingers in Paige’s collar and nearly dragged her away.

Paige struggled to keep up but knew she could work the situation to her advantage. “What’s the matter?” she could only whisper. “Can’t stand someone else’s success?”

Anya whirled on her. The woman’s hand twisted and Paige crumbled to her knees, most of her air stopped. Yet, she still heard Anya, loud and clear. “Just you wait! I’ll find the right buttons to push on you. And when I do, you’ll beg to tell me everything you know, and even things you don’t!”

She let up on the chokehold and hoisted Paige back to her feet. Paige stumbled after Anya, no doubt that the dominant woman would find a button or two to push. But Paige also knew Julia’s shaky alliance with Anya was at an end.

Anya’s “class” was far from finished, although it took some time to gather all the students back together. Anya didn’t seem to care though. She didn’t look right or left as she and Paige made a straight line away from the tarmac. They didn’t head back to suspended, upside-down Susan, or spread out Lorena. Instead, Anya brought Paige and anyone else who trailed in their wake, to the house and the torture rack cell.

Everyone crowded against the wall. Anya got plenty of space while she circled a prone, tightly bound and gagged Kerry. Wadding overflowed from her lips while rope squeezed against her bare, relatively mark free skin. Leo stood over her, a thick leg on either side, but his attention was riveted on Anya, her impatient stride, and the long, heavy tawse she grabbed from the equipment wall. Anya slapped the tawse on her open palm and against one of her black boots. Her own eyes drilled Kerry, her mouth set in tight, grim line.

Kerry “mmmphh” several times; her eyebrows scrunched upwards in fear. She tried to roll away, but Leo’s legs stopped her. Anya caught her little, desperate actions and waved off Leo. For a moment, Kerry was untouched, but then Anya placed a spiked heel on Kerry’s exposed neck. The slave got very still; her frightened eyes stared up at the fuming mistress.

Anya continued to slap the tawse against her boot as a counterpoint for her little speech to the students. She kept her voice level, but the cool, professional mistress from the presentations earlier today was long gone.

“When Kerry learned Susan and Lorena were allowed outside today, she begged to go too. I said no; she hadn’t earned a reward like them. But, I suppose if a slave is sneaky enough; she’ll get whatever she wants. Yet, with everything, there’s a price. No fancy equipment for Kerry today because of her disobedience. Still, there’s nothing like an old-fashioned beating.”

Anya removed her spiked heel from Kerry’s neck and the tawse cut across the slave’s soft breasts.

Kerry cried out from behind her gag. Anya hit her again, and Kerry tried to bring her hands around in front to ward off the stinging, lacerating blows. All her attempts were futile as wide, angry red welts arose from just below her neck to above her ankles, from her breasts, stomach, and thighs on one side to her back and malleable ass on the other. Each musical whistle of the tawse ended in a sharp note on Kerry’s flesh. Her muffled groans provided the intermezzo. There was a brief intermission when Anya stuck the tawse in her belt and unselfconsciously removed her shirt, revealing her breasts to all there. A couple of the men stirred at the beauty, but Anya ignored them. She threw the shirt aside, took up the tawse again, and conducted a second, even more vicious movement of torturous music on Kerry.

Paige jumped back, not prepared for the higher force of Anya’s blows. The mistress’s grunts mixed with Kerry’s pathetic cries, and Paige found herself backed up against Leo. His hand at the back of Paige’s collar ensured she wasn’t going anywhere else.

Paige tried to nestle against his wide chest, wanted to hide behind him. But he, too, was affected by Kerry’s punishment if his deep breaths were any measure. But unlike Leo, who had to assist Anya, Paige was under no such compunction. There was no reason she had to take this. No reason!

She squeezed her eyes shut. Can’t watch. It’s too much. First Lorena, then Susan, now this. No, don’t look. There’s nothing holding your eyes open now, so don’t. There, that’s better. A little. Can still hear though. Swish, crack! Groan. Swish, crack! Okay, bitch! Stop it. Please stop it!

But another sound invaded Paige’s ears.

“You open those eyes. Open them right now or we’ll make sure you wear those eyelid pincers again.”

It was Leo. Paige swung her head up at him, and his graven face stared down at her, as rock solid as the rest of him. Paige definitely didn’t want to endure those things again, but this man commanded all her attention now. His free hand brushed away a stray lock of her hair and, for the moment, she was under his control, not Anya’s. His fingers caressed an earlobe then her chin, and suddenly, Paige wasn’t afraid to look anymore. She felt safe with him and using that new strength, slowly turned back to witness the rest of the punishment.

Kerry’s body was covered in a latticework of red stripes. She had stopped moving, possibly realizing the uselessness of it. She just lay there while Anya found the few spots the tawse hadn’t kissed yet. She gave a dull grunt but that was all.

Anya straightened up. “Phew! That’s my second workout today.” She paused, picking up her shirt and using it as a towel to wipe her brow and breasts. “Well, I’m ready for a cool drink. I’ll see most of you tonight.”

The class exited the cell, some mentioning they were headed back outside for another look at Susan or Lorena. Anya didn’t move though. She waited for everyone to leave then motioned Leo over to her. He closed the few feet between them as Paige trailed behind him.

Anya pointed down at Kerry. “You’re her stud.”

Leo started and blinked. “Ah, are you sure?“

“I’m offering you free pussy, no strings attached,” Anya said. “Are you turning it down?”

“Ah, no. No, ma’am.”

“Good, because you’re certainly not getting any from this one here.” Anya gestured at Paige. “Unless, that’s the one you want?”

Leo didn’t answer. The silence lengthened, and Anya’s vicious smile shown forth. “So, that’s where your interest lies? Hmmm. And how good for me to find out. You know, I can’t actually order you to bed with anyone…”

“No, you can’t. Ma’am.”

“But I can certainly keep someone out of reach. A certain someone.” Anya sauntered past Leo and sidled up next to Paige. She stroked Paige’s hair, lifted a few strands up and took a long, slow sniff. “But, who knows? I may allow it, if I’m satisfied with your performance elsewhere.” She nodded at Kerry.

Leo gazed down at the bruised slave. His jaw set.

“Don’t act like it’s a death sentence,” Anya said. “Don’t you find her desirable?”

“Yes. Yes, I do.”

“Well, then, this should be an order that’s a pleasure to obey. I’m sure we understand each other.”

Leo shifted his attention back to Anya. He pinned her with those dark eyes, and, for a moment, Paige thought she smelled fear, Anya’s fear.

“Yes, ma’am,” Leo said. “I understand quite well.”

He handed Paige’s leash to Anya, easily threw Kerry over his shoulder, who gave a faint “mmmph” or two, and marched out.

Anya regained her arrogance. “It appears you have a fan club.”

Paige kept her voice flat, like Leo did a few days ago when they spoke about her consent forms. “I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Anya shrugged, as if she were the only person who understood what just happened. “No, I’m sure you don’t.”




Chapter Nine

Secret Longings

Paige was kind of proud of herself, she had taken everything thrown at her, and Anya was still in the dark as to what would make her talk. Now, as they trod the softly carpeted hallway back to Anya’s suite, Paige felt she could relax. Anya’s calculating assessments of her were done, at least for the moment. Paige had reacted strongly to each one of the tortures; they all scared her, but none any more than the others. If Anya wanted to find out what Paige feared the most, they might as well play spin the bottle.

Yet, it wasn’t something that Anya planned that was Paige’s undoing. Like most insights, it came by accident.

Anya paused at a couple of men as they hung a painting in the hallway. “No, it’s crooked, push the left side up a little bit. Don’t just stand there! If you’re going to do something, then do it right! Up. A little more. Good.”

With the two men standing in front of it, and Anya in front of her, Paige couldn’t see the whole painting. The canvas was large, three feet wide by five feet high, surrounded in a heavy, silver frame. Paige was unable to view the entire painting until Anya ordered the men to stand aside. Goose bumps rose all over her, and she went stone cold. She held her breath. Don’t twitch. Don’t move a muscle. Don’t let her know…

But Anya did know. In all the scenes she had made Paige watch, non garnered such a blank reaction. When she nodded in approval that the painting was hung just right and moved away, she felt the leash go taut in her hand. Anya turned; ready to order Paige to obey but stopped. Paige was still as a statue, unable to tear her eyes away from the depicted subject. Anya smiled and, instead of jerking the leash, she got close to Paige, placing a soft, protective arm around her shoulders.

“There, there,” she said. “It’s all right. Come along. Come on, now. I think it’s time.”

“Time?” Paige vaguely said.

“For lunch. You are hungry, yes? Let’s get some food in you. Not that nasty gruel, but something tasty. Hmmm? Yes. And then, maybe we’ll have a little talk. After.”

“After?” Paige blinked. “After lunch?”

“Yes, of course. After lunch. After you rest. After I break you.”

They ate on Anya’s veranda. Paige got to use her hands, and the food was good. A lot better than the gruel Milady had forced down Paige’s throat yesterday. But now, under the warm sun, Paige didn’t taste any of it. Toward the end, while Anya sipped her coffee, Paige felt her own cup go cold in her hands. Valhalla’s green fields spread out beyond them in its natural glory, but Paige’s mind was adrift in a maelstrom of conflicting desire and aversion. When Milady came to collect Paige, she mechanically obeyed. She spoke no insults to Milady as she stripped her out of the jumpsuit in the cell and woodenly thanked her when Milady helped her lay on the pallet. Milady covered her with the thin blanket and tried drawing her out by asking Paige what was wrong. Paige rolled away and faced the wall.

Time dragged. A helicopter’s blades thumped-thumped-thumped away in the distance. That was Julia, off to pick up a new batch of slaves or take out an old one for parts unknown. Paige knew it was important that they used helicopters and not the plane they loaded her into at landing strip to get slave stock in and out of the Valhalla. Important somehow but she didn’t care. She didn’t care about the hidden path out of the valley either. Or the kinds of plants and trees around here, or the clues they might provide about what part of the world she was in. As if just by looking at them, she would know. The observation panel occasionally slid open. Paige ignored that too, but when a key turned the lock and the door creaked open, Paige knew her quiet time was finished.

She rolled away from the wall. Leo stood over her, several coils of rope in hand.

“You going to behave or are we dancing?” he said.

Paige rubbed her temples. Why not give them trouble? She had earned the title “Princess Bitch” why not act like one? But after fighting so hard for so long, was it worth a new set of bruises?

With a sigh, Paige pushed aside the blanket. The cool air caused a return of her goosebumps. If Leo noted them, he didn’t say anything. He seemed more concerned with shaking out his coils of rope. Oh, yes, those pretty little things. Each one color coded for length, burned off at each end to prevent fraying. Soft, white, cotton that held her in its unforgiving hug. Not like leather cuffs that can easily wrap one’s wrists and arms. It took a tacit cooperation of the captive, or an expert captor, to make rope work. Leo was certainly an expert, but Paige also was expert at her part too.

She turned around and meekly placed her hands behind her.

Quietly, efficiently, Leo tied her wrists side by side, the rope nice and snug with a cinch loop in the middle. Paige was grateful he didn’t tie her elbows together, her shoulders were still sore from the armbinder that morning, but she was puzzled at the lack of a hobble rope.

He led her to the atrium. Anya waited there next to her latest creation.

Paige knew what was coming, yet on seeing it she still cried out and her steps faltered. She even attempted to back away but ran into Leo’s solid form. Unlike before, Paige didn’t feel safe now. He grabbed her hair, pulling Paige the rest of the way until she stood in front of it. Behind the new contraption, on one of the pillars, only just recently so carefully hung in the hallway, hung the painting.

A woman stood on her tiptoes, heels above a pair of small boxes with wires running out of them to a pole standing between her slightly spread legs. Additional wires ran from her nipples through a small pulley to a weight just above another pole with an electrical switch. If she rocked back on her heels, the circuit would be complete, giving her a shock in her pussy. If she stood up too high, then her tits would receive the electrical fire. So she was forced to balance in between. The strain in her leg muscles was apparent, the fear in her eyes obvious.

Paige felt her own fear rising too, but a part of her marveled at how quickly the device had been assembled. Surely, they didn’t already have one in stock. The little torture elves must have worked like, well, a bunch of slaves. Right down to the colors of the wires, it was an exact recreation of the one in the painting. Well, almost. The only thing missing was a victim to complete its purpose. Her.

Fingers gripped the back of Paige’s collar, and Anya took control of her from Leo. Paige’s strong legs turned to rubber, and she had to lock her knees. Still, she couldn’t halt her steady advance to…that thing. It’s subtle hum nearly made her faint.

“We all have our little fears,” Anya said. “But maybe not so little with you. Good thing I found out.”

Paige glowered. Oh, right. Good thing.

The power cut off, and Leo scooped her up in his strong arms. Down Paige went on the blunted rod; her only protest was her cold silence. Hard metal covered in slick gel parted her nether lips. Up it went but not as far as Paige expected. A shiny spreader bar, just like in the painting, with unforgiving locks and steel bands, snapped in place. Alligator clips bit her nipples; their gleaming, serrated teeth chewed her tender flesh. A light chain hung between them, and Anya twisted it around her finger in idle amusement.

“Oh, these are going to stretch quite nicely,” she said, referring to Paige’s tits. “But they should thrust out more on their own. The shoulders aren’t squared enough. Leo, tie her elbows together.”

Leo hesitated. “She’s already been in an armbinder today. I thought she might need a rest. “

“You thought wrong,” Anya said. “I want those elbows tied. Now!”

Leo doubled a rope, passing it several times around Paige’s arms, and gradually drew them close with just the barest hint of clearance between them. Leo cinched it off, and Paige’s sore muscles strained, but her breasts stood out, much to Anya’s satisfaction.

“Excellent. Now the rest,” she said.

A skin tight, latex gag pressed against Paige’s mouth, the top edge just below her nose while the bottom nestled in her small chin cleft. The large ovoid bulge in between suggested just how tightly Paige’s mouth was packed. Leo tied a string to the nipple clip chain and ran it through a pulley then down to a round weight just above the flat, electrical terminus. Soon, Paige was a life like copy of the helpless girl in the painting and, just like her, Paige’s concentration was on remaining as still as possible. Anya flicked the switch and the hum returned.

She stood opposite Paige. “Good. Maybe now we’ll get some results. I suggest you meditate on how you came to this pass. We’ll return, oh, I don’t know, sometime. Maybe then you’ll tell us the truth.”

Her riding crop lashed out. Once, twice, against Paige’s breasts.

Don’t move! Take it! Just take it!

“From me, with love.” Anya boots clicked away on the pavement.

Sweat ran down Paige’s forehead and stung her eyes as her thoughts frantically raced. Shit! Hold still. Don’t think about how many watts of power will rip through your pussy or tits. Stay on your toes. Stay up! Balance, balance. Take control. Control your fear of electricity. That’s the key. Oh, no, heels touching the boxes underneath! Up, up! No too far, the weight is too close to the metal terminus now. Back off! But the toes hurt. They hurt! Better that than the rod shooting juice up your pussy. Oh, fuck, the rod. Hard, cold, slick. Up, down, up, down it goes. Oh, no! Losing it. Going back on the heels. Don’t touch…don’t! Oh, god! Stop! NO!

“So, here you are, balanced between heaven and hell. Only, you’re not sure which is which anymore, do you?” a voice spoke softly.

Leo. Like a different kind of shock, he jolted through Paige, and she managed to get upright again. She swayed on her toes and also kept her head still, not wanting any lapse to send a luscious zap through her tits. Her eyes moved right then left. There he was, at the extreme edge of her vision, like some half spirit that whispered temptation.

“Why do you fight that which you secretly long for?” he said. “It’s obvious to anyone with eyes that you belong here. The question now is: When you finally see it too, what will you decide? Who shall win you favor?”

He came around in front of Paige, and at last, she clearly saw him. But instead of a superior grin or swagger, his manner suggested something more intimate. He dabbed Paige’s brow with a soft cloth, careful not to jar her, and moved especially slow, considering that Kerry was slung over his shoulder. One of his massive arms pressed against the back of her marked legs while his hand firmly gripped an ass cheek. Still, with all the extra weight he carried and the care needed to balance, Leo’s free hand gently wiped the sweat away from Paige’s face. The back of his fingers wiped just below her eyes. When he drew them back, they weren’t covered in just sweat.

He smiled. “Sorceress. Already not beguiling enough, you turn your magic tears loose on me. But I’m not allowed the mercy to treat you any more harshly tonight. I have other duties. But there isn’t any restriction on where I do them.”

Leo stepped back, and Kerry slid off his shoulder. She still wore the same ropes and gag from Anya’s punishment. The red welts had turned an ugly, mottled blue. He lay her down, and she stared up through matted hair; her head just a foot from Paige’s strained feet.

Kerry remained gagged, but Leo still used his mouth all over her. Much to Paige’s surprise, the tits weren’t first. Instead, Leo untied and spread her legs, lightly kissing the insides of her thighs. Little, almost shy pecks up and down, never beyond the knee but not quite up to her pussy. Bent over forward, on his knees, Leo appeared subservient to the slave. He soon spread out on top of her, his shorts pushed down to his own knees then kicked aside. His mouth worshipped her flat stomach, short ribcage and, at last, her soft, petite breasts. A suckle on one nipple, followed with a casual slap on the other, much to Kerry’s simultaneous pleasure and wrath. She tried to roll away, attempted to buck Leo off with her hips, but he stayed on top of her. Spent, she lay still underneath him; her only sound was breath escaping through her nose.

Leo kept her pinned and stroked her face. “Now, you know better. Don’t do that again.” So calm, so reasonable.

Kerry’s eyes flashed, and her fury returned doubled. Leo wrapped his arms and legs around her and hung on for dear life. Her legs beat against his broad back; she shook her head but he rode out the storm, until again, she lay quiet underneath.

Leo pushed up, his large hands on Kerry’s small shoulders, then his right palm swung across her face. Fore-back- and forehand slaps that made Paige’s ears ring. Kerry’s head snapped back and forth like a metronome.

Paige screamed behind her gag and teetered on the edge of losing her balance. She half rocked, half stumbled forward, desperate to keep the tit weight from completing the circuit. Goddammit! Leo needed to watch over her, make sure she didn’t electrocute herself. She took a little step back, but not so far as to depress the plungers underneath. The immediate threat abated, Paige’s nose sniffled but not because of any physical pain. No, Leo still paid attention to that selfish bitch. He couldn’t wipe away Paige’s new tears that ran over the slick gag. Kerry got his hands instead. Well, she didn’t deserve him.

Whether Kerry did or not, she remained in Leo’s bull’s-eye. “What did I tell you about games, Kerry? Paige knows all about it. Maybe you can compare notes later. Right now, though, I think you’d had better concentrate on what I’m doing to you. So lay back, relax, and enjoy your fuck.”

With both hands, Leo ripped the gag off Kerry’s mouth and tore out the wadding. The cloth fell across her neck, and his mouth covered hers. Kerry tried to turn away, but Leo’s hands kept her head in a vise-like grip. Then, in a quick action, he flipped Kerry over on her stomach. His large hands brought her toward him, on her knees, and Paige caught a glimpse of Leo’s blue veined, rock hard cock. It disappeared inside her and soon the slave bucked again, but now to a rhythm set by Leo.

“Aahh! Aahh! Aahh!” Kerry cries matched Leo’s hips as they slapped her ass cheeks. They bounced off the hard, slate floor and echoed down all four hallways. People crowded into the atrium, some just short of a run, others on an affected, casual walk. They were transfixed at the public humping. One mentioned Kerry was like a cat in heat. The others quickly shushed him. No one dared disturb the almost bestial coupling.

A few of them blocked Paige’s view. Leo stopped until they stepped aside. Paige caught a sidelong glance or two from them, but no one complained out loud. They couldn’t ruin the Princess Bitch’s fun, even during her own torture. So they made room for her, yet one or two “accidentally” bumped Paige.

“Eiemmm! Eiemmm!” Tits and pussy on fire! Balance! Keep the balance.

Paige righted herself and fought to clear the red haze under her shut eyes. When she did, Paige found herself the object of Kerry’s hateful glare. Through her wild hair, a single eye drilled Paige.

“What the fuck…are you staring…at…bitch?” Kerry managed in between thrusts. “You… fucking… spoiled… Aaiihhh!”

Kerry let loose at the top of her lungs. She tossed her head, and her orgasm rolled down the rest of her. Her teeth grit, knuckles turned white, and leg muscles stood out in relief. Leo stopped his pounding and things got quiet, but only for a moment. He gave a soft grunt or two, and Kerry cried out again, deep and animalistic. She shuddered some more, then her head sagged. Leo hands slipped down her sides, and they collapsed together on the floor in front of Paige, a couple of priests at the altar.

No one moved.

“What the hell is this?” a voice shouted.

Anya flew into the atrium like an avenging goddess. Wrapped in a towel, water dripped from her legs and arms, as if she had hurriedly gotten out of a tub or shower. Everyone who could scattered. They were like frightened little mice when the cat on the prowl entered the room. Leo pushed himself off Kerry, retrieved his pants, and made to casually walk off too.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Anya stopped him with a raised finger.

Soon, only four people remained. Kerry on the ground, her head craned up to not miss a word of the coming argument, Leo, Anya, and Paige, who flicked her eyes back and forth whenever one or the other spoke.

“I told you to stud her—”

“I did.”

“ – not make her the night’s entertainment!”

“I can’t help it if they like watching.”

Anya stepped toward Leo, her scowl deep, her mouth set in a thin line. “You really like testing me, don’t you? You thought by taking this slave here,” she gestured at Kerry, “that you could distract this other one.” She pointed at Paige.

“Mistress, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Leo replied, just like when he talked to Paige about her consent forms.

“Forget your innocent act,” Anya said. “You know exactly what I meant. You could’ve screwed this slave anywhere in this whole house, this whole valley! You do it in front of the slave I’m trying to terrorize. You do it here so she’s distracted and doesn’t think about the pain she can give herself.”

Paige caught her breath. Was that the reason Leo fucked Kerry in front of her? Not to add to her torment, but to ease it? Why?

“I can’t control what someone thinks,” Leo said.

Anya grabbed Paige’s hair on the back of her head, and Paige squealed. “Oh, ho, yes, we can. What do you think is going through this slut’s head right now? What she had for dinner? Or maybe if I pull her off balance, even the slightest way, the pain she’ll experience? Or what about now?”

Her hand jerked Paige’s head.

Paige’s heels touched the boxes, down went the plungers, and her world exploded.

“Eiiiimmm!” Oh, fuck! Get back up. Get up! On your toes, girl. On…YOUR…TOES!

She got there, and the fire receded, but her pussy stayed warm. But now the warmth came from somewhere deeper inside her. Blood pounded through her ears, and Paige barely heard Anya.

“There…see?” Anya’s voice quavered. “Is she…Is she still thinking about sunsets?” Her fingers entwined deeper in Paige’s hair.

Oh, no! No more!

“Now what is she thinking?!”

“All right. All right!” Leo said, holding up his hand. “You’ve made your point.”

“You bet your sweet ass I have!” Anya gave Paige another little jerk and let go.

“Meeieemmph!” Paige kept her balance – barely.

Anya shook out her wet arm and flexed her fingers, but slowly, as if the feeling stubbornly returned to them. “Thanks to your amateurish interference, I have to think of something different for this slave, one that she doesn’t associate with her knight in shining armor. Take her down from there. This torture is ruined.” She pointed at Kerry. “But first spread this one out.”

Leo blinked. “She’s a community slave now?”

“We haven’t found her limits yet, so let everyone have a crack at her.” Anya curled a lip at Kerry. “Since she likes putting on a show; let’s accommodate her.” Anya stalked away muttering, continuing to flex her arm. “Maybe she’ll distract Julia and Taylor. Already they’re breathing down my neck about Paige’s sponsor.”




Chapter Ten

The Brute

Whatever new torture Anya considered to make Paige talk, she sure took her own sweet time about it.

Paige spent many nights alone in her cell, but she was trotted out with others during the days to take part in a bound and gagged line up of potential torture session partners. Milady and Leo ankle-chained them together in the dungeon hallway, and then shepherded them up from their cells with long bullwhips.

They stepped into the sun, and today, Paige managed a quick count of two dozen slaves opposite about seven or eight masters and mistresses. All the slaves wore a bar-coded dog tag draped around their necks. Whenever the masters and mistresses found one that interested them, the dog tag was scanned into their palm pilot. Paige guessed it fed them the slave’s files to read, like Anya reviewed in her office. A few slaves did get their gag removed for a brief time, usually to discuss a detail or two about their file. Mostly though, the slave remained gagged. Perhaps the master or mistress turned the slave’s head this way or that, squeezed a tit to test its softness, and then made arrangements with one of the triumvirate.

“I’ll take this one,” said a dark, handsome man with chiseled features. Paige felt he could have been on a magazine cover. He regarded Kerry; one hand brushed back a stray lock of her brunette hair while the other turned her around. He slapped her firm ass. “I like the wide hips on this one. She’ll make a nice target.”

“You might try her in the central atrium,” Taylor said, following behind him. “She responds well to public humiliation.”

“Really? I didn’t see anything like that in her file.”

“A recent discovery. I have it from a reliable source.”

Paige raised her eyebrows. Oh, ho! So, Leo still fed information to Taylor, even though he was now assigned to Anya. Not that Leo couldn’t do such a thing, but Paige’s sense of the politics around Valhalla indicated the triumvirate didn’t always get along with each other. One day, it was Julia and Anya against Taylor, then another it was Anya and Taylor over Julia, or sometimes all three of them against each other. When that happened, things didn’t get done. Like now.

“Dammit!” said a tall, redheaded woman further down the line. “This tag isn’t scanning.” She tried it a couple more times but to no avail.

Her male companion, a little shorter than her, grabbed the palm pilot. He scanned it slower, but got the same result. “You’d think with all the money we spent to get here…” he grumbled.

Anya quickly moved in. “Is there a problem?”

“This dog tag isn’t scanning,” said the redhead. She crossed her arms in a huff. “So much for no worries.”

Anya muttered something about Julia under her breath. “I’m sorry. It seems our file update program has hit a glitch. But from my personal experience, this slave has the qualities you seek.”

“You’re sure?” said the man. His blonde hair and blue eyes did little to relieve his dark, intense gaze.

“Oh, yes. She hides it, but there’s fear in her. It doesn’t take much to draw it out. See how her legs tremble? And notice how fast she’s breathing. This one was born frightened and stayed that way.”

“Humph,” said the redhead. “I’ll take your word for it, for now. Send her to my room tonight.”

“I like a little resistance myself,” said the man.

“Then try that one over there,” Anya said, pointing out Susan. “You’ll like the way her nostrils flare.”

They moved down to inspect Susan at the far end of the line. Anya trailed after them but paused in front of Paige.

“So? Are you enjoying your new master?”

Paige would have blurted out “my new master?” if not for her thick, leather plug gag. New implied someone other than Taylor, and she hadn’t been with him since that night with Leo. What’s more, no one had yet selected her from any lineup. Paige had assumed it was because Anya still possessed her but apparently not anymore. So who was this new master?

“He may not be much for interrogation,” Anya said, “but he does have his methods. You’ll sing soon enough.” She grinned and hurried up to the couple. It turned out they wanted Susan for tonight, too.

As for Paige, it looked like another night alone. In many ways, this was worse than Taylor’s “ignoring torture”. At least then, Paige knew someone wanted her, even if they practiced self-denial. Now, she didn’t even have that comfort. The masters and mistresses indulged their fantasies and indulged them with the slaves who were a match to theirs. But no one matched Paige. Hell, she didn’t even know what her fantasies were, at least, not what they had placed in her file. The only thing in there she knew for sure was “Princess Bitch”. And given her history with that persona, was it any wonder she wasn’t chosen?

Leo cracked the whip. “Face left!”

Paige turned in time with the others.

“Forward!” Leo shouted.

The coffle lurched. Their ankle-to-ankle chains rattled on the stone path, and Paige descended the steps to the dungeon’s anonymous, underground darkness.

“Halt!” Leo ordered.

They all stopped in front of their various cells. Other master and mistress apprentices in training, lower in rank than Leo, unlocked the slaves from the ankle chain and unbound them. For Paige though, Milady always attended her needs. Her slim, delicate fingers removed the metal from Paige’s skin and then the ropes and gag. At another command from Leo, all the slaves sharply turned and faced their cell doors. Paige marveled at the clockwork, the triumvirate’s administration upstairs may have been sloppy, but down here, Leo ruled everything with military precision. One more word and doors were flung open, and the slaves stepped inside.

Except for Paige and Milady. She didn’t just close Paige’s cell door, she swung it slowly, allowing the hinges to creak. Each time it shut, it was like her freedom was being squeezed out of existence.

Milady stayed at the door, her profile visible through the observation panel. Paige readied herself for some more of Milady’s polite taunts of another night alone. Milady didn’t disappoint.

“So, the one chosen tonight will receive a visitor to prepare them for the master or mistresses specifications. With clothes or without. Formal dress or casual. Tied and gagged or simply led on a golden leash with a thin, gold collar. The slaves chosen will pace their cells until then; some happy they were chosen, and still others who would give anything for a night alone. What about you, Paige? What would you give for a night under someone’s scourge, to wake in their arms? But no one has ever chosen you. Or have they? The process doesn’t always take place in a line up like the last few days.”

Paige listened with half an ear, but Milady’s last comment brought her around. She rushed the door; her hands slapped flat on the cold metal. She stood on tiptoes to reach the panel. “What are you talking about? Do you mean selected before you brought me here? I know you were at the landing strip too. Do you know my sponsor? You must! Tell me!”

Milady smiled and shook her head. “Your sponsor…”

“Why hasn’t he sent for me? Is he…” Paige lost her voice for a moment. It returned in a whisper. “He isn’t the handsome one, is he? The one who chose Lorena?”

Milady said nothing. She reached up to close the panel.

“No, wait!” Paige said. “Tell him I need to talk to him. Please!”

Milady shook her head. “Pretty little fool. You met your sponsor your first day here.”

The panel grate closed.

Paige sat on her cot, legs crossed. The shaft of sunlight and straight, sharp dark lines from the cell window bars traversed the floor and partway up the wall of her cell before they faded into oblivion. As it did, a distant drum pounded. A sometimes companion that kept her awake at night that she felt through the stone more often than heard. She assumed it marked the end of the day or the beginning of the night’s play for whomever went topside. She paid scant attention to it anyway, like the cool night air. It had been getting warmer each night. It was a good thing since Paige had no clothes and only a thin blanket to cover her when she slept. Now though, she made no move for it or even to lie down. When the light faded, she stayed still in the dark; Milady’s last words ringing in her ears. Paige could well guess her sponsor. She did meet him her first day here, although she didn’t pay much attention to him. He was also her new master, the one Anya said wasn’t much for interrogation. One who didn’t play games. Her new master and her sponsor in a package deal. The one who would torture her until she named him.

She buried her face in her hands. Her whole body shook. In fear? At the never-ending cycle that awaited her of interrogation and torture? Or in anticipation of the very same thing? She couldn’t tell.

Her fists bounced off the cot, and she squeezed her eyes shut. Two tears spilled down both cheeks. It wasn’t supposed to be like this! Where were the silk sheets? The soft words? The romance?

In her head, that’s where. And that’s where it was probably going to stay. She’d had her chance with Taylor and turned her nose up at it. Now the ideal resided in her head, alone, like she was in her cell. Near those who were picked for nightly activities; near those who prepared the lucky ones to live their fantasy.

The boots descended the stone steps. The heavy tread of male feet and the light click-step of female stiletto heels echoed in the hall. Keys rattled, doors creaked open, and Paige covered her ears to block it all out. If she couldn’t hear the barked commands, the slave’s whimpers, then at least she could pretend it wasn’t happening. That is, it was not happening to her. But a few screams did get through and spoiled even that fantasy. God, couldn’t those bitches just shut up? The real fun hadn’t even started yet, the apprentices were just preparing them. Unlike her.

Something poked her in the shoulder.

It took a few seconds for Paige’s suddenly opened eyes to focus. Milady stood in front of her while another woman in a long, dark dress with spiked blonde hair, a thin mouth and tattooed arms held up a glow stick.

The thin collar still graced Milady’s neck, as did the small wrist cuffs, but now she was dressed in skin tight leather, from the tight halter top and shorts down to the knee high boots, full dominatrix regalia.

“No trouble now, Princess,” she said in her normal, cultured tone. Milady took Paige’s silence as acquiescence and nodded to the spiked blonde who slipped the glow stick in a sconce next to the door and handed Milady a satchel.

They made her stand. The blonde took up position behind Paige; her strong hands on Paige’s shoulders. Milady encircled Paige’s wrists and ankles in well creased, thick leather cuffs. A wide collar surrounded her neck while a strap dangled next to her spine. The blonde threaded the strap through the cuff d-rings and pulled them both high enough until Paige’s wrists crossed each other in an “X”. Together, they arranged a head harness on her with a large O-ring. The O-ring forced Paige’s mouth to open, but curiously, not to its limit.

Milady ran her gloved fingers along the rim. “Yes, that’s good. You do have a wonderful mouth. I’m surprised they haven’t used it more. But then almost all the boys did that night of Anya’s lecture.”

Paige blinked. Anya’s scientific method. Yes, she remembered it. Anya may have been the one talking; Kerry, Susan, and Lorena were the ones on stage, but Paige was the star. The men, including her sponsor and new master, who had eagerly lined up to use her wanted her then. The audience who filed in, who gazed at her openly and then covertly during the lecture, had also wanted her. Paige sniffed and more tears ran down her cheeks.

“Oh, now we can’t have that, Princess,” Milady said. She wiped Paige’s face and gave her hair a quick fluff. “You must look your best for your trial. So it has been decreed.”

Paige sniffed. No, can’t have that. The new master doesn’t play games. He doesn’t stand for fake tears, fake confessions. Only the genuine article for him. Real punishment. Paige sniffed again, dimly aware of Milady’s hands on her nipples, squeezing them, drawing them out to points, stiff and erect.

She led the way out. The butch blonde behind Paige grabbed the neck-to-wrist strap and propelled Paige after Milady. They stopped just beyond the door, each woman on either side of Paige, like sentries.

Everyone else was already in the hall, and Paige wryly noted that she was the only one with two handlers. Princess Bitch’s difficult reputation still held.

Leo stood at the far end near the stairs. He barked out numbers and the other slaves and their handlers paraded past. A resigned Kerry, who was in a full body harness and thick posture collar; her shoulders squared, breasts out, and head forced into a high position of challenge. Angry Susan; a growl emanated from behind a large gag that covered the lower half of her face and all her chin. Her mittened encased hands locked to the front ring of her collar, her breasts cupped in the “V” of her elbows. A hobble chain shorter than Paige’s forced her into mincing steps and required her male handler to carry Susan upstairs, like a bride over the threshold. And then was fear laden Lorena. Eyes wide, lips quivering, two thin metal bracelets with a stout rod between them kept her hands a foot apart. She was in a long, modest white dress trimmed in gold, but unlike Susan, her steps were unnaturally long. As the dress swished Paige spied another metal rod that spread her legs wide so Lorena had to lurch one side of her body forward with each step. When she reached Leo, he made her hike up her dress to reveal a hard, gleaming chastity belt edged in red fur. He tested its snugness then nodded at her male handler who also carried her upstairs. A few more passed by until Paige and her two handlers were the only ones left.

With a sign from Leo, each woman grabbed an arm and escorted her to him, her feet slapping on the cold stone beneath her in counterpoint to Milady’s and the blonde’s spiked heels. The women didn’t stay with Paige, they continued up the stairs, but Milady paused and turned back. She seemed ready to say something, but then a drum started to pound upstairs. The suddenness of the beat apparently made Milady think twice about saying anything. Her hands clasped each other; the soft kid leather squeaked in between the drumbeats, then she turned and hurried after the spiked blonde.

Leo regarded Paige, taking her all in as if for the first time. He fussed with the O-ring, unsnapped it from the harness and shortened the straps on either side of her head. “I know you’ve heard about a secret foot path out of this valley. Julia admitted her slip up to me and told me to keep an eye on you in case you tried a little runaway game of your own.”

Paige worked her mouth. The ring hadn’t been in there long, but already, her jaw was sore. “If I got the chance, it wouldn’t be a game,” Paige said. “I know how you hate those.”

Leo stared at Paige. Was she mocking him? Paige maintained her neutral expression because she knew any indication either way as to her seriousness or mirth and Leo would decide she was. Slowly, the moment and the danger passed. Leo’s own expression changed too, from guardedness to a steely resolve. With a sudden clarity, Paige knew her way out of Valhalla wasn’t on some secret foot path, this man was the way. He beckoned her down a path full of peril, but he was the only sure way, even though Paige didn’t know where it ultimately led. But some ground rules needed to be set.

“Don’t lie to me, Leo,” Paige said. “You can do anything you want to me but don’t you ever lie.”

Her remark caught him off guard. He scowled. “I’ve never lied to you.”

“Yes, you have. You need something from me. And not the name of some made up sponsor. Just what it is I don’t know yet, but I’ll find out. When I do, you’ll have no choice but to let me go.”

Instead of anger at Paige’s accusations, Leo stroked his chin in thought. “I was right about your insight. I hope you see through everything and make the right choice for all concerned.”

“The right choice? Like I’ve had a choice since coming here?”

Leo grabbed Paige by the shoulders and threw her against the wall. Paige bounced off it and cried out in pain, but Leo pushed her against it again and held her there. One huge hand squeezed her face while the other found its way between her legs. One finger, then two drove up into her pussy, and Paige cried out again. She felt, rather than heard, the drumbeats through the wall. Leo’s thumb gently stroked her clit in time with them, and Paige gasped in stark contrast to his rough, edgy voice.

“I’ll never lie to you, but you’d damn well better not do it to me either. When the day comes for you to leave, you’ll be torn. The end of your fantasy. I’ve seen it in other women brought here. I’ve seen it in you earlier today in the line up. You want the brute, the one who will throw you down and fuck you senseless. But you dress him up until he’s pretty enough for polite society. Well, we do provide fantasy fulfillment here but not quite the way people expect. Just ask Lorena, Susan, or Kerry. Or yourself.”

Paige gulped. The drum continued to pound, Leo kept stroking her, stroking her. Oh, thank god. She hadn’t had anyone touch her since…since she couldn’t remember. She’d masturbated in the cell at night, but that…that wasn’t like this. Her thoughts, the romances she read only took her so far.

“We strip away all the window dressing. We get down to the essence of what people want.”

He took away his hands but only long enough to lift her up and pin her against the wall. One hand held her there, and the other pushed away his shorts. He speared her and bounced her on his hips like a rag doll. Paige threw her head back against the wall and thought of romance, exotic locales, and a mysterious hooded man who swept her away on an Arabian steed.

“We get at the bare bones, Paige.” Push, pound. Push, pound. Leo caught his breath. “Then we…build it back up…from there.”

He shot into her, hard, hot.

Paige’s mouth went dry. Her hands, arms, and shoulders were scraped, little bits of rock stuck in the wounds. She hung there while the drum still pounded above. Paige thought it would fade away, but its beat kept on building, not heeding her own gasping breaths. She lowered her head to his shoulder, his sweat stained her, his odor enveloped her. “Wha…What do you know of my fantasies?”

Leo stepped back and let her slide down onto weak legs. He steadied her then pushed the O-ring well past her teeth and snapped it in place. The new strap adjustments wedged her mouth open to its limit. Already Paige’s mouth strained. Leo hooked one hand around her slender arm and made her climb the stairs. He didn’t bother putting his shorts back on or wiping away his cum as it streamed down her legs.

“Your fantasy?” he said and gently squeezed her earlobe. A strange, yet intimate gesture she hadn’t expected. “You’re a romantic. You want to be kidnapped. Kidnapped, held prisoner, and raped.”




Chapter Eleven

The Chosen One

When they reached the top of the stairs, Paige instantly noticed the lack of people. The drumbeat continued to roll, but the lodge seemed like an empty shell. Leo didn’t pause in his stride, so Paige was forced to keep up, her short legs unable to match Leo’s long steps. The drumbeat got louder, but no less frequent, as Leo led Paige past the central atrium, her old suite, and then to another familiar archway. Leo paused briefly; his hand tightened around Paige’s arm. He took a deep breath like he were about to plunge into water and thrust Paige through the archway.

Paige halted. Although the rest of the lodge was empty, it was still well lit. Not here though. The only illumination came from a single spotlight pointed straight down to the middle of the wide floor. Dark shadows of figures moved around the far walls. Paige started to back up, but Leo’s hand around her arm propelled her toward the spotlight.

From the hardwood floor and the size of the room, Paige guessed this was the lecture hall where Anya gave her scientific discourse on terror. Paige tried to peer beyond the hard rim of the light. Was there a new device that Anya had built to exploit some new secret fear? Paige sought the strange outline of hard edges and planes of wood or metal but couldn’t find it. Instead, Leo’s hand squeezed the back of her neck. They crossed the terminus from dark to light, and the shadows fled.

Paige squinted to penetrate beyond the rim of light, but it was no good. She was cut off from everyone, even Leo as his hand fell away. Yet, he remained just on the other side of the pool of light as Paige heard his heavy tread while he circled her. The drumbeat quickened, and Leo’s arm went up then down. The drum stopped. All was silent.

Three colored lights hit the stage. The triumvirate sat behind a table covered in black velvet while each light of red, blue, and green bathed Anya, Taylor, and Julia.

“This is who you have chosen?” Anya said. Her sneer was plain.

“She fits the requirements,” Leo said.

“That remains to be seen,” Taylor said.

“Like it or not, there are no others,” Leo said. “None of the other three had what it takes, and their allegiances are obvious.”

The triumvirate wasn’t pleased at this. A stir in the hall at Leo’s bold statement made Paige wonder just what he meant. But Leo’s whip cracked, and Paige held herself at rigid attention; the room also quieted.

Taylor leaned back in his chair with a half smile. One hand lazily motioned to Paige. “She equally hates us all; so her decision should be fair.” He paused and turned serious. “Are you sure you want to hang your hat on this, Leo?”

“Sir, it’s not a question of my wanting. You three have forced the issue. None of you could find out her sponsor. And you’re all so caught up in your petty squabbles that Valhalla has suffered.” The triumvirate collectively frowned, but Leo continued, not only to them, but to everyone else as if he were stating his case to a courtroom. “You’ve all shown that when you work together things run smoothly. Unfortunately, and by your own admission, lately things have not.” His arm swept out. “You have left us no choice, those of us who care for what we’ve created here will see it changed, rather than destroyed.”

The unseen crowd murmured, some in dissent, many more in agreement.

Anya jumped up and pointed at Paige. “I will not yield my power on that slut’s say-so.”

Leo cracked the whip again. “Sit down, Mistress Anya.”

No one moved. Anya appeared ready to kill Leo, but she sat down.

Naked like a slave, Leo strode around the circle of light but commanded all the power there. “If not her, then who else?” He reached out and dragged Kerry into the spotlight. “This one? Ever since Julia netted her, she can’t see anyone else.” He pushed her back, and Kerry stumbled into the tall redhead’s arms. Susan was next. “Or this one? Her anger is deep, but Taylor hasn’t found the bottom yet. I suspect he doesn’t want to, nor does she because then there’s no more mystery. They are a perfect match.” He thrust Susan aside and replaced her with Lorena. Still in her white dress and spreader bars, she stumbled next to Paige. “The terror in this one belongs to Anya although others may enjoy it too. Anya didn’t create the terror, but they are now bonded to each other.”

“You’ve made your point, apprentice master,” Taylor coldly said. “One person, a benevolent dictatorship is what we need. But before I accept this slave’s choosing, she must earn my approval.”

“And mine!” Anya quickly said.

“She already has mine,” Julia said. The other two of the triumvirate appeared shocked, and Julia quickly explained. “You didn’t see her at the landing strip or with me in the helicopter. Her head is in the clouds a lot, but there’s a practical side to her too. I will accept her choice.”

The crowd murmured but soon died away.

“Very well,” Leo said. “There’s one test already passed.”

“But not mine,” Anya said.

Leo crossed his arms. “State your conditions.”

Anya leaned forward. “That whip you carry. If she so much as flinches, she fails.”

Leo held the whip out to Anya.

“No. You do it. You’ve already marked her. I can tell by her pussy drip and your shiny cock. Let’s see just how hard a master you are. I will watch her. Closely.”

Leo coiled the whip in his large hands. He made a motion for Paige to turn around.

“No,” Anya said. “She faces you. And it’s fifty. Fifty of the best.”

For a moment Leo appeared ready to use the whip on Anya, but he kept his anger under control. He stepped into the spotlight and loomed over her.

“You heard the conditions. Fail now and I’ll have you up here every day until your skin glows red.”

Paige’s legs almost went out on her. She knew she was a masochist, but the tone in Leo’s voice, the whiteness of his knuckles on the whip handle, told Paige much more than his words – this wasn’t a game. He was her way out. If she failed, there was no telling how much rougher that road would get.

Leo shook out the whip and cracked a few practice swings to get his range. Milady slipped a pair of floppy goggles around Paige’s head. There wasn’t any glass inside the rims, but a web of fibers still allowed sight. Given Leo’s skill with the whip, Paige had no fear her eyes were quite safe. It was the rest of her body she worried about.

“Milady, you’ll do the count,” Leo said.

“Yes, sir.”

His arm drew back.

Crack!

Fuck!

“One!”

Leo drew his arm back again but then let it fall. “Don’t shut those eyes, slave! We can still see them.”

Back went the arm.

Swish! Crack!

“Two!”

Oh, fuck! Oh, shit! How was she going to handle this?

Leo waited about ten seconds between each searing lash. Enough time for Paige to scream incoherently through her O-ring gag, enough time for her wail to die and anticipate the next explosion of pain. That was probably the worst, and the best part, the waiting, wondering when and where the blow would fall. Her tits? Legs? Stomach? If she could have licked her lips, she would. And she saw it all. No steel pincers to force her eyes open now. A vague outline of Leo, the shadow of his muscled arm going back, and then the bottom third of the whip darting into the light. It’s small, insignificant tip setting a red fire to her flesh, and one between her legs, too.

“Twelve!”

Shut up you fucking bitch! If Milady wanted to do something useful, Paige wished she would stand behind her and stick her useless fingers up Paige’s wet twat. Paige would protect her from any harm from the whip. It was hers anyway. Even though it left its mark all over Paige, she did the same to it with bits of her flayed skin on its end. Own and owned.

“Twenty-nine!”

She wanted his magnificent cock. The brute. Give her the brute. The animal.

“Forty!”

Yes, master! Yes master! Make me cum for you!

Forty-one struck and throughout Paige a million tiny firecrackers exploded. Her pussy went off and the rest of her soon followed. Her head snapped back. She uttered a deep guttural cry that stripped away the last pretense of her self-allusion and lay bare her basic nature.

“She moved!” Anya said.

“Knock it off, Anya,” Julia said. “She didn’t pull away; she just did what’s natural. And I’ve seen you do the same.”

Paige received the rest of the lashes in a dream. Milady’s count reached fifty, and Leo rushed to Paige’s side. He tore off the goggles and kissed her cheeks then guided her to her knees. Paige leaned against his massive leg. Her tongue darted out through the O-ring and licked it.

“Satisfied Anya?” Taylor asked.

Anya shot him a look. “You know I never am.”

“And whose fault is that? When the whole class fails, it’s the teachers fault. Just because the whole male sex can’t—”

“Shut up!”

“No, I don’t think I will, you cold bitch!”

“Is it any wonder you’re all here?” Leo shouted. “You can’t even set aside your rivalries for tonight.”

It got very, very quiet.

“All right, Master Taylor,” Leo said. “What is your test?”

Taylor remained silent. He waited to answer until everyone shifted their focus from Paige and Leo to him. He leaned back in his chair; arms folded. Paige knew that attitude from her many dinners with him as he coolly reposed while her internal fire raged. There wasn’t much difference now either, except Paige had already sated herself. Leo’s dried seed on her legs, and the fresh, joyfully angry, thin red marks she exhibited up and down the front of her body told Paige that Taylor’s denial game was ineffective tonight. Whatever he proposed, it was too late to frustrate Paige. For once, she had him frustrated.

“I think it best we continue this tomorrow,” Taylor said.

“Tomorrow?” Leo said. He was plainly taken aback. “But everyone is here now.”

Taylor leaned forward with a devil’s grin. “I think everyone can agree that Paige is deep into her submissive glow. Who am I, or anyone here, to disturb that? Besides, what I plan is better left to the light of day. And there are many here anxious to start their own tortures tonight. You are a master with the whip, Leo. Your skill extends beyond the one you touched.”

More than a few people agreed. Yes, the whipping had been hot, the way Leo took Paige to orgasm, it was just wonderful. But now, they wanted to get away and find their own euphoria. Why should Paige be the only one to enjoy herself? The mundane business of the triumvirate, no matter how important, could wait until tomorrow.

The crowd’s mood, and how he played it, fell perfectly into Taylor’s plan. Paige knew the tables had turned. Again, it was Taylor who called the shots, and Paige was left to dangle in the wind of frustration. She wanted to finish it now!

Not tonight though. For once, the triumvirate was all in agreement. Julia nodded at Taylor. She knew this was coming. She and Taylor had probably worked it out beforehand. What Julia got out of it, Paige could well guess. Probably some kind of active involvement with clothespins, rope, or whatever, but she could still point to her generosity of tonight. Move and countermove. Anything to get above the other two. Or at least one.

As for Anya, if she said no, she would be perceived as selfish for delaying everyone’s pleasure just to watch Paige suffer more. Her agreement was nothing less than damage control.

And Leo. He didn’t have any say in the matter. Still a master-in-training with no official voice, he had set the ground rules for choosing an arbiter but through a position of authority based on everyone else’s support. If Taylor wanted to wait until tomorrow and the rest of Valhalla did too, then who was he to go against that?

Dammit, Taylor was still pulling the strings!

Paige growled through her O-ring gag. Leo grabbed her hair and jerked her head back.

“Good, that’s settled then.” Taylor’s chair scraped back as he stood up. “Everyone, enjoy your evenings. See you at the stables no later than mid-morning.”

Most people didn’t acknowledge Taylor’s implication; they were already concentrated on the little doxie at the end of their leash, or the dominant who commanded them. Leo remained stoic though and drew Paige to her feet. Everyone disappeared down their secret ways, but they stayed in the spotlight and Leo’s hands pressed against Paige’s welts. His hands traced along the short, sticky lines in languid fascination. Paige moaned. Like Julia had told her long ago, all she needed to do was step back. But she couldn’t.

Leo got closer. He unsnapped the O-ring from Paige’s head harness, covered her mouth with his and, once again, left his mark inside her.

With that kiss, Paige wondered if this wasn’t their first one.

He pulled back but kept both hands on her cheeks. “You will perform magnificently tomorrow. You will outrun them all. But you will never get away from me.”

Tears welled in Paige’s eyes. The man who had kidnapped, imprisoned, and raped her, the brute prince who had swept her away on his steed of an airplane; he was the one who pulled the strings – on her. The masqued man with the nimble puppet fingers, and she couldn’t help but dance. And love it when she did.

Paige sobbed and buried her face in Leo’s chest.

Through a watery haze, Leo guided Paige along the empty corridors. When she managed to control her crying jag, she noticed he brought her to a part of the lodge she hadn’t been – the rooms where the masters-and mistresses-in-training slept.

Spare and utilitarian, they reminded Paige more of a monk’s cell than the other bright and ventilated suites she knew. A sink and toilet occupied one corner of Leo’s room. A small writing desk and chair sat under a wall lamp while a double bed took up most of the floor space. Like the other suites, there wasn’t any door although Leo did pull a heavy curtain across the entrance for privacy.

He removed the head harness and released Paige’s doubled up arms. She virtually collapsed against Leo. He scooped her up like a rag doll and gently deposited her on the thin coverlet while he sat on the edge.

His fingers pressed the separate welts that covered her breasts and stomach. Paige moaned but sensed it wasn’t like before, a test of how well Leo had raised them, but more like how sensitive they still were and if they had begun to heal.

“I wondered when they would allow me to decorate your flesh. But I suppose everyone else had to try you first and throw you aside, like they’ve done to so many others. Their trash, my treasure.”

“You even talk like one of them,” Paige whispered.

Leo’s hand drew back. “Talk like who?”

“The men in romances. Or what people think they talk like.”

Leo relaxed, although not as much as before. He didn’t touch Paige’s welts again, but instead crossed to the sink. He washed his hands and filled a large glass of water. He drank it all and then another. Paige noted the tension in his shoulders and back, the grim set to his face when he handed her the refilled glass. Paige sensed she was on shaky ground.

“You thought I meant you were like them,” she said.

“Who?”

“Anya, Julia and Taylor. You’re nothing like them.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Leo said with a straight face. “Coming from you that means a lot.”

Now Paige frowned. “What do you mean by that, puppeteer?”

Leo thinly smiled. “Actually, it was a marionette.”

Paige sat up. “I knew that was you. But how did…? Why did…?”

“How? Just like Milady said, we’d been watching you a long time. Discrete, obtuse inquiries among friends, co-workers, nothing direct. Why? Does it really matter? Let’s just say I received my orders.”

Paige’s eyes got wide. “Received your orders? But you’re my sponsor, it was your decision to bring me here.”

Leo was silent and looked away.

“You are my sponsor, right?”

“If I told you that, princess, your whole fantasy would end. And much too soon.” A hand stroked her cheek, squeezed her earlobe.

Paige beat her hands against his shoulders. “I’ll give you fantasy!” She held up her wrist cuffs that were still buckled on her. She pointed at her welts. “Is this fantasy? Is this a fairytale?”

Leo grabbed her hands. In a moment, he clipped the cuffs together and locked them to a solid ring sunk into the wall at the top of the bed. Just as fast, he secured Paige’s kicking legs to opposite corners of the bed’s foot. Paige continued to thrash, but she soon tired. Leo stood over her.

“You ever read a real fairytale, princess? Not one your mother gave you with a happily-ever-after ending? They are dark, nasty little morality tales, just as likely to give you nightmares rather than sweet dreams. You’re in one now. And if you’re scripting this fairytale, then it’s really up to you what kind of prince I am, isn’t it?”

He mounted her, his knees creating craters in the thin mattress, the bed groaning under his weight. His erect cock slid into Paige’s wet pussy, and she gasped. Without backing off even once, Leo pushed his tool all the way into her to its base. His tight balls dangled against Paige’s pussy lips.

“So which is it, princess?” Leo said. “Am I rescuing you or raping you?”

Paige fought to get her breath. Already the heat built up inside her, already she felt the distant rumbles on her slow, violent orgasm.

Leo started to thrust and Paige’s hard, clear thoughts at what Leo had implied started to turn to jelly. But before he transformed her into a quivering mass of flesh, Paige had to answer Leo’s question. He probably didn’t expect one, but she wanted to, had to, if not for him, then herself.

What she said made the coupling, the way he treated her, all the worse. Leo’s hips went from mere piston engine thrusts to violent stabs. Paige’s screams caroled out the room and down the hall.

“You will never rape me.”




Chapter Twelve

“You’ll run today, Ponygirl.”

It wasn’t an alarm clock, or even Leo roughly shaking Paige’s shoulder that brought her awake. It was her hips and the undimmed pain from the almost constant spread of her legs last night. For all his shoulder width and leg size, Leo’s waist wasn’t that much bigger than another man’s. He slammed into Paige throughout the night with little let up and her own strong legs easily wrapped around him. Paige knew they were already a match for their cock and pussy, and after last night, Paige was ecstatic to learn she could take him frontally. But what surprised her was his endurance. He didn’t take as long as others to recharge. He had flipped her over on her hands and knees once, but that was all the respite her hips received. Now, they dragged her from unconsciousness and forced Paige to listen.

She swung her legs over the side of the bed. Too much, too soon! “Ohhh! Ohhhhh!”

Leo glanced at her from the mirror over the sink. Water trickled out of the tap under which he frequently held a razor. He didn’t say anything, but the twinkle in his eyes projected understanding at Paige’s morning creakiness.

Paige made herself stand. Her legs wobbled but didn’t buckle. She rubbed her hips. “This is all your fault. How am I going to run a race like this?”

Leo wiped away the last bits of foam. “For one who can’t be raped, you sure do complain a lot. But as for running any race, don’t worry. Your sisters went through a lot worse than you last night. It should make for an interesting series of heats.”

“Oh, I’ll bet.”

“Now, that’s what I liked about you the most when I saw you at the masqued ball; your genuine wit.”

Paige crossed her arms. “Is that so? Any way I can talk my way out of this little pony play?”

Leo smiled and shook his head. “Afraid not. Ponies can’t talk.”

“But—”

“Shhh, quiet. From now on, any word from your mouth and you’ll quickly find out just how perfect it is for the bit.” He put on his shorts and, from the writing desk, gathered up the stock whip he used on Paige last night. “You will remain here. Work out some of that soreness. The others are probably already at the stables and loosened up. We’ll head over there soon, but I can’t have my ponygirl keel over from hunger. I’ll return soon with a late breakfast.”

He pushed the curtain to one side and strode out. A cool breeze flowed over Paige’s toes when the curtain fell back into place. There were some others out there, and Paige heard Leo greet them to several comebacks such as “Sleepyhead” and “About time you got up”. No one sounded serious though, and the noise died down. It got so quiet that Paige wondered if there was anyone out there at all.

She padded to the curtain. Through a slit between the curtain’s edge and the wall, Paige couldn’t find any movement. Her fingers curled around the edge and carefully, slowly, she pushed the curtain aside.

No one. The curtains for all the other rooms were hung to the side and revealed empty quarters. There weren’t any guards stationed in the hallway either. The place was deserted.

This was her chance! She could get away! All she had to do was walk out.

Walk out. Find that secret path that led out of the valley. Find the…secret…path. So, where to look? No matter, she would find it, then follow it out, without any food. All right, then, no food. She would eat snow instead. Eat cold snow while she just waltzed right through it all…naked. And how long to get through the pass? One day? Two? Somehow the term “blanket of snow” didn’t bode well for overnight use for someone not sure of where to go, nothing to eat, and no clothes. No, there was a way out, but not that way. Paige would run, but not away.

When Leo returned with a tray full of food, he found Paige on the floor, stretching her legs out.

“So, you decided to stay?” he said. “Good.”

“What choice did I have?”

“You make the choice every day, whether you know it or not, just like the choice you made now of talking against my explicit order. The bit will go in your mouth but not right now.” Leo put the tray on the bed. “Eat.”

Paige nearly muttered something about giving her an order and then enticing her to break it, but stopped at a upraised eyebrow from Leo. She bit her tongue and scurried over from her position on the floor and knelt next to the bed, using it as a table. It wasn’t quite what Paige expected. The menu seemed a bit limited, but it was perfect. Her menu consisted of cantaloupe, fresh, red cherries, a banana, a block of white cheese for bulk, and a tall glass of water to wash it all down. Flecks of cheese fell from her mouth, but she licked up every last crumb. The banana just about disappeared whole in her mouth while fruit juices trickled down her chin in a red and orange mix, spilling on the plate and sheets. The water remained untouched until the end, but still, every drop of that was drained. Paige set the empty glass next to the neat pile of cherry pits on the plate and let out a loud belch.

Leo smiled and shook his head. “The way you attacked that food would make one think that for the last couple of weeks, you’ve eaten nothing but gruel.”

Paige bared her teeth. That’s because she had eaten nothing but gruel. “Grrr!” was all she said though. It wasn’t talking, but it got her message across.

Leo gave a short laugh. “Well, at least you’re in character but for how long? C’mon, let’s go. It’s almost mid-morning, and we’ve got to play a little catch up to the others already at the stables.”

He pushed a small, rubber bit between her teeth and locked her hands to the front ring of her collar. A leash snapped to the same ring. A slight upward pressure brought Paige to her feet, and he led her out to the bright sunlight.

Paige ran her hands over her cheeks, rubbed her arms across her breasts, and lifted her closed eyes to the sky. Except for brief periods at twilight during the daily line up, she hadn’t been outside at all. Ah, sun! After so long in her tiny, dark cell, she soaked up the warmth. Birds sang and a fresh, gentle breeze stirred her hair. She gave her trust over to Leo and the directions he communicated through the leash, not worrying about any missteps. He picked out a soft path, and Paige luxuriated in the soft dust between her toes. How long or how far they walked, she didn’t know. Time stood still until the redness behind Paige’s closed eyes went dark, and the clear mountain scents were replaced with one of wood, hay and…something else.

“Dammit, after the real horses were removed, didn’t anyone get an order to clean out the stalls?” Leo yelled.

Several people jumped. Most stared and only a few were brave enough to shake their heads. They all stood outside the stables; no one cared to go in and face the stench.

In a flash, Leo unhooked Paige’s hands and removed her bit. He pointed to a wheelbarrow near the stable door and motioned for her to bring it into the stall. He grabbed a shovel and bent to the task at hand. “Well, c’mon then,” he called to the rest outside. “You can’t expect the ponygirls to do it themselves, much less those three stooges we want to replace.”

Leo spun around, the shovel full of horse manure; ready to throw it in the wheelbarrow. Only someone blocked his way.

Paige wanted to warn him, but had been silenced with a definite look of an unseen order. Everybody else, ponygirls and their handlers, were too scared to speak.

Julia put her blacked gloved fists on her gray jodhpur covered hips. Her white shirt shone in the sun’s slanted rays; the heat from her glare was capable of melting ice.

Leo didn’t back off. In the tense silence, he calmly walked around Julia, dumped the shovel’s load into the wheelbarrow and went back for another. “Just don’t stand there,” he said. “You made this shit of a mess. Dig in!”

Julia hadn’t expected Leo’s defiant, challenging attitude. Paige felt the tension go up a couple of notches, but Julia’s fists loosened, and she quickly turned and strode away, back stiff. A few people watched her and picked up some shovels of their own, but most avoided looking at the humiliated dominatrix. Leo glanced after her then turned to the stall.

“Are you trying to destroy this place?”

Those nearby stopped whatever they were doing. Who said that?

Paige slapped Leo on his broad back. “Did you hear me? You won’t be happy until this whole place goes up in flames?”

Leo’s knuckles turned white on the shovel handle. “Since when are you taking Julia’s side?”

“I’m not taking anyone’s side, you made sure of that,” Paige snapped. “If I’m supposed to be an independent judge, then I hereby sentence you to an apology.”

Leo didn’t move.

Paige stood in front of him. “You do it, or I’ll screw things up so bad around here you’ll wish you never nominated me as arbiter.”

Leo’s jaw set. He dropped the shovel and trotted off after Julia. Paige let out a deep breath. She wasn’t made for facing down such a big man with a powerful personality, but it had to be done. No matter what part Julia had in Paige’s adduction, she was still a person and, in her own way, cared for her. It all made Paige realize that these were people with their own shortcomings, not infallible gods.

It also told her no one else was cleaning out her stall. She picked up the shovel and set to work.

Leo returned about an hour later. He found the stall clean, but Paige, the Ponygirl, was covered in muck and grime.

“Can’t have you parade to post like that,” Leo said. Whatever had gone on between him and Julia, he gave no sign. In fact, he acted like nothing bad had happened at all.

He snapped her wrists together at the collar, and then the leash as before, but instead of leading Paige out the nearest door, Leo brought her further back into the stables, past all the other ponygirls and their handlers.

There was sullen Kerry, already decked out in her tack and harness. A rubber bit, not unlike Paige’s, contorted her lips and cheeks. Thin leather straps around her forehead, down her face, and under her chin pressed in on her skin, as did the main body harness. A crotch strap dangled loose between her legs. Her handler bent down and brought it up snug between her ass cheeks and over her pussy. A quick flip through the buckle in front and Kerry grunted as it tightened deep between her pussy lips. Her eyes closed briefly under the handler’s reassuring pat and soothing words.

Past a few more ponygirls, they came upon skittish Lorena. No handler was in her stall as she was already prepared. Dark brown, light shoes covered her feet. A shiny, well-oiled harness encased her torso and restrained her arms in back while a bright, silver bit ran from both sides of her mouth and bent around her cheeks. Reins at either side of the bit were tied off to a post. A purple plume extended up from the forehead headharness strap. A full, soft and brown tail, matching Lorena’s hair color cascaded down the small of her back. But for all her finery, Paige still noticed the slight shake of her legs, the wide deer-in-the-headlights aspect to her eyes. When they shoved her into the starting gates, she would either bolt to the finish line or freeze.

From the last stall on the left came a big commotion.

Leo tied Paige’s leash to a high hook in the stall opposite it and disappeared outside. He paid no attention to what was happening a few feet away, but Paige got a real good look.

Susan was not going quietly, thank you very much. Although her arms were strapped tight in back, three handlers surrounded her, one on each side with both hands firmly gripped on the reins that were attached to Susan’s wide, leather bit. The other barely hung on to the one tied in front of the headharness with one hand. From his other dangled a hobble strap that was not even close to being used.

Susan jerked this way and that, a wild filly, with hay and dust kicked up in a swirling cloud of anger. One of the men at her side shortened up on the reins in an attempt to control Susan’s struggles. He slowly moved in until Susan’s booted foot swung out in a wide, roundhouse kick. It caught him square in the ribs. The man cried out and went down, one hand over the injured area. He let go of the rein but quickly recovered it with his free hand. Susan’s boots swung out again and again, but the men stayed well out of reach, none of them daring to feel the force of Susan’s wrath. Consequently, none of them were close to getting the fierce ponygirl under control.

A long, high-pitched whistle that descended to the lower register cut through the air. Everything stopped.

Leo was back at the stable door. He held his hands up, palms outward. He slowly put one foot in front of the other.

“Now, what’s the matter, girl? They not treating you right? Is that it? Or do you just need some attention? Someone to tell you how pretty you are. Because you are. Pretty pony. Pretty pony.” Leo kept his voice soft. He coaxed out every word, each syllable with a quiet calm. Susan snorted a couple of times, jerked her head against the reins, but the kicking stopped. She kept Leo in her sights while drool overflowed past her bit and down her chin.

“So pretty, so full of fire,” Leo said. He stepped within the reins’ arc. One hand reached up, ever so slowly and stroked the side of her head. The other ran along the top of the rein in front, but instead of gripping it, Leo unhooked it from the headharness. The other two soon followed. One hand kept stroking Susan’s head; the other now caressed a nipple. Susan’s eyes closed, and Leo’s head stroking hand found its way down her shoulder, along her ribs, then between her legs. All the time Leo still talked, soothing, soft words that Paige couldn’t quite hear.

She didn’t need to though, she could well imagine Leo’s whispers to Susan and a sudden rush of jealousy filled her. He was her sponsor, her master! He should be soothing her, impaling her on his fist. Susan cried out behind her bit and arced backwards, but Leo wrapped one arm around her to prevent a fall. The other stayed inside, drove up higher and didn’t come out until Susan’s shakes subsided. As Susan’s anger subsided, Paige’s built. How dare that bitch steal her man, even if for just a few minutes! She already had three men, why did she need Leo? If Paige weren’t wearing cuffs; Susan would know the wrath of a green-eyed monster.

For her part, Susan resembled more a rag doll, and Leo steadied her on weak legs. “There. She’s fine now. Aren’t you, girl? Just needed a little attention, that’s all. You act fierce, but there’s a soft, beautiful mare inside.”

The handlers crept up and, between the three of them, got the hobble strap around Susan’s ankles. Even with Leo’s assurances, they weren’t about to take a chance of those feet knocking out a couple of their teeth. He backed away; Susan never took her eyes off him.

Paige jerked forward at her leash, and the collar almost choked her. Susan caught the movement though, and the two ponygirls glared at each other. It was the beginning of a great stare down contest until Leo stepped in between them.

His wide chest cut off Paige’s view of her upstart competitor. “Now, none of that,” Leo said. “You who’ve demanded so much attention. Surely you can step aside for a moment.”

Paige pulled back, the leash now taught in the other direction. She frowned and growled. Oh, no, she wasn’t about to let him seduce her with magical words. Not after what he did and in front of her no less.

Whatever softness remained in Leo fled. His voice took on a hard edge, and his body tensed. “All right, Princess, if that’s the way you want it.”

He unwrapped the leash from the hook and also removed it from Paige’s collar. He curled it up into a ball and threw it against the wall behind her. Paige’s hands were unlocked from the collar, but not from each other. Leo kept one hand between them and yanked Paige off her feet after him.

They burst into the sunlight. Blinded from the radiance, Paige squeezed her eyes shut. She tried to get to her legs under her, but Leo moved too fast. Little rocks and pebbles scraped her bare skin along her back, her stomach when she flipped over, and all along her legs. Hay was kicked up into her already matted hair while dirt found its way past her bit into her mouth. Enough! Stop! You win! Paige tried to protest, but they only came out as incoherent chokes and coughs. When Leo didn’t slow down, she flexed her arms and attempted to throw off his fist while her battered legs and torso kicked at the air.

“This is it, Princess!” Leo roared. “You may be the arbiter, but you’re still my slave!”

Leo swung his arm out. Paige was on her feet or, more accurately, her toes. Her arms were stretched tight overhead to a steel beam, supported by two others well away on either side. Susan might have been a spirited ponygirl, but with her matted hair, streaks of horse manure and hay stuck all over her, Paige looked a lot like a wild, captured animal. Unlike Susan though, Paige only had one handler, but she still got more than her share of attention from everyone else.

A small crowd had gathered behind them while Leo dragged her along. A half-circle now formed around them. A few let out a whoop as Paige still struggled under the beam. She lifted her legs and kicked out but none came near to connecting. Paige snorted through her bit in frustration. C’mon, just take a step or two closer. She’d show Susan how to kick those fuckers! And it wouldn’t be in the ribs either. Lower down was where she aimed.

But Paige was one who screamed when frigid water from a garden hose soaked her. She closed her eyes as Leo applied a soap-filled sponge that wiped away the more clingy bits of filth. The water returned, the pressure eased up as Leo directed it over her head. Leo’s big hands rubbed shampoo through her hair and massaged her scalp; Paige gave herself over to the tactile pleasure.

“Don’t think me cruel for this cold shower,” Leo said. “You’re running a lot today. Warm water will increase the danger of heat stroke. As for the camera, you’ve only yourself to blame.”

Paige moaned. Yes, the water was cold. Freezing. But it felt so good in the hot sun. And as for the photos, well, with magic fingers like his, and that beautiful cock…

“What are you doing?”

Cultured and English accent. Milady. Goddammit, why did that bitch have to show up now?

Leo’s hands deserted Paige.

Milady was dressed in a pair of tan jodhpurs, brown boots, and white shirt, looking remarkably more like a wealthy estate riding mistress than a slave. Milady still wore her usual collar and cuffs, but her demeanor left no doubt who was in charge between her and Leo. They had a brief, intense discussion about the proper way to prepare a pony so she wouldn’t cramp up during a race. Milady pounded a fist into a palm for emphasis.

The crowd started to break up; apparently sensing the little play scene was at an end. Milady and Leo conferred a little more, then Leo nodded once in respect. He didn’t appear embarrassed at having done something wrong, and even chuckled to himself when he rinsed out Paige’s hair. Milady stood by and a tiny smile formed on her lips.

Leo toweled off Paige, but she hardly paid any attention as she stared back at the top slave. What was Milady’s game? Through all the political chaos, the backbiting, and power plays, Milady stayed apart from it all. Not that a slave was likely to make a power play, but Milady also hadn’t thrown her lot in with any of the triumvirate, so far as Paige could tell. If anything, she should be against Paige becoming arbiter since Paige had treated her so bad. Paige’s stomach suddenly turned queasy.

Milady’s smile widened to a full grin, and Paige felt her queasy stomach drop to her feet. Had Leo planned this? Had he waited for an excuse to drag her through the dirt and humiliate her?

Leo removed the bit to wipe off Paige’s face, and she jerked her head back and snorted. He wanted to show her off. Like an animal! Her lips curled.

Leo grabbed Paige’s wet hair and she gasped. Jesus, he really had a hold of it! And the look in his eyes!

“You make it really hard for someone to fall in love with you.”

Paige gulped. “Fall in… What…What are you saying?”

“Is it that hard?“

“Leo!” Milady shouldered him aside, no mean feat considering the difference in their size. But Leo was distracted by his outburst. He let go of Paige and gave Milady plenty of space.

“What Leo is trying to say, Paige, is sometimes fantasy can turn into reality without either person realizing it for a long time. But I’m sure you already know that. What you don’t know, or refuse to accept, is that you will run today.” From her pants pocket, she extracted a leather strap with a small, blunt copper phallus sewn onto it. “You’ll run today, ponygirl. No illusions about reality or fantasy now. You’ll run. Whether you want to or not.”




Chapter Thirteen

A Day at the Races

Paige snorted past her extra thick and wide rubber bit. Anyone else and it would have been considered a punishment device, with Paige, it was difficult to take, but not overly punitive. And as for that little vibrator they had shoved up her twat, well, big whoop! Like that was really going to make her run. She would show them.

Princess Bitch made a big comeback.

Paige kept it under wraps though. On the outside, she was the perfect, docile ponygirl. Oh, she showed a little spirit here and there as Leo and Milady prepared her, but not too much, just enough to let them think she was frisky and ready to run her heart out.

Still, Paige had to hand it to them for the tack they draped on her. They were parading to post now, and no one, absolutely no one else could match her outfit. Shiny, silver studs glittered all over her body harness. Ankle high, flat-heeled black boots shone with a deep, rich polish. Bright metal rods tied to the body harness, d-rings on either hip pulled a magnificent, red velvet cushioned sulky behind her while a bright red plume atop her head put all the others, even Lorena’s, to shame. The finery and the jealous looks from all the other ponygirls were almost perfect. Especially the looks she received from Kerry, Lorena, and, most especially, Susan.

Almost perfect. There was just one thing that spoiled it.

“Up. Up! Knees up, girl. Higher! You’re on parade. Act like it.” The dressage whip lashed out and caught Paige expertly on the ass.

Paige tried to twist around but the reins tightened and kept her head forward. Her chin rose up until she almost faced the sky. Yes, everything was perfect, until her driver showed up.

Milady.

Leo had hitched Paige up to the sulky and led her to the racetrack but didn’t take the seat like most of the other handlers. Instead, he met Milady at the track’s gated entrance. She wore a big smile that shone out from beneath midnight black sunglasses.

“Your ponygirl and sulky, Milady.” Leo bowed and handed her the reins.

Milady wrapped them around her gloved fist. She pulled Paige’s head this way and that to inspect the bit’s seating. She tested the snugness of the harness over the shoulders, how tight it wrapped around Paige’s arms and waist then cupped each breast and squeezed the nipples, drawing them out to long tips. She stepped to the side and patted one ass cheek and then the other. A nice, firm bounce from each and she nodded in satisfaction.

A shudder ran through Paige. No. No, don’t let them see how easily they can get to you. Don’t let them.

Who was she kidding? They had her from the masqued ball.

Milady ran her hands down Paige’s strong thighs and cooed. Her sounds cut to Paige’s psyche and just about turned her firm legs to rubber. It was too much, the leather hugging her tight, Milady’s intimate inspection, and then the soft sounds of pleasure in her ear. Milady fingered Paige’s clit and held her smeared juices up to her nose. Paige gasped at the pungent, erotic scent.

“Nervous little thing, isn’t she?” Milady said to Leo.

“It is her first race,” Leo said.

“No doubt. But it’s not the first time you’ve dressed a ponygirl. What’s with the loose crotch strap?” Milady pointed at the limp piece of leather that hung straight down amongst Paige’s light brown ponytail.

Leo smiled. “I thought you’d like to tighten that up yourself.”

Milady placed a hand on her right breast and bowed in gracious thanks. She drew the strap between Paige’s legs, and her thumb ran over the tip of the small, copper phallus.

“Think of it as motivation,” Milady whispered to Paige.

She spread her pussy lips.

Paige shivered, but from the cold metal that easily found its way into her slick vagina or the crotch strap as Milady buckled it in front, she couldn’t tell. Nor did she dwell on it. Instead, she focused on the idea that Milady was her driver. She would have preferred Anya, or even Julia. But Julia wanted a picture perfect bondage barbie and, dressed as she was now, Paige perfectly fit the role. As for Anya, she just wanted to scare the hell out of her. Neither woman was around for it, but Paige had now become what they wanted. Picture perfect and scared as hell.

“Seems like you already need motivating.”

Milady mounted the sulky, flicked the reins, and they were away. She steered Paige to the head of the parade and the call to post trumpet rang out. Paige paid scant attention to it as Milady’s exhortations of “Knees up!” only irritated her more and more.

“Be proud, girl!” Milady said. “Throw out those tits. Knees! Knees up! Tits out!”

Paige complied but also would have ground her teeth if not for the bit. Instead, she just chomped on it. Just wait. Just wait until that start bell rings. Then she would get the last laugh.

They all made a big, oblong circle in front of the stands. Paige noticed all the people, a lot more than she would have guessed were at Valhalla. A few shouted encouragement to the girls by their pony names. Among others, Paige picked out a few significant ones: Susan was Mountain Fire, Kerry was Taylor’s Pet, and Lorena was Fear and Modesty. None shouted to her, but Paige knew hers as soon as the track announcer said it: Princess Bitch.

They were divided into groups of four for their individual heats. Paige was in the first one. Milady flicked the reins, cracked the whip on Paige’s ass again, and made her run some sprints to warm up. In spite of all the tight tack on her, the body and headharness, the bit, and even the phallus inside her, Paige ran three sprints with ease. She barely broke a sweat while the rest of her group was a different story.

Two girls, a short blonde with small breasts and a dark brunette with slim hips and long legs, already labored. Paige dismissed them. No competition there. But the third one, a long haired redhead with green, fiery eyes named Slavish Pride, kept pace when Paige ran her last sprint. When they stopped, she flashed a look at Paige in a clear challenge, then, at her driver’s command, trotted off to the starting gates.

Paige rolled her eyes and followed. Fine, let Slavish Pride or whatever that girl’s name was win the race. Paige would run, she knew she had to at least make a show of it, but then she would cool her heels the rest of the day. And Milady, Leo, and the rest could just stomp around in frustration. Especially Leo and his plan of her becoming the arbiter.

Leo took hold of the bridle and led Paige into her start gate. Next to her, Slavish Pride snorted and stamped her feet, eager for the race. Leo glanced over at her then turned back to Paige, his grip on her tack tighter than before.

“There is a lot riding on you. More than you know. You’re angry and probably thinking that when the bell goes off you’ll just stay here. Try it and feel what happens.”

He held up a small, black box with a red button. His thumb pressed it.

“Eeeiiiiimmmummm!” Paige screamed through her bit. Her pussy turned to fire. “Eiiahmm!”

Leo let up on the button. The shock from the copper phallus cut off. He handed it to Milady and lifted himself out of the starting gate. He took up position behind the track’s inner rail.

“Ponies in the starting gates,” the track announcer said.

Now it was Milady’s turn. Another shock.

“Huuhaarnn!”

Paige’s frantic legs pistoned up and down.

The bell rang, and the gates slammed open.

She ran. Like never before.

They circled the track once. In the stretch, Paige sensed the crowd’s cheers but didn’t care. Her eyes watered. Just keep those legs moving, keep running. Faster, faster! At last, she crossed the finish line, six full lengths ahead of her nearest rival, Slavish Pride.

Paige slowed down and caught her breath. Behind her, Milady was wild with the joy of victory. Leo ran up and grabbed a body harness strap, leading her to a shady spot outside the stables. He allowed her a drink of water through a straw, but didn’t unhitch the sulky.

Milady jumped off and punched the air. “Wow! Oh, fantastic! That little thing really works! Whoo! Wait until word gets out about this! Everyone will want one.” Milady patted Paige’s crotch.

Leo shook his head. “Each pony is different. It won’t make them run any faster than what they’re capable of. But there are other benefits.”

He loosed the crotch strap. The copper phallus was smeared in Paige’s juices.

About an hour later, Paige ran another race. Once again, Milady held the little black box in hand. She didn’t push the button, but Paige knew her thumb was just over it, and her pussy warmed. The bell rang and Paige jetted out of the gate. All through the race, Paige thought of Leo. Milady may use the whip or box, but it was Leo who controlled her. Leo and his steel dominance. Leo and his… Leo…

Paige handily won again.

Back at the stables, Leo unhitched her and removed all the tack. He brought Paige inside and lightly rinsed off her sweat then wrapped her in a large soft towel. He made to leave, but Paige scurried around in front of him. She fell to her knees.

Her teeth tore at the front of his shorts. Leo pushed her back a little and unzipped them. His erect cock sprang out, and Paige greedily covered it with her mouth. She went at him like a hungry animal: suck, lick, in, out, tongue over tip, swirl all around, heat, suck, suck, suck! Liquid, salty, oh, so good, so good! Swallow. Swallow it all! Oh, more, give her more.

Leo pushed her head back. A few drops ran down her chin. Paige’s cum covered tongue poked out and slowly, carefully, wiped them away.

“Don’t think I’m going easier on you,” Leo said, voice still strong as ever.

Paige kissed the tip of his flaccid cock and wrapped her arms around his legs.

“Good. Now get some rest. You’re going to need it.” He stepped around Paige, but at the stall gate, he stumbled. Not much, but enough.

The gate locked, and Paige smiled. Master Leo also needed a little rest.

“Last call to post. Last call.”

The trumpet blared. Paige dashed among the stable hands and empty sulkies. The wide harness belts encircled her once again, and her arms were welded together in back by a set of wrist and upper arm cuffs. The bit sat deep in her mouth; her lips curled back tight over her front teeth. The scent of leather permeated her.

Leo had gotten her ready in plenty of time, only there wasn’t any driver. They waited, and waited, heard the other ponygirls get prepared and move out to the track by another route, but no sign of Milady. At last she turned up, hair in disarray, buttoning her shirt.

“Please, don’t ask,” she said.

Milady’s movements were stiff. She mounted the sulky and before she had even taken up the reins, Paige was off.

The track gate was halfway shut when they arrived. Paige kicked it out of the track attendant’s grasp and barreled onto the soft turf.

Last in the parade to post, Paige took stock of the opposition ahead of her. There were three other ponygirls, three that would each love leaving her in their dust.

Kerry. Lorena. Susan.

Kerry caught sight of Paige when she doubled back past the stands. Her eyes widened a little bit but otherwise kept herself as calm as ever. Lorena glared at Paige, her nervous fright apparently all run out today. Susan strained at her bit and lunged at Paige, ready to fight. Only her driver’s firm hand on the reins and sharp commands brought her back into line.

Paige made her turn in front of the triumvirate’s private box. Taylor and Anya occupied two of the three seats. Julia arrived late; whip in hand. She appeared flush and, like Milady, her hair was messed.

Milady flicked the reins, and Paige half-trotted to catch up with the others. None of them needed any warm up sprints, not after running so much already, especially Paige after her little run to the track. The handlers led them straight to the starting gate.

Paige was on the outside, Susan on her left. Susan snorted, stamped, and banged against the side a few times. Paige wanted to bang back, but Leo held her bridle and slapped her tit.

“Iiii!” Paige squealed.

“Good. I got your attention,” Leo said. “As far as your concerned, there’s no one else on the track. Run and earn your pony name. The princess always comes first.”

He squeezed a nipple.

“Iieeempihh!”

Leo leaned over to Milady. “Take care of my pony.”

“I’ll treat her like the bitch she is,” Milady said.

Leo hopped out of the gate and took up his usual spot on the infield.

“They’re in the gates,” said the track announcer.

The bell rang. The gates flew open.

“They’re running!”

Paige broke out fast, but Susan was faster. Legs pumping, straining forward from the traces and into the bit, Paige kept her second position, but she was on the outside. She sensed Kerry right next to her, just three or four paces back, preventing her move inside.

She leaned forward. Run. Run! Work those legs.

The crowd’s cheers faded, but Paige could still hear the track announcer.

“Into the first turn, it’s Mountain Fire, Princess Bitch, Taylor’s Pet, and Fear and Modesty. Now, Taylor’s Pet moves up on the inside and takes second with Fear and Modesty a nose behind Princess Bitch.”

Paige growled. No! She had to win! She bent forward, almost double.

“Easy, girl. Easy!” Milady shouted. She pulled back on the reins.

What was Milady doing? Paige had no choice but to slow down. Dead last now. The three other ponies widened their lead over her as they turned into the back stretch. Paige chomped down on the bit. No, let her run. Let her go!

Unless Milady wanted her to lose? Julia had shown up late to the race; whip in hand. Was Milady in her camp? All that stuff last night, about accepting Paige as arbiter, was it just a ploy? She wanted to keep Paige at Valhalla, maybe even finally get her bondage barbie. The fix was in.

Goddam bitch! Here Leo was worried about Paige throwing the race, and instead, they should have shoved that electric cock up Milady.

“Hang in there, girl,” Milady shouted. “Just wait and hang in there.”

Oh, she would hang in there, all right. Just wait Milady said? Yeah, just wait until she got her arms free and went for Milady’s throat. Paige put on a burst of speed but Milady pulled her back again. Paige fought it but Milady wouldn’t let go and nearly made her stumble.

Paige had no choice. She lightened her pace. Her stride was still quick, but not top speed. They were halfway down the backstretch and now further behind. She watched Kerry and Lorena fight for second; their sulkies banged into each other a couple of times. Kerry lost her stride but got it back. Susan was at least three lengths ahead of them, running easy and unchallenged.

Paige kept her legs pumping. The soft turf kicked up by the other ponygirls and their sulkies flew threw the air and landed on Paige, caking on her sweaty body, her legs, breasts, and face. She shook her head, tossing off as much as possible.

And then, Paige noticed they were gaining. Still on the outside, but now just a half-length behind Kerry and Lorena who kept bumping into each other despite their driver’s shouts. Their breathing labored, their strides not quite as long or fast before.

Milady shouted. “Take ‘em, girl. Go!”

The reins let up, and Paige shot forward.

Track Announcer: “Into the turn and Princess Bitch makes a move! Now second, two lengths behind Mountain Fire.”

Paige poured it on, but Milady drew her back again. Paige shook her head. Dammit, let her go. She can take Susan. She can take her!

They swung wide out of the turn, a half-length off the lead. Susan leaned forward but, like Kerry and Lorena who were falling further behind, her pace was starting to flag.

“Easy, girl. Easy,” Milady soothed. “Easy… and… now!”

The reins went slack.

At last! Go, go, go!

Track Announcer: “Down the stretch it’s Mountain Fire. Mountain Fire and Princess Bitch. Mountain Fire and Princess Bitch!”

C’mon, you can do it!

“Princess Bitch takes the lead! It’s Princess Bitch! Princess Bitch by a half-length.”

Feet pounding, breathing hard. You’ve got it! Don’t give it up!

“Princess Bitch by a length! Princess Bitch pulling away!”

The finish line! Hurry, hurry! Gotta get there! Win!

“It’s Princess Bitch!”

She did it! Through the blood pounding in her ears, Paige dimly heard the track announcer proclaim her the winner. The crowd cheered. And there was Leo with a huge grin. He whooped and hollered and ran alongside while Paige slowed down and then stopped, lungs gulping in air. He sprayed her with water, washed the caked dirt away from her face and breasts and kissed her sticky, sweat soaked body all over.

They draped a garland around Paige as she stood forward from the rest of the ponygirls. Leo absolutely beamed. Then Taylor stood in the triumvirate box, Anya on one side, Julia the other.

“The time has come,” Taylor spoke through a microphone. “The last test for the arbiter.”

Applause and a few scattered cheers. Everyone anticipated Taylor’s acceptance of Paige as arbiter. At last, things might run smoothly and work right around here. The dream of Valhalla would at last really come true.

“I have given thought to the last test conditions but had to wait until the end of the races to announce it.”

The crowd stirred. Suspicion crept into Paige. She felt Leo’s hand tighten on her bridle. What was this? Announcing the test conditions? She had already passed.

Taylor sensed the crowd’s mood too, but he plunged onward, his voice steady, if not a little quicker. “The arbiter candidate will spend the night with the last race’s three other ponygirls.”

A gasp went up from the crowd, and there were several boos. Julia and Anya glanced around, uneasy.

Leo stepped forward. Paige was forced to follow since his grip on the bridle became even tighter. He didn’t need a microphone like Taylor. His voice boomed.

“The test is complete! She just passed it by—”

“I never said any such thing!” Taylor shouted back. The whine of feedback screeched across the stands. When it faded, Taylor continued, calm, and menacing.

“These races were scheduled long ago. And certainly not as a test.”

“You said last night—”

“I said we’d see everyone at the stables tomorrow.” Taylor leaned forward and the mic almost lost him. “I never said her winning the race was my test.”

Leo’s face set. Paige knew he wanted to throttle Taylor. The crowd knew it too. They got quiet; afraid of sudden violence.

Leo let out a big, pent up breath. He threw a hand up in surrender.

Taylor stood back behind the mic, once more in control, even if his authority was shaky. “She will spend the night as their slave. She may end the test at any time. No lock on the cell door, and she may walk out whenever she wants. But…” Taylor paused and pointed right at Paige. “But if she walks out before dawn, she will fail.”




Chapter Fourteen

The Unholy Three

“You will do it!”

“The hell I will!”

Paige stared down the dungeon corridor from the stairway’s last step. At the far end, the steel door to the interrogation chamber she had come to know so well stood wide open, like a hungry mouth, ready to consume her. Echoes of her last, angry argument with Leo still rang in her ears.

Pleading now. “I passed the last test. Everyone knows it.”

Leo’s resolve was as unwavering as his voice was deep. “No, they don’t. Not until they see you walk out tomorrow at dawn.”

“Walk out? Did you see the looks those three bitches gave me at the track? I’ll be lucky to come out at all. I didn’t ask for any of this.”

“Not at first. But now, you demand it.”

Paige’s bare foot stepped onto the cold, concrete floor. A chill shot up her legs matched by another one deeper inside her.

“I can’t do this.” Paige neared panic. “You and Taylor I just barely handled. Now it’s three against one.”

“No. You took the two of us with ease. You can take three.”

“They’re women. They’re naturally vicious. And they don’t get tired like you men.”

“Doesn’t matter.” He squeezed her earlobe.

Halfway down the corridor, Paige knew numerous eyes from the other cells marked her progress. None of the other slaves that watched her dared speak through their observation panels to offer any encouragement or discouragement either. Everything was quiet, as if they all waited for Paige to either turn tail and run or wait for her later screams.

Her hands shook. Not much, but enough for Paige to clamp together in back. Her clammy hands pressed against her warm ass. Warm now, but it would only get hotter as the night deepened. Her legs started to wobble, but Paige commanded them to keep walking, like a nervous bride that marched down the aisle. But instead of a bridegroom, three unholy angels awaited her, prepared to consummate their relationships. The slaves in their cells would take on the roles of witnesses once removed, listening to Paige’s wedding vow screams.

Just a few more steps. Two more. Through the door, Paige could make out the three women’s long shadows on the floor. Leo had timed her delivery in perfect rhythm with the dying sun and, like the light, Paige’s fear dissolved into nothing. She remembered his piece of advice and a calm surrender enveloped her. What would happen, would happen.

She crossed into the cell.

Paige caught her breath.

Each woman was dressed in varied combinations of leather and lace, boots and corsets. Yet, they shared commonalities, the hard, thick strap-on dildos they wore (Anya’s gift, probably), the long, satin or leather gloves (Taylor’s suggestion, no doubt) and the plain, evident eagerness as they embarked on a new adventure of torture (Julia’s influence). Each woman held a cat. Each woman was beautiful.

They stood beneath the high, barred window of the cell in a small half-circle. In the center, Kerry nodded at her in welcome as her red satin-gloved hand ran through the cat’s blades.

“Close the door,” she said.

Paige followed orders. The latch caught with a clear click.

Like a bell that signaled the start of a fight, all three women were on her. Paige guessed it was Kerry who grabbed her by the hair since she was closest. Next thing Paige knew, she sprawled on the floor with three cat o’ nine tails raining hellfire. Paige tried to raise herself up but got only as far as the tops of the women’s knee high boots. The cats beat her back down.

Snap! Crack! Paige’s skin exploded in pain. She grit her teeth, clenched her fists, determined not to scream. It wouldn’t have mattered though, no one would distinguish her voice from the others.

Lorena started it and the others followed suit. Wordless, incoherent, animalistic cries and shouts of pent up, repressed rage, let loose through the cell and reached an elongated crescendo that matched the cats’ fury. In sheer self-protection, Paige curled up into a tight ball.

“None of that shit!” Susan yelled. A spiked heel kicked Paige over like a helpless turtle on her back. They forced her legs straight out and the unabated hellfire now descended on her stomach and breasts. The women’s angry purge reached a wild and undisciplined new height. Paige covered her eyes, fearful of that one errant blade.

At last the tidal wave of wrath spent itself, at least for the moment. The blows spaced apart, and their force lightened in proportion to the heavy breaths from the three women. The blows stopped, and they bent over, hands on their knees.

“Don’t think this is over,” Kerry gasped. “This is fucking far from over.”

It sure wasn’t. What they did to Paige, just up until their midnight meal, almost broke her, never mind until dawn.

Lorena started it all off. The first to recover her strength and fury, she strung Paige up in a corner, head tight between taut arms. A steel spreader bar forced her legs wide open. A leather-gloved hand found its way past the small patch of pubic hairs and stabbed into Paige’s pussy.

“Just think,” Lorena said, “a few weeks ago, I couldn’t even imagine myself doing this to a woman. Now, it’s all I want to do. Especially to you.”

“But you’re still the scared, little slave, aren’t you?” Paige said.

Lorena’s face turned hard. Her fist drove upwards.

Wrong thing to say. Wrong thing!

Paige cried out. Don’t fight her. Just give Lorena what she wants and perhaps she will go away. Perhaps.

Lorena went at Paige; her fist all the way inside to the base of her thumb. She twisted it this way and that, and Paige felt Lorena’s fingers expand and pick at her from the inside. They reformed into the fist then expanded against Paige’s walls like a huge cockhead.

Paige gasped. Her eyes squeezed shut; mouth down turned; breath turned ragged.

“Don’t ruin her,” Kerry said. She lounged in a corner, propped up on one elbow on a Roman couch where the rack used to be. “We’ve got all night.”

“Yeah, but she can leave at any time,” Susan said. “So don’t overdo it.”

Lorena pressed her lips together, but she withdrew her fist. “Don’t worry, it’s wide. Just like her mouth. That’s probably why she fell for that big ox.” Lorena’s other hand cupped Paige’s chin, her fingers and thumb squeezed the cheeks. “Don’t even think of walking out.”

It was difficult for Paige to speak, but she managed to slur. “What? And miss out on all this fun?”

Lorena’s eyes flashed, and she slapped both of Paige’s tits, a fore-and backhand. Paige howled, but Lorena cut her off with a smeared glove hand shoved in her mouth.

“My hand’s dirty. Clean it!”

Paige remained still, but the breaths through her nose filled the cell. Lorena’s fist distended Paige’s mouth, her cheeks, and jaw. Then, just when Lorena drew a breath to say something, Paige turned into a vacuum cleaner. She sucked Lorena’s glove clean, swallowing all her pussy juices then used her saliva to give the leather a bright shine.

“There, see?” Kerry said. “Just give her a little space. She’ll come around.”

“I’m not interested in giving her any space,” Lorena said.

She took up her cat again. Soon, Paige’s legs, back, and ass turned a bright red as Lorena, and eventually Susan too, danced their way around her. The leather blades striped her red while her cries caromed off the cinder block walls. Kerry continued to recline on the couch, but through her watery gaze, Paige noticed her slip a couple of plugs in her ears. She leaned back, hands behind her head, and stretched out her long legs. The strap-on dildo stuck straight up in the air, an obscene pole that Paige could almost feel in her pussy. A small smile played across Kerry’s lips.

Paige tried to blink away her tears. Kerry was the one. Any hope of lasting the night resided in Kerry. Not because she was any kinder than Lorena or Susan, but because she let the other two do the dirty work. When the time was right, she would make her move, push Paige past her limits and make her walk out.

Yet, Kerry didn’t make any move to take over. She just lounged on the couch while Lorena and Susan switched off leading Paige through her torture. But when they bent Paige backward over a low, narrow wooden bench, it was Kerry who tied Paige’s wrists down near the base. Her hand stroked Paige’s forehead while the others meticulously applied matching zippers of string connected clothespins.

“Ahh! Ahhhhh!” Paige screamed.

“Yes, beauty, yes,” Kerry said. “I know it’s hard. No prince to come rescue you. And those clothespins are just on the outsides of your breasts. Wait until they get lower. Then you’re evil sisters will pull them off. All at once! You think you’re screaming now? Just wait!”

Paige gulped. It was hard with her head in a nearly upside down position, but she managed to clear her throat. A bitter taste coursed through her, telling Paige this wasn’t any fairytale, but reality. A reality that would go on but not forever after. “You’ll stay here, with me, won’t you?” Paige pleaded to Kerry. “When they—” Ahhhh!” Paige closed her eyes as more clothespins pinched her. “Please, please stay here.”

The dark stepmother of a dominatrix ceased her strokes, and Paige opened her eyes. Kerry gazed down at her, as if assessing whether this was a genuine prayer.

“Please. Mistress.”

Kerry drew in a quick breath. She smiled. “Of course, baby. I’ll be right here.”

The rest of the clothespins bit into Paige. She barely noticed them though as Kerry stayed by her side. She removed her satin gloves and draped them across Paige’s vulnerable neck. Kerry’s bare fingers coolly roamed across Paige’s cheeks and combed her long, lustrous hair. When she kissed both of Paige’s wet eyes, her lips quivered in repressed excitement.

The cell got quiet. No more new clothespins bit into Paige. In fact, the ones already there took on an added tension. Paige craned her head up. Susan and Lorena stood well beyond Paige’s bent legs, strings in hand as they tested the tautness.

Paige dropped her head back down. As promised, Kerry was still there.

“All you have to do is walk away,” Kerry said. “Just give me the word.”

Paige whined. “I…can’t.”

“I know.”

Kerry suddenly gripped Paige’s head in both hands. She nodded curtly to the others.

Snap. Snapsnapsnapsnapsnapsnapsnapsnap!

Paige’s mouth gaped. Air rushed in and gathered in her lungs, and the silent scream turned ear-splitting.

“AAAIIEEH! AIIIEEH! AAAAIIEEHHH!”

“It’s all right, baby. You’re all right. Shhh. I’m here. I’m here.” Kerry supported Paige’s head, her own next to hers.

Eventually Paige’s screams died away and, with Kerry’s coaching, she got her breathing under control to prevent any hyperventilation. But Paige knew the kindness Kerry demonstrated now was just to lull her into a false sense of security. The real torture hadn’t started yet, in spite of what Susan and Lorena thought.

They ran their hands over the evenly spaced tiny red marks on Paige’s skin.

“That was fun,” Susan said.

“Did you see how she tensed just before we pulled them off?” Lorena inquired. “How were her eyes, Kerry? Was she scared?”

Kerry nodded.

“Let’s do it again!” Susan said.

They concentrated on the lower ring of the breasts then aligned the zipper down the flat, tight expanse of Paige’s stomach just too either side of her navel and finished off just above her pussy. When they pulled the clothespins off this time, Paige’s reaction was much the same, although her voice was croaky.

They removed her from the bench and allowed her to quiver in the corner but not for long. At last, Kerry made her move.

With Susan’s help, she suspended Paige again. They slipped a dowel behind her back, bent her arms behind and under it, then tied the hands off in front. The white cord of rope cut across Paige’s sore stomach while two more thick ropes at either end of the dowel were strung to a cable overhead. Paige’s ankles were tied together then brought up tight behind her ass and also secured to the dowel. At a sign from Kerry, Lorena cranked the wheel, ratcheting Paige up, up, up, until her knees were well clear of the floor. Susan wrapped an intricate headharness with a large O-ring gag around Paige’s head. It didn’t take long for the saliva to overflow from Paige’s mouth, drool down her chin, and drip onto the floor.

The whips flew again. Long riding crops now. With greater control over where to direct their blows, each woman took up position in a triangle around Paige and, while she slowly rotated, took their turns on marking her ass, legs, and breasts. Susan proved especially adept at the latter. She rested the end of the crop lightly on Paige’s tit, then with a quick flip of her wrist, brought it up and speedily down across the nipple. Paige squealed, but it only spurred Susan on, especially when her nipples hardened.

“Look at this little slut,” Susan cried. “She can’t get enough of it!”

“I kind of like her ass, myself,” Lorena said. “Nice and round. How about you, Kerry?”

“Hmm?”

“What part do you like best?”

Paige slowly rotated toward Kerry.

“Her face. Yes, her face. That’s the part I most want to leave my mark on. So pretty. The mouth so wide and beautiful. And those full lips. I wish I had a pair like them.”

Kerry’s crop whistled. Smack! Right across Paige’s cheek.

“Yes. The face.”

So each woman, having more or less staked out a territory, concentrated most of her attentions there. Whenever Paige faced Susan, her nipples received the full treatment, as did her ass with Lorena. But when Kerry roved into view, Paige tried to turn her head away but to no avail. Kerry’s timing was expert and, when Paige’s head moved from one side to the other, a black streak flew across her vision that seared either cheek or chin.

The cell door banged against the outside wall.

Leo stood in the doorway.

“What the hell is this?” Lorena shouted.

“It’s midnight,” Leo said as if that explained everything.

“Who gives a fuck if it is?” Susan said. “We’re supposed to be left alone until dawn.”

“Yes, that’s all very well and good,” Leo said, “but this isn’t any fairytale where practical things are forgotten.” He strode in with an easy manner, unconcerned over Susan and Lorena’s anger. “You all ran your little hearts out at the track today, probably had a light early dinner because you were excited about tonight and are now most likely running on empty. So, with that in mind…”

He clapped his hands twice.

Three naked and collared women scurried in. Paige guessed their ages ranged from late twenties to pushing forty, but although their slim body types suggested a physical maturity, their wonder at the scene in front of them spoke of raw experience. As Paige hung in the room’s center, tied, gagged, and covered in stinging red marks, two of them blanched while the third, the oldest, gasped.

Leo clapped his hands again. “Slaves! Do your duty!”

His sharp command brought the women back around, and they hurriedly set up a small, round table and three chairs. They ran back outside and returned with three plates laden with fresh vegetables, fruit, bread, and empty cups. One handed Leo a pitcher of water and a wooden bowl. They scampered out but not before they all took one last look at Paige.

“Newbies, huh?” Kerry said.

Leo chuckled and nodded. He set the pitcher on the table and bowed to the three dominatrixes. “Ladies, enjoy your meal.”

The women fell to the food, and Leo approached Paige. He held the bowl up to her mouth. Paige’s tongue flicked out from the O-ring’s center, but she couldn’t reach the pasty gruel. Oh, Paige wanted it so bad, she could almost taste it. Yet, bound as she was, the bowl might as well have been empty.

“Leave it on the floor,” Kerry said back over her shoulder. “We’ll take good care of our slave.”

Leo’s jaw set, but the three women were focused on their food so the only witness was Paige. Yet, Leo held his tongue. He placed the bowl below her feet. When he straightened, he lingered in front of Paige, his gaze running over the four lines of clothespin zipper marks. His calloused fingertips traced over the small, evenly spaced welts, and Paige felt excitement in him. Yet, unlike Kerry, who was on the edge of chaotic release, Leo’s self-control of an experienced master was evident. But was that all she was to him? A canvass to paint his sadistic desires upon?

“That will be all, Leo.” Kerry had turned around at the table. Her look said ‘Get out. Now!’

Leo held his ground. At last he nodded but before he left, he gave Paige a clear message that she wasn’t just a blank canvass to him.

He gently squeezed her earlobe.

Drool running down her chin, the dowel excruciatingly hiked up under her armpits, enflamed welts all over her body, Paige blinked through tears. But not tears of pain, they were tears that told her there wasn’t anything the unholy three could do to make her call a halt tonight. She had won.

Only one problem with that, the three bitches didn’t know it.

But Kerry sensed something passed between Paige and Leo. Her gaze shifted between the two of them, and when Leo shut the door, she didn’t waste any time in trying to upset it.

“Let her down,” she said.

Susan and Lorena stopped eating. “The hell I will,” Lorena said.

Kerry turned her glare on the woman. “You want her to last the night? Or at least until just before dawn? Then let those arms of hers rest. You can still keep her at your feet. Feed her scraps.”

The idea of Paige as a whimpering pet appealed to Lorena and Susan. Soon, Paige was on the floor between them, crouched on her aching hands and knees, her face buried in her bowl of gruel. Her hair fell forward, and she pushed it back.

“No hands!” Susan shouted. She slapped Paige’s ass. “Bad. Bad!”

Paige shot her a look but bent back to her bowl, hands flat on the floor. Her hair fell forward again, tresses mixing in the gruel. She slurped and slopped it all down, then straightened up. The sticky leftovers matted in her hair.

A piece of carrot landed on the floor. Paige reached out for it.

“What did I tell you?” Susan’s warning tone was plain.

Paige clasped her hands behind her back. She bent forward and grabbed the carrot in her mouth.

Other tidbits came her way but not in front of her. They landed some distance away, sometimes in a far corner, and Paige scrambled after them on her hands and knees. A few times, they held them above her, encouraging her to sit up and beg. They taught her other tricks, too.

“C’mon, girl, roll over. Roll over!” Susan’s arm made a wide circle. “C’mon, girl. You can do it.”

Paige’s arms and legs curled up, and she rolled twice.

“That’s a good girl!” Susan dropped a tiny chocolate in Paige’s open mouth.

For the most part, it was Susan and Lorena who played with her, but when Kerry got into the act, the tenor changed.

“Come on, Paige,” she coaxed. “Show us your pussy. Show us your pussy.”

Paige froze.

Kerry leaned down to her. “You either do it, or I’ll throw you out that door.”

Paige’s blush filled her cheeks and ran well down her neck. What was wrong with her? These women had all seen her pussy, many times. So why did she balk now? Because then, she didn’t have any choice. She was already tied up, but now it was her decision, a surrender from a slave to her mistress. A surrender that manifested in a growing warmth between her legs.

Paige held her breath. She turned around, lowered her head to the floor, and lifted her pussy.

“That’s my girl!” Kerry said brightly.

A gumdrop landed next to Paige’s mouth. She scooped it up and sucked. Paige knew all three pairs of eyes were on her, but then she heard the chairs creak as the women turned back to their food. To Paige’s surprise, an apparent lengthy and oft-interrupted conversation resumed.

“I don’t know,” Kerry said. “Taylor strikes me as indecisive. All that teasing just hides the fact he doesn’t know what to do next.”

“But he’s so hot,” Susan said. “I don’t mind the wait.”

“You sure don’t get that with Anya,” Lorena said. “She always has a plan, but I just wish…”

“Yes?” Kerry prompted.

“Sometimes I wish she would just whip me or fuck me, instead of trying to scare me all the time. It gets kind of boring.”

“Hummph. I think that’s happening with Julia,” Kerry said. “She started off so hard with us, remember? Now, it almost seems she can’t be bothered. They all have their pluses, but they all have their minuses.”

Things got quiet. The women ate and drank some more.

“I’ll tell you one I can’t stand,” Lorena said.

Susan nodded. “I know who you mean.”

“Milady,” Kerry answered.

“Right, Milady.”

“God, what a bitch!” Lorena said. “Walking around with that nose in the air. And always all that shit about manners and speech. Fuck, I would love to lay into her.”

“You’re not the only one,” Kerry said.

“Did you see how she strutted after the race?” Susan said. “Like she was both the driver and ponygirl.”

They all laughed. Susan threw another chocolate down to Paige, and her hand lingered over Paige’s ass. The women made a couple more jokes at Milady’s expense and Susan’s fingers brushed over Paige’s pussy.

“Well, look at the little bitch,” Susan said. “She’s dripping.” She held up her shiny hand as proof.

Chair legs scraped across the floor. A pair of leather-gloved hands held Paige’s hips.

Susan plowed into her. The dildo speared Paige and the sudden, violent hip action would have thrown her on her breasts if not for Susan’s tight grip. Then Lorena took over from behind as Susan came around in front of Paige. She thrust the dildo, slick with Paige’s own juices, in her mouth. Paige rocked back and forth between them.

“What is it, slave?” Kerry said. “You got the hots for Milady? You like being bossed around by a puff English lady?”

Paige pulled her mouth away from Susan’s dildo. “You may have me at your feet, but whoever I’ve got the hots for isn’t any of your fuckin’ goddamn business, bitch!”

Kerry jerked back, stunned. Then her face hardened.

“That’s Mistress, you bitch!”

No subtlety now. Kerry shoved Lorena aside and impaled Paige with her own dildo.

“Who’s your mistress? Who’s your mistress?” she yelled.

Paige grunted with each thrust, unable to speak.

“Who’s your mistress?” Kerry yelled again. Her hips slammed against Paige.

Paige yelped. “You are! You’re my mistress! You’re my mistress!”

Kerry pulled out, and Paige crumbled to the floor, her breaths hot and heavy. Kerry’s were no less, but she managed to kneel in front of Paige and flip her on her back. Through her exhaustion, Paige viewed an upside-down Kerry, her mouth set in a grim line.

“No matter what happens after tonight, if we’re ever together again, I will always be your mistress.”

“Yes…Yes, mistress.”

Kerry nodded and patted Paige’s head. She stood and, from Paige’s vantage point, three towering giantesses stood over her. But instead of devising new, exquisite torments for her, they started to self-destruct.

Lorena’s eyes narrowed. “What’s with this shit about `Mistress’?”

Kerry folded her arms. “What didn’t you understand? As long as we’re in here, Paige is my slave.”

Susan stepped forward. “I’m sure Leo will have a thing or two to say about that.”

“Tell him anything you want. While you two were playing pussy, I got the princess here to submit. As far as I know, Anya and Julia never came close.”

“You leave Julia out of this!” Susan’s hands curled into fists.

“Why? You’ve got a short attention span, too. A pretty good match there, since you’re more interested in posing than playing.”

“Yeah? Well, it’s no wonder she lost interest in you faster than anyone else. Not even Anya—”

Lorena pushed Susan’s shoulder. “You shut up!”

“Oh, fuck you,” Susan said. “You can’t even fart without being afraid she’ll tear you apart.”

“You just hate it that she likes me more!”

“What? This from miss little `Oh, please don’t hurt me’,” Kerry said.

So it went. Accusation and countercharge, petty jealousies at last exposed. Paige crawled off to a corner, husbanding her strength. None of them noted when her hand slipped between her legs, or the small shudders of inhibited release. But when they at last argued themselves out, Kerry noticed the way Paige’s shoulders slumped, how her hands lay on the floor, palms up, and the moisture on her fingers.

“You little slut,” she hissed. “That’s going to cost you.”

It was all Paige could do to keep up with Kerry’s tortures. She lit into Paige like a wildfire! She started with a paddle on Paige’s upraised ass while she was tied face forward on the bench. Then they bound her upright to a pole, the ropes biting deep into her flesh.

Susan and Lorena wound ropes about Paige’s forehead to keep it in place, and Kerry held up a long, thin metal rod. She flicked a switch on the handle and the rod emitted a low hum.

“You’ve already popped your cherry on something like this, I know,” Kerry said. Her sharp teeth flashed.

Paige didn’t answer. The electric prod transfixed her eyes. Shit! Kerry wasn’t about to… No, she wouldn’t. Couldn’t!

Kerry held a plastic squirt bottle at Paige, but she didn’t aim for the mouth.

Misty droplets flew and clung to Paige’s tits, her stomach, and just above her pussy. Paige shuddered again, but not at a chill, in dread anticipation of what lay ahead. The water grouped together and formed tiny rivulets down her.

“Mistress, please don’t,” Paige whined. “I can’t take that!”

“I have it on very good authority that you took it quite well during the races.”

For the moment, clear anger pushed aside Paige’s mounting cloud of hysteria. She wanted to know who betrayed her. “Who? Who told you that?”

“Tut, tut. Does it matter? I just know. That’s enough.”

The wand advanced.

“No. Nooo. Please, no… EIIIIAA! Oh, oh, oh, EIIAAA!”

“Good. Now the left tit.”

“Oh, please, pleasepleaseplea…AAAIIIHHH!”

“Excellent. Now you’re even. How about down here. I do love symmetry.”

Paige’s screams bounced off the wall and echoed outside down the dungeon hall. Every pair of ears in the other cells were awakened by the new notes of terror. Slaves wondered what technique had brought about this higher octave and whether they would be subjected to it someday. More than a few thought of their deepest, darkest fear and cringed at what their imaginations dreamed up.

For Paige though, it was all reality. Kerry kept the electric wand dancing, giving Susan and Lorena a primer in electro torture. Their argument forgotten, at least for now, they avidly studied, then took turns when Kerry handed the wand to them. She guided their initial placements, and the durations, then lounged back on the couch.

“A little thing Taylor taught me late one night,” Kerry said. She unsnapped her strap-on dildo.

“He let you take notes?” Lorena asked.

Kerry tossed the dildo aside. “Not really. We were the only ones in his room.”

Lorena touched the wand to just above Paige’s pussy. Paige sucked in a breath, held it for a moment, then let out another, short, explosive scream.

She gasped for air. Hang on. Hang on! Dawn can’t be far off now. Keep your wits together girl. Think!

Leo. Through her pain numbed mind, she kept seeing Leo. An image superimposed over each women there. Over Lorena, she saw him at the masqued ball, the puppeteer, a stolen kiss at midnight. Susan became Leo as he bound her wrists and escorted her to the main house. Kerry transformed into the magnificent physique of his naked body as his gentle, dexterous hands shaved his face in the mirror the morning after they made love. The man who could never rape her.

The wand approached her again.

“Lorena, wait,” Kerry said.

The wand retreated.

Kerry leaned forward on the couch. “I think we’ve reached the point of diminishing returns. Maybe Paige, dear, is ready for something different. A lot different. Bring her here.”

Lorena and Susan untied Paige but didn’t let go. They forced her to the couch; her head between Kerry’s spread legs.

“All right, slave. Let’s see what you got.” Kerry locked her fingers behind Paige’s head.




Chapter Fifteen

The Choice

Well past dawn, Kerry led a collared Paige out of the cell. A leash hung limp between them, while Lorena and Susan trailed behind. After their sunrise climaxes, Kerry was scrupulous in maintaining the oral contract. No one struck Paige again, but they did bind her in an intricate rope harness. Strategically placed knots on her anus and clit applied pressure to Paige’s own unfulfilled sexual needs while diamond patterns on her front and back accented her mottled skin. Her bound arms pressed tight against her spine while roped hands squished down on her ass crack, and the knot jammed against her anus. A capture headharness, its huge, leather panel around Paige’s lower face, wrapped itself well under her chin to prevent all jaw movement. The large penis gag in her mouth pushed against the back of her throat, but Paige didn’t panic. Novice slaves, like the three women who served the midnight meal, would have, but Paige was no longer a novice in any sense. She took it all in with a minimum of fuss.

Still, it was Paige’s legs that were the steadiest of them all when they emerged from the cell. Leo waited at the far end of the hall, below the stairs. The triumvirate was immediately behind him, Milady in back of them, then anyone else who could crowd the stairs.

Kerry stopped in front of Leo. She held out the looped leash handle. “She’s all yours now.”

Leo raised his eyebrows and gathered up the leash. “I wondered when she would be returned.”

Kerry snorted. “I’m giving her back to you.”

Leo frowned.

Paige suddenly went cold. Oh, no! She was going to tell…

“I’m too fucking tired to explain,” Kerry said. “Beat it out of me later. Right now, I’m going to bed.”

She shuffled straight to her cell and slammed the door. Lorena and Susan, dazed and already half-asleep, did likewise.

“Well, that’s the first time I didn’t have to drag those three back to their torture chambers,” Anya said. “Looks like someone finally got their number. Especially Kerry’s, the hardest one to crack.”

Leo turned back to Taylor. “Satisfied? Unless you meant something else as your test?”

Taylor’s jaw set as if in granite. Paige waited for an excuse, something to duck and dodge out of admitting that she had passed the final test. Taylor didn’t disappoint her.

“I still don’t like that we don’t know her sponsor.”

“All we need from her now is a decision,” Julia said. “The sponsor can wait.”

Taylor placed his hands on his hips. “Fine,” was all he said. He turned and roughly shouldered past everyone on the stairs. Julia and Anya smiled at each other when he stomped away.

“Have her ready tonight,” Anya quietly said. She and Julia ascended the stairs, arm in arm. Yet, for all their close smugness, Paige could see the tension in how tight their arms wound about each other’s waist, tension over whom she would pick.

Milady noticed it too, not only in the two women, but also at Leo’s fist as it squeezed Paige’s leash until the knuckles turned white. She started ushering everyone topside. “All right, Paige isn’t making any decision right now. We’ll see you all later. Go on. Move!”

People did. First Slave Milady carried a certain authority, and she employed every bit of it now. Soon, only Leo and Paige were left in the quiet dungeon. Paige clearly heard his breathing, noted as his hand slowly relaxed on the leash, then felt it wrap around her arm as he guided her upstairs, past all the watching, curious eyes back to his room. The curtain no sooner fell back into place than Leo bent her over the chair, its cold metal edge wedged up against her stomach.

The crotch rope loosened and pulled aside, Leo impaled his cock in her wet pussy. The chair bucked the few scarce feet up to the wall and butted it with each full on, deep thrust. Paige’s hair fell all about her, obscuring her vision save the dark green vinyl on the chair seat. She tried to explain, tried to speak, You’re my master! You’re my master! Not Kerry! But only short grunts came out and unseen tears dripped and tangled amongst her hairs, so not even that part of her penance was visible. If Paige could speak, she knew it wouldn’t matter anyway. Someone else had put their mark on her, now Leo was intent on erasing it, making Paige his own again. But as she bucked under him and the warmth in her pussy turned into a red hot flame of unsated lust, Paige realized her tears weren’t ones of hurt at how roughly Leo treated her. He wanted to take her back and couldn’t wait to do so. And she couldn’t wait to get back to her place beside him, under him, at his feet.

When at last he came and filled her with his hot cum, Paige wanted to cry out in joy. Instead a guttural, animal wail came through the mask. Paige blinked through her tears, and then her whole body went rigid like an ironing board. Another wail, much higher and longer than the last one filled the room. She shook in his strong, masculine arms, bounced against his chest, wrapped her legs back around his, anything, anything to touch him, to feel his skin against hers, to know that he loved her too.

At last, Leo laid Paige on the bed. The ropes came away, the headharness tossed aside. Paige shivered under the sheets, curled up against Leo’s broad chest, and cried herself to sleep.

Paige knew little of the day. She did sleep a lot, awakened when Leo fed her, followed him to the communal bathroom and fell back into bed. But she did rouse a little late in the afternoon, judging by the faded light. Paige rolled over when a couple of hushed and tensed voices nearby kept her from sleep.

“I don’t like perpetuating lies,” Leo said. “I accepted your word about her consent…”

“And when Paige told you she never signed anything you still remained silent,” the other voice hissed back. “You were already in love with her and couldn’t let her go.”

Paige didn’t know the other person since he or she stood on the other side of the curtain. Leo leaned out, his head just beyond the edge.

“I’m not dancing at the end of your strings anymore! When Paige wakes up, I’m going to reveal her real sponsor.”

“And risk a lifetime banishment from Valhalla?” the other came back. “Not to mention everything we’ve worked for? We’ve come this far. Wait. Wait until after Paige makes her decision, then it won’t matter. Then you can tell her everything. We’ll have a new, single leader, a leader we can influence. Then we can create the kind of Valhalla we want. No more of this blasted triumvirate. Just wait.”

A few more exchanges occurred, but it was clear Leo agreed to keep their secret, at least for now. But as Paige curled up under the blanket, she at last knew her sponsor.

Leo’s large, gentle hand woke Paige. She rubbed her eyes. It was completely dark outside while a single candle on the desk provided soft illumination. Paige fixed her gaze on the tiny flame. It helped keep her relaxed; her thoughts focused on what she had to do about her decision and the resulting uproar that was sure to follow. Paige hardly noticed the warm sponge bath or the cold juice and fresh fruit that lay before her. When Leo bound her arms and slipped the leather hood over her, Paige was ready. The laces tightened in back, the plug in her mouth and blindfold snapped in place, Paige was ready for once to have others dance at the end of her strings.

The hall was already filled when they arrived. The rumblings died away when Leo guided her from the soft carpet outside to the hardwood floor in the hall. Her skin warmed, not only from the ambient heat of so many people, but also from Paige knowing every eye in the room was on her.

Before, when Leo brought Paige to the hall and whipped her in the spotlight, it was a little play scene, an adventure. See the Princess Bitch publicly punished and pushed to her limits. Oh, and if she passes all the tests and is named arbiter, then that’s a bonus. But now, they pressed in like a hungry pack. Paige was the arbiter and her decision would affect all their fantasy lives. Who was she going to pick? Anya the Terrible? Patient Taylor? Or perhaps Reckless Julia? At last, one person would rule, a benevolent dictator they could rely on to make sure the slave was prepared, the whip oiled, the rope coiled. They couldn’t wait. They wanted to know now and begin their feast of sadomasochistic joy, with Paige at the center of it all.

Leo unsnapped the blindfold. A glare of spotlight shone in Paige’s eyes, and she squeezed them shut until they adjusted. The triumvirate stood about ten feet in front of her, all dressed in their dominant best. On Paige’s left, Anya wore a form fitting, three piece pinstripe suit, and horned rimmed glasses. To the far right, Julia sported the leather coat and tight pants in which she tortured Paige. Around her neck hung a thin, silver chain and a small, golden lock. In the center, Taylor wore his own leather pants and boots but was bare-chested with a thin leather strap tied around his head.

“All right, let’s get this over with.” Taylor’s affected, bored tone belied the tension in his stance and in everyone else in the hall. Paige glanced around. Her unholy three of Lorena, Susan, and Kerry were there too. No longer dressed as mistresses but tied and gagged on a slave coffle with others. Everyone tried to appear unconcerned, but Paige knew different. Especially the triumvirate, who were like a bunch of kids ready to jump up and down shouting “Pick me! Pick me!”

If Paige could have smiled, she would. Instead, the padded leather plug distended her mouth but didn’t lessen her satisfaction. At last, she was in control.

She stepped forward. One step, then two followed by several more. Paige paused before each, stared them all in the eye, a faceless, impartial god ready to pronounce judgment. She stopped before Julia, and the blonde’s lips quirked up at the corners then fell when Paige moved away. Taylor remained impassive, but he shifted a little, his shiny boots sliding on the hardwood floor when Paige left him behind. At last, Paige confronted Anya. It seemed everyone held their collective breaths. The moment lengthened and Anya smiled. She extended a hand to receive Paige’s obeisance.

Paige backed away and stepped a few feet to her left.

None of the three beautiful, capable, yet constantly bickering torturers was her sponsor, none were the one who brought Paige to Valhalla, the one who turned Paige’s soft dream fantasies into sharp-edged, cruel reality. No, none of them were. But Paige stood before that person now.

Paige squatted and pressed her leather covered forehead to a pair of bare feet.

Milady.

Everyone gasped. A few shook their heads, but no one stood quiet, especially the triumvirate who led the ensuing uproar.

“What bullshit is this?” Julia yelled.

“Paige! Get your ass back here!” Anya screamed.

Paige remained unmoved like the Rock of Gibraltar, as well as the feet under her. At last a beefy, calloused hand lightly clasped her shoulder. Leo drew Paige back to an upright, kneeling position, and she took in the spectacle.

Milady’s hand covered her mouth. All the calm, all the reserved self-assuredness that she exhibited from the day Paige woke up in the compound, to the insults she endured from Taylor’s Princess Bitch to the ponygirl races, fled. Panic threatened to overwhelm her while everyone else shouted and stamped their feet.

But there did remain an island of calm – inside Paige. She allowed it to grow and locked eyes with her sponsor. It spread to Milady, infused her, and stilled her trembling hand. Steady now, it joined the other one at her thin waist, fingers interlocked. Back straight, Milady strode to the center of the hall and, like ripples from a pebble tossed in a flat pool of water, calm replaced the reign of chaos as everyone realized Milady commanded their attentions.

She turned round and round until the hall was deathly quiet. At the last, she faced the triumvirate, and her cultured English accent was clear as a bell.

“I accept the arbiter’s judgment.”

No one moved.

“Outrageous! Unacceptable!” Anya pounded a fist against her thigh.

Taylor’s teeth clenched. “Paige was supposed to pick one of us. Everyone understood that.”

Milady narrowed her eyes at him. “Really? Like how everyone understood that Paige hadn’t passed her last test at the ponygirl races?”

Taylor shut up.

Milady addressed the crowd. “There wasn’t any demand that Paige select one of the triumvirate. No one said she had to choose Anya, Julia, or Taylor. But she had to decide. She’s kept her part of the contract.”

Julia laughed, short and derisive. “This is crazy. No one’s going to take orders from a slave.”

Leo stepped around Paige, the three of them facing off against the triumvirate. Paige noted the muscles all along Leo’s back were flexed, tight as a spring. He didn’t shout, but his words rumbled off the walls. “Don’t any of you three get it?” When no one responded, Leo shook his head. “You idiots. Yes, idiots! You’re all so wound up in your own ego trips, you’re illusions of power, and you’re spitefulness to each other that you forgot one simple thing. Who kneels at your feet? Who bends to your whip? And who can put a stop to everything just like that?” He snapped his fingers. “It’s the slave who decides. The slave.”

Slapped with the ultimate truth, Taylor, Anya, and Julia blanched. Then their eyes flicked around, and Paige realized everyone else had come to stand behind herself, Leo, and Milady, even the slave coffle with Lorena, Susan, and Kerry.

“So, the revolution is successful,” Anya quietly said. She gestured at herself and her two companions and a grim smile crossed her features. “And I suppose we’re slated for execution?”

Milady didn’t return the smile. “I hadn’t thought of that, but who am I to break up three people so deeply in love with each other.” The triumvirate started. Milady waved a hand. “Oh, it’s so obvious, obvious to everyone but you three. At any rate, execution or exile,” Milady touched her thin collar, “either way, the slave will decide.”

Paige stared at the steel door. She had little choice since the head strap prevented her from doing little else. Counting the rivets again, several times over, helped kill some time while she sat in the feeding chair, arms straight out to the sides, legs spread. A lot of bumping and thumping had gone on above her the last few days, but no one had deigned necessary to inform her what it all meant.

Leo had returned Paige to his room after the tumultuous meeting, and she soon fell asleep again, only to wake up in her old cell, strapped to the chair. Lorena and Susan rotated in and out, kept watch over Paige, fed her gruel, replaced her gag and cleared away her leavings. They also probably lay her down at night, but Paige couldn’t be sure. After eating, she always fell asleep, possibly due to some drug in the gruel, but her limbs didn’t feel any extra strain from staying in the chair all night. Paige did worry about her constant ingestion of the sleep drug and the effect on her health, but it wasn’t like she had any choice about it. Besides, these people had put her to sleep in a high-tech coffin already, so someone knew what they were doing. If not Leo, then certainly her sponsor.

That’s where her thoughts always returned: Milady. The woman dressed as the owl at the masqued ball, who swooped in and snatched Paige away, depositing her in this aerie of bondage and discipline. Brought here for one purpose and, now that it was fulfilled, hidden away.

But if she were useless, why did they keep her locked up? And knocked out? Unless she was still a threat in some way. A threat to upsetting the new order. So, was this it? Was she sentenced to stay here, like some dirty family secret so no one need be reminded that they had broken their cardinal rule of consent? She had given it to Leo, but apparently, that didn’t count for anything. Paige tried telling Susan and Lorena that it was okay, she wanted to stay here now, but they didn’t respond. They only shoved the gruel down Paige’s throat and remained silent in their vigil. Only when Paige asked to see Leo, demanded, then begged, did they react, as if stung.

But now Paige heard their voices just outside the cell, nervous, and high-strung. Paige couldn’t make out what they said, but the tone suggested an intense argument and something to do with her, Milady, and orders for presentation. A key turned in the lock and, one final time, Paige’s cell door creaked open.

They brought her to Anya’s old office. The huge photo of Anya on the wall behind the desk was gone, replaced by a more modest sized one of a woman in silhouette, arms stretched apart overhead, head thrown back, mouth open as a cat swung at her. Milady sat behind the desk, signing documents, speaking on a small walkie-talkie. A couple of men arrived, a tall wooden pole under their arms. Milady directed them to anchor it in a corner, near her desk. Soon, drills whined and hammers banged. Quickly finished, the men stood by while Milady inspected it with several firm shoves. A nod of acceptance from her sent the men away, and she returned to her work.

Paige regarded the pole with a shiver of dread and delight. Was this the reason she had at last been allowed out of her hole in the ground? Her sponsor needed a break from her new duties, and Paige was the tension reliever? Sure, why not? That’s why she stood bound and gagged before the autarch (so Lorena and Susan called Milady as they carried Paige here) with a loose hobble to allow access to her pussy. After all, what use was there for an arbiter, a judge, when there was nothing to judge? Paige imagined her arms around the smooth, shiny wood of the pole, her mouth pressed against it in smothering kisses of agony while Milady’s whip laced her back and ass in a sweet fire.

At last, Milady turned her attention to Paige. She frowned at the huge ballgag Lorena had shoved in Paige’s mouth. She came around the desk, and her slim fingers unbuckled the strap.

“Can’t very well expect you to talk with your mouth full, now can I?”

The ballgag readily fell away. Paige worked her mouth. “Not unless you like muffled screams.”

Milady shrugged, but then noticed Paige’s attention to the newly installed pole. She chuckled. “Oh, no. The pole isn’t for you. At least not today.” She backed up to the desk and pressed a button.

Two pairs of familiar sounding, booted feet approached through the curtained archway behind Paige. But instead of escorting her to the pole, Susan and Lorena carried in a bound and gagged Kerry and tied her to it. Shiny, white rope squeezed Kerry’s flesh and her small breasts bounced as she fought the inevitable. Soon enough, she stood at attention, arms behind her, heels pushed against the base of the wood.

“Thank you, ladies,” Milady said. “Your efficiency is impressive. I’m sure everything is as ordered?”

“Yes, Madame Autarch,” Susan replied.

“Are you sure you don’t want us to stay?” Lorena asked, one eye on Kerry.

“No. Really, I’ll be fine. Thanks to your knot tying abilities. That will be all.”

Both women bowed to Milady. Susan led the way out, followed by a reluctant Lorena.

Milady inspected Kerry whose eyes went wide at her approach. “Let’s see, where did they put that thing?” She squeezed her fingers between Kerry’s tight legs and drew out a thin, green wire that terminated in a small box. Milady turned a knob on the box, and Kerry gave a muffled squeal.

“Ah, yes, there we go,” Milady said matter-of-factly. “That should get you started while I talk to Paige.” She let the box fall against one of Kerry’s legs. Kerry closed her eyes while moans issued from her throat.

Milady sauntered back to Paige and motioned over her shoulder to Kerry. “A gift from Julia. She grew tired of her.”

“Big surprise,” Paige muttered.

“Oh, don’t be too hard on her,” Milady said. “She wouldn’t have time for her anyway between Taylor and Anya. They left Lorena and Susan behind too.”

“So, you choose exile after all.”

Milady laughed. “Ah, Paige, your sense of the dramatic is what I love best about you. I did no such thing. But I did…encourage…them to sort sdxtheir feelings for one another. They are in retreat in a remote corner of the valley. For how long is up to them. But polyamorous relationships are always tricky at best. Don’t you agree?”

“I wouldn’t know,” Paige quietly answered. “It seems even regular ones have their price. Except for some things. Like going from a slave to autarch.”

Milady shook her head. “You think I got this position without a price? There’s always a trade off, Paige. You’ve got to give something to get something. I thought to pull strings from overhead, be the power behind the throne. But you foiled that little plan of mine. Now I have to balance my submission with my dominant responsibilities.”

“I’m sure you can do it. You did a good job with Leo.”

Milady crossed her arms. “You still don’t get it. As slaves, we both give up our freedom for a special ecstasy. The more we commit to our slavery, the more real it becomes. Maybe you’re not ready to understand that yet, but perhaps you will when you get home.”

Paige blinked. Her stomach sunk to her toes. “No! You’re sending me into exile? You can’t!”

“Hmmm. You want to stay. How things do change.”

“You fucking bitch!” Paige shouted. “You kidnap me, turn my fantasies inside out, make me do your dirty work, give me the man I want to spend the rest of my life with, and then kick me out? You fucking bitch!”

Milady allowed Paige to rant. When it died away, she placed an arm around her bound shoulders. “Finished? Good, because that’s the last time I’ll listen to your foul mouth. Do it again, and you will be punished.” She stroked Paige’s cheek. “Listen, love, I can’t keep you around here. You’re too much of a wild card. Could you be used in someone else’s rebellion? Maybe. Most people here don’t like you, but as arbiter you do have a certain credit, a certain integrity. And if I’ve already thought about that, then someone else has too.”

Milady patted one of Paige’s breasts then strode back over to Kerry and turned the vibrator up a notch. The bound slave jerked her head and squeezed her eyes shut. “Who knows? Maybe one of my new servants has already given it thought. Maybe your mistress here.” She combed her fingers through Kerry’s tousled hair, then paused. “Or maybe even Leo.”

Paige went cold inside. “What have you done to Leo? Why hasn’t he come to see me?”

Milady smiled. “Don’t worry. It’s not like the evil witch has him locked up in a tower. You’ll see him soon enough.”

“When? When you and your new court of the unholy three tire of their boy toy? Did he also capture you with a stolen midnight kiss at the masqued ball? Or does any master have access, you cunt?”

Milady rushed to Paige. The full on face slap nearly sent Paige to the floor. Only Milady’s grip on the ropes above her breasts kept her upright.

“That’s not worthy of you, Paige,” Milady hissed. “I wear the collar, but by my choice and not just for anyone. And as for stolen kisses, Leo wasn’t the only Valhallan there.”

Milady wrapped an arm around Paige’s waist and grabbed her forearm in the same place as that night. Their lips met.

Paige’s legs almost went out from under her, but Milady wouldn’t permit Paige to collapse. Both arms held her up, rigid like steel. She broke off the kiss, and she whispered, “Still so sure it was Leo who kissed you?”

Paige said nothing. Milady released her.

“As for my new court, the Unholy Three as you put it, what can I say? Hopefully, I’ll get as good as you at pulling strings. They’re my puppets, like the other three were with you. Each one will take their turns as my favorite slave, like Kerry at the post, or as my favorite mistress. I guess it depends on my mood and stress level.”

She circled back to Kerry and kissed her on an eye. Kerry moaned and Milady cranked the vibrator up again. Kerry’s body went stiff, then convulsed in the throes of a major orgasm. Milady nodded in satisfaction and left a shaking Kerry behind as she returned to Paige.

“You’re going home, Paige. Get used to it. You’ll ship out the same way you got here – asleep and in a box. I can’t have you knowing Valhalla’s location. At least, not yet.”

Milady stabbed into Paige’s crotch, up to her knuckles. With a cry, Paige went up on her toes, but Milady was relentless in her thrusts. She gasped at Milady’s onslaught, and it didn’t take long when she shook just as violently as Kerry. She fell to her knees and, this time, Milady allowed it as the last ripples of her climax dissipated.

“After a period of reflection you’ll understand our private arrangement. I’ll send you a message and if you still don’t get it, then go to the police. But you’re a smart woman, and I’m betting you won’t.”

Milady retreated behind the desk. Paige gazed up at her through watery eyes. Ramrod straight, like that day in the compound. So secure in her power.

“All right,” Paige croaked. “You win. Like you, I’m a slave. But I’m still the arbiter. Maybe I’ll be back. Then you’ll find out just how much a bitch the princess is. Like you said, a private arrangement.”

Paige awoke in her apartment, everything as she had left it before she went to work that fateful day, before Colin and Sheila had nabbed her in the parking lot. When Paige stopped by the dull retail store, people were happy to see her and wondered why she had suddenly quit. When she got her personnel file, there was a short letter of resignation, dated the day after her kidnapping. In her own handwriting, of course. As she walked out with her last, partial paycheck that her old boss insisted on giving her, Paige shook her head in wonder. Boy, the Valhallans were good.

So good that Paige didn’t have to work, at least, not right away. The rent had been paid six months in advance and an amount large enough to buy a good sized home had been deposited in her formerly paltry savings account. With so much time on her hands, Paige took to running again in the morning. Later in the day, she wandered the shopping malls but none of the displays caught her eye. She sat on plastic benches with a thousand yard stare or stayed at home and lay in bed for hours at a time. On the far wall from the foot of the bed were her romance novels, now removed from hiding in the back of the closet. Their covers of full-muscled men who bent back fainting, lace-dressed women, the implied dominance and submission that Paige experienced firsthand without any soft pretense was like a simple child’s old toy rediscovered long after reaching sophisticated adulthood. And as for the words between the covers, they did nothing to relieve her ache. Ghosts also increased the torture. They formed in the dark against the ceiling and resembled Taylor, Anya, Milady, Susan and others. Others like Leo.

Leo. Paige’s thoughts turned to him constantly, and her hand slipped between her legs. She wanted him inside her, wanted his whip to lash her skin into a striped, red fire. Paige quickly reached orgasm each time, but always a little, mean one. In anger, frustration, and loneliness, she pounded the pillow then curled up in a small, fetal ball. Sleep came in its own time, yet the dreams were hardly restful.

One night, after another short, fitful doze, Paige found herself wandering her small, darkened living room. She didn’t know why she had gotten up, but then found herself at the front door. She loosed the deadbolt and turned the doorknob, feeling divorced from herself, like that time Colin and Sheila suspended her. This wasn’t happening to her. Someone else opened the door and discovered the big man on her porch, backlit by dull courtyard lights and allowed him inside.

He tied Paige down to the bed; arms and legs stretched spread-eagle to their limits. More rope cinched her waist while two pairs of panties stuffed her mouth, held in place by even more tightly wound rope.

The hulk stood over her, and Paige wondered when this dream would end. He raised his hands overhead; whip stretched out between them. Surely now, dreams don’t go on when you get to the good part. You wake up.

But Paige was awake. Every last slow-motion, skin-searing, flay-cutting, welt-raising stroke didn’t happen to someone else removed from her, but to the woman tied down to the bed. The woman gagged with her own clothes that overflowed from her mouth, so she couldn’t cry out “Stop. Stop!” or even “More!” was the one under the scourge. Paige tossed her head, swung her hips, but hers were the nipples that hardened and the pussy that loosed a river that stained the sheets.

On and on the whip fell. Softer now, oh thank god for small favors, then suddenly harder, OH THANK GOD! Then soft again. No, you bastard, don’t quit now. Oh, please. Please.

Smack!

“Ahhrrrnn!”

Crack!

“Eiiirrnn!”

Tears rolled down the side of Paige’s head. C’mon, give it everything you’ve got!

He did. When at last the whip stilled and the final echo faded, Paige knew her wish had been granted. Even if untied now, there was no way she could sit up or even roll over. In fact, to lie on her front was the last thing Paige wanted. Her stomach, riddled with thin, red lines, quaked in shallow breaths. Her tits, splotched in raised welts, lay like a pair of mangled fruit while her legs were nothing but two massive black and blue bruises from the knees to just below her pussy.

Her empty, hot pussy.

Paige moaned. What the fuck was he waiting for? C’mon, c’mon! Need, desire, ran like an electric current through Paige. From the tips of her extended fingers to her curled toes, it shot to the one untouched point between her open legs. The pain from every last bruise and welt was transformed in a continuous charged bolt of lust. C’mon!

Maddeningly slow, at least by Paige’s impatient clock, he pulled off his shirt and let down his pants. The erect cock sprang forth and, at last, nestled it’s purple, hot tip among her soaked pubic hairs.

“I love you, princess,” Leo whispered.

He rammed home.

Paige’s head flew back on the pillow. Oh, at last! Don’t stop. Give it, push it, slam it! More, more. Need, want, want, want. Oh, shit. Shit! Here it comes. Too soon!

Paige’s whole body shook, not from Leo’s orgasm, but hers. Panties soaked through in her mouth, Paige screamed as she came. Leo’s reassuring hands on her tender breasts, gentle lips on her neck, and a calming breath in her ear eventually calmed her. It was all right. She was still here. Still Paige. And he when finally shot into her, full and hot, she received him in ecstasy and peace.

Paige’s arm flung out across the far side of the bed. But instead of a mountain of hard flesh, all she hit were rumpled sheets. She sat up, her sore body, and its distant aches reassuring her that, although dreamlike, her nighttime visitor was no dream. The whip lay coiled on the far nightstand and, when Paige swung her legs to the floor, her feet met the loose rope that had held her in place. A distant clink of dishes, along with the quiet opening of drawers, motivated her to draw on her light, pink bathrobe and pad out to the kitchen.

There he was with his back to Paige as he poured a couple of mugs of reheated coffee. Paige stopped at the border of the thin carpet and scuffed kitchen tiles. Yes, just a half-spoon of cream for her, no sugar. He knew everything. But as he picked up the mugs, Paige couldn’t tell how he took his.

Leo swung around, intent not to spill a drop. He took a couple of steps, looked up and halted, his mouth partway opened. Paige motioned to the breakfast nook and the padded, plastic chairs. Leo hesitated, then shuffled over, carefully placing Paige’s mug in front of her while he sat slightly away from her at the round table.

Paige expected him to say something like “From now on, you will make the morning coffee”. What she got instead stopped the mug halfway to her lips.

“Will you accept me as your master?”

Paige’s mouth hung open. She set the mug down. “For how long? I couldn’t handle you going back to Valhalla.”

Leo grimaced. “Milady banished me.”

“What? But you and she—”

“The first rule of a successful revolution, princess; get rid of the other revolutionaries.”

Paige blinked then stared into her coffee. Of course. Can’t have anyone inciting a riot when unpopular decisions come down from on high. Milady was consolidating her power and didn’t need any loose cannon rivals hanging around. So, that was the reason Leo was exiled. Much like her. As arbiter, she wasn’t so much a revolutionary as a powerful bullet in the revolutionary’s gun. Get rid of the army and the ammo. Get rid of co-conspirators, the henchmen, the kidnappers…

Paige started. She understood.

Milady had taught her about the reality of slavery, as real as Paige wanted to make it. Now came the consequences of freedom. She could go to the police, and with Leo at her side, they would know exactly where to find Valhalla. Everyone there would be charged with kidnapping, and who knew how many other crimes? But for one thing.

The man who could never rape her. He was her kidnapper, too.

Paige looked up at Leo. He remained stock still, tense, while Paige worked it all out. Waited to find out if she felt the same way about him as he for her.

It’s the slave who decides.

She reached up, squeezed his earlobe. “How do you like your morning coffee, Master?”
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Paige drew back, but Kerry’s strength, combined with the other two, was too much. But then Paige suddenly dove forward. She remembered Leo and her argument with him. She hadn’t asked to be brought to Valhalla, hadn’t asked to have all this done to her, at least, not in so many words. But now, now she wanted it. Demanded it.

Kerry cried out, her shakes like a mini-earthquake. Her arms and legs hung limp over the couch’s sides. Her mouth slacked open and saliva ran out. Susan tore her strap-on away, and Paige eagerly dove into her pussy. Her tongue swirled around the lips then left Susan in her own ruin too. Lorena didn’t miss out either, her red hot fire of anger dissipated in Paige’s tease of her clit; the caress of her nipples. “Oh, Paige, Paige,” she whispered. “I love you. I love you, Paige.” She fell into exhausted sleep.

Paige stood over each woman, a conqueror and her conquered. The cell was quiet, like a tomb. High above, through the cell’s small, barred window, lighting her bruised, battered, and welted skin, the rays of dawn shone.


cover.jpeg





