
        
            
                
            
        

    
Slave Ranch: 
 The Ultimate Solution for the Sexless Marriage

By

Lizbeth Dusseau

ISBN 13: 978-1-934349-96-0

ISBN 10: 1-934349-96-8

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2005, All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form

without prior written permission from the publisher.

For information contact:

Pink Flamingo Publications

www.pinkflamingo.com

P.O. Box 632  Richland, MI49083
USA
 Email Comments: comments@pinkflamingo.com

Cover Image © Roman Kasperski
 www.romankasperski.de



  



Chapter One


 Marital Problems? Infidelity? Desperate for the Affection of a Loving Wife?

The Ultimate Solution for the Sexless Marriage

Don’t wait a moment longer.

Call now for details on our unique program: 777-333-2251

 

The damn subway had broken down for the third time that month. He’d cool his heels again on the station platform. 

       With nothing to do while he waited for the train, Trevor Sands swiped a news rag from the rack of grimy papers and thumbed through the ads, looking for god knows what. Never hurts to keep your eyes peeled for a good deal, although these classifieds were probably months old and long out of date. His eyes moved swiftly through a collection of want ads, real estate gimmicks and automobile ads, until his eyes happened to land on a small item listed in ‘Novelties’, in the lower left hand corner – the kind that makes you do a double take – Did I really see that? Being so far down the list, it was a wonder any one would have found it.

       He chuckled to himself as he read the odd come-on, at the same time casting furtive glances at the small number of people around him wondering if they could see what drew his avid, almost anxious attention.

       Suddenly he heard the grinding on the tracks, and his concentration was deflected to the approaching train. A collective sigh swept through the waiting passengers; the train was thirty minutes overdue. Trevor was about to toss the newspaper in the trash and be on his way. But he impulsively changed his mind and ripped the strange ad about sexless marriages from the paper and stuffed it in his pocket as he boarded the railcar. 

 

***

 

Tony Joyce overheard two men at the Corner Bar talking about their wives, then started listening in real close. Something about the conversation was giving him a hard-on. He did a lot of listening on the sly, barely tuning into conversations until something jarred him enough to warrant his complete attention. The two next to him had his interest now.

       “I swear, that’s what the man said,” the grey-haired man spoke in a loud whisper. “They got this program for cheating and frigid wives. He said it worked like a charm.”

       “As if you could get Jenny into that,” his friend laughed.

       “Hell, Jenny would be sending me, if she could. She’s been trying to reform me for years,” the man smirked. “Besides, she’s a hellcat in bed. But you? I mean, the way Grace turns you down. She’s just the kind of woman they say they can cure.”

       His friend shook his head. 

       “I mean really, Sam, call Barrett. He’ll tell you all about it.”

       “Barrett’s got bucks. Bucks I don’t have. Something like this gotta cost a bundle.”

       “C’mon, take their number, will you,” the grey-haired fellow urged, “the Ultimate Solution for the Sexless Marriage, that’s what they say. Here. Write this down.” He shoved a cocktail napkin in front of Sam and fished a pen from his pocket, writing down the number. Give them a call.” Like Sam would even dare. 

       But Tony Joyce? – who’d overheard the entire exchange and committed the phone number to memory as soon as he heard it – he had a knack for that. Here was a man who had no fear of taking chances on oddball schemes; he’d been doing it for years. Why, he wouldn’t have the biggest car dealership in the county if it weren’t for taking chances. And bucks, oh, he had plenty of bucks if this Ultimate Solution could bring the sexy Roxanna back to his marriage bed. Why not? Certainly was worth the phone call.

       

***

 

Jeff Dawkins peeled himself out of his chair, rubbing his eyes. Long day in front of the computer. But damn it had been a good day. Ten transactions that put another $50,000 in his bank account. Couldn’t do much better than that for one day. He had reason to celebrate…but then, as usual, he was home alone. No one to celebrate with. 

       Padding to the kitchen, he grabbed a beer from the fridge and moved out to the patio, swiping the mail as he went. He needed a little fresh air. He was a tall, lean, good-looking man of thirty-five. Tousled hair, square cut jaw, sporting a day’s growth of beard. Inherently sexy, and dangerously unfulfilled. 

       There wasn’t much to do between now and when Janet got home at ten, IF she got home that early – maybe find a ballgame on TV. Oh, but that was last night’s agenda. He flipped through the mail finding nothing of interest, then fixed himself a frozen Enchilada Dinner in the microwave and wandered back to his office, eating and surfing the Internet. Within a minute flat, he found himself in the middle of one of those porn pop-up loops. Damn! Just when he thought he’d have to reboot, he clicked off the last of the open browser screens. All of them suddenly disappeared, except one small one at the bottom of the screen. 

       

Is your wife frigid, unresponsive, inhibited?
 Do you have to beg for her attention?

Are you ready to try something daring?

Are you ready for a wife who responds to your every need and whim?

The Ultimate Solution for the Sexless Marriage

Full reprogramming service to suit your specific needs.

Call now: 777-333-2251

 

He read the advertisement twice, shaking his head in disbelief. Then he absently put his TV dinner on the desk and further inspected the page to see if there was any other information. No web address, no hyperlink. Something feral grabbed him in the gut, or maybe it was lower? Yes, it was definitely in his lower regions where he was feeling the pressure. His cock was getting hard, a moment later, still staring at the computer screen, he pulled his erection from his jeans and began jacking off…

       Janet was a good wife in so many ways, but a little reprogramming and she’d be perfect. He imagined her coming home at six not ten or after, with a warm, welcoming smile on her lips, doing a little strip tease at his office door. She’d loosen her brunette hair, which had been neatly fixed in a bun all day, and let it cascade down to her shoulders. Then piece by piece, her stuffy executive clothes would drop away until she was standing before him in a lacy black bra and a tiny thong. He closed his eyes and imagined her slowly moving toward the desk and dropping to her knees before him, her mouth covering his erection. As she began to suck him off in his fantasy world, Jeff shot his load into a handkerchief that he swiped from the desktop.

       “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” he leaned back in his chair and let his open-mouthed exclamation rise into the empty air.

       If she only knew.

       When he came back to the present, Jeff was staring at the computer screen and the weird advertisement. If it were only possible to reprogram his wife, just a little…






Chapter Two


Two months later…in a Texas airport

 

Janet Dawkins finished her business in San Antonio and hopped a quick flight to Houston, arriving at the busy terminal at three in the afternoon. Jostled through the throng of arriving passengers, the pretty brunette in the smart navy business suit headed toward the concourse with her high heels clicking authoritatively on the tile floor. With any luck, she could catch a taxi and be in her hotel room by four, enough time to relax before her business dinner with Jerry Painter at six thirty. 

       She stopped for a moment to consider her plan, glanced at the airport sign overhead and started off. But before she’d gone a step, two uniformed men approached her, moving so quickly into her personal space that she backed off, alarmed by their abrupt and menacing presence. 

       “Janet Dawkins?”

       “Yes, I’m Janet Dawkins.”

       “If you’ll come with us, ma’am.”

       “What? Go with you where?” She stared at them dumbfounded. She wasn’t a small woman at five-feet seven in her stocking feet, but these men were like behemoths and seemed to grow in size as they made their shocking demand. The larger of the two, a white man with a pasty face, seemed to be in charge. The other, a handsome black man with defined features and shiny dark skin, grabbed her upper arm. Despite being flustered, she wasn’t about to submit to them. She tried to shake him off. “Get your hands off me!” 

       Filled with plenty of bravado and official swagger, the larger man rattled off a bunch of gibberish that Janet did not understand. Before he even finished, the black man had wrestled both hands behind her back, snapping handcuffs on her wrists.

       She jerked from the shock, only too aware of those who stopped to watch the fracas. “You can’t do this! I demand to know what this is about!” She struggled uselessly to wrench from the large man’s grasp, only to be hauled back between the pair and forcefully escorted through the concourse and down to the baggage claim in the lower level. Along the way, dozens of travelers stopped to watch the amazing sight of the pretty brunette jerking and fighting against the powerful strength of her determined escorts. 

       A hard kick landed against the big man’s shin, her stiletto heel jamming into his flesh. 

       He came back angrily, “You made a mistake there, lady,” and he dragged Janet Dawkins into an empty room in the baggage area, and shoved the frantic woman to her knees. The black man popped a ballgag into her mouth and locked its leather straps behind her neck, while the surly brute loomed above her with a small leather slapper in his fist. The odd items seemed to have materialized by magic. Janet stared up, her eyes wide and frightened, tears of panic running down her cheeks leaving a trail of smeared mascara as they went. It finally dawned on her that she was in real trouble – and she still had no idea why.

       “These are yer rules, Miz Dawkins,” the white man spoke in a Southern drawl. “We ain’t gonna hurt you, les you don’t behave. You don’t, well… ” he leveled her with an ominous stare, “I’ll upend that pretty ass and give you a licking you’ll never forget. Right on your bare behind. You got that clear?”

       Janet nodded. 

       “You got two choices, Miz Dawkins, you either come along with us all meek and mild, like a good girl and I’ll remove the gag, or you fight me, even the least little bit once we’re outside this door, and I’ll drag you back in here and give you that thrashing I promised. Next time you gonna walk outta this room with the gag in your mouth. Everyone will see it plain as day. That clear?”

       Janet nodded again. 

       The man nodded to his partner, who loosened the gag strap and released the thick rubber ball from her mouth. 

       “Please, sir,” she immediately blurted out. “I haven’t done anything. There’s no reason for you to take me!”

       “Hush!” the big man raised the slapper as if to strike and Janet turned her face away cringing. 

       “You want that thrashing now?”

       “No, no, no!”

       “Then don’t say another fucking word…not another fucking word. You hear?” 

       His snarling face brought more tears to Janet’s eyes. She straightened up and nodded.

       “Now, we gonna leave here real nice, you’re gonna be Mz. Cooperation. Ain’t that so?”

       Once again she nodded and the black man pulled her to her feet. 

       Just as they had started out, the trio of Janet and the two uniformed men marched back into the airport’s general baggage claim, parting a sea of curious people they passed until they moved out through the double doors onto the street to an unmarked van. 

       Like something straight out of a TV cop show – or a bad dream – the rough manhandling didn’t stop until the bewildered executive had been pushed into the back of the vehicle. The inside of the van was empty but for two bench seats on either side, and a few odd items scattered on the floor. The black man climbed in after Janet and shoved her onto one of the seats, then attached her wrist cuffs to a bolt behind her back. After being belted at the waist with a hefty four inch canvas belt, a pair of hefty manacles were locked around her ankles and a thick chain fixed between the two.    

       “Smile real pretty,” the black man suddenly aimed a camera at her face and began snapping pictures like a regular photo shoot, going for every angle he could manage in the small confines of the limited space. 

       The bewildered woman looked back in dazed wonder.

       As a result of the scuffle in the airport her suit coat had been torn open and the top two buttons on her blouse were ripped apart so that her ‘D’ sized chest, encased in a pretty white lace brassiere, was open for view. Janet looked down at her torso to see her chest luridly thrust forward. Due to the way she’d been fixed to the metal seat and the side wall of the van, there was no way that she could hide herself from the busy cameraman and his camera.

       She didn’t speak, though she could barely contain the cry of protest on her lips. 

       When the black man squatted down, he very gently opened her knees with his hand.

       She shivered and began to cry again.

       “Now, you be a good girl and let me take a few more pictures,” he said kindly. 

       Janet knew exactly what he had in mind and her belly instantly seized up in anguish. Her straight skirt had risen high enough on her legs to show the top of her stockings, the satin garters, even the bottom of the sexy garter belt.

       Damn! she thought silently. Why today! Today, of all days, had she worn a garter belt and stockings, not her usual pantyhose? There was a simple explanation for her risqué choice of clothes. Some clients needed a little softening up. Nothing lurid, nothing disloyal to Jeff, just a little ‘accidental exhibition’, the flirtatious teasing of a sensuous female to keep them right where she needed them. This was a private weapon sometimes demanded by her job when things got viscous during testy business deals. In the last ten years, she’d been successfully using her sexual prowess in this way, which only compounded feelings of triumph and command when she scored big in a man’s world.

       But her suggestive attire only added to her humiliation now. Even worse, as she occasionally did when she wanted to feel her feminine power to the utmost, she’d daringly tucked her panties in her purse before she went out, intending to put them on only after her meeting. Today, she’d neglected to put them back on once the meeting was over, again no big deal; she’d done it before with no adverse consequences. Except that she was now bound in a panel van, with a digital camera trained on her crotch.

       ‘Now, you be a good girl and let me take a few more pictures.’ The man’s words played like a haunting refrain. 

       Janet sensed dire consequences if she snapped shut her wide open knees, as they naturally threatened to do. By force of will and another wave of humiliation sending her into a fit of tears, she managed to live through the next few minutes as the black man aimed his camera at her open crotch and zoomed in with a dozen pussy shots. The shaved lips of her labia were undoubtedly glistening with sexual juices – she could even smell the scent of her own pheromones rising up from between her legs. The awful truth was, she could feel an animal throbbing in her belly, a burning sensation in her lower body that had a distinctly sexual quality, all this as loathsome as it was undeniable. How could this be happening!

       It was during this last sleazy scene with the black man in the intimidating uniform that Janet realized that this was no ordinary arrest. It wasn’t an arrest at all. Inspecting the uniform more closely, she knew these men weren’t the police or federal marshals or any sort of official law enforcement personnel. But exactly who they were wasn’t clear. All the more reason to panic, all the more reason to feel her gut wrench and her entire body seize up. 

       Good god, this can’t be happening! she silently cried. Remembering the big man’s threat to thrash her ass…not another fucking word, he’d said…she didn’t dare speak. She almost wished she still were gagged. Her weary mind was pestered with questions that begged to be asked.

        The black man finally backed off, put the camera into a canvas bag and banged on the panel between the back of the van and driver’s seat. Sitting on the bench seat opposite Janet, he casually leaned back and closed his eyes as the van pulled away from the curb and picked up velocity as it entered the stream of traffic speeding away from the airport. 

 

 

In Tennessee…

 

Roxanna Joyce filed through her massive closet for something to wear, then suddenly smiled big as she pulled a tight-fitting teal green dress from the rack. One of her favorites. 

       Thirty minutes later, the saucy green-eyed redhead was heading out the door on her way to Mario’s, her favorite bar, wearing her favorite dress. Her heavy mascara and shadow made her eyes stand out from her round sweet face, which was sexily framed by a wild mop of red curls. She’d painted her thick lips a dark rosy shade of pink and heavily glossed them to perfect the image of sensuous sexuality she exhibited so well. A little ‘out there’ perhaps for a married woman, but she was damned if she’d stay home alone every night, while her husband was working at the dealership, or trolling for chicks in bars on the ‘other’ side of town. 

       They had an arrangement. She stayed out of his territory, he stayed out of hers – an anything goes kind of marriage, as long as neither one rubbed their infidelity in the other one’s face. Sure they’d had their moments, a pair as volatile as Roxanna and Tony, everyone expected as much. And they’d pretty much played by unspoken rules; nothing was written in stone, certainly not their flimsy marriage vows. 

       Once Tony had slipped up and caught her in a clinch with a suave young hoodlum she picked up at Mario’s and brought home. They were in the foyer of their Southern Plantation style house, kissing like old lovers when a haggard looking Tony walked in the front door. Good god, it was only 9:00 in the evening, Tony was rarely home before eleven, and the boy would have been long gone by then. 

       Her husband had glared at her and made a sign as if to say the ‘goddam boy better buzz off’. The kid didn’t need anymore incentive than that to skedaddle out the door with his painful hard-on shoved back inside his leather pants. 

       Soon as the door closed, Roxanna sashayed away as if nothing at all was wrong with the scene. 

       “What in the goddam hell is going on around here?” Tony blared.

       Roxanna turned around, unfazed.

       “Sorry, Tony, you got home too soon,” she’d said with honey dripping from every word. “He woulda been gone, darling.”

       She was such a sweet-faced tramp, so pretty, so sexy. He would have fucked her on the spot but Tony was sweating like a hog, a fever maybe, and he just shook his head, waved her off and stumbled up to bed.

       “You okay?” a slightly worried Roxanna called up the sweeping staircase.

       “Think I’m sick, Roxy, otherwise I’d be screwing your ass right now, either that or giving you the licking of your life.”

       That was the last she heard from him that night. If fact, there was nothing said the next day about the boy in the foyer. Tony went along like nothing was wrong, so why should Roxanna care about being faithful? If he’d said something, come on like a jealous husband, maybe things might have changed. Maybe. But she got the distinct impression that Tony wanted his freedom as much as she enjoyed hers. Why bother being the good wife?

 

Entering Mario’s that night, Roxanna sat at the bar and ordered her usual Margarita, sipping it slowly while seductively eyeing the clientele and squirming on the bar stool. She let her skirt slowly ride up her creamy thighs. She didn’t wear stockings. She didn’t wear panties. Although her feet were neatly tucked into a pair of strappy gold sandals with spike heels. 

       “Well, honey, ain’t you a sight to behold?” the man’s drawl made her squirm a little against the leather barstool. Oh, and that deep voice, the macho bravado. How quickly her charms had worked that night. But was he worth looking at? she wondered before she saw his face.

       She turned slightly as the man moved in on her right side, and stared up at a pair of clear blue soulful eyes under thick dark lashes. “Gabe Kostas, and you?” He raised his glass of Scotch and took a sip. 

       “Roxanna,” her whole body tittered as she spoke. She was instantly mesmerized. His dark and swarthy good looks frightened her as much as they made her inner body turn excited somersaults. She really hadn’t planned on screwing anyone that night, but for this hunk, she’d make an exception. She certainly liked what she saw: his thick disheveled hair, the firm face, the muscled body, the exotic charm. She figured he must have been Greek, and she was a sucker for Greek men. Yes, she’d really have to change her plans. “So, what are you up for tonight, Mr. Gabe Kostas?” she asked, coyly twisting her straw in her drink.

       He smiled back. “Well, that really depends,” he replied as he moved in beside her. The warmth from his body made hers come alive down below. 

       They spent the next half hour sizing each other up with seductive small talk so pregnant with innuendo they both knew where the night would lead. When he finally leaned in and kissed her lips, it was a soft assumptive kiss that led to more. Although first, she broke away and smiled, her eyes capturing his, while her hand ran along his thigh toward his crotch. Her lips parted slightly and sought his for a long lingering kiss. It might have gone on for hours if Mr. Gabe Kostas hadn’t, suddenly, taken her hand and pulled her off the barstool, leading her toward the bar’s front door. Roxanna followed him close as they thread their way through the crowded bar, until she slowed him down with a gentle tug. 

       “And just where are you taking me, Gabe Kostas?” she asked.

       He turned back and moved in closer, putting an arm around her with his hand dropping to her thigh, then rising under her skirt and squeezing her naked ass cheek. The crowd around them barely noticed the intimate fondling, since scenes like this in Mario’s were just part of the ambience for a pick-up bar. 

       “Hotel across the street,” he answered. “Isn’t that what you want?”

       “But so fast?” She cocked her head looking childishly sweet.

       He chuckled underneath his breath. “I think what you really mean is, am I going to fuck and run?”

       “I didn’t say that.” She smiled demurely. “But what are your intentions, anyway?”

       “Intentions?” he grinned slyly. “If you haven’t figured it out by now, then you’re not as smart as I thought. I was thinking we could take of the sex first, then talk later.”

       Usually Roxanna was the more forward one in a seduction. But Gabe Kostas seemed to have everything under his control, including her. He had a way about him that made this sudden entanglement a little too scary to be comfortable, moving at the speed of light with a dexterity few men in Roxanna’s world exhibited. She could do vile things with this man and would have no means to stop herself, and that was frightening. But she certainly wasn’t putting on the brakes. Her body was raw with lust and her brain on the fritz, totally ignoring any signs of danger as he led her across the street to his hotel room. They kissed at the open doorway of his room, his hands roving her voluptuous breasts and squeezing her plump, round ass until she shrieked a little from the ferocity. He finally backed away, pushed her inside the room and closed the door, taking a good long look at her alluringly disheveled body. What he saw he must have liked because he practically threw her to the bed, then climbed on after her, settling in-between her legs as they opened to receive him. 

       His body moved against her with his groin sinking into hers, the sudden pairing becoming combustible and savage. She was instantly frantic for him and unable to restrain her sexual impulses, her arms going around his torso, her lips locked in furious battle, her groin rising to meet his and praying she’d be filled with the cock she felt pulsing hotly against her pussy. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she knew this man was trouble. She felt her vulnerability keenly on that inner level – Gabe Kostas remained fully clothed, while she was nearly naked with her dress around her waist, her breasts exposed and any sense of control having completely unraveled. But there was no fixing things now. She’d been breaking her own rules right and left since she spotted Gabe Kostas in the bar, and there was no way to back off now. Fact was, she wanted him and she’d take the risk.

       The fury of their coupling went on for several minutes, Roxanna becoming more heated the longer they kissed and groped. She desperately wanted to even the playing field: his clothes off and his cock inside her pussy, pounding her to a passionate climax. But for all the vigorous foreplay the man was slow to take the next step. Then, quite abruptly, he seemed to slow down, saying something really strange, “Too bad I can’t fuck the merchandise.” He went right back to kissing Roxanna’s sexy lips.

       The warning bells went off, something told her to back off. But before she could act on her intuition, he made an unexpected move and flipped her over to her belly. His hands ran the length of her body in the strangest foreplay she’d ever experienced, though it did nothing to squelch her flaming desires. She let her mind drift again, losing herself in the pleasing sensations, but when she found her ankles being bound, and then her arms pulled back and her wrists securely fixed with rope, she finally came to enough from the erotic stupor to realize that something was dreadfully wrong. 

       “What the hell are you doing?” she blurted out. Gabe Kostas moved away, leaving her in an excruciating hogtie with her bound wrists tied to her bound ankles. 

       “What? You don’t like a little extreme foreplay?” he joked. 

       No, she didn’t like it one bit. “What the goddam fuuuuuu…” she started to scream but she didn’t finish because the man had just shoved a large ‘O’ ring behind her teeth, effectively gagging any means of speech but unintelligible grunts and groans. The ring had rope tethers attached to each side that pulled back around her head where they were tied off.

       Then Mr. Hot Stud was off the bed again, looking down at the sassy redhead’s flashing eyes. 

       “Ooo, you are mad at me.” A twisted snicker of satisfaction tugged at one corner of his mouth. “I’ll bet you’d kick me in the balls if you could.” Her green eyes smoldered. “Some chicks get really hot when they’re mad. I bet you’re one that fucks like a rabbit when you’re pissed off.” He stared at her and shrugged. He was suddenly calm, cool and collected; any sign of sexual arousal had vanished. “Like I said, too bad I can’t fuck the merchandise. But I’m betting you’re worth the wait.”

       Roxanna could barely believe what was happening – this certainly had nothing to do with sexual foreplay. The truth hit her like a ton of bricks, turning her hot body ice cold in seconds. Tears streamed from her heavily made-up eyes, saliva dripped from around the gag and down her chin, and her shoulders were beginning to ache from the strain on her muscles that the awful position produced. Seeing Gabe Kostas move around the room through the filter of her tear-filled eyes she worried if she’d survive this night alive. And nothing that he did in the next few minutes allayed her fears. 

       From the closet, he pulled out a leather bag about eighteen inches by two feet, then withdrew a much smaller leather case, one he could hold in the palm of his hand. Roxanna’s eyes widened as she watched him withdraw a hypodermic needle from inside the small case and carefully filled it from a medicine bottle. He tapped the needle, making sure that there were no air bubbles in the syringe. Roxanna’s fear deepened with each ominous move, her heart rate increased, more tears streamed down her face. She squirmed, even though she knew that she was totally helpless to improve her situation. 

       With the hypodermic ready, Gabe Kostas turned her way. By now, the teal dress was scrunched up, and he had only to pull the skirt back a little further to expose the creamy white of her plump ass cheek. He squeezed the flesh, enjoying the feel of her tight and youthful skin, and watched it redden when he let go. A second later he swabbed a spot with disinfectant cloth and he jabbed the needle into her flesh with Roxanna looking back in horror.

       When he backed off, he spotted the woeful tears in Roxanna’s eyes. 

       “Hey, don’t worry, you’ll be okay.” His smile seemed strangely fuzzy. “You’ll wake up in a few hours, everything will be just fine.”

       Her heart had been pounding so rapidly that she thought she would explode, but then, almost like magic, everything in the near universe began to slow to a crawl. Her eyelids grew heavy. Her breathing calmed. She saw Gabe Kostas put the case away, then pull a gleaming knife from his leather bag. By then, she was too delirious to cringe in fear, but her mind recorded the fear nonetheless. He moved in close. “No one’s going to hurt you…I promise” she remembered him say as he began to cut away her favorite teal dress… 

 


In Connecticut…

 

Trevor and Heidi Sands lived in a pretty brick house on a narrow tree-lined street close to the university where Trevor taught 19th and 20th century English literature to graduate students. The semester was out for the summer and Trevor had taken a short sabbatical, going to New York City to teach summer classes at NYU as a visiting lecturer. It was a plum deal for him that looked good on his resume and gave him a little freedom from his wife during the week. She’d be staying at home the majority of the time. Although he planned to go home every weekend, he soon began looking for excuses to stay in the city. 

       Heidi could have easily traveled to New York, but she too, enjoyed the respite from her marriage, although this was something she admitted to no one. There’d been a strain between them for some time. After three years of marriage, Heidi would have thought that her husband’s amorous intentions would have cooled in that time. But no. He was always trying to shove her into bed for sex. He wanted it daily, sometimes twice, and could get pretty mean when he didn’t get what he wanted. She’d learned to suffer through his regular nighttime routine, but she hated it in the morning, when he rolled over in bed with a hard-on and pulled her from a sound sleep. More recently, he’d been encouraging her to suck his cock or take it in the ass. She hated the thought of both with a passion that made her instantly recoil the minute he got that telling gleam in his brown eyes. Just to satisfy his curiosity, she’d tried both, and had not changed her mind about either of those disgusting sexual practices. She put him off as long as she could and only occasionally, but very reluctantly, relented. While she gave tacit consent, her body seized up cold as ice for the duration of the ordeal, until he finally finished and she could crawl away. Certainly, he could feel her growing disdain for his pushy ways, but he really didn’t seem to notice, or if he had noticed, he didn’t care. 

       It wasn’t as if Heidi wasn’t sexual.

       Physically she was a natural beauty. In fact, Heidi Sands could have been a sexy Playboy cover girl with her knockout figure, her long blonde hair and beautiful blue eyes. But she dressed modestly, in conservative clothes that showed very little of her natural assets. She rarely revealed any cleavage – which didn’t make Trevor happy at all. Propriety – and a heart-to-heart talk with her mother when she first showed signs that she inherited her mother’s generous endowment – had taught her to modestly contain what was so attractive to men. 

       But in spite of her modest attire and her cool behavior toward her husband, behind closed doors and in the secret place of her own thoughts, Heidi lived in a highly erotic world of her own design. This very precious world in which she played was filled with raw and wicked fantasies that she deemed too evil to dare mention to her husband. Dreams of bondage, capture, rape, sexual slavery and punishment. Pretty intense stuff for a naïve young woman with very little sexual experience. But she’d been dreaming of these things since she was a teenager. In her private moments when Trevor was away from the house – she couldn’t dare get caught – she’d spanked herself after tightly binding her body with rope, finally getting so hot and so horny that with a little rubbing of her clitoris, she’d get off. She felt ashamed of her lewd behavior, but it did prove that she was not the uptight woman Trevor claimed she was. Of course, he’d never know that. Never. She saw no way for them to bridge the great sexual divide that turned their marriage into an unreasonable standoff. He’d called her frigid more than once and she wanted to prove to him wrong. But how? Her natural juices just never seemed to engage when he was cuddling up to her. When he was mad he got aggressive, but it was never in the ‘good’ way that the heroes in her fantasies used to turn the bratty Heidi into a good girl. If he’d only take her over his knee and spank her maybe everything would change, but she couldn’t bring herself to even suggest such an idea.  

       Heidi sometimes mused about having an affair, or advertising for the kinky sex she needed on one of the Internet personals. She loved browsing the really nasty bdsm websites that mimicked her own kinky fantasies, but she was too chicken to take any action that might compromise her character in public. She wasn’t brave enough to initiate an affair, and she didn’t dare post a picture of herself to one of those sites. She had a lot to lose if she compromised herself that way. Heidi came from a big Connecticut family with an impeccable pedigree that needed to be protected at all cost. In exchange for a life with plenty of money in a bottomless trust fund, she was bound by an unwritten family oath to keep her behavior toeing the line of decency. This put her in an impossible predicament considering the verboten fantasies that came to her so naturally. She often thought that she was cursed. 

       For all these reasons, when Trevor decided to take the summer sabbatical to New York City, Heidi was inwardly overjoyed to have a long stretch of days each week without her husband’s sexual demands to complicate her life. She pleasantly declined Trevor’s offer to follow him there, saying that she had too much to do at home. Which was really true. They had just recently purchased the old house and she was taking on an entire redecoration, which meant that there were designers, installers and workmen coming nearly every day. The couple put up a good front when they were together, pretending that it was going to be hard not seeing each other every day. But inside they craved the time away. Why kid themselves in private? They were both pleased with the arrangement. It was only for the summer. Maybe the weekly separation would work on Heidi’s sexual libido, they hypothesized in secret. Maybe she would open up when he came home in the fall. Maybe.

       And yet, after the first six weeks, Heidi’s frigid behavior in bed hadn’t changed. She’d be free as a bird to pursue her naughty exploits in private, and by the time the weekend rolled around, she’d be feeling so sexually satisfied that she couldn’t care less about satisfying Trevor. 

       Heidi did wonder what Trevor was doing with his powerful libido when he was in New York. Was he being faithful? Or were there whores and one-night stands to take care of his lust? Maybe he jacked off a lot. Whatever he did to quell his own inner beast, something kept him reasonably satisfied away from home because he didn’t ask for much when he arrived late Friday night. There might be a little lackluster sex on Saturday nights, but not very often. Trevor had even given up his morning hard-ons. Which was just fine with Heidi. 

       

One midsummer afternoon, Heidi had been busy picking out new drapery for the den with the decorator. The woman was just about to leave when the front doorbell rang. She thought it might be the workman who’d come to seal the new slate floor in the entry. No. That wasn’t right either. He wouldn’t be there until the following day.

       When Heidi opened the door, she found a man standing on her doorstep that she’d never seen before. 

       Wanting to be on her way, the decorator rushed by the pair with a smile and a wave, leaving Heidi alone with the strange man. With so many strangers coming to the house in recent weeks, she wouldn’t normally be concerned about another unknown face, but there was something about this man that was immediately alarming. He was maybe five feet ten, with a compact body, dark hair and a firm face that was curiously appealing. Dressed in jeans and a clean t-shirt, he looked just like another workman. However, a surprising shiver of want suddenly passed through her sexual body, which made this workman different from the others that came to her door.

       “May I help you?” she asked, politely.

       “Craig Smith. I’m with the fireplace company. Your husband contacted me about replacing the old fire box.”

       “Oh, but I told him that we weren’t going to do that.”

       He shrugged, sort of smiled. “It might be a good idea if I looked at it. Mr. Sands seemed pretty concerned about the safety of your old unit.”

       “Well, I guess.” She was a little deflated at the prospect of standing around while the man inspected the fireplace in question. She’d planned to spend the rest of the afternoon pleasuring herself. Kinky bondage thoughts had been rebounding through her body since she browsed one of her favorite websites before the decorator arrived. “It’s this way.” She turned around, and the man moved inside the house and closed the door behind him. As he followed her into the living room, Heidi felt a strange burning in the middle of her back, something creepy and unwholesome, and, if she’d had the time to really examine the bizarre surge of feelings, she would have realized that it was intensely erotic. The guy was damn good-looking in a rough, redneck, blue collar way, that she accepted…but why did this one in particular make her feel so weird?

       The creepy feeling did not quit. Even the hair on the back of her neck stood on end! All of a sudden the man was so close behind her that she could feel his touch and smell his breath. She seized up and was about to whip around, but his arm was around her throat and in his free hand was a shiny knife that he held before her face. 

       “Ohmygod…” she quietly gasped, afraid to move.

       “Not going to hurt you, Mrs. Sands,” a deep, gravelly voice came back. “But don’t you dare make a move.” In the next breath, she was shoved over the back of the living room couch. His firm hand was on her ass, massaging one ass cheek and then the other, going and back and forth until she was nearly delirious with fear and arousal.

       Oh, dear god! This was really happening. Like her fantasies had come to life! The man was going to rape her!

       What had she done? Had her kinky fantasies been psychically brought to life? Had she invited the assault? Was that even possible?

       As her panic grew, the rough massage got more intense – so intense that she could feel her body’s wild reaction, and the sexual feelings starting to gain in strength. She tried to push them away, but the rape was happening much too fast for her to take control of her rampant feelings. So out of control that she felt almost drunk. After a time, the hand that worked her into this flustered frenzy of arousal began to inch up her long skirt until he could explore between her trembling thighs. His fingers moved into the heated valley and found her pussy wet and ripe for sex.

       “Now look what I’ve found here,” he exclaimed. “The modest little heiress is a randy little bitch.”

       “Oh, please! Please don’t!” she blurted out, now that he’d finally broken the frantic silence. 

       “Stop? Why? When we’re having so much fun?”

       His fingers eased their way into her fired up pussy and she involuntarily clenched her inner muscles around them, damming herself for the slutty reaction. Then he pressed his thumb to her anus and began to push on the delicate membrane. 

       “No!” Her entire body seized up and she tried to right herself.

       He immediately pushed her back down. 

       The knife had disappeared the moment he flung her over the couch, but it reappeared now before her face in his free hand. 

       “This could do a lot of damage, Mrs. Sands. That pretty face, I wouldn’t want to ruin such a treasure.”

       “No, no! Please don’t hurt me. I’ll do anything…anything you want.” She was breathing too hard and fast to be sane or rational. 

       “Good. How easy was that now, huh? You just stay calm.” He stroked her bare flesh soothingly and her panic seemed to ease off. “Now look at me.”

       She bit her lip as she turned her head and peered into his dark and brooding eyes.

       “All you need to do, Mrs. Sands, is let me do what I’m doing now. You relax for me and we’ll get along just fine.”

       “But how can I relax?” Tears began to well up in her worried eyes.

       “Oh, I think you’ll find a way.” He spoke real sweet and soothingly.      

       She tucked her head, refusing to look at him again, but now he moved in even closer, so he was breathing down her neck with a masculine energy pouring out of his body, giving rise to sensations as potent as those in her fantasies of dominant men. His hand continued to tease her most private places, his thumb bearing down on the tight opening of her anus. An unwanted feeling rose from that place. She’d always ignored the sensuality there, refusing to allow her body to feel pleasure from such a base part of herself, but there was no way to ignore the incredible feelings that rose there now. They rushed on her so fast and so powerfully that her body unwittingly churned against the man’s probing digits. 

       “That’s it, Mrs. Sands,” he purred in her ear. 

       A steady rhythm was building in her body, aided by the pistoning action of the strange man’s probing hand. 

       “Please don’t do this!” she pleaded with him.

       “Shush,” he came right back, while his tongue began to lick her earlobe behind her ear then travel down her neck. 

       All this was too much for her to take and she lost control as the man’s thumb finally slipped inside her rectum and he began to fuck her hard with his hand ramming her like a cock. She knew that she couldn’t stop her orgasm from exploding, it was on her so fast that her body spasmed, the pleasure sweeping through her, wild and savage, like nothing she’d ever felt before. Almost as if she passed out, Heidi lost consciousness for several seconds and when she finally came back to life, her attacker was still beside her, though his hand had slipped from between her legs. She looked to the side, seeing the gleaming knife just inches from her face. She cringed in fear again. 

       “What do you want from me…?” she whimpered softly, expecting that any minute this madman would run the knife through her gut. Even behind this mortal fear, her traitorous body was still flooded with arousal that seemed impossible to squelch. 

       “I already got half of what I want,” he said. She saw his eyes glimmering darkly. Maybe he wanted to fuck her…oh, if it were only that! “For the rest you’ll have to come with me.”

       “What? Where?”

       “You’ll find out soon enough. You think about what I just did to you. I can do it again, Mrs. Sands. And I can do a lot more than that.”

       He snapped handcuffs on her hands, pulled her to her feet and led her out the back door to where his car was parked in front of the garage. Then he pushed her into the back seat where the dark windows made it impossible to see inside the vehicle. 

       “Don’t make me have to gag you,” he said as he buckled her in with her hands uncomfortably arranged behind her. He might as well have gagged her – a moment later a hood dropped over her head and was securely tied at her throat. There was a hole to breathe through, but Heidi Sands’ mouth, eyes and ears were covered by the thick leather and her world had suddenly been reduced to nearly nothing. 

       She heard the car door slam, the engine rev, and the sound of the tires screeching as her abductor pulled out of the driveway and headed away from the house. She vaguely understood what was happening, but because of the hateful hood, it seemed as if the scene were taking place somewhere far removed from her. Far from the tiny reality her life had became inside that hood.






Chapter Three

The R & T


 

Somewhere in the Old West, where the sky goes on for miles and mountains rise like phantoms in this stark landscape, sits Slave Ranch, an anomaly in modern times, though, to be sure, there’s not much evidence that its main purpose mimics anything from the 19th or 20th centuries either. Unique unto itself, the stables, pastures, paddocks and the old ranch house look innocuous from a distance –  which is all the look a casual observer is going to get. Even close up the ranch hardly appears to be forbidding territory. 

       And yet, there are clues that something unusual takes place insides its boundaries. Something that keeps outsiders at a distance. The usual posted “Keep Out/No Trespassing” warnings bolted to the fence posts circling the five hundred acres or so are bolstered by an electric fence with enough jolt to make anyone forget they ever saw the place. The entry gates are all securely padlocked at all hours, and the perimeter of the property is daily inspected for any possible breaches, by riders on horseback wearing guns with orders to shoot.  

       Occasionally trucks are seen entering the ranch, which to the outside world is known only as the R&T. The name ‘slave ranch’ has yet to cross the lips of any local since the locals would have no way of knowing what takes place inside. That remains a mystery. In a land of ‘minding your own business’ no one much cares as long as the landowners pay their taxes and keeps to themselves. The right to live without neighbors sticking their noses into what’s not theirs is strictly abided by in this part of the country. While rumors of obscene activities at the R&T crop up now and then, they are ignored by most and die off for lack of interest. 

       When Marshall Novak bought his 500+ acres in the middle of the beautiful nowhere, he  counted on this kind of hands-off respect. He needed privacy above all else and could think of no better place than this remote county to run his clandestine business. Besides, the price was right and the buildings suited his purposes perfectly. Everything was just the way the rugged, hard-nosed businessman imagined when he first envisioned the R&T. He wanted to maintain its innocent name, the R&T, rather than let the place be slapped with the name Slave Ranch. Whether he liked it or not, that would come in time, once the clientele who took advantage of his unique services whispered amongst themselves.       

       An unusually hot spring day, a little wind whipped off the mountains and kicked up dust in the valley. Marshall Novak stared from the stables to the approaching vehicle as it drove up the rocky road. The shipment was arriving on time.

       Marshall was a man of nearly fifty years, though this modern day cowboy had aged in a good way. A stocky build, firm muscles, a substantial, somewhat weathered face, every aspect of the man communicated strength and authority as if he were born to the dominant role. Yet, beneath his hard and often brooding façade was a boyish smirk known to charm women, if he were so inclined. He might well have been a heartthrob when he was in his twenties – he was that handsome. Even now, he maintained a good deal of the sexy swagger from his youth. And the clear blue eyes? They took their cue for his mood – subtle, kind or hard as nails. He was an alluring man, there was no arguing with that. 

       At that moment – his mood was buoyant, something only a few who knew him well would know from his outward appearance. Though the epitome of stoic calm, he was expectant, his inner fires excited at the prospect of this new shipment. He greeted all such moments with the same relish, the same restrained joy. As the panel van pulled up to the stable and stopped with a rude jerk, he smiled darkly. Calm. Rational. Gritty. He’d been preparing himself all day for this moment. Now that it had arrived, he was settled and ready. 

       The intake for a new training session was about to take place, and after reviewing the documents pertaining to this delivery, he couldn’t wait to get things underway. The driver emerged from the van, moved around to the back, and opened the double doors. Marshall heard some shuffling from inside, and then from the interior of the van three females emerged, each one carried over the shoulder of their assigned trainer. They were prevented from walking or even crawling, each one securely bound and gagged. Marshall Novak had to smile, at least inwardly, as the three were unceremoniously dropped to the dusty ground in front of the stable directly before his dusty boots. High heels, skimpy dresses, tear-stained faces. Each was bound, wrists and ankles either cuffed or tethered with rope. Sweaty, grimy from the trip, they were a tattered but beautiful mess, squirming and uncomfortable, undoubtedly hoping that they’d finally get a reprieve from the rough treatment they received during their capture and the forty-eight hours since. 

       A blonde, a redhead and a brunette. Perfect. A woman for every man’s need, Marshall mused as he watched them suffer each in their own way, all of them struggling to release the tight bonds that kept them secured. Although they groaned fitfully behind their gags, they were unable to effect any change on their presently dire circumstances. Marshall had already named them in his mind. The blonde was Heidi Sands, a ‘frigid bimbo’; the redhead Roxanna Joyce an ‘unrepentant floozy’; and Janet Dawkins was a striking brunette he referred to as the ‘uppity bitch’. Soon enough, they righted themselves and were glaring up at him; the brunette with eyes as cold as stone, the redhead seething with anger, and the blonde with a look so mournful that it almost brought a tear to his eye. Well, not really. 

       He snatched a cane from one of the trainers and began to circle the trio, pacing, his boots kicking up dust, his scowl getting a good work out, while his inner exhilaration rose to a feverish peak. 

       Except through their facial expressions, the gagged females were prevented from showing their contempt, their anger or their fear. It had been a long forty-eight hours since they’d been unwittingly abducted, bound and abused by their brutal captors. Though delirious from the discomfort, the drugs, the lack of nourishment and sleep, in some weird way they were hopeful that at least part of their nightmare was finally at its end; if nothing else, some new horror would replace the one they suffered for the last two days. Their eyes fixed on the man hovering above them; his jeans, his dusty cowboy boots, the black shirt that covered his broad chest and shoulders, and the cane he gripped tightly in his fist. It was too soon to salivate on his striking figure, but each woman had an immediate and distinctly visceral response to Marshall Novak even before he spoke a word.

       He circled them maybe five times before he finally opened his mouth to begin what would be a long soliloquy. On the perimeter of the scene outside the slave ranch stable stood the trainers who had dumped the women in the dirt, along with several other ranch hands who enjoyed these induction scenes almost as much as Marshall did. The air was rife with expectation so thick one could cut it clean through with the snap of a whip. 

       “What a sorry lot you are!” Marshall finally declared as he stared down at the three. He stopped and spat on the ground next to the brunette. The bound Janet Dawkins jerked in frustrated anger as she looked up at him contemptuously.

       “Geez, I wonder what you’re thinking. A fist in my face maybe?” A knee to my groin?” He shook his head amused and walked on, letting the cane glide over the redhead’s exposed thigh. “Nice flesh.”

       The comment was met by a fiery scowl and Marshall moved on again, at last stopping beside the blonde and bending down to seize the woman by her trembling chin. Her fear reached out and grabbed him in the gut, causing quite a shudder through his stoic body. It was more than just fear he felt from Heidi Sands; she stirred him on a deeper more primitive level that was undoubtedly erotic. This was something he was familiar with; part of the job he thrived on. But few women displayed that kind of reaction under such strained circumstances, and so early in the game. Usually, it took several weeks for such an energy to emerge. This one bore watching. 

       He let go of her terrified face and stood up, making the rounds again, moving as slow and deliberately as before.

       “What I’m going to tell you is going to shock you,” he announced, “so be prepared.” He continued pacing. “We might as well start out with the cold, hard facts.” He let them shiver with fear as he kept moving, ramping up their anticipation until he finally dropped the bomb. “You’re here because you’re lousy wives, because back home there’s a man who is so fed up with their less than satisfactory sex lives that they were willing to answer a simple advertisement that promises the cure for their sexless marriage. These are your husbands, ladies,” he barked the news, and waited for the stunned looks to appear on their faces. They didn’t disappoint. “Absurd as it may seem to you, your husbands are willing to pay big bucks for you to be abducted from your sorry lives and brought here for a long course in marital reprogramming. You’re at the R&T Ranch, R&T means Retribution and Training, in case you’re curious.”

       Shock could barely describe the look in their eyes as the bound females reacted to the news. Marshall could hear their protests now, which was exactly why they were gagged and would remain gagged until he was sure that they would hold their tongues. Their stunned expressions brought him pleasure. Having them at his feet and under his control set off a sadistic spasm through his loins. All three pairs of female eyes were fixed on him with a viciousness that he could feel in his gut, and this was good. He had their attention. 

       “Yes, ladies, it’s as simple as that. Your lives are not in danger. Just as promised, no one’s going to hurt you, not really hurt you.” He smiled heartlessly. “That doesn’t mean you won’t suffer some pretty intense punishment if you fail to cooperate with the program. It doesn’t mean that you won’t be humiliated by what we do here, or that you won’t be required to do some things you’d rather not do. But you can trust that you’re not here without the full knowledge of your respective husbands. In fact, should you care to listen, I have their taped messages to you, which I’m sure you’ll find very interesting.

       “Not only are you here to be punished for your bad performance in the conjugal privileges department, you’re here to be trained and reprogrammed to be more satisfactory wives. Since you’ve all failed in that area, you have a lot to atone for and a lot of training to undergo. When the training is over, when you’ve proven to me that you’ve been transformed into the attentive, loving and fully sexual females that your husbands desire, then you’ll be allowed to leave this slave ranch…”

       Marshall abruptly stopped pacing and turned, reacting on instinct to the brunette Janet’s agonized groan. He addressed her specifically, “Slave?” He walked toward her. “You’re objecting to the word ‘slave’?” He bore down on the woman cruelly. This was like opening the valves to release a flow of dominant energy. It poured over her body like a stinging rain, the words themselves hurting more than the ropes ever would. “Yes, you might as well consider yourself a sex slave in training. That’s the bottomline, isn’t it? That’s really what the man in your life wants, my uppity bitch. And that’s what I will make of you. By the time you’re ready to leave, you’ll be a groveling, fawning, subservient slave to your husband. You’ll give him all the sex he wants, when he wants it, gladly using those beautiful tits, that round ass and that juicy cunt to please him. He’ll be able to order whatever kind of sexual feast he desires, and you’ll lovingly give it to him. You’ll please him with your lips, your pussy and your asshole, then beg to do it again – all in the same night.” He stared at her smirking. “Oh, what a face, even with that duct tape on your mouth, I can see it clearly. You may scowl now. You won’t scowl when I’m done with you.” He walked away, circling the trio once again. 

       “You wonder how long it’s going to take?” he posed the question. “I have signed contracts from your husbands for six months.”

       The brunette seemed to gasp, even though she could not exactly make that sound. The redhead grunted, her body heaving with frustrated anger, and the blonde whimpered mournfully.

       “It’s really not that long of a time to spend in order to remake yourselves in a way that’s going to please your husbands. You won’t believe me now, but I assure you, you will, soon enough, give yourselves over to this training. It’s guaranteed. Might as well write it in stone.” 

        He stood before them now with hands on hips, the cane in hand, his eyes moving from one to the other. Their inner beauty was squelched at the moment, but he could see it burgeoning from beneath their quivering forms. Ten years of transforming brats into dutiful wives had taught him that these three would test his patience and his methods. Most did. But they’d come around, eventually – or not. It actually didn’t matter to him one way or another. 

       Marshall swaggered forward once again, spinning his energy around the three, his boots striding across the dirt, the cane meeting the flesh of his charges with strikes intended to sting, not actually hurt. They flinched, shrunk back, maintained their anger and their scowls and waited for him to continue.

       He finally stopped at Janet, who was sitting on her ass, her knees to the side, her arms uncomfortably behind her. She had to change her position several times to relieve the constant ache in her cramped muscles. While letting his eyes rest on the fuming woman, Marshall lifted the skimpy skirt she’d been given to wear in exchange for the blue business suit. She was naked underneath, and immediately bowed her head in embarrassment as he viewed what he could see of her shaved pussy. 

       “Nice, very nice,” Marshall commented. “The report on you is that you’re never home, always too busy to spend time with your husband. Is that right?” No response, though she looked up. “What is it you do while you’re away? How many men is it, how many affairs?” Her eyes instantly flashed their contempt. “What? You going to claim you’re faithful? Hum…maybe you’re just wooing men all day long, the ultimate prick tease. Is that what you are? A prick tease? So, do you tease your husband’s prick the same way? Get him to deliver what you want but give nothing back?” He shoved the end of the cane into her private flesh. “That’s going to stop, uppity bitch. It stops now.” If she’d had the means, she would have come after him. He saw this and smirked. “You think I can’t break you? You think you’re so friggin strong? Maybe you are, bitch, but you’re no match for me. I know your game, and I’m a helluva lot better at it than you’ll ever be.”

       Instead of coming after him clawing, Janet seethed and cried and shook her head as Marshall Novak moved on to Roxanna with the cane gently flicking the redhead’s flank, enough to have her rage billowing freely, like a hot rain, like arrows, like angry barbs of a silver-tongued shrew. This one was a hellion. 

       “And what a floozy you are, an unrepentant little slut, out all night, a new man every time you turn around. You aren’t all that choosy either, are you? Open your thighs for any goddam prick that’s ready to stick his cock in you. What kind of fucking wife are you?” She’d bowed her head, fuming with rage. Marshall rapped her a little harder to get her attention. What is it, you want your husband for the bucks, is that it? So you can go wandering off on your own doing whatever you goddam please? You’re the ultimate gold-digging slut, isn’t that right?” Already he could feel his contempt get inside the woman. He’d let her linger with that to stew on as he moved to the shivering beauty at the end of the line. 

       “And here’s our frigid bimbo…” The comment was enough alone to make Heidi tense. Didn’t take much to hit the mark with this one. “You going to freeze your husband out forever? Does this pussy ever thaw enough to open up…” He poked the cane into her crotch in the same way he teased Janet. “Sex is no more than a distasteful duty. Am I right?” he mocked her. She shivered as if she were freezing – pretty hard to do in the 90 degree sun. “And just look at your body, these big tits,” he sneered, “we gotta another prick tease here,” he looked out to the men who watched. Then for the second time, he squatted down before Heidi Sands. “I’m going to find out why you’re such a frigid bimbo, Mz. Pigtails,” he jerked one of her braids and watched her quickly cower before him. 

       Yes, this one bore watching, he thought again. 

       Standing, he turned to one of the trainers, “Take them to the latrines, let them relieve themselves, then I want them on the whipping posts. And you might as well get them used to crawling.” He looked back at the three females. “By the way, I should introduce myself. Marshall Novak. I’m considered ‘the marshal’ on my place. Most folks call me Marshall. Once you get a chance to speak, you can call me ‘Marshall, sir.’”

       Tossing the cane to one of the trainers, he stalked off. 






Chapter Four

Emma

 

Heidi thought for a minute that she was dreaming…maybe a dozen times since that strange man walked into her house and took over there seemed to be a break in her consciousness, a fleeting moment when a gap appeared through which she might return to reality and stumble from her dream back to the real world. But cold hard facts were cold hard facts, and after repeated attempts to wake up from this nightmare, she realized that this was no dream. Escape was impossible. And now after the amazing cowboy ran circles around them, wrapping them with his vindictive words, she was all pumped up, her sexual energy as sky high as her rampant fears. Heidi submissively went through the motions as one of the cowboys approached her with manacles, and began to remove the cuffs she’d worn for two days and replaced them with new ones. When he was done, a thick leather collar circled her throat, while steel cuffs ringed her wrists and ankles, with each pair connected to a chain long enough to allow her more freedom of movement. Glancing at her companions in this nightmare, she saw that they were similarly manacled. Then as if they’d been turned into passive farm animals, they were led on leashes across the dusty yard and around the stable, to where a long low bench was fashioned into an open shed – the latrine? Was that what she heard him say? 

       Heidi hadn’t realized how much she had to go until she was made to squat over one of the holes in the bench. She blushed as a steady stream of warm piss gushed from her body and splashed down below. Everything good and evil in her quaked from those deep places where her private musings lurked like demons ready to rise up. In her outer world, she flushed with shame and want, strange feelings of exposure stirred desires she was unaccustomed to thinking about in any sort of public situation. Her body hungered for more while her mind tried to turn away from the awful truth about herself. 

       She was aware that the redhead next to her was fighting off the man that pushed her toward the latrine. What good was that? she silently mused. Couldn’t the woman see that they were all doomed to suffer the consequences of their bad behavior?

       But the commotion beside her only became more intense, and Heidi was pulled from her fuzzy-headed consciousness, seeing the redhead forced to use the latrine. She watched quivering in awe as the rebellious female refused the trainer’s sharp commands. The redhead was finally pulled into the open and while she struggled uselessly under the domination of one of the trainers, another one thrashed her exposed ass with a leather belt. The ranting woman moaned behind the gag with each new smack of the leather – on her ass, her sides, her thighs, anywhere the leather came down, leading to some pretty nasty smacks on tender places because she wouldn’t stop fighting her captors. Heidi shivered deeply watching the red welts rise on that creamy skin, while feeling a tingling pain on her own behind as if she were the one being beaten. 

       Torn between anger and hurt, the redhead mournfully groaned as the pain increased and in time, her big green eyes were pleading for mercy as she cried.

       The thrashing finally stopped and the trainer looked down, “You ready to behave, bitch?” 

       She nodded, hopefully. 

       “All right, then crawl, Mrs. Joyce,” he ordered. 

       The sobbing redhead crawled to the latrine, moving quickly into position on Heidi’s right before another snap of the belt landed on her behind. 

       Everyone present took a deep breath, and Heidi’s gaze moved from the redhead to the brunette on her left, who was, like her, crouching over the latrine and shivering with fright in response to the awesome scene that just played out.  

       “There now,” the trainer in charge smirked as he addressed them. “Aren’t the three of you pretty as a picture?” A tall cowboy stood with his hands on his hips, a rope and cane in hand and a whip dangling from his leather belt. The scowl, the upturned lip, the expression of haughty command seemed to mimic Marshall’s arrogance, although in a different way, and not one that Heidi could figure out. Did the other women see it? Did they notice how his crotch pulsed with an erection pressing into the fabric of his blue jeans? Did they react with misplaced desire as she did? Or was she the only one who was getting off on the savagery of this place and their dire situation? As if she’d suddenly been transported into her kinky daydreams. If she hadn’t been so scared, she might have enjoyed the scene for the promise of more twisted turn-ons in this curious place. 

       “Looks like we have a feisty one here,” the man took his cane and lifted the redhead’s bowed chin. She snuffed, her big chest still heaving. “Look at me when I talk to you.” Tears streamed down woman’s cheeks. Little of her fight remained now, obviously the thrashing had taught her a lesson. “You think you can’t be tamed? We’ll see ‘bout that.” He flashed her a meaningful look then moved on to the more placid brunette, letting his cane tease the woman back to life. “And you…” She twitched involuntarily each time the cane tickled her breasts or her privates. As he harassed her, she seemed as irritated as she was scared. “I hear you can be one tough bitch. That right?” Not even a moan from behind her gag. She kept her eyes on the ground, remaining remote and steadfast in her resistance. “We’ll see just how tough you are … Remember, I’ve got my eyes on you.” He gave her one last look and switched to Heidi, who suddenly jerked as she realized that the attention of the trainers and the other women were now focused solely on her.    

       “And finally you,” he said, after some careful consideration. “How come you ain’t fighting me like the others? Huh?”

       Heidi looked up, trying to put on a defiant face, though she was afraid that it was just steamy lust they could see in her smoldering eyes.  

       The trainer had gathered up the leashes, and gave them a sharp tug. “Get the hell out of the latrine and into the stable!” With the women strangling against the tight reins, they followed him into the stable. Two other trainers brought up the rear. 

 

***

 

Playing out before the enrapt audience in the stable was a scene that none of the bound women, Heidi, Roxanna or Janet, could ignore. They’d already been warned that they would suffer harsh consequences if they took their eyes from the exhibition, and yet, none would have tried, even if they had wanted to avert their gaze from the awesome display. One of the trainers, a handsome blond cowboy, sat back against an old packing crate and waited while a pretty female crawled his way and began running her hands along his muscled thighs. She gazed up at him adoringly. He was still fully clothed, but it was clear to see that he was becoming aroused by the woman’s fiercely sexual attention. When she began to undo the buttons on his jeans, he grabbed her soft brown hair and held on tight. She didn’t flinch. Working quickly, she had his fly open and his cock free. On a primal level, a small gasp could be heard rising from the audience when the woman pulled out a cock that matched the size of the cowboy’s enormous grin. The slight woman’s mouth opened far wider than anyone could have imagined, surrounding the thick meat and sliding it down her open throat. Most women would have gagged to have their throats impaled by so much male flesh. But not this one. She slowly worked the erection with her mouth, her headed bobbing up and down as she fiercely sucked. Pulling her head back, her tongue laved the stalk lovingly, then she dove back down for more, again and again, repeating the same movements with mesmerizing diligence until the randy cowboy stopped her, pushing his jeans to the stable floor. 

       The woman resumed the blowjob, though now she could reach in-between the trainer’s thighs and works his balls with the same adoration, the same methodical attention. She rolled them over in her palm and for a moment, let go the throbbing prick to cover the wrinkled sac with kisses and gentle bites. All the while she stared into the young man’s face, seeing his expression of abandonment take hold. She sensed intuitively when it was time to go down on that huge organ once again and this time it seemed she swallowed the thing whole. She worked him on a deeper level becoming nearly as disconnected from the reality around her as was the cowboy. She was no more than a mouth, an orifice, a vehicle for his pleasure, a slave to his rising need with any sense of her real self disappearing.

       A sudden shudder rose up from the pair and for a time everything in the world seemed to stop. Not a soul moved. Everyone held their breath. Even the mice seemed to freeze in respect. Nothing stirred for the longest time, then a mellow gasping groan released into the hot stable air – the cowboy coming, ejaculating down her throat, then coming all over her mouth as she continued with feverish abandon to work the throbbing flesh. The woman began to groan herself; her entire body shaking, her ass dancing in the air, rotating in a circular motion until it was clear that she was coming as hard and hotly as the man she’d serviced.

       “Enough!” the cowboy suddenly pushed her off. His cock began to recede in size as he caught his breath, and his slavish lover watched unmoving in the space before him. All signs of her pleasure vanished at the moment she was shoved aside, and in these intervening minutes she seemed calm, hardly ruffled by the abrupt rebuke, although the three bound females might have noticed that her face was flushed and her body was quivering slightly. 

       “You want an example of the slavish kind of behavior you’ll be trained to perform, that is it.” Marshall’s voice not only broke the spell that seemed to have had such a hold on the entire stable, it shook the his newest charges with an unnerving message. They immediately looked his way, unaware that he’d been on the sidelines while they watched the blowjob. “Emma stays with us because she’s found a life that suits her.”

       The young woman quivered hearing his voice, but she didn’t turn around, as if she were fixed in place until she was ordered otherwise. 

       That order came moments later. “Emma, stand,” Marshall Novak said, and he moved further into the stable while the woman rose to her feet. The lucky trainer had swiftly moved off to the side, tucking his limp prick back inside his pants, and stood nearby with the other trainers. 

       While everyone watched, Marshall Novak raised Emma’s arms and locked her wrists in the cuffs that dangled down from the stable rafters. Once each was secured, he crouched to one knee and locked her ankles in cuffs that he pulled up through holes in the floor. Although she was stretched taut and sure of what came next, she remained perfectly calm and resigned. 

       None of the gagged women bound to their respective posts displayed that kind of ease. 

       Janet Dawkins’ eyes grew wide. Her body trembled. Her mind had instantly computed the facts and determined exactly what was about to happen, and now disbelief, horror and rage traipsed through her beleaguered body. She held on because holding on was what she’d trained herself to do in the face of adversity. What she wanted to do was collapse in a heap and drown the nightmare in a river of tears. 

       Her body quaked, her entire being exhausted from so much fear and so much rage. She ached from deep within, and where the leather belt had struck her in particularly tender places she could still feel its sting when she twisted inside her bonds. Her imagination was filled with pictures of breaking out of the shackles and socking the smug Marshall Novak with her fist. But even Roxanna could see how useless such fantasies were under her present conditions. 

       Like her bound companions, Heidi Sands watched enthralled by what she saw, though hers was a far different experience than Roxanna or Janet’s. Her belly ached, her sex hurt. The over stimulation of her senses made it difficult to take in more, and yet she would. She worried that she might spontaneously orgasm if the scene unfolded as she imagined. Even with her hands bound and her crotch beyond the reach of her fingers, she believed her body could erupt with sexual spasms. And if it did? Then her captors would know the terrible truth about their newest slave and her kinky disposition. She didn’t dare let that happen. Never. She even shook her head to shake away the temptation to use the whipping of slave Emma to pleasure her own slavish body. 

       Marshall stood back authoritatively, his arm seeming to shake a bit with excitement. Of course, the thought of beating his favorite slave turned him on, but he was as steady as a rock nonetheless. He let the sadism in his soul rise up from his belly where it hungered for expression. From his belly to his powerful arm it surged on, until he lifted his hand in the air and let the whip sail, landing exactly where he planned, across the pure white expanse of Emma’s shoulders. 

       The sweetest wail issued from her mouth. Then again, when the whip sailed one more time lashing her across her buttocks, she cried out. And then again. Each time the whip made contact with her skin, she struggled to remain unmoved, though she could not disguise her mounting distress. Lines of woe were etched deeply into her flesh by a roused Marshall Novak who looked as if he could go on with the whipping until the woman passed out. 

       But Emma did not pass out. In fact, just when it seemed that she might lose consciousness, Marshall stopped. Everyone could see her body cringing in wait for another strike, but none came. After what felt like a very long time, the man finally motioned to one of the trainers to take her down. 

       As much as Emma might have wanted to collapse to the ground from the blistering pain, she remained where she was until Marshall returned to her. Laying his hands on her shoulders, he turned around so she was facing the three inductees. 

       “Why did I punish you, Emma? Tell them.”

       Emma bowed her head and appeared to look chagrinned by what she was forced to admit. “I came without permission, Marshall, sir.”

       “Look up, Emma! Tell them to their faces.” His voice crackled this time and the weary woman raised her head and looked mournfully from one woman to the next. She gulped back tears, trying to be brave. “I came without permission.”

       “That’s right, you came without permission. That’s strictly forbidden here, isn’t it?”

       “Yes, Marshall, sir.”   

       “And did you enjoy your whipping?” 

       “No, sir.”

       “Why is that?”

       “It hurt, Marshall, sir.”

       “But it was what you deserved.”

       “Yes, Marshall, sir. I deserved every lash.” 

       “And will you come without permission again?”

       “I’ll try not to, sir.”

       The exchange took place so fast that it left the three women in a daze. 

       Then Marshall Novak moved in very close to Emma’s side, speaking so quietly in her ear that the audience could not hear what he said. It seemed to Heidi like a very intimate exchange, Emma struggling to be good, Marshall being firm, being resolute and in control at the same time strangely gentle. The emotions tugged at Heidi’s heart, this as difficult to bear as the raw arousal snaking through her body. Janet and Roxanna saw similar versions to Heidi’s intuitive one, though not with the intensely personal feelings that their sister captive would be feeling. They were, however, moved by the performance, each in their own way wondering if they would be reduced to the same lowly level to which Emma had succumbed.

       Marshall Novak finally stepped away and disappeared into the shadows beyond the last stall in the stable. A few minutes later, one of the trainers took Emma by the arm and led her away. 

 

The sun had slunk low in the sky, the day finally winding down when the new inductees were at last freed from the wooden posts. Their clothes hung on them like tattered rags, their faces filled with weariness and exhaustion. They were assigned stalls where they were tethered by their collars to one of the corner posts, then at last their gags were removed and they were given something to eat.

       “You make a ruckus, you start screaming, you’ll be gagged again, so I’d suggest you behave yourselves,” they were told. “You got the night to think about the reasons why you’re here, but you’re not going to have an easy day tomorrow, so I’d suggest that you get some sleep. You may not like sleeping on straw, but you’ll get used to it.” The fellow turned and walked away, leaving them to get used to the place they would call home for the next six months.






Chapter Five

What the Night Brought

 

They ate from bowls placed before them in their stalls. Meat, potatoes, beans. It didn’t taste all that bad to starving women. The fact that they didn’t have use of their hands, nor were there utensils to eat with would have made the meal embarrassing under most circumstances, but, thankfully, no one watched as they bowed their heads and ate from the bowls using their lips and tongues like the animals they’d become. All three were famished enough not to protest this absurd treatment. In fact, from where they sat cowering in the stalls they could hear laughter coming from the far end of the stable where the trainers were apparently eating their dinner. 

       It was well into the night, after the food dishes were removed, the lights were doused and they lay alert in darkness, before they dared make a sound at all. Nothing had stirred in the stable for some time, and they finally assumed that the trainers were gone, or asleep or whatever they did in the middle of the night.  

       It wasn’t surprising who was the first to speak. “If that fucking asshole thinks I’m going to kowtow to this game then he’s more of an idiot than I thought.” Roxanna had been holding in her emotions since she was hogtied in the hotel room, and it came out now in a blast that rocked the stable and the other two captured females. Janet had dozed briefly and was shaken by the unexpected outburst, while Heidi, who hadn’t slept a wink was suddenly ripped from her thoughts. 

       “And what fucking asshole is that?” Janet asked in a more controlled tone. “I’m Janet, by the way…the one with the dark hair.”

       “Roxanna,” the redhead answered back. “They said our husbands put us here. Can you buy that? The whole lot of them belong in jail…husbands, trainers, and that Marshall whathisname can go to hell!”

       “Hon, I’d watch what I was saying, if I were you,” Janet suggested.

       “I don’t care, you hear that!” she shouted. “I don’t care…” at the top of her lungs. She could barely get the last words out before she was reduced to sobs.

       For a long time Janet and Heidi listened to Roxanna cry, then once the emotion passed and the stable was quiet again, Heidi’s soft voice broke the tenuous silence. “I’m Heidi,” she said. “We’re going to be okay, I know that.”

       “And how would you know that?” Roxanna snarled. 

       “I hope you’re right, hon,” Janet added. 

       The stable fell silent again. Some of the emotion of their harrowing day had vanished, maybe taken up in the fierce storm of Roxanna’s outburst. Roxanna and Janet finally slipped into a disquieting sleep, while Heidi remained awake.

 

Never had Heidi felt more lonely or more cutoff. And yet, hidden in her own private fantasies was a way to survive this terror. She was lucky in that way although she didn’t feel lucky at all when her hands began to feel their way around her aroused sex. As violent as Roxanna’s emotional outburst, Heidi’s sexual one swept through her body in seconds, taking her to a level of desire she’d never felt so rich in promise, so strong, so in need of satisfaction. She could have come in seconds, but held off, replaying the events of this miserable day and plucking from the frightening ones those that grabbed at where her own fantasies often traveled. The humiliation, the rough treatment of Roxanna, Emma’s demonstration with the cowboy and the whipping…accompanied by the astounding intimacy between Emma and her master. Master? Was he the master that Heidi had longed for in her mind? The one who would bring her desires from hiding and allow them to satisfy her in the deep way she craved? She knew her thoughts were foolish considering the extreme lengths these men – including her husband, if that were true – had gone to in order to bring them here. They were dangerous men, not sex gods, love interests or masters to bring her to the erotic edge. She knew that in her mind, and still her body could not stop the flood of desire that finally took her into a crashing climax. 

       She jammed her fingers into her cunt, ignoring how much sound the rattling manacles produced in the somnambulant stable. She did manage to squelch the cry on her lips, opening her mouth to a silent scream of pleasure, as she rocked back and forth in the straw, jamming her fingers inside until they were coated with her juices and all the spasms had finally died away.

       For a long while, Heidi could see the first glimpses of a dawning sky sneak into the stable, dispelling shadows to illuminate the murky spaces around them. She lay awake, her mind going wildly from thought to thought, from fear to disgust to arousal. Finally, however, she wore herself out and dozed a while with her sleeping consciousness lost in a dreamland that mimicked both her fantasy and the reality she now suffered. 

 

And the new day…

 

In the morning they were roused from bed and given strict warnings not to speak, unless they wanted the gags slapped back in their mouths. Roxanna scowled, her anger once again brewing at the surface; Janet remained aloof, trying to figure out ways to foil this ridiculous plan; and Heidi let the forced silence fill her again with the submissive thoughts she loved.

       Could she take this place at face value? Had Marshall spoken the truth when he told them why they’d been abducted and brought here? If so, then maybe the treatment would work, perhaps there could be a happy resolution between she and her distant husband Trevor. She was, in fact, surprised that he’d even considered this, knowing how remote he’d become, as lost in his own world as she was in hers. He must have cared for her to force this on her, he must have. 

 

Once they were fed again, the three were taken to the showers and their bodies stripped of the sleazy clothes they’d been given to wear before they arrived in the van. Their shoes were discarded as well; they’d go naked and barefoot from now on. 

       “Maybe dressing like sluts ain’t so bad,” the cowboy who retrieved the pile of stinking garments remarked as he snatched the clothes from their hands and watched them try to cover their privates with their arms. “Or is naked better, huh?” He leered at them with undisguised lust. 

       “Get on, Hank,” another of the trainers scowled. He moved in and pushed him aside.

       They were led to the shower room, a round concrete space about six feet high with a roof several feet above. Between the top of the concrete wall and the roof was a space that was open to the out doors, from where they could see towering trees swaying at some distance and a bright blue sky. 

       In the center of the room was a large round drain and rising from inside the metal center was a tower of showerheads that were aimed in a circle. They were placed several feet apart, their arms raised overhead and cuffed to chains that dropped from a circular metal rod. Suddenly, cold water blasted from the showerheads and they twisted as the water beat against their bodies. 

       The day before had been a hard one. They’d groveled in the dirt and the dusty straw inside their stalls. They’d eaten from a bowl with their mouths and used a crude latrine when they relieved themselves. For those reasons alone a shower might have been welcoming, something to clean away the grime and a little of the terror. But like so many twisted things in the world of the slave ranch, the shower was not so easy on their sore bodies. Cold water blasted from the front as they faced the strong jets, then another fierce stream was blasted from behind by hoses held by their trainers. They jerked miserably, their bodies heaving with tears as they struggled with the torturing rain. 

       “You fucking assholes!” Roxanna finally blared when she could no longer hold back.

       The torture didn’t end for another five hellacious minutes, with the ruthless beating on their bodies continuing and their howls of protest becoming more heated and much less restrained. 

       Suddenly the shower jets and hoses went dry, and the women calmed as they sought some measure of sanity. They breathed hard trying to catch their breath, but before they could get their bearings, they each felt a pair of masculine hands massaging their bodies, moving intimately over their flesh, working their thighs and the inner valley high between their legs. Their breasts were kneaded, their puckering nipples pinched until they moaned in pain. Then fingers were driven deep into their anal clefts. The sudden shock had them undulating like pole dancers, loathing the unwanted attention but at the same time strangely aroused.

       “What the hell are you doing to me!” Roxanna finally snapped. She was about to spit in the man’s face, but he slapped hers first. 

       “You say another word, you’ll get gagged. That what you want, slut?”

       Roxanna bit her lip while tears welled in her eyes, the lovely face twisted into an unattractive grimace.

       The cowboy lowered his voice as he spoke. “You just feel what I’m doing to you. We both know what a slut you are. You can’t tell me that this doesn’t turn you on.” He was almost whispering now, his warm breath tickling Roxanna’s neck. 

       If she admitted the truth, she would have realized just how aroused she was becoming. Beside her, the other women were beginning to groan, Janet’s restrained but unmistakable, Heidi’s more animated every second. Soon the erotically tinged air worked its magic on Roxanna’s angry psyche. This hateful thing…this horrible business of being bound and pleasured. How could this be happening? Tears streamed down her cheeks. How could they be doing this? her beleaguered mind screamed for answers, while her body turned on in this horny nightmare.

       “Oh, please…” she cried earnestly.

       “Oh, please, what, Mrs. Joyce, hum…?” the trainer sounded almost kind. 

       “Stop, please, please,” the redhead continued to plead.

       “Why? Aren’t you enjoying yourself?” he snuggled in a little closer. 

       “But…”

       “Shush…” He was working his fingers into her ass, making quite a statement of her lust by the way her body began to heave involuntarily. She turned her head away from the young buck of a cowboy who seemed to have easy knowledge of what turned on this slutty wife. 

       “Oh, god no!” she threw her head back, feeling the raw desire sweep her body…in any other situation what she wouldn’t have given for a man who could so quickly turn her body into a raging sex machine. 

 

Nearby, Janet Dawkins suffered the same pleasant abuse from her trainer that was arousing Roxanna Joyce. Her trainer, Lincoln Forbes, had dropped to his knees in order to suckle her clitoris, causing her to writhe against his eager mouth. She kept her feelings to herself – her anger having been swept aside. She was practical enough to realize that her sexual desires were too far out of the box to put back inside before they were satisfied. Any attempts to thwart Marshall Novak’s ridiculous reprogramming were pointless at that moment. Giving in this way wasn’t easy for a woman with such strong control but her physical and emotional defenses had been beaten down…yes, that was it…she’d been browbeaten into the submission over the last seventy-two hours. That didn’t even take into account the physical restraints. Oh, that her neatly ordered life had come to this! That Jeff would go so far…her heart was as stunned as her mind, working frantically to review what had happened over the last two years to earn her a place in this demented world. How dare he put her in the hands of these heartless bastards, with the expectation that she’d be trained to be someone completely different! How could he be so naïve! To think that he would make her suffer this way! Her heart burned almost as fiercely as her sexual arousal. Yes, as soon as she regained some physical stamina, she’d foil their plot…she would…she swore she would. But oh, not now, it would be impossible now, her whole being sighed, relenting to what was inevitably bound to happen.

        

Heidi Sands had fewer restraints than either of the other women and her body responded quickly to the sexual massage. What she did not realize, however, was that the attentive trainer just barely pawed her body in comparison to the rough physical massage the other women received. It took so little to turn her body into a raging beast at the edge of orgasmic overload and about to come. And that was as far as the rough cowboy would take her. For a woman who had lived in a restrained and proper world, banning her kinky desires to her primate domain, this was a flying leap into the wild unknown. 

       What none of the women realized was how skillfully the scene had been choreographed to bring each woman to the peak of arousal at nearly the same instant. Their trainers may have looked like brainless cowboys but they were taught to read the female body and its sexual energy as it ebbed and flowed. Just when the shower room was about to explode with the three coming in an uncontrolled frenzy, the trainers pulled away and left the women to dangle unsatisfied. 

       The longing sounds that followed were a natural result of the denial, and gradually their heated fires dwindled. But while they were still ripe and still very much aroused, they awakened to feel the cowboys’ hands once again working their privates in the same rough and effective manner. However, this time the trainers didn’t linger with their charges. A cold salve was being worked into their privates places…along their thighs, between their legs, high into the sexual cavities, their cunts and their asses, and then their sensitive breasts and nipples were coated with the stimulating cream. What first felt like ice against their flesh turned hot with their bodies feeling as if they’d suddenly been submerged in a vat of spicy salsa. The stimulation that had abated for the moment now rose up savagely – though this time, it was denied any direct physical contact from their trainers. As soon as the salve had been sufficiently worked into their skin, the men withdrew again to watch the squirming females suffer from a physical want they would refuse to address. Tease them until they suffer, Marshall would say. Watching the display was enough to have the testosterone laden trio horny enough to forget their employer’s instructions and screw the women blind. But they’d also learned patience. They’d get exactly what they wanted when the women were fully primed and ready. Until then, it was a pleasure to watch these accomplished prick teases, these masters at denying their husbands their due, squirm unhappily with the culmination of their pleasure denied.  

 

A few minutes later, they were taken down and led back to the open area of the stable where the day before they’d been tethered to the posts while they watched the slave Emma pleasure the trainer’s cock with her slavish mouth. Janet and Roxanna were tethered to the posts as before, while Heidi’s trainer, Kurt Raines, brought her to the same spot where Emma had knelt. 

       He cuffed her hands behind her back, and began to run his hand along her back. In seconds, she was hot, on the erotic edge once again. When Kurt felt her ready to explode, he backed off for a bit to allow the sensations to dwindle, then he started in again, repeating the procedure several times until Heidi was on the verge of careening out of control. She was feverish with desire, her thighs quivering, her pussy pulsing, her belly undulating with strong contractions. Suddenly, the big muscular fellow with the hard, earthy demeanor, pulled her toward him to a chair where he sat down and she was directed to her knees. She understood intuitively what he wanted, and having dreamt about this in her nighttime fantasies, she knew exactly what to do with her sex hungry body. She eagerly moved on him the way she’d seen Emma do, working his belt loose, undoing the buttons on his jeans and boldly reaching inside his pants to extract his cock. Kurt’s organ was fast becoming erect as the little minx gripped it tightly in her fist. Never had Heidi been so bold with her husband, never had she willing sucked his dick, never would she have considered doing anything so vulgar as this – before an audience no less. And yet, it all seemed second nature now. Her mouth watered. The desire to pleasure his cock was as potent as the desire to come herself. 

       She’d imagined the scene in her mind a hundred times – being forced to service a man – and that imperative gave her inspiration. The vileness of the crude act and the wicked way she worked the big man’s prick was exactly out of her fantasies. She sucked and sucked hard, for the first time in her life taking a man’s organ deep down her throat. She was sure she would gag, but she went back again and again, knowing that she had to do this. What other choice was there? To submit or be severely punished? The decision was easy. Oh, how her mind spun elaborate fantasies of what would happen if she failed, fantasies she could only assume would come true. How could anyone have guessed how much she would welcome the terrorizing acts that were demanded of her now?

       “Hey, back off and lick my dick,” Kurt pushed her face away. “Take it easy, girl, use your tongue, under the crown real slow, like you’re making love.”

       But she was ‘making love’…! What had she done wrong? Taking a deep breath, Heidi came back at him again, and as if hypnotized by the instructions she followed every one to the letter, remembering how cocksucking looked in the videos she viewed on-line. With the attitude of a porn star, the groveling blonde attacked the organ. She laved the crown and the stalk aggressively, then swallowed him deep and then backed off again to catch her breath. Each time she dove back for more, her body responded with another spasm of desire.

       Because her hands were cuffed, she couldn’t use them to assist her. It was up to her mouth and lips to bring this man his pleasure. The surrender required inspired her even more, and when the horny brute finally reached down and pushed his jeans back and lifted his balls, she understood exactly what he wanted and began to lave the wrinkled flesh of the trainer’s scrotum. She smelled the feral heat of his body mingling with the scent of her own ripe sex. Their rife pheromones lifted into the air. Her world had been reduced to this: his cock, his balls, her mouth – nothing else mattered. 

       Ten feet away, Roxanna and Janet watched Heidi work in the same way they’d watched Emma the day before, though their response was much different this time. The salve that turned their fellow slave into a cock-sucking slut still worked deeply into their own bodies. Should their sexual fires seem to dwindle, their trainers were behind them ready to rev up the engines, keeping them idling on high. All their senses were engaged. They could almost taste the eroticism in the air. They couldn’t help but respond sexually, unconsciously salivating, crotches writhing. They wanted what Heidi had. 

       “What is it you like, Mrs. Joyce? Tell me,” Lyle Tandy whispered in the redhead Roxanna’s ear. 

       “Ooooo, seeeeeeeeeeesh,” she seethed under her breath, a little resistance still at work. 

       “Tell me,” he spoke urgently, while thrusting his fingers into her valley from behind and working her quickly to another of so many sexual peaks. “Tell me…” again and again he said it until she finally blurted out. 

       “I wanna fuck! Goddammit I want to fuck!” It was the only thought in her mind, with the hard-muscled youth, Lyle, toying with her body like she’d toyed with so many men in her sordid sexual escapades. 

       “You want to fuck? I’ll bet you want to fuck real hard, don’t you?” he taunted her.

       “Yes, oh please. You’ll love my cunt, I swear.” Except that she was bound, this was much like being in a bar when she was hot and ready for sex, when she was turned on most and no man on the prowl could deny the randy woman. 

       “You think you can use your mouth as well as you can this randy little snatch?” he asked, while jabbing a couple fingers into her pussy.  

       “Oh yes, just give me a chance. Please, I can’t stand it anymore…please…”  

       Was it the salve that did this to her? The raunchy show? The pregnant air in the steamy stable? She had no clue. She knew that these bullies were getting exactly what they wanted from her – and from her companions – and she hated that. But there was no stopping what her body craved, no way to stop the madness. Push her buttons and she performed like a trained dog. 

       “Please, let me go down on you, please!” she pleaded.

       “You’ll get your chance…just watch your friend, keep your eyes on her.”

 

To Roxanna’s right Janet Dawkins received the same thorough massage and the same goading questions from the wiry Lincoln Forbes who stood a little off her left shoulder and worked her body from behind. Like Roxanna, she felt an indescribable surge of eroticism swiftly toss her rational mind aside. She watched the shy Heidi and her own mouth watered. She felt the cowboy’s hands and she couldn’t help but respond. Was her trainer as generously endowed as the other men whose cocks she’d had a chance to see? she silently wondered. The brunette’s arousal was a quieter passion, one befitting a controlled female like Janet Dawkins, even though there was little control where her body was taking her now. She’d never been any place where she could say ‘fuck it’ to the world and dive into the lust she craved. But she’d found that place now. Yes, she’d give in, give in for now. How could she not, the way they manipulated their bodies with their salve and their fiercely pleasuring hands? She’d come this once, she’d give them what they wanted and she now craved, but she’d never, never give them more than that!

 

But coming was not in the cards for the three captured females. Within a few seconds Roxanna and Janet were removed from the tethers that secured them to the posts and were pushed to the stable floor, their faces at their trainer’s crotches, their mouths poised to dive into the male organs with the same relish that Heidi displayed for them.  

       The earlier foreplay and denial, the salve and the constant stimulation of their senses had done what no preachy lecture or pointed threat could do to turn them into slavish sluts. Their mouths were full of cock in seconds, and like Heidi, being denied the use of their hands, they made do with their lips and tongues. The stable became an orgy of groaning men and aroused females, gyrating bodies and, at last, ejaculating males. When they were ready to come, each man grabbed their slut by the hair and yanked them forward, thrusting their coming erections down their throats. Once the gagging and sputtering started, they slowly pulled out leaving jets of cum inside their female’s mouth, on her lips, down her chin and smeared across her breasts. 

       The sweaty heat of the old stable made the women feel sticky and soiled. Little more than an hour ago they’d been freshly washed, but they were a mess again, stinking with the smell of semen that seemed to cover their bodies. But it didn’t matter within those first few minutes how much they smelled, or how they’d been used, or how well-trained they were now in sucking cock, or even if they found themselves enjoying the blowjob. They simply wanted to come while still in the throes of sexual heat. Their pussies throbbed, their breasts ached and their flesh was prickly with desire. If they could only rub themselves; but that was impossible to do. What they longed for wouldn’t happen; their trainers weren’t about to reciprocate and give them any chance to satisfy their urges. 

       “Well, haven’t you all been having a nice time in my stable?” Marshall Novak’s voice suddenly brought the room around. The trainers backed away from their charges, stuffing their organs in their pants and taking to the sidelines while the women were forced to listen from where they were kneeling in the dirt. “Lesson one, and hasn’t it been an enlightening one for us all?” Though his comment was thick with sarcasm, it hardly fazed the worn out females. They might seethe about it later, but not now. “You’ll get to practice this until you have it down, until you’ve serviced every man’s cock on my property, until you’re all begging for more, licking your lips every time you see a man’s crotch hovering in front of you. You’ll get so used to giving head, you won’t know what to do when there’s no cock around to suck.” Like the day before in front of the stable, Marshall began to slowly pace around them, this time a leather strap ominously dangling from his right hand, occasionally slapped against his thigh for emphasis. Heidi stared at the thing in awe, while Roxanna and Janet turned away in fear. “I know how much you all want to get off, I can feel your heat even now. But we have to keep up with the incentive, keep you ripe, ready, fresh and raring to go. You’ll get off, but not until I know you’ve learned the lesson. How’s that?” The question was rhetorical, though Roxanna didn’t take it that way. 

       “You bastard, I gave you what you asked for! You owe me more than this!” The seething woman looked like an animal in heat, her body crouched on the stable floor, leaning forward with her hands behind her, appearing as if she were ready to leap on the man. “Dammit… you—”

       Marshall halted and glared down at her. “I owe you nothing, floozy,” he curtly cut her off. “You owe me everything I ask for. You want to snap at me again? You do and see what happens.”

       Her steaming body looked as if it would detonate on the spot. But her want made her crazed and irrational. She spit on his boots and glared up at his impassive face in defiance, her chest still heaving, sex pouring off her body like hot lava spewing from its volcanic source, defying a man she had no advantage with under these circumstances. And now, she’d forced the man to act. 

       “You just don’t know when to quit. I’m so friggin sweet to you bitchy females but I do have my limits, and you just crossed one, Mrs. Joyce.” He turned to Lyle.

       “String her up and whip her – and make it count.” Every ounce of kindness that might have been lingering on the surface of his crusty demeanor was gone now. The order sent the stable into instant action as Kyle and two other trainers moved on Marshall’s command.

       The women shuddered as it dawned on them through their erotic stupor exactly what was to take place. Roxanna’s face screwed up in terror and she tried to retract her nasty outburst. “Oh, please, I’m sorry, I am… Marshall, sir, I didn’t mean all that, I swear, I really didn’t, please don’t ….I sometimes get…” she wasn’t allowed to finish as a ballgag was thrust into her mouth and Kurt and Linc lifted the sobbing woman out of the dirt and pulled her manacled wrists above her head to attach them to the heavy metal hook. 

       Neither Heidi nor Janet knew Roxanna in any personal way. They probably would have shunned her back in civilization. She was just a little too raunchy, too crude for the society they were accustomed to. However, in twenty-four hours she’d become more than a stranger; she was a sister in this bizarre predicament and they had nothing but compassion for her once they realized what a horrific ordeal she was about to suffer. Roxanna had said the very things that Janet had thought herself but was controlled enough not to utter. Even Heidi could easily empathize with the redhead, as her own raging body was almost too aroused to bear. Roxanna just happened to be the one that exploded first. The two, still quivering with arousal,  looked on wincing with disgust and fear, although they were strangely intrigued by the scene unfolding before them and couldn’t take their eyes away. 

       They watched as Lyle pulled out a short whip with several long, threatening talons braided into the handle. Cracked against the stable’s humid air, the sound of it reverberated off the walls. Janet and Heidi backed further away, though their retreat was halted when their trainers abruptly stepped in and snapped leashes on their collars and pulled them up short. 

       No further ceremony took place, the whipping began with several vicious lashes on Roxanna’s back. She flinched with each and was perhaps surprised they didn’t bite as much as she might have expected. But that feeling didn’t last long. The blows came raining down fast on her backside. Lyle moved from her shoulders to more painful ones across her back to several more cutting strikes on her plump ass that were severe enough to leave welts. The frightened redhead was insane with pain by the time her trainer finally backed off and the stable fell silent. For several minutes, the only sound was Roxanna’s convulsive sobbing.

       Marshall silently motioned to Lyle – he wanted the gag out and Lyle moved in to remove it. Then Marshall replaced the trainer at Roxanna’s side, standing close enough to whisper in her ear. Using the leather strap, he caressed her wounded ass making the punished woman cringe. “Please don’t!” she barely whispered. All her rage seemed to have disappeared. Just what Marshall planned.         

       “I expect you’ll hold your tongue next time, slut. You do that for me?” He spoke so gently that they hardly recognized the man.

       “Yes.” She gulped back her tears.

       “Yes, what? What did I tell you to call me?” Still so very quiet.

       “Yes, Marshall, sir.”

       “That’s good. And you’re going to behave yourself?”

       “Yes.” A second later, “I mean, yes, Marshall, sir.”

       “No more outbursts.”

       “Yes, Marshall, sir.”

       “Or, the punishment just gets rougher. Neither of us want that, do we?”

       “No, Marshall, sir,” she shook her head sadly. 

       He smiled, then gave her ass a good hard crack with the leather and backed away to survey the damage.

       “Aw, she’ll survive,” he wryly observed. “But put the gag back and keep it there til morning. I think our girl needs a reminder.”

       “No food?” Lyle asked. 

       “She’ll survive, she’s got plenty of meat on her bones.”

       He was about to stride out of the stable, but changed his mind and turned back, going directly to where Heidi was crouched at the feet of the trainer. 

       He crouched down as he had the day before and brought Heidi’s face around so they were looking eye to eye. “You lucked out this time, honey. But don’t kid yourself, I know all about you, my blonde bimbo.” His demeanor was cold and hard and unforgiving, the message cryptic, leaving Heidi wondering what he meant but far too afraid to ask.

       “You’d better cage their cunts, they’ll be trying to get off on the sly. And that would make me really unhappy.” He gave them all one last impassive glance and left the stable. 

 

They were each fitted with chastity belts that allowed them to piss and shit, but there was no way they could reach their clits or stuff a finger in their pussies. Heidi’s furtive pleasuring in the dead of night was the last she’d have in a long while.  

 

And the weeks that followed…

 

For the next several weeks, the sexual responses of the three captive women were systematically reprogrammed. While oral sex was just the start of Marshall’s game, they spent days making the rounds, sucking various cocks, while their bodies were all hyped up with their pussies sensitized by repeated treatments of the spicy salve that made their flesh burn hot. Their arousal gnawed at them day and night. After the first week, Marshall added a little new stimulation when they were in one of their sessions with a horny trainer. Their chastity belts would be removed and another one of Marshall’s staff would come up from behind the cock-sucking female and start playing with her pussy, adding to the arousal already festering between her aching thighs. Their sexual frustration grew. 

       

After another week or so, the manipulation by their trainers became more intrusive and demanding. They were taken to the edge repeatedly, only to be denied the satisfaction they craved. 

       Then one day, quite out of the blue, Linc was toying with Janet’s pussy, delivering her into that no man’s land of sexual hunger and instead of stopping just before she was about to climax, he continued working his fingers into her wet slit. His fingers were so intimately involved, her body so raw and at the point of crisis that she could taste the desire on her lips and feel it about to take her away.

       “You just keep sucking Brett’s cock,” Linc ordered Janet when she could no longer concentrate on the blowjob. 

       “You’re making this very hard.”

       “So?” his fingers eased off slightly, “You’ll do what you’re asked if you want to come.”

       Come?

       How many times had she been promised a sexual reward only to have it yanked away at the last second with a stunning whack on her behind. It had been weeks, and this was torture, leaving Janet to believe that her trainer was just playing her once again.

       “C’mon, bitch, keep on sucking,” Linc goaded. “Like your life depends on it.”

       It was a hot day in the stable. Sweat was dripping from her skin, her hair matted, her mouth feeling parched and dry. Her desire was at its peak again and she wanted to come so badly she could taste it with every long, slow lick of Brett’s tumescent organ. How many times she’d been ‘this’ close, just one more touch to her swollen clit or a finger gliding across her ‘g’ spot, it would have taken no more than that. She swore the bastard Linc was a mind reader. He knew every inch of her body, all on instinct. Every move he made was designed to frustrate her arousal before that last crucial second. If he thought that he might have taken her a bit too far, she’d feel a sudden jolt across her ass or pussy, the stinging smack of leather or the palm of his hand reeling her back from any chance of orgasm. 

       After all that, why should she believe the man this time? Why? Why bother? 

       Yet Linc was adamant. “C’mon, bitch.” He loved to call her bitch, the name Marshall coined for her on the first day of her incarceration. “You’re holding back.”

       Of course she was holding back, wanting so badly to feel the pleasure of that primal explosion, that raw feral thing send her into a moment of welcome bliss. It had been weeks. And now her interest in Brett’s cock was waning from frustration and despair. 

       “Give it one more go, girl,” Linc pressed, as he worked her pussy from behind. 

       In reply, a softly uttered “damn you” came too easily off her tongue. She cringed the minute she uttered the verboten protest, and dove back to her task. After all the times she’d held back…what was she thinking! Had Lincoln heard?

       But of course, he’d heard. 

       “Oh, you bad little bitch,” he acknowledged the one error in her otherwise unblemished record of perfect behavior. He gave her ass a good whack, then continued teasing her pussy with the erotic fingerplay.

       Janet took a deep breath as her mouth pulled off of Brett’s cock. 

       Linc came back tersely, “I said give it one more go, Mrs. Dawkins.”

       So…if he wasn’t going to punish her, what would he do? her frantic mind began to wonder as she continued with the blowjob. Normally, it didn’t take much to get Brett off, but he was using amazing restraint. Janet’s lips worked the long hard stalk again and her tongue laved him just below his crown, then suddenly he was spewing cum inside her mouth…at the same instant, her mind pulled back into her own body where Linc was still making love to her with his hand. He was perfect, absolutely perfect, rubbing all the right places in all the right ways, bringing her to that sweet ending, and yet, no, no, never! She struggled trying to fend off the unwanted feelings of pleasure, but Linc wouldn’t stop teasing her over-ripe sex. She finally fell back into his arms, her wet lips opening in amazed wonder as her resistance vanished. She was crying by the time the spasms finally dwindled, the refrain of ‘Oh, dear god,’ repeating on her lips.

       At last. Three weeks in this sexual hellhole and she’d come at last, even if she despised the way her fierce control had been so effectively overpowered. 

 

It took several minutes for Janet to regain her composure after the come was over. Lying limply inside Linc’s arms, she finally opened her eyes and looked up seeing Marshall standing over her, his expression impassive as ever.

       How often had this scenario happened? Not every day, not even every other day, but it was not at all uncommon to find Marshall Novak quietly observing his slave domain. Sometimes he’d walk away before the event had reached its end, sometimes he stayed for the frustrating aftermath, like the time Emma was beaten, or when Roxanna was ordered to be punished for her angry outburst. 

       His impassive expression was to be expected, but not the sly smirk that slowly broke out across his face as his eyes connected with the exhausted Janet. 

       “And here I was beginning to believe you were the perfect student of my game. Got you this time, didn’t I, Mrs. Dawkins?”

       Self-conscious, her cheeks burning red from embarrassment, Janet pulled out of Lincoln’s arms. The trainer stood and moved off, leaving Janet to fend for herself with the boss. As usual, it didn’t take but seconds for her natural defenses to resurface.

       “I give you rewards and you fail to trust me,” Marshall went on.

       “Why should I trust you?” She could barely disguise her loathing for this man and her present circumstances. “You may manipulate my body, but you can hardly dig deep enough to root out the revulsion I feel for you…for my husband and every one of the damn bastards that do your dirty work.”  

       “Is that so…?” He looked at her strangely. Her entire being trembled nervously in his presence, so much that she had to look away.

       “I don’t think you’re as adverse to this training as you say. In fact, I think you’ll end up being one of my star pupils. You’re a woman who’s caught in a trap in her real life – the hardnosed exec who will do anything to get her way, to win the deal, to best her rivals, who’ll even use her body to get what she wants if that’s what it takes. But can she stop running enough to get real with us? Can Janet Dawkins let her guard down and be vulnerable to the man who loves her? Can she stop playing the hardcore bitch long enough to be soft and womanly when it really matters? Can she get to an orgasm without a desperate struggle? Does she dare lose control? Really lose control?” Each question burned her brain like a hot poker, his last almost like an indictment. “Can she really please a man, if she can’t find pleasure for herself? I wonder.” He shrugged and started to walk away.

       But she couldn’t let him leave. “Stop! You can’t walk away from me like that.”

       “I can’t?” He feigned amusement.

       “What you’re saying is all wrong. That’s not me you’re describing. I can be as soft and vulnerable as any woman. And it’s NOT a struggle for me to get off. It’s not!”

       “Oh, geez, I guess I was wrong.”

       “You are wrong! You are! You’re the one who prevents any of us from getting off with these goddam chastity cages, and the little teasing games you play.” 

       “Well, aren’t you pretty when you’re pissed off? About time.”

       “What do you mean ‘about time,’” she sputtered. “I’ve been pissed ever since I got here. If you didn’t guess that, then you don’t know what the hell you’re doing.”

       “And you’re the flustered bitch now, aren’t you, Mrs. Dawkins?”

       Her fists were tight as knots, her jaw grinding, her body hanging on for dear life. “You are a fucking bastard!” she looked as if she was about to give him a hard right cross, but they both knew that wouldn’t happen. 

       Marshall laughed. “You know, ma’am, most bitches who lash out at me like that get punished hard. You saw Mrs. Joyce, you saw Emma suffer. But you?” He looked as if he were considering the idea very carefully. “Maybe not. You’re so above it all, so perfectly calculated, so much in control that I’m afraid you’d break if I took you to your limits. Like a China doll, you’d break apart. And I can’t have that. You let me do my job, Mrs. Dawkins, like I was hired to do. You’ll be going home a different woman. You don’t have to believe me, but you can trust that I’ll do exactly what I say.”

       He walked off this time with one last comment. “If she can’t stop her ranting, gag her for a couple days.” Though aimed at Linc, Janet knew the remark was intended for her. 

 

***

       

With the chastity cages removed and their pussies stimulated to the point of orgasm while they sucked cock, Marshall’s subjects began to associate cocksucking with sexual arousal and their bodies instantly stirred whenever a man’s hard cock appeared before them. Not that Janet and Roxanna didn’t resist being programmed. They made it quite a struggle, but in the end their aroused bodies won. Heidi, who was predisposed for submission, seemed to take everything as it was presented to her with little resistance. Marshall knew he’d won the first big battle when at the very thought of oral sex, the three began to salivate like Pavlov’s dogs, almost whining for the chance to feel their bodies’ release. Their horny crotches practically humped the empty air. If they followed in the footsteps of the hundred women who’d been through Marshall’s sexual reprogramming, the training sessions would get much easier from here on. 

       Their training was further intensified by the odd hours they kept, being awakened from a sound sleep anytime day or night for another lesson in sucking cock or another prick to service or another exhilarating arousal to experience, which was often, though but not always, followed by another spectacular orgasm at the hands of their trainer. 

       Some nights they were awakened after dark and were taken to the bunk house where they were forced to scrub the floors and the men’s latrines on their hands and knees with a trainer behind them teasing their exposed privates with a cane or leather strap. A good crack across their asses kept them going. A little teasing of the clit and they would turn ravenous for sex. Spicy salve generously applied to their privates made sure their bodies were always awake and stimulated. If they balked once or let out any sort of protest during these late night sessions, a ballgag was slapped in their mouth. 

       Kurt particularly liked using the cane to tease Heidi Sands’ wet snatch as she worked the scrub brush over the dirty bunkhouse floor. He loved watching her dainty behind squirm; the way she bit her lips as she suffered through the pain, or then parted them panting with crescendoing excitement. One night, he didn’t stop the probing jabs with the tip of the cane and was soon rubbing the implement against her clit. The arousal made it harder to work and the scrubbing stopped altogether for a time. 

       A sudden thwack! against her ass got her going again. But a second, then a third, then a fourth brutal cut followed with Kurt working out a plan to have the little tart right on the verge of coming.

       “You want to suck my cock, don’t you, Mrs. Sands?” He stood in front of her with his crotch practically in her face when she sat back against her ankles. From her position it was plain to see his dick stretching the fabric of his blue jeans. She’d already begun to salivate, her pussy quickening at a deeper level just as she’d been programmed over the last eight weeks. 

       “Yes, sir, I’d love to suck your cock.”

       “Sorry, Marshall says you have to get this done before the night’s out. Get back to work.” His terse words were a cruel blow. But when she returned to her scrubbing, she felt Kurt’s cane becoming more adventurous, working her over, giving her cuts when none were earned, but just because he was horny himself and a little bored with the tedious process. 

       Heidi began to respond to the cane with unusual enthusiasm and her round ass started to gyrate with renewed vigor as if she were actually going to come on air alone. Unknown to her, Marshall was in the room, gazing at the delightful spectacle of her arousal. Kurt shook his head in amazement, both men acknowledging what was taking place in the sexy Mrs. Sands lust-driven body. Then Marshall walked off without making his presence known and the trainer and the student resumed as before. 

       Near dawn, the three returned to the stable and to their stalls where they were instructed to lay in the straw on their backs. Their cuffed hands were tied to eyebolts above their heads and their naked pussies exposed to the cool air – no chastity cages that night. A little breeze rushed in through the stable door and tickled their privates, but was it enough for them to come spontaneously? For Heidi it would have been if she’d been left on her own. The other two, it’s doubtful that they would have succumbed to an orgasm before they passed out with exhaustion. However, none of the three would get a chance for any self-satisfaction.  

       For the first time since they’d been captive at the ranch, their trainers entered their stalls and straddled their bodies, moving up to their faces with their exposed dicks erect. Their lovely mouths opened on cue, being ravenous now and ready to suck cock. This time, however, they had no control over the tempo and duration of the oral sex act, not with their trainer’s cock shoved down their throat until they gagged. Their faces were fucked until they were left with the remnants of the men’s ejaculations smeared across their lips and dribbling down their chins. Their pussies were left writing on their own, seeking another orgasm, just as they’d been programmed. But Heidi alone was able to let go control enough to feel the pent-up spasms sweep through her body. Her mewling sounds of climax stirred the air throughout the stable. Everyone knew it was Heidi and no one was surprised.

       You might think that the exhausted blonde would rest afterwards. Instead she lay between sleep and wakefulness, troubled by her dreams and her fears and the images of the men who used her, and what her satisfied body had to say about her uninhibited lust. At times like these, when her desires were unfettered and freely expressed, her conscience often made an about face once the sex act was over. Riddled with remorse and guilt, she’d suddenly be worried about her sorry soul. Could it be that she was happier here than she’d been at any other time in her life? Or was it just the repeated demands on her body and brain that made her insensitive to the values that previously guided her life. Was she a willing participant or just a victim to men who knew exactly where she was most weak. 






Chapter Six

Women In Training

 

Sometimes the three newest inductees saw other captive women at the ranch, but this was mostly from a distance, mostly fleeting peeks while going from the shower to their stalls. There’d be a quick glance, a furtive smile, a sorrow-filled face that would disappear too fast to make a real connection. They might sight a fellow captive once, maybe twice, then they’d be gone, never to be seen again. At night, and sometimes during the day, they heard moans and screams coming from the far side of the stable, the source always a mystery, always cuing their imagination. 

       Sometimes, they whispered amongst themselves while they were in their stalls and the trainers weren’t around, sharing stories and imagining all sorts of diabolical things about this dreadful place. These times were rare, however, and only for the first month or two of their training. They learned quickly that they needed to take their lives at face value and stop their speculations. They had enough to handle with their incarceration to worry about the lives of women they’d never know, making up tales about these women that might frighten them even more

       Any attempts to inquire about these women were met with hard stares from their trainers, and a gruff refusal. “Mind your own business,” they were told.

       Sometimes they witnessed Marshall Novak stalking sullenly from some unknown location to another, a scowl pressed across his lips, his shoulders hunched, his anger stewing beneath the sober facade. He never ceased to stir their emotions, even when they weren’t the cause of his fuming.

       There were clips of conversations between trainers overheard between times when the trainers didn’t expect them to be hearing. Some were innocuous, but sometimes what they heard raised their hackles, giving them more reason than ever to remain compliant and dutiful slaves to their captors. Other times, they heard the men joking about ‘wife’ this or ‘wife’ that, which would naturally make them wonder if they were joked about in the presence of the other captive women. 

       Aside from their stalls, the latrine, training area and the shower, they saw little of slave ranch. Going from the latrine outside back to the stable door, they could gaze to the North and see the ranch house, a barn beyond and a few tattered outbuildings scattered along the dirt road. Some days they heard the sound of cars and trucks coming and going from the compound. Once they saw two limousines driving by the stable, and when they stared toward the ranch house, they watched as several men and women emerged from the vehicles and stood in the yard, peering about the ranch as if they were getting acquainted. 

       At night, there might be the rumbling of airplane engines, lights would flash, and a plane would land on an airstrip they could see to East from the stable door. 

       Occasions like these would make them wonder. Their hearts might race and their minds spin with questions they would never have answered. What were these people doing? Why were they here? From the moment of their capture, they trained themselves to expect the worst. The idea that this was simply a scheme to ‘reprogram’ them for their husbands’ pleasure seemed unlikely, which made them wonder if they’d ever taste the air of freedom again.

       Nothing that happened at the ranch would ever feel routine or normal or everyday. Everything that happened gave them reason to panic; everything new gave rise to fear. After a time, a numbness set in. One could only shiver in fear for so many hours and not completely exhaust themselves. The ranch had become their lives. The reprogramming something they could not fight. Surrender to its vile activities seemed the only wise choice, lest they could have easily gone mad from anxiety.






Chapter Seven

Co-conspirators


 

Kurt knocked on Marshall’s open office door, causing the boss to turn quickly in his swivel desk chair. Cigar smoke rose up like a cloud around his face. He took another puff and pulled the cigar from his mouth. 

       “What’s up?”

       “Jeff Dawkins again. Think you should talk to him, sir. He’s pretty hot. Or you might have the man driving up the road if you’re not careful.”

       He laughed, knowing this was impossible. Janet Dawkin’s husband had no clue to the whereabouts of his wife – exactly as it should be. He’d taken great pains to make sure that the R&T remained a mysterious entity and in no way associated with what actually went on at the slave ranch. His clients were not permitted on the property until he was certain they could be trusted.

       Marshall picked up the phone. “Hello there, Mr. Dawkins, Marshall Novak here. How are you doing today?”

       “Well, it’s about time. I want to know what the hell is going on with my wife.”

       “You haven’t seen the videos? You should have had your daily email about an hour ago. Have you seen it?”

       “Of course I’ve seen the clip. I’ve seen them all. I don’t like what I see.”

       “Didn’t like the cocksucking scene?”

       “Yes, well, I much rather it be me.” 

       “I warned you, Jeff. You can’t get jealous. Your wife is going to do a lot of things, and you’ll wish you were the recipient. You will be. But training takes time. It’s a careful process.” 

       “I just don’t like it! A lot of coercion, pretty brutal tactics from what I can see.” The man hadn’t seen the half it. “I want her home now. I want her back. You can keep the money, I just want Janet back where I know she’s safe.”

       “Whoa there…I’m afraid that won’t work. It won’t work at all. Don’t forget, you signed the wavers,” Marshall leaned back in his chair, the springs creaking beneath his weight. “You gotta understand, these things take time. Janet is doing just fine. The woman’s smart, she’s strong-willed, she’s a tough nut to crack, but she’s getting a good dose of reality along with a reacquainting with her sexual self. She’s going to be one hot tart by the you have her back.”

       “If she wants me back?” 

       Marshall could almost see the troubled man combing his hair back with his hand, shaking his head, worrying over something that weeks before he was ready to do with every fiber of his being. Keeping the husbands in that place was Marshall’s job. He trained them to some degree, at least the ones that really wanted results, that really wanted their wives returned to them transformed into slavish sexual sluts. Jeff Dawkins probably had a hard-on when he made that first contact through the Internet ad. They all did, jacking off to how sending his wife for ‘a little vacation’ might change her. Jell had even planned her seizure at the airport together over the phone. Always part of Marshall’s strategy, to be sure the husbands were thoroughly implicated in the process should they get cold feet and think about talking to the authorities. Yep, Jeff Dawkins had signed off on the fake arrest and everything else that was part of the reprogramming, his signature on the dotted line. 

       From that moment on, keeping the husbands on track was part of the game as useful to the process as stripping the women of their clothes once they arrived. Many times a husband would back out before the abduction took place. He knew to expect that, which was why getting to that point took some time: a background check, some careful detective work, all necessary. Over the years, he’d perfected his scheme to stay clear of the law. He’d even foiled a couple plots by law enforcement agencies to entrap him. Marshall never moved too quickly with any of his clients. He made sure that the husbands called him several times to verify the arrangements, all with the understanding that at anytime before the actual induction, if they failed to initiate the next step, they could consider their fail to act as immediately voiding the contract. 

       Sure, they got the jitters, they all did. He counted on that, even with the ones that only thinly disguised their plan to rid themselves of their wives all together. There were plenty of those husbands, too. Marshall’s slave ranch reprogramming was the perfect scheme for rich men who wanted out of a bad marriage. In most cases it was a lot cheaper and a whole lot easier than divorce. 

       Regardless of the husband’s intention, it was a big step doing something as outrageous as sending their wife off to the R&T. Marshall considered his business a service, his job just a facilitator, making it a whole lot easier for men like Jeff Dawkins to deal with the more unpleasant aspects of their marriages. 

       “Oh, she’ll want you,” Marshall assured Jeff. “Trust me. You’re going to come on strong, just like her trainers do, same savvy, same authority. At the appropriate time, you’re going to take the reins and ride that little bitch anywhere you want to go. She’ll be happy to be led.”
       “Right. If I haven’t been able to have much effect on her in seven years, how the hell am I supposed to make that happen?”

       Marshall must have gone over this territory with Jeff a dozen times, but he patiently tried again. “That’s what I’m here for, Mr. Dawkins. When the time comes, we’ll carefully hand the reins to you and you’ll know exactly what to do.”

       “She won’t be pissed?”

       “Nope. All that anger will be dealt with long before you see her. But trust me, if I were to ship her back to you now, you’d lose everything. In fact, you could end up in jail. She’s not ready, not yet. But she will be. I’ve never failed.” 

       A long silence. 

       Of course, saying he’d never failed was a blatant lie. He’d failed with over half the women he trained. But that wasn’t something the husbands would ever need to know. In truth, he never failed to solve the problem of the sexless marriage, just in some cases he solved it in a creative way they didn’t expect. 

       “Just tell me that this will be over soon.”

       “I wish I could. We are close to halfway through and she’s starting to respond. Which is a very good sign. Things should pick up speed from here.”

       “Yes. Right.”

       “You just call me if you have any further concerns. That’s what I’m here for. Now I really gotta go.” He hung up the phone and buzzed Kurt Raines.

       “So, have you heard anything from Mr. Sands?”

       “He always sends a confirming email when he receives ours, but nothing else.”

       “Not a phone call, huh?”

       “Not even a question.”

       “Humph.” He stewed on that for a moment. “And Mr. Joyce? If ever there was a sugar daddy, that’s one.”

       “Don’t think she needed much training at all?” Kurt remarked. “Roxanna’s one helluva slut already.”

       Marshall laughed. “Yeah, the chances of getting her on her knees in front of that sleaze ball are pretty slim. I suspect we’ll have to make alternative plans for her.”

       “We got plenty of men who’d die to have her,” Kurt replied. 

       “Yes, we do, don’t we?” he sat back with a satisfied smirk on his face, took another puff of his stogy and released another cloud of smoke. It rose up like a ghost and blanketed the air. 






Chapter Eight

Heidi’s Challenge

 

Howard was a rough cowpoke whose job at the ranch was to work the cattle in the far fields and get his cock off when one of Marshall’s tarts was assigned to him. He didn’t mind. For a crotchety old guy nearing sixty, he even didn’t even mind when one of the young, strapping cowboys was working his tart from behind while he was getting a blowjob. Just made the little tramp all the more anxious to get him off. And this one, the blonde with braids, he’d become especially attracted to over the last couple months. Her mouth was always wet and warm and welcoming. Which was why, he jolted abruptly when Heidi suddenly jerked her mouth away and squealed. 

       “What the hell!” he blurted out. 

       Heidi turned around and scowled at Kurt. “Please. I swear I’ll do anything…just not that.”

       Kurt gave her butt a firm smack. “Get back to work!”

       “No, please, I can’t,” she started to move away. 

       Kurt shook his head. “Just part of the program, now get back to work.”

       The atmosphere in the stable had instantly changed from erotic to stifling, the mood as edgy as Heidi’s thorny mood.

       “No,” she shook her head defiantly, reduced to tears.

       “Hey, what the fuck’s going on?” Howard bellowed as his cock turned limp. 

       “Hell if I know,” Kurt came back, annoyed. “All I did was stick a finger in her ass.”

       “So, maybe I should fuck her ass instead,” Howard chided.

       Heidi recoiled, her face ashen, and both men looked at the other shaking their heads in wonder. 

       “You know what? This is your job, not mine,” Howard grumbled. “When she’s ready to give me head again, you be sure to call.” He stood up, tucking his cock away and left the stables, headed toward the bunkhouse. 

       

***

 

“What seems to be the problem, Mrs. Sands?”

       Heidi couldn’t help but shudder in Marshall’s presence. It didn’t matter when or where or why, he made her nervous and afraid and almost painfully aroused. At the moment, she couldn’t speak. 

       She was in the stable office on her knees, her braids dangling forward, making her look as innocent as the day she arrived. The braids often suffered a good deal of abuse while she did her chores or during training sessions. Strands of loose hair would be dangling in her face. But once she showered and shampooed her hair, she managed to attend to her grooming with careful attention, showing up to her next assignment with her hair once again fixed into two perfect braids. No one objected; for some females these small obsessions seemed to keep them sane. 

       While Heidi crouched in wait, Kurt stood at the door like a sentinel and Marshall casually leaned back in his desk chair with an air of command. Although today there was a rare gentleness about him. Heidi knew that she didn’t want to fail in his eyes. This was desperately true, but she knew that she’d failed to go where his program led. Not in her ass, never in her ass! Her mind rebelled at the thought so vehemently that she teared-up every time that disgusting sex act was even suggested. And now the stunning left turn in her sexual training left her utterly unable to speak.  

       “You can talk, you know?” Marshall prompted her.

       She tried, but nothing came out.

       “You got a particular problem with being penetrated in the ass?” he finally got to the point.

       She bit her lip rather than admit anything.

       “You going to speak?” He kept trying, being as gentle as he could, but she was strangely stubborn on this issue. 

       Even Heidi couldn’t figure out the irrational dilemma, but she knew she wouldn’t budge.        
       “Someone rape your ass, Mrs. Sands?” Marshall waited for an answer, watching every move, every nuanced twitch, doing his best to probe her mind with an intuitive hand. “Because you know it’s just a matter of time before you give in. I always get my way. You can refuse to answer me now, but you won’t forever.”

       She shook her head and bashfully bit her lip, while her eyes averted his penetrating stare.  

       He finally changed positions in his chair, sitting upright and nodding at Kurt. “I think we may need to soften her up a little to get her talking. Make it long, make it meaningful.”

       The trainer nodded and moved in to claim the obstinate beauty, although he turned back before they were out of the office. “I need to talk to you, sir. I mean before…”

       Marshall nodded. Heidi was taken to her stall and the trainer returned later to speak with his boss. 

 

***

 

It was night, late, maybe eleven o’clock. Roxanna and Janet were in their stalls. On most nights the stable would have become like a tomb within the next half hour as the action on the ranch took a long breather before some new activity got the staff moving again. But this night was different, planned exactly as Marshall desired. He wanted Roxanna and Janet to listen but not see what their sister slave was suffering. They didn’t need to know all the facts or the reasons behind the punishment, but they needed to know that the compliant Heidi was as vulnerable to being disciplined as they were. Whatever else they took from the incident was up to them. 

       The fact that Heidi had proved to be in a class by herself from the very start of the harrowing training was a shock to no one. That she reacted differently than the others to the slavish sexual programming was obvious. Now that she was being punished, it wasn’t particularly strange that the punishment was being taken care of out of the sight of the others. It might actually be a benefit to Marshall in the training of Roxanna and Janet. Scramble their minds a bit more than they already were. He knew they thought of Heidi as acquiescent and soft – too frail for the hard extremes. They might learn otherwise over the next hour, or they might conclude that their master was even more of a sadistic bastard than they already believed he was. Either way, he could use the session to his advantage. 

 

Kurt entered Heidi’s stall less than a half hour after he’d tied her down for the night. Surprised, she stared up at him instantly frightened. He held a lantern in his hand, which made his face glow ominously in the flickering light. He peered down, his eyes like darts stabbing her in the gut. 

       “What’s the matter?” she whispered, hesitantly.

       He didn’t say a word, but hung the lantern from a hook in the wall and proceeded to undo the tethers that kept her hands bound overhead and her feet secured to the slats in the stall. The chastity cage covered her crotch and he removed that too, then stood up and reaching down, pulled Heidi to her feet. 

       “Where are we going?” she hung back afraid.

       “Shush!”  

       The stable’s discipline arena was only steps from the stalls where the three women were held: out of sight, but within hearing distance. Heidi could hear her sisters stir restlessly as she walked past them and into the open area with the whipping posts, the dangling hook and the eyebolts that were embedded in the walls at various heights. These curious features of the stable no longer alarmed her, no more than living in a horse stall, eating from a dog dish or the other vulgar things she was required to do every day of her incarceration. Yet to have been singled out at this late night hour with Kurt’s mood particularly severe, it was not surprising that her anxious heart started pounding in her chest. Times like these were hardly rare, nor was the warmth that gathered between her legs and the sexual spasming in her anxious belly. 

       When Kurt raised her arms in the air and fastened her cuffs to the dangling hook, her body shuddered anew – at some subterranean depth where she’d never previously ventured. Her mind bounced like a ping-pong ball, moving from one thought to the next in a frenzy that created its own delirium. Why was this happening now? Almost immediately she had her answer. Of course, the scene in the office. Her refusal. The anal probing. What else was she to conclude? 

       But this scene signaled something more. Her body responded with desire that had been burning in her since she first saw the rebellious Roxanna disciplined. Years of fantasy had come down to this moment…back and forth from thought to thought, from fear to amazing expectations to stubborn defiance. If he thinks he’ll break me, he won’t. He can’t. I refuse… but already she could feel her resistance wavering, that once firm resolve breaking down. No, no… She had to screw up her courage again and then again…give in…let go…whatever did the man want? Make it long and make it meaningful…wasn’t that Marshall’s message to Kurt hours before…

       Heidi’s scrambled mind suddenly focused on the smell of leather at her nose where Kurt held the braided cat o’ nine against her face. 

       “You’re going to whip me,” she uttered quietly.

       “Yes, I’m going to whip you, my blonde bimbo, then you get fucked.”

       She shuddered. Fucked? How? Where? 

       “You speak again, I’ll gag you. Is that clear?”

       She nodded.

       “You can scream all you want, but that’s it, nothing else or you get gagged.”

       As Kurt stepped back, Heidi’s eyes quickly surveyed the room. Just Linc and Lyle were there to watch. No Marshall Novak. When the blindfold slipped over her eyes, she immediately recoiled, but then she finally settled in, breathing deeply while waiting for that first strike of fire across her back. Maybe the blindfold was good, less distractions…

       The wait seemed endless, then the heavy cat sung in the empty air, its splash across her skin quickly warmed her flesh. The next that followed did the same, and the several others in succession until the warmth turned to heat and the heat to a vibrant sting. Then the pain, something wicked and severe, rocketed through her flesh and moved outward. She didn’t realize that she was moaning deeply, not screaming, just giving off lovely groans of agony and pleasure. Pauses in the beating and her sexual desires swelled with amazing wonder. Her mind soon vanished as the next round against her ass and back sent her further toward the sexual ecstasy she so dearly sought. Her pussy fucked the air in jerking, twisting movements that caressed the open fissure. She began to spasm. 

       When the beating suddenly stopped, her face twisted into a frustrated grimace. More! she was thinking more and would have begged for it…but she managed to stop herself before she violated Kurt’s one command; she didn’t want to be gagged. 

       Suddenly the pain returned, but this time the hurt slashed across her breasts. Something hard and cruel and cutting, not the whip, but a cane. Cuts – more than she could count – danced off the surface of her most tender skin. She was crying now, with her entire body tormented by the pain, while her lower regions hummed with life and longing, seeking the sexual satisfaction from pain that she’d denied herself all these years. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, but what came out was another grateful moan, as she suffered through the pain and transformed that hurt into something bizarrely pleasing. Nothing like this ever happened in her life. But now, right out of her dreams from that silent world where her fantasies were tucked away, strange and wondrous sensations suddenly emerged.

       This time when the caning stopped, she was left alone inside the sweet space as the feelings of desire continued to rise inside her body. “Oh, please……….” she heard herself whisper in the dark. 

       “Please what?” Marshall’s lips were at her ear, his warm breath at the back of her neck. The blindfold had been removed when she wasn’t looking, and when she turned her head and opened her eyes, she was staring into the depths of the master’s cold blue eyes. Something was jabbing her deeply, inside her where it didn’t belong. “Please what, Heidi? You can talk now.”

       “I want to come so badly, Marshall, sir.”

       “Is that so?”

       The pain subsided, and she realized that Kurt was behind her with his fingers pressing deep into her nether hole. She expected her body to seize up as it had before from this vulgar act, but her response was completely different this time.

       “Easy, Mrs. Sands. You’re doing just fine,” Marshall soothed her. “You can come all you want, in fact you will because I say so…because it’s what we both want. Your pretty ass is as sensitive as this steamy cunt of yours.”

       For a moment, she was right there with him, locked on his command. Then suddenly, her old fears resurfaced and her body froze up. She blurted out an angry “No!” shaking her head vehemently. 

       Marshall immediately slapped her face, then again and again, not hard, but enough to take her back to the sweet place where her body rode its urges and she needed to let go. 

       Then again, “No…” she retreated again. 

       “Yes, Mrs. Sands,” he was adamant. He slapped her again, while Kurt’s fingers went deeper, stretching the taut opening wider still. 

       “I-I…”

       Marshall slapped her one more time. “We’ll go on all night like this, all night, Heidi, if we have to. But you will let go. I will win.”

       He backed away, then the blindfold slipped over her eyes again, Kurt’s fingers eased out of her rectum and the beating started up one more time. Kurt worked her over with the cat ‘o nine tails, punishing her breasts, her ass, her shoulders. He even slashed the brutal leather against her pussy, which was throbbing savagely and nearly cumming by the time he finally put down the cat and she caught her breath. 

       The blindfold came off and she opened her eyes, finding Marshall standing in front of her once again. Kurt’s fingers were already probing her ass, but she ceased to recoil from the act this time, she was too close to getting off, too aroused by what was happening to fight it off again. “You’re going to get through this. All I want you to do is come, Heidi. Come,” Marshall encouraged her. He whispered quietly, his soft voice like velvet, like steel, like the voice inside her head that would demand wicked things of her when she was alone at home. “Bring yourself off,” he kept on. “Do it because it’s what you want. Because I’m ordering you to submit, because I demand your surrender to what you love,” speaking just like that voice inside her head, the one that had been in her mind forever, demanding her surrender. The voice was no longer a disembodied spirit.

       She started to cry involuntarily, a heaving emotion welling in her, along with her lust. Someone moved in with them, anointing her pussy with the spicy cream and she instantly recognized its warming action. Her belly heaved hard, and with Marshall’s next words, she began to spasm, her groin arching, her head thrown back as the sensations took her to the finish. “Do it, Heidi. Come now,” his words sparked her climax. 

       Marshall’s hand began to play with her pussy from the front, while Kurt continued to violate her ass. She rocked against the length of her master’s muscled body, feeling his clothes against her nakedness, his shirt against her stiffened nipples, his jeans against her thigh. She thought of his cock in her pussy, but of course it wasn’t there. But it was close, pulsing with life, tormenting her as much as his invading fingers, and Kurt’s impaling fingers thrusting into her rectum. That bad, dark place had been debased and there was no retreating from the truth of her desires now. She came hard against Marshall’s hand, then again and again until she was delirious with pleasure. 

       When she opened her eyes again, she looked into Marshall’s passive expression seeing the same smug arrogance she’d grown to expect. 

       “I told you I’d win and I did,” he said. “You remember that.” Still whispering, still coolly reserved. 

       He left her hungering for something so abstract that there were no words to define it. After Marshall left the stable, Heidi dangled alone with her thoughts and a body still throbbing with life and pleasure. She’d been defeated. Marshall had, after all, won this battle just as he said he would.






Chapter Nine

Bribery Will Get You Nowhere

 

Janet and Roxanna knelt in the stable, their knees spread with their hands resting palms up on their knees, their backs straight, their chins high and their eyes fixed forward in an unmoving stare. The three women had been practicing ‘the positions’ for days, getting one position perfect in the opinion of their trainer before moving on to the next. This basic position they’d perfected days before; preparing them for the Position of Slavish Submission, as he called it. Lincoln paced in front of them looking as if this were an activity of great significance. 

       “You heard the instructions, let’s see if you can get this right the first time. I wouldn’t have to cane you again today.” He referred specifically to the last several days when all three women found themselves failing to hold a difficult back bending pose for the required three minutes. Despite the vigorous workouts they were subjected to in order to condition their bodies, the first time they tried the pose, their limbs had trembled from the strain long before the three minutes were up. They were caned six strokes to encourage them to try harder. Every day they failed, the number of cuts was increased by one with brutal swipes of the thin bamboo administered after an already grueling practice session. If even one of the women failed, they all failed, which was to give them further incentive to succeed. It took five days for the three to finally hold the pose for the required three minutes. They gladly moved on to another, much less strenuous pose. Although it wasn’t particularly strenuous, it was the most humiliating so far. 

       Today, Heidi was mysteriously missing from the session. 

       “Now,” he ordered, and in perfect unison, Janet and Roxanna clasped their hands behind their backs and bent forward so their chests were resting on the stable floor and their asses were raised high in the air, exposing their privates for the eyes of the audience who stood on the sidelines ogling the show. As during previous sessions, they heard a digital camera clicking off pictures from all vantage points. They’d been told that the images were emailed to their husbands daily. 

       While holding the humiliating posture, Linc moved behind Janet and Lyle behind the smoldering Mrs. Joyce. The sassy redhead had turned into quite the compliant submissive after the ruthless punishment weeks before. She was afraid of the pain, and the constant stimulation proved too enjoyable to waste her time fighting her captors at every turn. Flashes of anger could still earn her a few nasty smacks of leather or the stinging cut of a birch switch. But she’d learned that if she behaved she’d be allowed to climax. In fact, she learned that even these brutal cowboys weren’t immune to a little covert manipulation. 

       Janet, meanwhile, was still suffering Marshall’s judgment in silence, though that judgment – along with two long months of incarceration – had broken down much of her mental resistance. His indictment stung more than she wanted to confess. Her body craved the loss of control he spoke of, but that feeling of abandonment came so rarely and in such short doses that she was afraid of never experiencing the kind of sexual thrill she came to crave. She’d never believed that anything so crass and immoral as the kinky sex acts on this ranch could become so important to her life. Was it just the place away from the real world? The atmosphere of sexual degradation? Was it because her life had been overtaken by a band of misfit perverts? She could hardly say now after so many weeks at this perverted ranch, but she couldn’t imagine her life ever returning to the kind of normal she remembered. That other world and the woman she had been hardly seemed real now: the frantic executive, the cold-hearted manipulations, the aloof persona in the business world that carried over with her husband.

       Neither Janet or Roxanna were surprised when their trainers started to massage their privates while they maintained the bent over pose. In fact, neither particularly balked when they felt something cool splashing down their anal cleft. And when a couple fingers began to work their way beyond the taut back holes, they gasped, but they refused nothing. The erotic atmosphere was rife with promise and at this point they’d take anything they got, anything to relieve the boredom, the tension and the uncertainty that they lived with day to day.

       While Roxanna was ready for the anal penetration, Janet wasn’t so sure. Her mind raced, feelings of panic rose up quickly. Although it just as quickly abated when the steady in and out of Linc’s fingers began to send her body on a new journey of desire. “Let go, Mrs. Dawkins,” Linc purred in her ear, like a lover might. Already the redhead next to her was starting to come, just from the steady in and out. “Just let it go…” 

       “Yes, yes, yes, goddammit, yes!” Roxanna was starting to scream.

       Janet listened, and for just a slim moment her body opened to the invasion in her backdoor, but then a wave of panic and shame made her suddenly tense as the awesome sensations fought back and forth inside her. 

       Roxanna came while Janet suffered. And yet, something had been awakened in Janet’s body that held an unexpected promise. Was this the ticket to the wild release she craved? Something so mean and vile as being fucked in the ass?

       While the two women had their first rigorous taste of anal penetration, Heidi had already been through her own war with the next sexual practice in their training, and today she was given another assignment during this session, polishing boots in the bunkhouse. Marshall’s specific orders. Something told him that Heidi wasn’t ready for another heavy anal session. 

       

***

       

Roxanna’s trainer, Lyle, was a real dreamboat. Took a while to think that way, but all those hard muscles and the sweet grin and his thick hard cock made the redhead want him more than she cared to admit. Once she quit acting like a hellcat, she started calling him ‘honey’. She’d been getting into the oral sex, and that nasty salve that made her want to come 24/7. She knew that eventually, if she worked the angles right she’d get the cute cowboy fucking her cunt. Whether it was part of the program or not, she’d have him the way she had all the other men in her life. Maybe, if she was real sweet to him, like really sexily sweet, she might even get him to give her a few little extras like something decent to eat – French Fries, ice cream, a fat juicy steak. Her mouth watered at the thought. Or even better, maybe she could fuck him in the bunk house in a real bed while no one was looking. Maybe she could earn a night outside the goddam stall, run through a meadow, swim in the brook. Something as simple as that. Her dreams were fierce and plentiful. What else did she have to do with so many wasted hours? Either life at the ranch was brutal and demanding, or there were no demands at all and the minutes crawled by. 

       To test out her plans, Roxanna started whispering things to Lyle when they were  together; she’d bat her long lashes and curl her mouth into a flirtatious pout aimed at seducing him. 

       “Damn, that was sure fine,” she smiled with a cum covered mouth after Lyle had fucked her face late one night. She reached out and grabbed his organ. “Such a pretty thing,” she whispered as he lay next to her. He liked her stroking the dwindling erection, like she could bring it back to life. She just kept working it as she smiled and licked cum from her lips. “You live right here, like all the time?” she asked, keeping her voice real low. 

       “I got a place in town,” he whispered back. 

       “Really? Oh, I bet you have a nice soft bed, what I would do for a nice soft bed,” she mused. “My shoulders ache all the time.”

       “I’ll bet they do.” He started to pull away. 

       “Oh, c’mon, can’t you stay?” she brushed off his hand. He was going to tether her to the stall for the night, but then she pulled him down to her instead. 

       “Stay for what?”

       “Talk, just talk, please? I get so lonesome.”

       “What about your…” he barely made a sound as he whispered, then nodded to the two adjoining stalls. Each was silent now with a slumbering female. 

       “The blonde is always in some dreamland,” she pointed to Heidi’s stall then at Janet’s, “and that one isn’t much of a talker.”

       He chuckled under his breath and snuggled down. “So, what do you want to talk about?”

       “Oh, I don’t know,” she thought a bit, real deliberately. Her eyes were closed for a minute then they popped open. “I daydream, you know.” She smiled and her eyes slowing shut again as she coyly waited for him to respond.

       Sure enough he did. “What’s in your daydreams?” he asked, as he twirled a lock of her red hair around his finger. 

       She purposefully blushed on cue, rolled her eyes and grinned sheepishly, as she looked into Lyle’s face. “I shouldn’t say,” she said.

       “Why not?”

       “Cause they are about you,” she giggled, “what else?”

       “Me, really?”

       “And why not you, silly? You’ve been making it with me for weeks. Hot guy like you? Why wouldn’t I fall for someone so macho? I know I shouldn’t say that, but…well, you did ask.”

       “But you’re a married lady, Mrs. Joyce. You’re supposed to be thinking about fucking your old man.”

       “Right, like that dick of a husband is going to ever make me feel the way you do.”

       “You shouldn’t be saying that, not around here.”

       “Well, I have. I can’t help the way I feel. Maybe ‘Mr. Marshall, Sir’ will have a potion for that too.” She came on sassy and seductive, a force that had Lyle right where she wanted him.

       “Maybe he has got a potion,” Lyle raised his brows meaningfully. He smirked real nice. “So what else do you daydream about?”

       “Oh, bout, you and me in a big brass bed, rolling around in the sheets, getting down and dirty. I mean I know we can’t. But you know, I’ve got so many plans in my head about what I’d do to that fine hard thing of yours if I had it all to myself.” She flicked his stiffened member, then came back with her hand circling the organ and squeezing it tightly in her fist. She could milk a man better than any chick Lyle had been with in some time. “Course, having you to myself is as impossible as me getting out of here.” She sighed. “It’s just so many long, dreary hours. I start craving things.” She dropped his hard prick and turned into his chest, running her fingers through his fine chest hair. 

       Lyle’s dick bobbed against her undulating thigh, wishing she’d go back to that glorious milking. “So what does a girl like you crave?”

       “Humm… let’s see…French fries might be my first choice, oh, but what I’d give for a bowl of chocolate ice cream…or a fat juicy steak, maybe some perfume that smells real good, right out of a fancy department store, not some five and dime…and,” she licked her lips, giggling, “I crave a guy’s mouth on my cunt getting me off like that – ” she giggled again, “I just threw that in for fun. Of course,” she looked directly into his soft brown eyes, “I’d make it worth your trouble, Lyle.”

       He loved the way she said his name. “Like I don’t already get everything I want from you?”

       “Well, worth it in a different way. Don’t you wonder what it would be like to suspend the rules for a day…get out from under Marshall’s thumb and just let loose? I sure think about that. Sure have plenty of time to. But I don’t imagine that you can do that, can you? You’d get in a heap of trouble. Wouldn’t want to lose your job. Seems like he’s got all you guys on as tight a leash as we are. You just get to walk around, while we hafta crawl.” She sighed and searched his face for even the tiniest crack in his practiced reserve. She knew she’d gotten to him; his dick was still hard and throbbing against her naked thigh. 

       “So, you think we’re on a tight leash?”

       “Seems that way to me,” she cocked her head, all bashful like, “I mean, you give me a little freedom and a soft bed, I’d do it like I really meant it, Lyle, cause I would mean it. Geez, just need something small, anything to make this place bearable… I mean aside from the fucking, it’s gruesome and dirty and demeaning. I want to feel human again…” Her feelings leapt out ahead of her. Maybe she’d said too much because he started to frown. 

       “But if I don’t get you something, you’re still going to put out, Mrs. Joyce. You don’t have much choice. That’s the way the program works.”

       Roxanna’s face darkened. “Yeah, well, I can put out, but maybe not in the same way. I got a lot of sides, honey. And trust me, you haven’t seen them all.”

       His passive interest gave her hope. 

       Every trick she could play she did. She didn’t have much to barter with, just her body and the promise of better sex, if that could possibly mean anything to a man who seemed to have all the sex he could handle in these circumstances. It was worth a try, because other than the sex, she was tired of this place, tired and still angry when she bothered to think about what had been done to her very happy life. She was tired of the food, the company and being treated like a dog. Six months seemed to be stretching on forever.






Chapter Ten

Janet’s Cure

 

Something stirred in the quiet ethers of the stable. They’d had their sexual training sessions earlier in the day and were now resting in their stalls. They’d focused on the positions of surrender, which was sometimes physically demanding, and always a huge affront to Janet because of the demeaning implications. Roxanna hated them too, that was obvious by the saucy redhead’s furtive scowls, but the pair went along with the program to avoid getting punished, something they both hated worse than putting out. As usual, Heidi was acquiescent during these sessions, almost trancelike in her dutiful attention to specific details. Were some women made for this kind of slavish surrender to men? Roxanna and Janet certainly weren’t, though judging by her behavior, Heidi was.

       The energy that passed through the stables now alerted all three women and made them sit up in the straw, their manacles clanging as they moved. 

       “Out, all of you out!” Marshall Novak’s voice reverberated off the walls, and settled inside the three with predictable consequences – fear, loathing, and excitement in varying degrees.

       The trainers attended their charges immediately, leading the trio of crawling females from their stalls to the training area.

       “Janet, up on the table,” Marshall snapped off the order, stunning all three at the same time. They stopped their crawling and stared at the imperious Marshall Novak. “We’re going to take care of your control problem right now. C’mon up, up on the table,” he barked again as he dragged a wooden table from against the wall into the open area.  

       “On the table?” Janet queried, while her mind worked the idea over with computer-like speed. It had been a long time since she’d been singled out and she didn’t particularly like the idea. 

       “Goddammit, don’t make me have to force you here. We ought to be beyond that by now,” the man in charge vented.

       With Lincoln letting go the leash, Janet scrambled forward, rising to the top of the table. Her body quivered uncontrollably, exactly what she didn’t need at the moment. Regardless of the measured distance she kept from the men who trained her, she felt particularly scared and vulnerable as a bolster was shoved under her torso on which she could rest herself. She didn’t need to stay upright, which was a signal for a lot of things and a very small comfort, when Marshall’s hand began to work its way along her anal cleft. His touch was firm and commanding, intending to grab her attention away from the hard line Janet worked hard to maintain. Her rear cheeks had spread naturally in the humiliating pose, with the taut opening of her backdoor visible to every eye in the room. There were no subtleties at work here, Marshall wanted one thing from her – surrender. Something she never gave easily. Janet felt the man’s intention and initially cringed at the thought of an anal penetration being on display for so many eyes to see. But something stronger and more forceful was in play in this session that seemed to short-circuit her resistance. Marshall’s hand had some mesmerizing power to foil her powers of control. When he squirted lubrication into her cleft and began to work her asshole with his fingers, they glided even deeper into that precarious territory. His hand was soon as slick as glass, and to her initial dismay, her body was opening on its own,  widening with each determined push. She was flooded with so much feeling that she could keep nothing straight in her normally well-ordered mind. She became a little light-headed, flustered, feeling as if she was slowly losing command to the man behind her.

       “That’s it, bitch, a little more,” he kept saying as his fingers shoved ever deeper.

       She managed to erect barriers to the process, her body letting go one minute, suddenly seizing up the next. When Marshall felt her clench up tight, he pulled out, letting Linc take his place. The trainer’s hand moved over Janet’s smooth ass, then he raised his other hand and the leather strap came down with punishing blows until her bottom was red and warm and she was fitfully squirming. Once the punishment was over, Linc covered her hot skin with the spicy salve, his two fingers moving into the doorway of her anus making sure the cream penetrated her rectum. When he backed away, Marshall took over, with his hand forcefully returning to her ass, thrusting deeper still. Within minutes, he reached all the way to his knuckles and then his palm. All the while, Janet kept mum, her entire being tightened like a wrench ratcheting down a bolt. Finally, as he began the fourth penetration, he rounded his fingers and palm into something that resembled a cock and drove his hand harder and faster into Janet’s expanding back door, short-circuiting her resistance, thrusting and backing off and thrusting again, giving her no time to think this through.  

       She cried and carried on, being frantic one minute, craving more the next. 

       “Let it go, Mrs. Dawkins… Let it go. Just let it go…” the command reverberated through her being. 

       When suddenly the whole of his hand pushed beyond the barrier, she was no longer present in that stable, no longer the bitchy exec, no longer able to analyze anything. Her mind vacated and all control fell away with every thrust of Marshall’s hand, until finally a wild scream rose up to the rafters and her body worked in unison with Marshall toward a powerful orgasm. 

       As Marshall fisted his bitchy broad, he felt himself the conquering hero, reveling in her defeat. It had been just a matter of time. She thought she was tough, better than the other females in his charge, a woman who’d whipped her urges and her emotions into shape, never to let any man take control. Yes, Janet was tough. And she was practiced in the art of maintaining control, but she was not as tough as Marshall Novak. 

       Today for the first time, Janet Dawkins finally figured out who was in charge at the R&T, and it certainly wasn’t her. 

       “Ohmygod…” her breathless cries continued, rising up all around the stable and infecting everyone who watched. “Ohmygod…No! No! No!” her body shook violently as Marshall fist fucked her ass, while Lincoln’s hand reached into her crotch from the other side and played with her wet pussy and throbbing clit. Deep and powerful spasms moved through Janet’s quaking body. She and Marshall were like one with his hand up to his wrist impaling the controlling female’s ass.

       On the floor a few feet away, Heidi and Roxanna panted nervously, their bodies twitching with arousal and envy they could hardly disguise. They licked their lips. Their chests heaved with want. Only later would they realize that their trainers had slyly swathed the spicy salve over their anuses, making them stinging hot and so erotically charged that they nearly burned to be taken in that dark place. 

       The scene was difficult to watch, although it held the stable enthralled for nearly ten minutes. Then for another several minutes after it was over, the place fell silent and no one, not even Janet or Marshall moved. No one said a word.

       When Marshall finally pulled out of the surrendered Janet, her anus slowly began to close again. But before her body had returned to normal, Lincoln moved in behind the table, parted Janet’s cheeks again and thrust his erection into the channel that Marshall had just vacated. He screwed her until he came. Then three other trainers followed until the darkest region of her sexual self had been battered for nearly forty-five minutes straight, and was so sore that the pretty brunette could hardly feel a thing by the time the last of the cowboys in line got off in her tight ass. 

       With the session over, Marshall ordered her back to her stall. “In the morning, I want her hooked up to the machines for an hour, then an hour in the afternoon. Every day. Keep her fucking and be sure she comes before you let her down. Use the salve, maybe a little cattle prod to keep her body from stiffening up again. Keep it up, Lincoln, until all she wants is cock. Let her sister slaves watch. I imagine they’ll love the show. They could do with a good dose of envy, keep them all on their toes, the little sluts.” His last comment seemed unusually caustic. Although, like everything else about the fisting, it was just part of the script.   

       Marshall had every reason to be pleased with the final result. It had been a good day already. 

 

***

       

The oddest sex act since the trio of women arrived on the R&T took place the next morning. Janet woke terrified with her body still sore from the previous day and she wanted only to fall back onto the straw and sleep another hour or two. But Linc ripped her out of a sound sleep, undoing the tethers and attaching the leash to her collar. He jerked her along, and in a half awake stupor she was led from her warm bed of straw to the center of the discipline area where some strange contraption had been placed. Good lord, it was hardly light in the stable with the morning sun just barely peeking in the far door. Although one beam of bright sunshine seemed purposefully aimed at the weird apparatus before her. All gears and shiny metal, the ugly machine became a sharp contrast to the grimy stable in which they lived. 

       “What are you going to do to me?” 

       Linc jerked up on the leash. “Hush!”

       “But!” 

       He jerked the leash again. “You heard the marshal, you’re the lucky one. You get hooked up to the magic machine for a whole hour of blissful fucking.”

       Linc bent Janet’s body at the waist in order to coat her ass and pussy with a thick gel, liberally working his fingers in and out of her vagina and her ass. Maybe it was the time of day, the night’s sleep still upon her and her steel-trap mind a little too hazy to fully engage, but she let the man’s fingers work her, without seizing up, not even a sign of balking. When he lifted her up to the contraption, she understood immediately what would happen next. She sat on a dildo that rose from the center of the machine, and from the rear, underneath and slightly higher a second dildo was slowly cranked into position, its end finally piercing through her anus and into her rectum where for a moment it remained stalled. Janet was strapped down, her body encased in a leather harness with her arms behind her and pinned against her torso. Restraining straps were attached to the harness, then connected to eyebolts in a frame that rose around her like a cage, all to keep her upper body from keeling over once the machine began. 

       Janet was awake enough to raise a startled cry once the machine beneath her started to grind. Attached to specially timed gears, the dildos worked in and out of her body at varying speeds and depth, in a pattern that was impossible to anticipate. She was forced to let go of her conscious thought, even the natural tendency for her body to get worked into a rhythmic frenzy. There was no regular rhythm to this fucking. In the first few minutes, she became a little dizzy trying to find some means of controlling the experience, but that proved impossible. Minutes into what started as a grueling invasion of her body, her mind let go, and so did her body. As the action of the dildos increased in speed, its movements changed minute by minute and her sexual arousal took over. She knew she was reaching that same delicious state of letting go that had been so profoundly demonstrated to her the day before. Her head fell back as she began to come hard, then her inner muscles began to bear down on the cock-like dildos that not only thrust their way into her body, but gave off an electric pulse that amplified the amazing feelings. 

       Roxanna and Heidi had been awakened too and were led to where they could watch the next awesome ordeal in Janet’s reprogramming. Marshall was right; there was a good deal of envy secretly harbored by both the sluts. They could see themselves in Janet’s place. And wondered what it must feel like to be so thoroughly captive and thoroughly used. Heidi would find this the ultimate in submission, Roxanna would get off on the raw physical high.

       While the two looked on in amazement, Janet Dawkins was worked from one climax to the next, given very little time to recover before the speed and action of the dildos changed to some new pattern known only by the diabolical machine, and she was taken to the edge again. The pattern would repeat again, the time folding in on itself between orgasmic surges so in the end it seemed like she was on a high plateau, coming involuntarily with no pause at all. 

       By the time the hour was over and she was removed from the contraption, Janet’s body was vibrating on its own, still spasming uncontrollably. Her pussy seized up again, and again she could feel another climax begin. She wanted desperately to rub her swollen clit when she was laid out on the straw mat inside her stall. The restraints were removed, so it might have been possible to give in to her body’s continuing arousal and rub herself. But instead, Janet passed out for the next hour, her inner self still feeling the strange sensation rise up unbidden, but her physical body was too wasted for more. 

       While she slept, Heidi and Roxanna worked off their physical hunger by scrubbing the men’s latrine. 

       

***

 

Feeling lazy and languid, Janet Dawkins lay on her bed of straw and smiled inwardly. In fact, her lips turned up just slightly into a sensuous grin as the memory of her morning’s activity returned. Never in her life had she felt so physically sated, and so very much at peace. Her heart seemed to well up with a flood of feelings that she never expected under the strange circumstances of her incarceration. Her thoughts even returned to Jeff, and for the first time since she heard that her husband was behind her seizure and incarceration, she didn’t feel a bitter anger when she imagined her husband’s handsome face. The thought was only fleeting though as her mind raced on elsewhere. 

       “Rest time’s up.” She heard the sound of Lincoln’s voice and came-to from her nap with a scowl. 

       “What?”

       “Rise and shine.”

       “What do you mean?” Whatever soft and alluring glow of bliss that had followed Janet into the stall seemed to have faded.

       “I said up, you’re on the machines again, Marshall’s orders.”

       “No!” Her pretty faced turned into a pinched grimace and she rolled over into a corner of her stall, as if that were a place to hide.

       Her trainer stood over her, looking down. He didn’t waste his effort. The cattle prod he held did the work for him. A single jolt to her side and she shot up instantly and cowered further into the corner. Another jolt, and he could see the tears clinging to her dark lashes. 

       “Unless you want me to prod you all the way back to the machines, I’d suggest you get your sorry ass in that direction. Don’t pretend that you didn’t love it this morning.” 

       “But again, so soon!”

       “You heard Marshall.”

       “Fuck, Marshall.” She whispered it under her breath, but Linc heard, and the electric jolt he gave her was directly on her pussy this time.

       “Ouch! That hurts! I’ll go, I’ll go. Please don’t do that again, please!” She immediately scrambled to her hands and knees and crawled through the stable back to the gleaming machine that waited for another session with its newest subject. 

       

Lincoln met Marshall in the main house later in the day. “She’s getting there,” he beamed. “The machine is working like a charm. Gets her off her high horse in minutes.”

       “Isn’t that amazing,” Marshall commented. “Keep it up, make excuses to use the cattle prod, keep her off guard, the middle of the night, in the morning, any time you want. Just be sure it’s frequent enough to keep that brain rattled. A month or two of that and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

       Marshall mulled over the plan for Jeff Dawkins’ wife. The man was still calling, still trying to renege on the deal. That was the last thing either of them needed. He had no intention of landing in jail, and it would be a while yet before they could trust his wife. He kept assuring Jeff that he had a sex goddess in the making and he was sure he did. By the time Janet’s treatment was over, the smug bitch would be as soft and mellow as a kitten, her inner fires taken to their limits by the fucking machine twice every day and lifting her away from the role she had played so perfectly up to the time she was taken at the airport. None of that would matter anymore. She’d be addicted to the hard driving action of a good fuck and come to crave it more than she did making money in the business world. About the time the addiction took a firm hold, they’d take it away from her, and she’d be left in a state of greedy want so that any man’s cock would suffice. She’d wiggle her ass, beg, plead, finding nothing in her world as important as a man’s cock working her from the inside out. 

       Her husband could reenter the scene and Marshall could wrap up this piece of business and pocket the second half of his payment from a satisfied customer. 

       “Putty in my hands? That’s my intention, sir.” 

       “Good. It’s nice to see that the program actually works from time to time,” he joked.

       Linc returned a knowing glance. 

       Janet Dawkins was well on her way to becoming the soft and sensuous slut he had planned on. With that pretty much handled, Marshall could turn his attention to the two sluts that remained.






Chapter Eleven


The Truth about Roxanna

 

“So, how’s my wife coming along?” Tony Joyce asked. He called whenever he was wistful and a little horny. Otherwise he pretty much forgot about his wife. Every couple days, he purchased twenty minutes maybe a few hours with a whore if he needed a little release. That was about all Tony required to keep him happy. He did like having a little trophy on his arm to show off to his friends and business associates, and he missed Roxanna for that reason more than anything. She was quite the little show pony when she was all dolled up. That’s if he could manage to get her attention away from whatever she did with the rest of her time. Of course he knew what she did when she was running around, but he’d ignored that since the night she went out trolling on their honeymoon. And now? He’d paid a bundle to have his sexy wife fixed. Maybe he’d finally have a woman with a little more interest in him, not the goddamn fucking universe of available men. He had his doubts, but heck, the treatment didn’t cost a whole lot more than a divorce. If it came to that, the little slut would milk him for everything he had. And yet, Tony, who was used to gut feelings, had a funny feeling that Marshall Novak may be a man that could help him out if a divorce was the only option. That wily cowboy obviously played by a different rule book, and that might be exactly what Tony needed.

       “Your wife is a slut, Mr. Joyce,” Marshall answered Tony’s question.

       “She sure is. I mean she’s built, you know, really built, a broad doesn’t get any hotter than her. And you gotta give her one thing, she sure knows how to use it.”

       “We’ve noticed that.” 

       “Bet you have,” Tony smirked to himself, as he nursed his Scotch and soda, a little advance on happy hour, as it was only four in the afternoon. He’d probably be stuck in the dealership for another few hours and he needed a good belt. He planned on seeing his favorite whore, Minnie, once he locked up. “So, is she gonna be ready to pay attention to her old man? What’s it been now, about four months?”

       “Just about. We’ve been working on anal sex.”

       “Really?” This peaked Tony’s interest. “She never used to put out that way, if you know what I mean?”

       “Oh, I have a feeling that Roxanna might have put out in that way for other men. You suppose that’s possible?”

       “Yeah, sure,” Tony conceded. “But she never had much interest in me when it came to my sticking it up her butt.”

       “So, exactly what did she have an interest in with you, Mr. Joyce?” he went directly to the point.

       Tony took another gulp of Scotch. His lips were getting loose like he really needed to talk. “You know not too much, really. She likes pretty clothes and parties and fancy jewelry, expensive trips and … well, you get the picture.”

       “And you like having her to show off?”

       “Exactly.”

       “But when it came to sex…”

       “Zilch,” Tony admitted, a sour taste in his mouth.

 

This was a far cry from the bravado Tony Joyce came on with when he and Marshall first spoke on the phone. Tony led him to believe that he was quite the lothario and his wife was a little nervous in the bedroom. She’d only put out after she had a few drinks. He wanted to ‘loosen her up a little’ was his plan. 

       Tony was as good a liar as Marshall had seen, though he wouldn’t be going into that territory with a paying customer. After all, Tony was a salesman, and you couldn’t be an effective one unless you played a little loose with the facts now and then. The man had given him a bullshit line every time they talked, but maybe a little more truth today. He could almost smell the liquor over the phone. 

       Marshall had guessed right off the problem between Roxanna and Tony Joyce. Nothing that a divorce court couldn’t handle, and probably would soon enough, soon as the lusty redhead had her fill, soon as she’d put in enough time to get the settlement she was after.

       “I think I’m getting a pretty good picture of Roxanna’s problem,” Marshall said. “And to be truthful, she’s going to be a hard nut to crack, Mr. Joyce.”

       “That so, huh?” the man sighed heavily.

       “Yes, but…” Marshall paused then continued, “we do have some … other …options we can consider.”

       “Options? Like what?” 

       “Well, it’s totally up to you. It depends on how fixed you are on the outcome.”

       A long pause. “Oh, I’m not really fixed on any particular outcome, Novak.” Tony’s mind was churning now, wondering just what kind of angle he could work. “I figure the woman’s going to cost me a lot one way or another.”

       “But she doesn’t have to.”

       “Really?”

       “Yes, like I said, there are options. That is something we can discuss down the road. We could have quite a turnaround with Roxanna. That’s why I insist on six months before we change our plans.”

       “Right, six months is good. Hey, and you can keep her a little longer if you need to.”

       “Don’t miss her that much?”

       “I’d be missing her if she let me use that little twat of hers, so I figure I can make do with… well, you know.”

       “I know exactly what you mean. Your wife sure isn’t staying chaste for you while she’s here.”

       “I can see that.” Tony thought about the last email he’d had from the ranch, how his randy wife was getting off, some cowboy’s dick in her ass. He loved seeing it. Had played it over a dozen times until he got off. Some compensation, he supposed. He’d be doing Minnie soon. And boy, there was a woman who wanted him. “Well, it’s been an enlightening conversation, Mr. Novak. I’ll be in touch,” he was suddenly anxious to get on with his night.

       “Call anytime.”

       “Yeah I will. Might want to discuss those options.”

       He hung up the phone and finished off his Scotch and soda. Didn’t need to be drinking any more if he planned to drive. In fact, he thought he just might leave early and see if Minnie was available. 

 

Hearing the click on the other end, Marshall hung up the phone and smiled to himself. This one was a slam dunk. Ace in the hole. He’d had it pegged from the start, and now there was nothing in his way. Manipulating the little tart would be a piece of cake. She wouldn’t like it, but she’d probably be happier in the end. That’s what he liked about his business. In his world, people got honest real fast, changes were made and it was all for the better. 

       

***

 

Early in the morning, Roxanna was taken from her stall to one of the several paddocks where at one time wild horses were broken. The only animals that had been broken at the R&T in the last five years were unruly females who needed a good working over.  Today was Roxanna’s turn. 

       She’d been harnessed in a corset of leather straps, all pulled taut so that her voluptuous flesh seemed to pour beyond the leather. The straps that thread her crotch were tugged painfully tight so they were cutting into her skin. Her arms were pulled behind her back, then strapped and fastened to the thick leather waistband. Though she’d been fitted with a human bridle, the trainers dispensed with the bit in favor of a ballgag that slipped neatly inside her mouth. Her lips were forced to stretch painfully wide in order for the entire thing to ease inside. She managed, though this was far more extreme than any gag the trainers had used before. 

       Reins attached to either side of her head and were tethered to a ring, which was in turn attached with a set of leather reins to the back of the trainer’s saddle. There was no more than eight feet between she and the horse when the reins were stretched tight. Once the head gear was in place, Roxanna was led around the paddock, slowly at first, in order for her to understand what was expected of her. Lyle stood to the side calling out instructions, like “keep that head high…tits out…march, slut.” After a couple trips around the ring, the rider gradually picked up speed until the horse with Roxanna following were going at a decent trot. Once they hit that faster pace, it was all she could do to keep from stumbling. When it was apparent that she was about to fall, the rider slowed a bit, but after a few minutes, once she got her bearings again, they picked up speed and maintained a steady gait. The task was arduous. Every loose pebble in the paddock dug painfully into her bare feet, and it was easy to lose her concentration. While Roxanna was forced to keep up the demanding pace, Lyle circled the ring using a buggy whip for inspiration, flicking her flanks and bare ass at regular intervals, giving her as much reason to fall as he did incentive to keep going.

       Huge tears clung to her eyes, then finally fell down her cheeks. As tempting as it was to break down sobbing, she had far too much to handle in these terrifying moments to let a weak moment take control. Eventually, the horse and its rider stopped to give her a break, but the rest was only short-lived. As soon as she had caught her breath, the rider started in again and so did she. After forty-five minutes of the grueling training they were finally done, the rider slowed to a walk for one more trip around the ring, then he headed toward the stable. Never had Roxanna felt so grateful as when Lyle moved in and removed the reins from the horse’s saddle and pulled away the gag and bridle. Overcome with emotion, her eyes welled with tears and her entire body shook. She felt too weak to wage war now and wisely held back, letting her expression of relief and festering anger speak silently of the emotion burning in her gut. 

       Lyle was surprisingly sympathetic to her plight. “You did real well,” he said. 

       She heard this and flinched. Did she fuckin’ care! Her anger swelled as it often did, but she sighed deeply and forced it back again. She was too tired for a fight and had no desire to be punished.

       Lyle led her to the showers, doused her with cold water, and after she’d dripped dry, Roxanna was led back to her stall. 

 

Roxanna’s early morning sessions continued for several days. There could be nothing more demeaning or torturous than being treated this way… and in front of so many people. She’d suddenly become quite the exhibition at the R&T. Sometimes Heidi and Janet were led out of the stable to watch. Often several of the other trainers came by to see how Mrs. Joyce was handling the punishing sessions. But worst of all were the string of strange faces, men and women she’d never seen before, all dressed in the normal clothes of the business world, in finally tailored suits or occasionally fancy resort attire, looking at her as if she were the morning’s entertainment – which apparently she was. They viewed her like they might a prize horse, and whispered amongst themselves comments that could only have demeaned her more had she been able to hear what was said. It was all Roxanna could do to keep from spitting in their faces as she trotted by. In time, she began to hold her head up, put her big tits proudly on display and let the fire in her eyes speak to her continuing defiance. 

 

After each session, Roxanna was returned to the stables and hosed down in the showers. Then she continued with the usual chores. Every afternoon there was more practice in posing, more oral sex, more anal training, more delirious orgasms – the one thing about this nasty place that she could enjoy. 

       Roxanna hadn’t seen Marshall Novak among the audience since the sessions in the paddock began. However, during the second week of the pony training, Lyle just happened to remove her gag prematurely, and Marshall just happened to be leaning into the fence, talking out of the side of his mouth to one of the other trainers. For the first time since the pony training started, there was nothing in the way of shouting to the man she’d been trained to hate. She passed right by him, contained as usual, then something exploded in her gut and she turned back and yelled. 

       “You fucking asshole!” 

       Marshall looked up, though the comment hardly seemed to register. 

       “I pray you burn in hell!” she added, as if the first outburst was not enough. The remark was met with the same stoic response. 

       Lyle jerked on her bridle and she moved forward, becoming aware moments later as she reached the stable door that Marshall was following not far behind. Lyle brought her to a standstill, and he strode around in front of her, commenting dryly, “Perhaps we’ll all burn in hell together.”

       She saw his smug look and her nostrils flared with anger. Waves of bitterness rose to the surface. Her big chest heaved hot with rage. 

       The stolid brute scowled and moved away from her, saying: “String her up in the ranch house like we talked, Lyle. I think it’s time that Roxanna and I had a conversation. Be sure you bring on the boys. This one’s finally going to get what’s coming to her.”

       In the ranch house? Bring on the boys? She’d said too much, that was obvious. This wasn’t a threat. Was it punishment for her bad attitude? She could hear the man now. How he’d rail on her for that unfortunate outburst. Unfortunate? Well, maybe. It might have been stupid, but she didn’t regret it for one second. She relished every word, and only wished she said  more. But what exactly did it mean, being strung up in the ranch house? 

       Roxanna trembled as a string of awesome possibilities marched through her mind. She couldn’t settle on anything but the gnawing fear that seemed to gravitate toward her gut in place of her raging anger. 

 

She wasn’t even hosed down. The bridle and reins were removed and a leash snapped onto her collar, then she was led out across the yard into unknown territory. She had a bad feeling about this, a really bad feeling. Already her flesh could feel the slashing of leather raining down against her. The midday sun was hot and beating against her skin, burning into her body, while a wildfire seemed to ignite in all the wrong places. Damn it! If they felt her pussy now, they’d think she was turned on. And that, in fact, was the last thing she felt at the moment. No way would her rage subside enough to allow a little pleasure in. She wouldn’t give them the satisfaction.






Chapter Twelve

Center Stage

 

Roxanna hung in the center of the room. She’d been blindfolded before they reached the ranch house so she had no idea of her surroundings, although she could tell that this was a very different place than the stable where she’d been housed for the last several months. It was even different from the trainers’ bunkhouse that she and her sister slaves faithfully scrubbed every day. The air around her smelled clean, civil, free from the dust and grime of the R&T, as if she’d been transported to another world. For a split second she thought she might suddenly wake up and find that her imprisonment had been nothing but a very vivid dream. Oh, if only… Her heart leapt at that thought, and she actually smiled thinking for a second that it might be true. Seconds later, the taste of leather cutting against her skin snapped her body back to reality. 

       Her arms were raised above her head with her wrists attached to something dangling above her head, her red curls flowing out behind her. Her feet just barely touched the ground. 

       She could sense the movements of those around her. There were several people in the room, maybe more than several, maybe a crowd, but she couldn’t tell. Everything felt tense, riled up, edgy, expectant and it wasn’t just her own emotions creating that mood. All Roxanna could be sure of was that two trainers were circling her body like prowling beasts, each flicking her body erratically with the falls of heavy bullwhips – intended to singe her flesh though not to welt. They worked with an artful skill she’d come to recognize, and it wasn’t long before she felt her body responding in a dreadfully erotic way. When they periodically stopped and fondled her privates, the sexual response was immediate and her arousal climbed.

       And yet, there was something about this place and the strange atmosphere around her that made her oddly squeamish. The feeling muted sexual responses, so she was unable to reach for those savage extremes of pleasure.

       “No, no, no…” she shook her head to throw off what was happening in her body.

       “Hush, little slave, not a word…” the sensuous male voice seemed to leap at her the same way the leather teased her skin. 

       Little slave? she immediately scowled at the inference.

       “You heard me, little slave, didn’t you? Don’t like to be told what you are? But we all know, don’t we?” 

       “No, no, I’m not your little slave!” In the stable she might have accepted this, but this was too weird, too frightening. When she was frightened, she got pissed – something everyone at the ranch knew by now, including the frightened Roxanna.

       “Shhhhhhhhhhh…” that voice tried to soothe her again. Coming closer now. In fact, the man’s hot breath tickled all the way down her neck. Fingers stuffed in her crotch instantly raised her arousal. Her ass was lubed, her pussy primed. Her body begged for more, while her mind screamed silent epitaphs, with the fear and panic struggling to keep her desires at bay. Her mind was fighting a losing battle; her body would surely win. The smooth talking fellow finally backed away and the sensuous whip play began again. 

       Struggling, kicking, flesh undulating against the air, she was an impressive show…Roxanna’s moaning sounds of anguished pleasure found her audience replying with wet and burning crotches. As her big tits swayed like a porn queen’s come-on, there were gasps around the room. Eyes widened while murmurs of approval made their way through the assembled crowd. When she pursed her full wet lips the audience could easily imagine the pleasure to be savored in tasting that sumptuous mouth. 

       In so little time, she was worked up and ready, her mind having finally checked out. Whatever remnants of her anger that remained were scant in the presence of the continuing stimulation of pain and pleasure. Feelings of panic disappeared at last. 

       Next time the whip boys paused, two men moved forward, one at her front, the other at her rear, their erections bared and poised. The first parted her anal cleft and began teasing the tight opening of her ass with the head of his hard cock. She felt him lunge forward and cried out as the thick meat slipped inside her hot ass as if it belonged there all along. The other man opened her pussy lips and pressed his organ into the tight slit, gradually inching his way inside Roxanna’s love hole until his cock was lodged deep and butting up against the anal impaler’s hard erection. 

       “Oooomyyygawddddddddd!!!!!!!!!!!” her heartfelt cry lifted into the air. Never had she been this full, so beyond her own control, in the hands of men who would take what they wanted without asking and fuck her hard and brutally, dragging her bound body with them into amazing physical territory she’d never explored before. What one man could do with a hard prick, two could do so much better. 

       She thought she’d gone mad as the spasms ripped through her. Surely the pair would tear her in two, destroy her body, lift her off the planet and slam her back again to leave her wasted and hurt. She felt their spasms begin to build. Nearly simultaneously, the two cocks ejaculated in thunderous convulsions that raised her dangling body completely off the floor. 

 

When those first two finally finished with her body, she was handed off to another two pairs of hands, and more cocks that would impale her ass and cunt. For the next several hours she was passed around this way, from man to man to man.

       For the first hour of the gangbang, she hung in the ranch house great room tethered to the hefty beam. Then once that first hour was over, she was taken down and into a lounge room with an enormous bed where the gangbang continued. Having a bound beauty dangle from the ceiling was fine for a time, but so was using the lush redhead’s sumptuous lips and her deep warm throat. They could use her three at a time this way, and thus the fucking went on for another hour with Roxanna giving in to every man who came for her. Roxanna was so inebriated by sex that she gave back with little thought to what she was doing. The blindfold disappeared at some point so she could look on her attackers and flash them flirtatious grins before she aimed her attention at another randy male. The only time she missed a beat was when she suddenly found herself looking into the eyes of her abductor, Gabe Kostas. She recoiled instinctively as he hovered above her with his cock about to spear her pussy. The events of that awful night came flooding back.

       “No, please! Not you!”

       “I’m not going to hurt you, Roxanna.” He reached out, gently running his hand through her messy curls. “Just getting what I’m owed, now that I can ‘fuck the merchandize. Damn I love this red hair!’”

       She remembered his smooth lines, and the way she swallowed them so easily. She hadn’t a prayer while she was in that bar, and she had little means of denying him now. A moment later, the little slut clicked back into her gangbang consciousness and she gave Gabe Kostas what he wanted, at the same time hoping that this would be last the she’d ever see of that swarthy Greek. 

 

As the fucking continued, cum was jetted down her throat, splashed across her mouth, was driven into her ass and cunt, and spent into her matted curls. She gave two men a tit fuck between her breasts, one right after the other, while her ass and cunt were still available for other men to use. While the second man got off between her tits, her face was jerked to the side so she could prime another penis to a full erection. 

       Roxanna enjoyed a half dozen climaxes of her own, and for a time her body remained on an ecstatic high, with deep spasms coming on as though the rape would never end. Cum-soaked and worn out, she was finally dragged back into the great room and strung up to the ceiling again. 

       The room was a little different this time than when she first entered blindfolded. The teaming expectation of sex had been replaced by a completely different mood and what was left of the audience sat back on Marshall’s thick leather couches rather than crowd around the dangling female.

       “You sure work all the angles, don’t you Mrs. Joyce?” Marshall Novak’s voice was as distinct as ever.

       Roxanna heard the indictment from across the room, although it barely registered in her brain. Where she’d been, wasn’t easy to come back from, though in the silent interim, reality slowly dawned. She looked around, taking in the enormity of the ranch house she was seeing for the first time. The room was far bigger than she imagined from the paddock and stables, where she occasionally gazed toward the other ranch buildings. The room was crude, with lots of leather and manly smells. But it was a clean, refreshing smell, she remembered that. The smell of freedom.

       At this point the remaining audience numbered about fifteen. She didn’t remember their faces, but the clothes, the jewels and the attitudes were familiar to her from the days she’d been worked out in the paddock. She’d seen fleeting, arrogant expressions then that were fixed now, plastered on rigid faces, making her inwardly wince. Gabe Kostas was not there, and for some reason that was a relief. But as her conscious mind further cleared from the erotic fog, it began to dawn on her that these finely manicured people weren’t the ones who used her… although she suspected that they might have watched the gangbang with the same curt detachment as they watched her now. How totally absurd!

       The mood was solemn and nearly devoid of any eroticism. There was certainly none coming from those who looked on with such stern expressions. Maybe this was a good thing. After spending so much time in the throes of sexual passion, every bit of her own energy had been used up in the previous several hours. She couldn’t face another cock. 

       If only she could just be taken back to the stable and allowed to rest!

       But the men and women in the room wanted something from her, and a gloating Marshall was glorying in her defilement, sitting back now, smugly in control, having posed a pointed question some minutes ago that apparently required her reply…“You sure work all the angles, don’t you Mrs. Joyce?”      

       How was she supposed to answer that? Roxanna chose not to reply, which was apparently all right with Marshall. She could tell that the man was headed toward another of his judgmental speeches, aimed at driving home a crucial point. All too tiring for her now. 

       “We have a real slut here,” he started in. “Quite a performance, wasn’t it Roxanna?” He pulled himself out of his leather chair and ambled toward the glistening nakedness of the redhead’s cum-stained body. “You can answer me, Mrs. Joyce. I want a little dialogue here.” He took hold of her chin and brought her face around toward his. His eyes immediately grabbed her attention. As much as she hated him, he never ceased to jar her sexual body with his bad boy, cowboy appeal. “What did you think of your performance? I’d really like to know.”

       All so self-satisfied, triumphant and transparent. 

       “I gave you what you asked for, Marshall, sir,” she said. 

       “And so you did. You put out, there’s no doubt about that. Any way, any place, any time. You are such a little tart, using your body to get what you want.”

       “And what’s wrong with that?” She could feel herself about to cry and she hated that too, hated being weak in front of this man.

       But then, much to her surprise, he reached out and gently laid his warm palm against her breast, and ran it slowly down her side. Her body visibly quaked.

       “Even now, after all that sex, you’re ready for more. This is what I like about you.” He looked back at the audience and smiled. “You’ve got the guests at my ranch all worked up, you know that?”

       “I’m just doing what I’m told.”

       “And so demure about it, too,” he mocked. “Nothing subtle about today, was there? But that’s not to say that you haven’t mastered the subtle art of seduction too. You even tried to bribe Lyle for sexual favors.”

       “Why not?” she spit out. The first stirrings of her anger began to make their way back to her emotions. “Not that it did me any good.”

       “It did no good at all…too bad, tsk tsk…but it did make my case about you a little stronger.” He worked her as she and the other women had been worked by this master: backing off, pacing a bit deep in thought and finally coming back with a little zinger to shake her up again. “I think it’s time we take an inventory of your assets and the liabilities?”

       She looked him in the eye with a steadfastness that belied her tired body. Though she’d not been strung up taut this time – her feet were flat on the floor and her raised arms had enough slack to remove the strain – every muscle in her ached. Her pussy, ass and mouth were sore from so much sex. What she wouldn’t have given for a comfortable bed, but that possibility was as remote as the steak she’d been lusting after for days.

       Tears spilled from Roxanna’s eyes. She was getting too emotional, but she couldn’t stop what raged inside her. “Why is this so necessary now? Haven’t I given you enough?” she spat out, to which Marshall gave her face a smarting smack. 

       “It’s necessary because I say it is. How quick you are to jump right back in to being a feisty bitch. I’d call that a liability,” he turned to his audience, “although I know some who enjoy that kind of female.” His hand made another innocuous journey down her side, one without agenda as if he were actually trying to soothe her body as he ripped her apart with this words. “But let’s catalog the assets first, most are pretty obvious.” He spoke to his audience as much as he did to Roxanna and this had her wondering. “Great body, rich red hair – all natural as you can see,” he referred to the muff of pink pubic curls at her crotch. “An endless sex drive, an insatiable need to come, and there’s just no restraint at all, is there?” This time he spoke pointedly to her. “Isn’t that right, Mrs. Joyce?”

       She fought back the tears, putting on that feisty front. “Hey, I like sex, so what’s the problem with that? I thought that’s what you wanted in a woman.”

       “Indeed it is.” He was fingering her hole very gently, and for one brief second she wanted him. She wanted to give it all up to this man, to ‘Marshall, Sir’, the big man himself. He was one wily customer she could fuck into oblivion. Forget the young bucks. Those handsome studs. Dime a dozen nearly everywhere. Seasoned men like Marshall Novak didn’t come along very often. Roxanna hated herself for letting the thought even fleetingly cross her mind. Did he read that desire in her tired face, that subtle flicker of lust making her eyes spark with want? Did he feel her body heat charging out toward him? Any other man who tried to use that knowledge of her, she would have scowled at, brushed him off and spit in his face if he got too forward. But what could a woman do when she was a dangling prisoner of the man she loathed and she had no available options in her deck of tricks? 

       “You’re still wet, still producing the fire that keeps this slutty body going. That’s what I like about you, Mrs. Joyce. What I don’t like is your conniving genius, thinking you could trap my trainer into giving you favors. Pretty lame, isn’t it?”

       “It was the best I could do.”

       “But trying to finagle favors out of a trainer barely deserves your time. Of course, Lyle is just a kindergarten kind of mark for a woman who’s a real pro at making wealthy men serve her, when it really should be the other way around. Let’s consider what you’ve done to your husband. He’s what’s important here. After all, he’s the one paying for this expensive vacation in paradise. Think of all the bucks he shelled out just so you could get this cunt off without having to hardly work for it at all. Tell me about that.”

       Although her anger burned hot, Roxanna kept her mouth firmly shut, which earned her a harder smack across her face. 

       This charged her up even more. Forget her seething rage, her conniving mind was bizarrely making plans to woo Marshall Novak to bed, and she only barely managed to escape that damming idea. 

       He gave her face another smack. “I asked for your response. When I want you to talk, you talk. Tell me about your husband, Tony.”

       “What do you want to know?”

       “I want to know how a piece of trailer trash like Roxanna Duff managed to bed a guy like Tony Joyce?”

       “How?” she practically laughed. “You think Tony was tough? He was the easiest man I ever went after.”

       “But why Tony?.”

       “Cause he was dumb, dumb enough to think I wanted him.”

       Marshall looked oddly bewildered by her remark, and he turned away, stuffing his hands in his pockets and casually strolling the space in front of her like he was trying to figure something out. “You got me confused here…,” he started in again, “you seduce him, you get him to marry you. Why the hell would you do that if you thought he was so dumb?”

       “C’mon now, you know.”

       “Yeah, I suppose I do, but my audience would really like to hear the truth from your lips.”

       She waited until she couldn’t wait any longer. Even at a disadvantage, Roxanna Joyce couldn’t help but work the angles. It was all she had. “Bucks, Mr. Marshall, sir,” she caustically bit off the words. “He had bucks and I was tired of being poor.”

       “Tired of being the cheap whore?”

       “Yeah, tired of being the cheap whore.” Again, she could feel the emotion in her swell.

       “So, he made you an expensive one.”

       She smiled. “He sure did. Everything I wanted, I had. The cars, the jewels, the clothes.”

       “The men.”

       “Yeah, the men. And he didn’t care. He had his whores to get him off, he had me to show off. What more could a dull old car dealer want?”

       “I suppose that worked real fine for you. Except you forgot one thing. You forgot to keep him happy. You forgot to put out enough to keep him interested in you. You never figured that your sugar-daddy husband would slough off his gold-digging wife to me, did you?”

       Her face dimmed. 

       “I put your friend Janet on the sexual truth machine a while back and boy did we see the controlling bitch let go. Didn’t we? Well, this here, what’s happening now is the truth machine for Roxanna Joyce. Let’s make it real clear for my guests what kind of female you are. A piece of trailer trash from the wrong side of the tracks who cleaned herself up enough to put a fire in Tony’s eye. You became his secretary, letting him use you for quickies at lunch and after hours, because the gifts were so pretty. They sparkled before your eyes and you were ready to do anything to pick your plump little fanny out of the gutter and make it into the big time.” Roxanna’s face reddened as he spoke with her angry fires getting plenty of new fuel. “You used your body to get what you wanted, just as you used it to nab every other man with bucks for several years. Tony wasn’t the first. Not by a long shot. But he was the one with the biggest wad of cash and the loosest purse strings. Boy did you land him. The big Vegas wedding, a Caribbean honeymoon and lots of clothes and jewelry to wipe away any trace of the girl you used to be. So what does this woman do?” Marshall looked straight into Roxanna’s eyes, while speaking directly to his guests, “she starts cheating on him before the honeymoon ended. The purser on the cruise was a hot Latino stud and she just couldn’t stop herself. They hadn’t been married a week and she was prowling the cruise ship for customers. This time, she didn’t need the cash. Although I believe she pocketed it anyway. Can’t teach an old whore new tricks, can we?”

       “You’re lying!” she blasted him.

       “Am I? Are you really sure? Think about it. Remember back. It wasn’t all that long ago, three years…you can remember that far, can’t you? How many men did you fuck on the cruise ship? We’d really like to know.”

       His boring eyes wouldn’t quit.  

       “Three,” she finally admitted. 

       “Three, huh?”

       She snuffed back her tears, refusing to cry.

       “Are you sure it wasn’t three, plus a gangbang in the engine room of the cruise ship?”

       “How…?” she gasped weakly as her eyes widened.

       “How did I know about that eventful little night when you played sick and went down on your three sailors? It’s my job to know every thing about little tramps like you, so I can get what I’m after. So, how many men was it really?”

       She finally blurted out: “Eight.”

       “Eight! On your honeymoon. Amazing,” he shook his head in mockery. He paused to circle her dangling body, observing her beautiful nakedness with an admiring eye. And when he was back in front of her, staring her down again, he asked his next question: “And how many paid for the privilege of fucking Tony Joyce’s bride on that cruise?”

       She bit her lip, trying to draw on what little courage she had left. 

       “Tell me, tell us all. We’d like to know.”

       “All of them,” she admitted.

       “All eight?”

       “Yes, all eight.” Defeated now.

       “And how much did you make?”

       “Seven thousand dollars.” The truth slipped out easily now, as she was too defeated to make him wring the confession out of her.

       “And after your honeymoon, in three years, how many times did you put out for your husband? Three years of marriage. How many times did he get to use the goods he’d so handsomely paid for?” His hand grabbed for her crotch and shook it hard, as if that would shake loose her memory. He didn’t need to bother, it had been a matter of pride for her to know how little she’d put out in order to have Tony Joyce wrapped around her little finger.

       “Eleven times.” She even added a little sass to the delivery. 

       “Eleven? Ah, the man remembers twelve. I guess he’s too dumb to count right.”

       “He told you twelve? He admitted that?”

       “Yes, he did. Your husband talks a lot when he’s not sober, turns pretty garrulous. I could hardly shut him up. I imagine he’s a bit of a boar,” he added, speaking to the audience, but then he whipped around and took Roxanna by the throat, “but he certainly didn’t deserve a wife like you. Not as generous and as willing as he is. I don’t think I’ve been asked to train a woman as incorrigible as you are, Roxanna. Once Tony and I got talking and the truth, at least what he knew of the truth, started to spill out, I had a feeling that there’s not a training on God’s green earth that could salvage Roxanna and make her into a decent wife. You don’t even want to bother, do you?” 

       Her mind tried to wander from the question, but Marshall shook her head as he held it in his palm.

       She stared at him blankly. 

       “You don’t even want your husband. You couldn’t care less. You were, on the day you were taken, already planning how you were going to slip out of the man’s fingers carrying half his cash with you. Maybe more if you could manage.”

       She shook her head, bewildered by the accusation. Tears burning her eyes again.

       “Yeah, I know about the lawyer, too. I got it all in black and white. There’s no weaseling out of this one, lady. Is there anything I’ve said that isn’t true?”

       “No. No there’s not.”

       He let go of her and moved in the direction of his guests, who had been watching the exchange with earnest interest. An Oriental woman moved fitfully in her seat through it all, but the rest, all men with the exception of one other female, had been listening enthralled.

       “This is what we have here. You’ve seen her work, though probably not the machinations, the scheming. We don’t really have an arena to display that talent, but you can see some of it in the taped exchanges between Roxanna and her trainer. She’s worth a lot to the right party and she won’t last long.”

       “You sure the husband is ready to barter?”

       “No, I’m not sure of that at all. But I imagine once Mr. Joyce sees the videotape of this scene, there will be little question about what comes next.”

       The back and forth exchange continued for another few minutes, although Roxanna hardly heard the odd conversation between Marshall and his guests. Immersed in thought, she remained detached. She barely listened as the spoke of her as if she weren’t even in the room. She got the gist though, enough to punch her in the gut. She wanted to retch without being sure why. She wanted to free herself. What calm reserve she’d managed in the last hour vanished quickly and she started struggling with the chains. The heavy metal clanked against itself, creating a nerve-wracking noise that no one failed to notice. Like a wild pony, she jerked and thrashed, becoming increasingly violent.

       Finally, Marshall turned and motioned to one of the trainers who was standing on the sidelines. Not Lyle, who leaned back against the wall almost listlessly, his mind caught in some sort of time warp, like he wasn’t even there. Even the noise of the clanging chains had hardly roused him. 

       Roxanna was so worked up by the time she was taken down, that the trainer had to hold her tight inside his arms to keep her trembling, sobbing body from doing damage to him, or herself. A second trainer came in to help restrain her, then she was carried off, back to her stall and tethered in her bed of straw where she spent the remainder of the day weeping. 

 

***

 

It was impossible not to hear the sobbing woman in the stall next to hers, which caused a worried Janet to finally whisper through the gasping sounds, “You okay, Roxanna?”

       “No, I’m not okay!” the redhead shot back. “How can I be okay when I’m bound, I’m beaten and treated like an animal!”

       “Sorry. I just wish, well, you know if I could…”

       A deep sigh followed from the next stall. “Yeah, I’m sorry too,” Roxanna said. The empathy in Janet’s voice seemed to have brought her around. “But you’re better off knowing the truth. And Heidi you’d better be listening too. There’s a lot more going on here than they’ve told you.”

       “Like what?” Janet asked.

       “Like I don’t think we’re going home. I don’t think this whole set-up is about our going home at all. Although, maybe the two of you will be luckier than me.”

       “How do you know that?” Janet asked.

       “You had to have been there. All those fancy people hanging around the paddock when I’m out there in the ring. There’s a reason why they’re there. This ain’t just a finishing school for wives. Think about it.” 

       At least she’d stopped sobbing, but her remarks added a sobering moment to a day that had gone by in typical fashion for the R&T and at least two of its trainees.

 

For Janet, the idea that she might never go home to her husband had crossed her mind a hundred times, if it crossed it once. But to survive in this place she had to ban such grim thoughts from her mind. Something she did rather well. 

       Heidi, meanwhile, had heard it all, laying silently, listening, finding a place of fear inside herself where she crawled up like a ball. A place where her heart beat especially hard, and her sex seemed to have a field day. It all came from those twisted daydreams that weren’t dreams anymore. She didn’t think much about the future, since it was bad enough to handle her present realities. Some days it felt as if she were swimming through a fog with no place to go, no direction, no purpose, no aim but the immediate experience. 






Chapter Thirteen

Lessons In The Dungeon

 

To keep incarcerated females warm when the nighttime temperatures dipped low in the fall, a large heater was brought in and attached to a good-sized blower that vented hot air into the drafty stable. It wasn’t enough on some nights, which turned out to be a blessing in disguise. Gone were the nights of sleeping in the nude on a bed of straw. The pallets were bolstered with a thicker pad, which was a lot more comfortable than the straw by itself. Thick down quilts almost made it feel like home – well, almost.

       One night shortly after the change was made, Heidi was grabbed from her cocoon of warmth just as she was falling asleep and dragged naked from the stall and into the cold night air with no ceremony at all, and not a stitch to ward off the nasty wind building across the plain. 

       “I’m freezing!” she shouted at Kurt. 

       “Aw, you can take it,” he laughed. 

       “I can’t.” She tried uselessly to hug away the nasty chill until Kurt finally picked her up and threw her over his shoulder as he traipsed from the stable to the main ranch house. They went around to the side of the building to a back door. 

       “You’re not gonna freeze!” he shouted, just for encouragement. 

       They were already at the doorstep, Kurt knocking on the thick oak door and a voice from inside booming, “Come in!”

       “Here she is, sir. I’d beat her if I were you,” he set her down. “She fought me all the way.”

       “I did not fight him all the way! It was cold and I’m freezing,” she bit off testily. Although she could already feel the heat from the roaring wood fire leap out at her, the cold inside was much too deep to touch so easily, and she continued hugging her body to stay warm. Behind her, Kurt pulled the door closed on the way out and she was by herself and to face to face with Marshall Novak. 

       He had listened with one ear to Heidi’s rant, and then the room fell into an eerie silence. Heidi stared around in awe at the dimly lit space. The only light came from the fireplace in the corner, and for all its heat and leaping flames it gave off little illumination. Rising from the surrounding shadows were surreal shapes and the shadows of the odd things the room contained. She spotted a rack, a cross, chains and manacles and dozens of tools used to punish and punish hard. This much she recognized. And what she didn’t immediately recognize made her eyes widen in wonder.

       “What is this place?” she asked.  

       “What does it feel like to you?”

       “A dungeon, maybe,” she ventured cautiously. 

       “That’s exactly what it is. I thought you might enjoy our punishment chamber. I open it up just for special cases like you.”

       “Punishment chamber?” A chilling thought. Her body was already numb from the cold outside; she had even more reason to shiver. 

       “Go sit by the fire, Heidi.”

       He didn’t have to ask her twice to have her scrambling to the hearth, which was already heated and warm. While some of the physical cold thawed, it did little to ease the tension in her wary soul. This was Marshall Novak and they were alone, and she had no idea what he wanted from her. She kept her head bowed, her posture submissive, her mind alert, knowing that she wasn’t there just to be warmed by fire. 

       For a long time Marshall said nothing, and when he finally acted, he didn’t say anything at all. One minute he was in his easy chair observing his nervous female with a casually dictatorial eye, the next he was on his feet, grabbing Heidi by her braids and dragging her to a whipping post that was nearly dead center in the room. He pushed her back against it with his face just inches from hers. For one long moment, his mood was as threatening as she’d ever seen from this intimidating man.

       She was afraid, but not really afraid. Something told her not to be scared. In that awesome second she buttoned down her fear, letting her quaking body be more about sex than mortal terror. She looked him in the eye, not defiantly like Roxanna and Janet would, but like Heidi Sands would look at any man, with desire and longing and a need to surrender.

       Her lips were wet and parted, her heart beating savagely.  In all her romantic imaginings, her dominant lover would have demanded a kiss that would travel deep to where her sex below was aching heavily with lust. 

       But there was no kiss. Marshall backed away. 

       “There are a few things we need to get straight. We’ve had revelations come pouring out with Janet and Roxanna in the last couple weeks. We’ve taken them down some pretty painful roads, but I think the disposition of their cases is pretty clear, or, at least, clear to me, if not to them. But, you, Mrs. Sands, remain veiled by that mysterious mind of yours.” 

       “Veiled?

       “Yes.”

       She took this as an accusation. “No, I’m not veiled at all!”

       “No?” He looked briefly amused as the stunned young woman stared back at him.

       “No,” she timidly replied.

       She could see him trying not to laugh. She hated being laughed at.

       “Why don’t you tell me what you haven’t said?” he returned kindly. “There’s a lot, isn’t there? A lot about Heidi Sands that remains a mystery. Why a proper girl like you, who’s been a frigid bitch in bed at home up until now, is suddenly ready to come at the drop of a hat as soon as she lands on my ranch. Like you were the star pupil I was just waiting to discover. You’re not an unrepentant slut like Roxanna, nor are you controlling and aloof like Janet. You’re a very different sort of woman…but how, exactly, do we define what you are?”

       “I-I…I don’t know what you mean…I thought I was doing everything right, being what you wanted me to be…what’s so strange…so mysterious about that?” She shook more than ever, feeling his energy drive deep within her and stir up every fear, desire and desperate need lurking there like a goblin in dark recesses of her psyche. 

       “Oh, I think you know a lot. I think you have all the answers. I think Heidi Sands knows exactly what I’m talking about.” 

       “No, no, I don’t. I swear I don’t,” her voice rose to a higher pitch, and she shook her head, adamant in her refusal. 

       “Well perhaps if you’re at a loss for words, you can show me.” He dropped back further. “Close your eyes for me.”

       She closed her eyes. Still quaking. Still racked by fear. “Please, don’t hurt me.”

       “That isn’t my intention at all. You just keep your eyes closed and your mouth shut. You don’t and a hood drops over your face and you might just miss out on the best parts of what I have planned. You understand that?”

       “Yes.”

       “Yes, what? Have you forgotten what I told you to call me?” His voice stiffened.

       Her eyes shot open. “I’m sorry, Marshall, sir.”

       “How quickly you forget. I wonder why that is? Now shut your eyes and keep them shut.”

       “Yes, sir.” 

       She was panting vigorously, maybe as charged up as he’d ever seen her.

       “And now, how about you relax,” he eased somewhat.

       “Yes, Marshall, sir.” The transformation in her attitude came over her quickly. Maybe calling him ‘Marshall, sir’ had something to do with it. Maybe his suggestion that she relax was taken as an order, and orders from dominant men were easy for her to understand. Regardless, she had leaned back against the whipping post, holding her shoulders back, her arms taut behind her as if she were bound with ropes. The franticness fled, she began to calm, and was now panting more erotically than before, her chest heaving with her spirit surrendering. 

       She was a thing of beauty to the observing Marshall Novak. 

 

When he moved back inside her space, Heidi felt the shift in the air, and her desire seemed to billow forth. Expectation. Anticipation. All ran rampant throughout the room. Now, closer still, he delicately ran a finger over her parted lips, causing a new wave of sexual energy to stir within her. Her chest heaved with desire. And then, quite impulsively, he leaned down and carefully touched his lips to hers, remaining with that fragile kiss for several seconds, until he felt the response quicken in her body and a sweet ‘ah’ of pleasure issue from her mouth. 

       He eased off, leaving her wanting more, and moved back to his stoic stance, letting his rash behavior be replaced by a more deliberate one, as planned. Marshall worked more swiftly now, clamping pinchers on her nipples. Her muscles seized up as the pain washed over her body before finally settling in and her tense breathing returned to normal. 

       “Tell me what you feel,” he asked.

       “Pain, Marshall, sir,” she gulped.

       “Even now, you feel the pain?” he asked, while gently running the tips of his fingers across an expanse of bare flesh.

       “No, Marshall, sir, it has subsided some.”

       Suddenly, he flicked the pinchers with his finger. “How about now?”

       “Ouch! It hurts.” She winced. 

       “Poor girl,” he mocked.

       He followed the pinchers with clothespins randomly clipped to each breast, one after another, at least a dozen until her tits looked like huge pincushions. Her heart was racing, fear and arousal mounting fast.

       “And tell me what you feel now.”

       “Very scared, Marshall, sir.”

       “Yes, you should be scared, Mrs. Sands because there’s so much more to come.” Her heaving belly gave off sexual heat that attacked him in his groin. He was already hard and horny. The kiss alone had done that. It wasn’t like him to let his physical passions take hold enough to cause such an arousal during a session with one of his charges, but he was so thoroughly enjoying this one that he refused to fend off his own desires.

       He added more clothespins to her labia, which increased her mounting distress and the accompanying arousal. Oh, if he could fuck her like this. That would be something!

       The clothespin that opened over her throbbing clit remained open as he whispered: “You want more pain, Mrs. Sands?”

       She drew in her lips, her face wincing again with such sorry distress that he was truly moved, though not enough to change his plans. 

       “Answer me, Heidi. And I want the truth.” His voice deepened to a new level of command.” He felt her hesitate and jumped right on that hesitation. “Answer me! The truth!”

       “Yes, Marshall, sir,” she spat out.

       “Yes, what? What is it you want?”

       “The pain, sir.”

       “That’s what I thought.” He slowly eased the clothespin shut over the throbbing bud until it bit into her flesh. 

       “Ahhhhhhshh!” she leaned forward briefly as this new pain bolted through her lower regions. “I-I can’t…” she started but stopped. 

       “Yes, you can.” He eased a finger between the lower clothespins until it teased the wet opening between her labia. “You’ll be fine. Let the pain move through you. Accept it, Heidi.”

       “Oh, my!” She breathed in, while a tremor sensation rocked her end to end before it settled again. 

       “You’re doing beautifully.”

       His teasing fingers kept her mind focused on the pleasure that the painful clothespins only enhanced. Soon her groin was reaching for him in a perfectly vile display of lust. 

       He stepped back to watch her writhe for him, then picked up a small riding crop that he began to use liberally over her flesh. He first aimed for the unpinned areas of her body, her thighs and her belly, but then he began striking directly on her flesh where the clothespins jiggled and shook. One by one, he knocked them off. Every clothespin torn from her breast was followed by a sharp and throbbing pain and Heidi’s agonized whimper. Although at no time was she knocked from the erotic subspace into which her body was now immersed. Her passion deepened, and as if her being cried out for more, she raised her breasts to meet the next strike of the riding crop.

       When Marshall moved in close again, he grabbed her braids from behind, his lips to her ear, asking, “More, Mrs. Sands, do you want me to whip you more?”

       “God yes!” she demanded, without having to think. 

       “Then it’s more you get.”

       The clothespins on her breasts were gone, although the pinchers on her nipples remained and so did the clothespins in her crotch. None of these, however, were appropriate targets for the riding crop – too much possibility of damaging her flesh. Marshall opted to let her suffer from the stings of the crop alone, moving at will with strikes across her naked breasts, her belly and thighs until there were red marks everywhere and the tantalized beauty looked as if she was about to come. 

       “You want more?” he called out.    

       “Yes, more, Marshall, sir!” Her head drifted to the side as the delirium continued.   

       He came down harder now against her breasts, feeling her take every blow inside herself and own the resulting sensations. Her come was close, he could sense that, but she wasn’t yet ready in his mind. 

       This time when he approached her, he tossed away the crop and began teasing the strident nipple pinchers. “Oh, dear God,” she cringed. He finally ripped the right pincher away and her whole body swooned with the ensuing pain. She practically toppled away from the whipping post and he had to put her back in place. 

       “You’ll be a little more careful this time,” he warned as he teased the pained left nipple.

       “Yes, sir,” she came back weakly.

       Several times he tugged at the remaining nipple pincher. Each time, he felt her amazing physical energy soar. Finally, when he tugged it off with a violent snap, she toppled into his arms and he held her for a minute while she recovered. 

       When he pushed her back against the post, he said: “You’re not done yet.”

 

Pheromones were colliding in a dangerous combination now. How many years had it been since he’d felt a chemistry this strong with one of his client’s wives? He didn’t even want to think about the last occasion, he had to give that one up, which was why he normally protected himself against such emotions with his reserve – that deadly calm that so marked his personality. That Heidi Sands had gotten so far under his skin was disturbing, but she had a long way to go before she would be able to claim even a piece of him. Sluts like this were commonly falling for him before the reprogramming was over. Psychologists called it transference… fall in love with your therapist, and in a sense he became one to these women, that is, if he expected to take them where they needed to go for his own purposes. But that attraction just as routinely failed to stick. No woman had ever really gotten under his skin to know him, and he wasn’t about to let this one, even one as beautiful and submissive as the lovely Heidi Sands.

       Back against the post, Marshall teased her again, this time taking the clothespins fixed to her labia and wagging them back and forth, while he gauged her response. He pressed the spring ends together knowing that this soft flesh could take a lot of pain. Then when he finally had her at a frantic frenzy, writhing back and forth and mewling in pleasurable distress, he chose that moment to rip the clothespin away. He felt the sharp pain in her body inside his own crotch. His cock throbbed, as needy for sex as Heidi must be now. He could see himself throwing her to her knees and stuffing his prick in her face, but he never, never did that with one of the wives. Never. And Heidi Sands would be no exception. 

       He did attack that soft spot on her labia where the clothespin dug like teeth into her skin. He rubbed the flesh, letting the pain work itself through her body. When the sensations finally subsided, he started in on the other labia, repeating the same dastardly treatment. 

       “Ohmygod, nooooooooo, please, I-I can’t… no, no, please…” she cried as if she wouldn’t stop. He finally had to slap her face to end her revolt. 

       “Hush. Not a word. Keep that mouth shut or you’ll get the hood. Remember what I said?” He slapped her again and again, then returned to the labia, enjoying the silence and the way that enforced silence only sent the woman’s body to another level. Kept inside her with no means of expression, her desire bloomed almost visible to the naked eye and she was back again to that bitter edge.

       Marshall kept teasing her for several more minutes until he ripped the clothespin away and felt her body gasp more loudly than if she’d screamed. 

       Now just the clothespin on her clitoris remained. But instead of teasing it as he did the others – which would have produced a great deal of pain – he began to play with her pussy. The pleasure here was seeing how easily she could be brought to the edge. So little resistance, so without the fight most females waged. He loved feeling her body responding inside his own, where the deep ache of his desires would drive him to Emma for a little quick relief when this was over. At the moment, the watching was pure joy, the anticipation his perfect aphrodisiac. 

       “Come, Heidi,” he finally whispered the magic words.

       “Oh, yesssssssssssssssss,” she hissed. She was in tears as her body rocked against his hand, and her inner muscles squeezed down against the inserted fingers. He held her with his free hand, making sure that she remained fixed against the post by those invisible ropes. And she was. To the end. Even when in the middle of her feverish come, he pulled away the final clothespin and her body rocketed on a new wave of pain, she struggled to remain upright. But then he brought her forward and allowed the wasted Heidi to collapse against him. She was too weak now to remain on her feet without some help. So he willingly held her, feeling the softness of her spirit against him, melding into his body, and for one brief second making him nearly forget all his rules. 

       It was just an errant moment with this woman, one as troubling as it was real. She wasn’t as easily shaken off as the other women who affected him in this way. But he quickly found himself again, and spoke to her as he’d planned.

       “What’s the mystery about, Heidi? Is it perhaps that pain turns you on? That you’ve been turned on by pain for a long time, far longer than you’ve been with me?” She didn’t answer, so he shook her, waking her back to reality. “Answer me, Heidi.”

       She gulped back tears as she tried to speak. “Yes, yes, Marshall, sir.”

       “And that is what you’ve hidden from us.”

       “But I haven’t hidden it very well, have I?”

       “No,” he agreed. He stroked her head affectionately then pushed her away.

       Without his support, her body slumped to the foot of the whipping post where she silently cried. 

 

Marshall finished off a bottle of water at his chair, wiped his mouth on the back of his hand, then finally returned to the exhausted blonde. He stood over her, looking down.

       “We’re not done, are we?” 

       She looked up at him with huge question marks in her blue eyes. “What do you mean, sir?”
       “I mean, we’re not done, are we? You heard the question.”

       “But I…”

       “Your friendship with pain isn’t the only thing you’ve been hiding.”

       It took a while to answer. Staring into his eyes, she computed the possibilities of various answers, like how much could she lie and get away with it? He finally gave her a gentle nudge with his boot. 

       “No, Marshall, sir.”

       “Then we have a ways to go.” He backed off and paced a bit as he liked to do, a dramatic interlude worthy of any tautly executed drama. “But before we do, I’m going to refresh your mind about a few ground rules. I let you slide with your screams and moans because sometimes I love hearing that lovely noise from a suffering women, but you can be assured that if it strikes my fancy, I’ll turn those lapses into punishable offenses. And, I don’t like it when you hesitate, or when you stare up at me, as if you are clueless about what I want. You’re smarter than that. It doesn’t work for a good submissive to be so tentative. And it doesn’t work for me. Mind you, you are a submissive, and a very good one. But, maybe with a little punishment, you’ll think a little faster.” He paused, letting that sink in, then ordered, “Up on the bench. Now!” 

       Heidi looked up seeing the man pointing to a dangerous looking contraption in the corner. It took a second, but really not that long for Heidi to figure out what it was. Dangerous? Maybe not inherently dangerous, but the thick straps and the position it required of a person who was lucky enough to be strapped in place were pretty alarming. 

       Trying her best to please him, she quickly scooted forward, climbed up and settled her knees into the knee rests. Then she bent forward and rested her torso on the upper bench. She rested her head on the wooden plank provided while her arms dangled forward. Marshall finished the job by stretching her arms further forward and locking her wrists into cuffs that were part of the unique contraption. A strap was drawn around her torso and buckled down tightly to keep her in position, then her upper thighs and legs were strapped to struts in the spanking bench. Movement would prove slight at best.     

       The powerful orgasm of minutes before was still having an effect. Still in that special subspace, she treated this newest ordeal with exited fear, drawing from the potent fantasies she’d been nurturing privately for many years. 

       “Punishment…” Marshall said, as he placed a palm against her right ass cheek.

       She expected any minute that he’d be laying on that first smack. 

       “You ever think about being punished?”

       “Um, yes, sir,” she spoke meekly.

       “A little louder, I want to hear you clearly.”

       “Yes, sir!”

       “And the thought of it turns you on?”

       “Sometimes.”

       “Just sometimes? Be honest.”

       “A lot of the time, Marshall, sir.”

       “And you think about it often?”

       “I do, sir.”

       “And has anyone ever punished you?”

       “Just what I’ve received here.”

       “But this is different, isn’t it?” He could feel her body trembling beneath his palm, and with that trembling came the intense energy of her body’s fearless craving. There seemed to be no end to the kinky desires harbored in this once frigid female. The thought that she was frigid almost made him laugh. 

       “Yes, Marshall, sir. It’s different.”

       He stepped away and picked up a soft leather paddle that he used to work her ass until it was bright red and beating with warmth. Only a soft moan escaped her lips and it was clear that she was more aroused by this than in pain. Next he chose a hard wooden paddle, in the frat paddle style, that methodically bounced off her flesh as he began working it over her ass. The heat on her bottom and the cries of distress mounted quickly with the change in implements, and she began to strain against the leather straps that held her down. 

       “You need to be punished, Mrs. Sands. Don’t you?” He punctuated the question with another smarting whack. “Don’t you!”

       “Yes, Marshall, sir.”

       He laid on another twelve, taking less time between them so that the pain ratcheted up fast. 

       “Oh, please!!!!!” was the first pleading wail. Others followed as he continued, ones more heated, more distressed. “Please, ouch, please… I can’t take it anymore. Please…” her sad lament went on.

       Marshall paused. “Well, then that’s punishment, isn’t it? It’s not supposed to feel good, or make you happy, but have no doubt that you will be intensely satisfied once it’s done.”    

       He began again, but the tenor of the punishment seemed to have changed. When he’d massage her ass, the sensation became intensely erotic. And now there was a marked change in her exclamations as well. Now, when the paddle landed, he took his time, letting the pain work deeper into the body. Another new world seemed to light within the ravenous blonde. She began craving the sensations rather than begging them off. Marshall might have gone on for a half hour or more with this process, testing her limits to the very edges of her ability to transform pain into pleasure. But he knew enough after ten minutes to have the answers he needed, the truth he’d expected to uncover about Heidi Sands. She was aroused again. 

       He put the paddle aside, and started in again with his palm smacking her ass and alternately massaging the roughed-up ass cheeks. Her skin had reddened considerably, a fierce red rash covering the area that was punished the hardest, bruises beginning to form from underneath. The whole area was throbbing with pain, but that didn’t matter to Heidi. He could tell from the way she moaned that she was close to her sexual crisis, and he had only to slowly work a finger or two into her wet slit and she was begging. 

       “Marshall, sir, may I please come!”

       “NO! You can’t come,” he barked. “Sluts being punished don’t deserve to come.”

       He watched her struggle, fighting off the demanding climax with a good submissive’s determined will to obey her master. Meanwhile, like the excellent sadist he was, Marshall kept up the teasing massage to make her task even harder. 

       “Oh, please, sir, I beg you,” she tried again. “Anything…anything. I’ll do anything you ask.”

       “Of course, you’ll do anything I ask. That’s the point. I’m the master, you’re the slave.” 

       Her body lurched particularly hard at the way he’d just defined them.

       “And that arouses you, doesn’t it?”

       She didn’t answer. 

       “Answer me!” he shook her by the crotch and poked a finger into her rectum, just for spite. He knew she still resisted anal probing. 

       “Yes, it arouses me, Marshall, sir!” she shouted in the midst of her rising tears. 

       “That’s better.” He eased out of her asshole and let his finger bring her right to that edge one more time. 

       “Oh, please, sir…” How much more would he have her suffer!

       He made her wait a few more seconds, then finally gave his permission. “Yes, Heidi, come.” Those magic words again.

       Her body swooned, her juices splashed over his hand and she rocked against him for a very long time until her body finally quieted. When he pulled out, he wiped his hand on her ass, gave it a last hard smack and retreated to his chair, where he downed another bottle of water to cool the heat. 

       Heidi waited in silence, softly slumbering in the quiet. Her body slowly settled back into itself, though the dreamy state of her consciousness remained. When she became aware that Marshall was staring at her from behind, she could hardly ignore his focused eyes. She chilled, even though the room was dreadfully hot. What she wouldn’t give to run around in the cold outdoors! 

       “You’re turning out to be quite an ordeal for me,” he finally broke the silence. 

       The comment didn’t require a reply, but she gave one regardless. One befitting a sorry submissive. “I’m sorry, Marshall, sir.”

       “You’ll spend the night here and we’ll pick up where we left off tomorrow.”

       Was he going to leave her here like this? she wondered, though she was too afraid to ask. She heard him shuffle around a bit – too long, she thought. She worried that he would walk out with her bound to the spanking bench, and it was on the tip of her tongue to object when she finally felt him at her side unbuckling the straps. He helped her down and showed her the mat by the fireplace where she’d sleep. Her manacles were again fixed around her wrists and ankles, all attached to eyebolts that surrounded the slim bed. He tossed a blanket over her body, set a bottle of water beside the mat and then stood back. 

       “You’ll be fine here for the night. You might want to think about what went on here these last three hours.” It had been three hours! “Think about what it means to be honest, with me, with yourself. Then we’ll talk some more tomorrow.”

       There was no dousing the light, the only illumination came from the fireplace, and the fire there was nearly out. Embers smoldered in the grate giving off plenty of heat to keep the dungeon warm. The room was immersed in a subtle glow making it almost pretty to Heidi’s eyes. She was so used to the rough atmosphere in the stable that this seemed like a completely different world. 

       She watched carefully, as Marshall finished putting his tools and toys away and then as he left the room through a different door from the one through which Kurt had unceremoniously brought her. She assumed that it was connected to the main part of the ranch house. 

 

Marshall had said, ‘think about the last three hours.”

       That was all she could do. 

       The kiss, she had not expected the kiss. She watched with her eyes glued to the embers behind the grate with her mind sailing away on the feel of that kiss, as if his lips were still gently hovering over hers. Lips that she’d longed for…lips verboten to her, and when they’d finally met with hers, she knew then that there was something wrong about that kiss…not according to protocol, a violation of his own rules. She felt that immediately, and so he’d backed away. What had been his motive? After three hours with the man, Marshall Novak seemed as obtuse to her as ever. 

       Inside his arms, the coldness of his spirit, which he practiced so well, disappeared for a short time…she felt that coldness recede again several times during the hours of the amazing session. But every time she felt that wonderful feeling of true tenderness, the amiable warmth of his affection retreated behind some inscrutable door inside this very private man.

 

As the minutes ticked by, Heidi’s mind wandered to Roxanna and Janet. She wondered what they were doing without her in the stable. She had spent so little time with them in recent weeks. Often they were too tired or too overwhelmed for furtive late night conversations. Sometimes they too were elsewhere, doing whatever was demanded of them. It seemed that perhaps the weeks of captivity might be coming to an end. They’d been told six months. At some point, there had to be an end to their training. Something came after the reprogramming, as Marshall liked to call it. But had she been reprogrammed? Was she ready for what came next?

       Heidi spent the next wakeful hour trying to skirt her way around the specific topic that Marshall had assigned her to dwell on: her feelings about the three torrid hours of pain and sex. He wanted her to think about the confessions she’d made to him of her kinky sexual nature. But she knew the truth. It had been with her for years. The confession seemed almost climactic. Why she’d struggled to admit the truth seemed a little mysterious to her now.

       While her kink had been no surprise to her, she suspected that it was no surprise to Marshall either. He’d known right where to take her, all perfectly planned in advance, every move, every nuance calculated to make her respond. Was the kiss planned too? And the subtle feelings from him that this was more than just another session with one of his captive wives?

       So, what did she think of those hours? The pain, the punishment? The bondage on the spanking bench? This was easy too. They were some of the most thrilling and erotic of her life. She’d spent many days and many sessions with the trainers basking in the waves of pleasure she was allowed to express. She could feel her submission around her like a nurturing cocoon and she loved that feeling too. Even the denial, the punishments, the rough behavior, the forced sex. But the hours alone with Marshall took her deeper into that cavernous place of her most private self. She’d admitted the truth to him. She’d spoken the words aloud, and confirmed what they both knew. The boldfaced truth, unadorned. What did that make her? And how would that change her life? What would happen when Trevor was told the truth? A ghastly feeling grated in her belly at the thought of her husband, at the thought of the prissy Connecticut world she’d left to come here. How could she ever go back there and be happy? How could she look her husband in the eye? 

       It was with these thoughts working through her fevered mind that she fell asleep. But even sleep brought no peace. Her nightmares ruled those nighttime hours, bringing on dreams that made her toss and turn restlessly all night.






Chapter Fourteen

What Trevor Said

 

Marshall was on the phone early the following morning. The talk couldn’t wait. The end of the training would be affected by what was said here and decisions had to be made. When Trevor Sands finally called, it was six am and Marshall had just risen for the day. 

       “Mr. Novak?” 

       He picked up the phone by the bed and heard the distant voice. “Yes, Marshall here. Mr. Sands?” 

       “Yes it is. Is there something wrong? Your message sounded urgent. I hope it’s not too early to call, but I have a busy day planned.”

       “No problem with the time at all. I’m an early riser. And no, nothing is wrong. We have spoken so rarely over the course of the last several months. That normally doesn’t happen when a man gives up his wife to my training. I thought it was time to catch up on a few things.”

       “Yes, well, I mentioned that I’d be busy with work.” Trevor spoke in clipped, curt tones.

       “You certainly did. But this isn’t summer camp.”

       “Of course not.” He sounded offended. “I am concerned about my wife, obviously, but the emails have been very telling and certainly regular in their arrival. I’ve had a few moments when I wondered what you were doing, about your methods, but I could appreciate the…the, what’s the best word…aestheticism of the activity. Very thought provoking.”

       Marshall chuckled. “I’ve never heard my training described as aesthetic…maybe ‘thought provoking’.” He let his comment linger in the airspace between them, and when there was no reply on the other end, he jumped in, still in a congenial sort of way, “I’d say we have comments from husbands more like hot…sexual…demented…depraved…vulgar…I mean there are a hundred adjectives, but yours…well yours makes my brain twist a bit,” he admitted.

       “It must be the scholar in me,” Trevor finally answered. 

       “Must be.”

       “Oh, please don’t mistake the fact that I find the scenes arousing. And there’s a real poetic justice in seeing my wife used so hard. I suppose I’m a little jealous that you could do what I could not.”

       “It’s not uncommon to feel that way, but then we do take measures here to train the female that the average husband would be adverse to doing. That’s why the treatment works.”

       “And is it working? I mean with Heidi.”

       “I have no reason to think it won’t.”

       Long pause. “That’s interesting.”

       “Interesting?”

       “Well, I had little hope that Heidi would respond. She’s always been painfully frigid.”

       “She’s responded quite well. Being frigid has hardly been a concern. In fact, your wife is quite a star in our world here at the ranch.”

       “Is that so?”

       This time, it was Marshall who paused the conversation. He wanted it to appear as if he were deep in thought. “Is there something you’re not telling me?” he finally asked. 

       “Something I’m not telling you?” Marshall could almost feel the man shaking over the phone. “I-I just didn’t think…I mean I have told you all there is to tell. I suppose it will be nice to see how this all plays out, won’t it?”

       “I would think you’d be ready to have her back?” Marshall kept probing.

       “Yes, I’m sure I will, in the proper time,” he ripped off half heartedly. “But…right, I, uh…I really don’t have time to discuss this further, maybe next week.”

       “Yes, why don’t you call me next week when you’re free? At your convenience, I’m always here.”

       Marshall’s invitation was met with a perfunctory, “Yes, I’ll do that. But I really need to go now.” A second later, the phone clicked off. 

       Marshall sat back reviewing what he’d just heard. Fascinating conversation. So much wasn’t said. In fact, hardly anything was discussed at all. But if he were right, Trevor Sands was disappointed by the news that Heidi was doing so well. Oh, how words could twist the mind into knots and turn the stomach on edge. He could imagine the man now, stewing over the idea of his wife’s return. 

       Marshall himself was perfectly at peace once Trevor Sands ended the conversation. He knew just about everything he needed to know, and had plenty to think about. 

       

***

 

In the windowless dungeon there was no way to tell night from day, or how many hours she’d slept after Marshall left her chained to the floor before the dwindling fire. It had gone cold sometime in those hours, but the blanket had kept her warm. Once she awakened, she was unable to go back to sleep, unable to turn off the incessant conversation in her mind, the replay of the session she suffered in this room, her thoughts about Marshall Novak, and others about her husband that popped up like annoying gnats she brushed off like the nuisance they were.

       When the door finally opened, she was disappointed to see that it was only one of the trainers bringing her a bowl with breakfast. She’d eat as she normally did in the stable. 

       “I’ll bet you need to piss,” the stocky fellow said. 

       “I do.”

       He slipped a blindfold over her eyes, unsnapped her restraints and let her shuffle with him, presumably to a bathroom outside the dungeon. 

       “Sit down.”

       “Sit down?”


       “Yea, sit down, you hafta use the toilet, don’t you?”

       “I do.” She carefully sat down, feeling the cool enamel seat against her warm ass cheeks. For the first time in months she felt like a real person.

       Once she finished she was led back to the dungeon, her restraints locked to the wall and floor. The trainer left a dim wall light burning so that she could see to eat, then he closed the door and she was alone again. 

       

Heidi fell asleep after she ate and was awakened by the sound of Marshall’s deep baritone, speaking quietly: “Time to rise and shine.”

       It took a minute to untangle her dream state from her waking consciousness. She opened her eyes, and through the murky darkness saw Marshall sitting back in his easy chair, an ankle resting on his knee, an open, if not pleasant expression on his face. He didn’t look real at all in this eerie light, but this was definitely the dungeon where he’d worked her over the previous night. She could feel her flesh, the warm, tingling sensation between her legs in response to the man, and the rich and earthy redolence of his physical presence. Yes, she must be awake. 

       She waited for him to speak again. 

       “Did you follow my instructions last night?”

       She tried to recall exactly what they were and stared back with a blank face.

       “I have to remind you?” He sat up, then leaned forward in his seat, his arms resting on his knees. One eye seemed fixed on her with an intensity that made her cheeks burn with embarrassment. He held a small braided whip in his hand. One with several black leather falls, all gleaming ominously. She couldn’t help but stare, any more than she could push back the quickening in her body that made her desire the falls to come crashing down against her flesh. 

       She was so scared that she forgot his question and simply shivered waiting for him to say more, at one point flicking her braids back away from her face.

       “Desire, Heidi. You had a lesson in arousal. You got honest with yourself, or at least it would seem so, unless you plan to deny the truth now.”

       “No, no, sir, you were very right,” she spit out anxiously. “I am turned on by those things…”

       “By what, exactly?”

       “By pain,” this made her wince anew, “and punishment.” She looked again at the whip.

       “And this is the sex you love.”

       “Yes, Marshall, sir, it is.”

       He reached in his pocket, withdrew a set of keys and tossed them to her. “Unlock the cuffs and collar. 

       Her nervous hands could hardly obey the order. And how unusual it was to have the key to her bondage in her own hand. She gazed back and forth from the locks to Marshall’s face, as she attempted to follow the demand. The most difficult lock to undo was the one that locked her collar to the chain, since it was impossible to see what she was doing. 

       “Sorry…” she struggled, afraid that she just couldn’t get the key straight. When it finally popped open, he smiled with a grim sort of expression that was so like him and so difficult to read. 

       “Come here,” he motioned her forward. 

       Could there have been more in that command than just the simple order to crawl? Her belly seized up again, the eroticism so uncomfortable and so frightening that even this simple order seemed difficult to perform. But she managed. Almost not knowing exactly how she got there, she found herself at the man’s feet, settling in between his open thighs. He had sat back again and Heidi could only assume that he wanted to be pleasured, although it took some strong commands from her brain to her body to have her hands reaching for his thighs. Her eyes meanwhile were fixed directly on his crotch. 

       But just as she nervously reached out to open the fly of his jeans, Marshall suddenly grabbed her hands in one of his fists, pulled her up and tossed her over his lap, head down, ass up, her feet dangling out behind her. His hand came down, giving her ass a good smack, and then another and another, picking up the pace and fury of the spanking, until she felt the raw and stinging sensation all across her bottom. She squirmed fitfully not knowing what to do or say or feel at this moment. When his hand moved between her thighs and began probing her sex, she settled some, though her arousal instantly skyrocketed. Squirming against his muscled thighs, she was afraid that she would come. The cold feel of lubricant pouring over her hot flesh brought back her anxiety. As she expected, his hand continued its intimate massage, but this time with fingers moving against the tight opening of her anus. 

       She gasped, with a frightened, “Oh, no!” to which Marshall pulled out and slapped her ass. 

       “You’ve done this before. What’s the problem now?”

       “I just don’t like it,” she answered.

       “Get over it, Heidi. If I’m going to fuck you in the ass, you’d better be ready. If you’re not careful, I’ll be stuffing my whole hand in like I did with Janet. Is that what you want?”

       “NO! I mean, no, Marshall sir!”

       She’d seized up tight, but with a gentle prodding from Marshall and a determination to relax, the tight muscles began to ease and she could feel an easy transformation from fear to desire. He fucked her with three fingers jabbing into her rectum. The arousal that had abated when he started the anal probing began to build again. She was gone inside her own pleasure, gratefully lifting away and about to come. But then, quite abruptly, the man withdrew his hand and stood up with her still in his arms. He moved with her to the back of his overstuffed easy chair, where he pushed her over the top and her crotch nestled into the soft leather, her ass raised and open. 

       His cock was inside her ass seconds later, delivering the promised ass-fucking with as much firm conviction and earthy power as she’d ever felt. She’d never been so overpowered, so within a man’s control. 

       It didn’t take but seconds to regain her edgy arousal, or to be crying out as the orgasm spasmed hard inside her. With the first tremors dying down, she became more conscious of Marshall thrusting in behind her. The feel of his thighs against her thighs, his hands holding tightly to her ass cheeks and the pistoning action of his organ was a bliss like nothing she could every remember experiencing. Out of her dreams and into the barefaced facts of reality…she understood that this man was using her, that he’d laid claim to her for all these months and was finally taking what he’d so freely given other men to enjoy.   

       He enjoyed her now, which was obvious by the sounds of his grunts and groans and booming climax. “Yessssssssss, goddamnslut…” his cry rose all around them.

       His ejaculation must have lasted a good sixty seconds. All that while he’d clung to her ass with one hand, her braids with the other, riding her like he would a cowboy pony. She was elated to have served him, elated to have become his sole property for those brief moments. At the end, she looked back and saw that he was looking directly into her eyes, his authority abounding, his command of her unquestioned. She would do anything for this man, be anything he desired, do anything to serve him. He was the master she had been longing for all her life. If these brief instants of belonging were all that she’d have of him, they’d be enough to make her time at his slave ranch worth the prices she’d paid in pain and fear and an interrupted life.

 

Perhaps the anal taking was seen through the rose-colored glasses of a woman who had found her place, even if it was for just that brief instant. And maybe the physical joy and psychic thrills would last a lifetime. Maybe. But Heidi was abruptly faced with the chilling truth once Marshall Novak withdrew from her body and pulled her off the back of the chair. 

       He recouped quickly from the vigorous sex and was back to business. 

       He returned to his easy chair, sinking into the deep cushion to catch his breath, while Heidi dropped to his feet on the stone floor. His eyes came to rest on his well-fucked sub. She looked tattered and forlorn; her braids a mess, her eyes a little dazed. 

       “So, do we need to go through the drill again, or are you going to admit that you enjoyed that?” She felt the hard sarcasm behind his words, and that stung.

       She looked up earnestly. “I didn’t know, sir … how amazing it could be… ” she could barely form the words, because she could barely make sense of what she felt in the wake of that powerful come. She was so nervous, her heart racing so fast that she could barely even breathe. “I-I’ve never felt anything like that. M-my body is still tingling…” Was that enough? 
       “Well, then, we’re making progress.” He offered that sort of half smile, half smirk that she took as a sign of him being pleased. 

       The quiet languished around them; there seemed to be so much more to say. But a sudden knock on the door turned their attention elsewhere. 

       One of the trainers with whom Heidi was not familiar stuck his head in the door. “You wanted me here, sir?” 

       “I do.” A fully revived Marshall stood up. “I want her bound in a rope dress and suspended, be sure you thread the crotch but leave room for my cock. And make the bondage tight. I want her to understand what bondage means. What it feels like to be helpless, completely vulnerable to the whims of sadistic bastard like me.”

       “Yes, sir.”

       Marshall nodded and left the room while the strange trainer moved in on Heidi. The suddenness of Marshall’s exit was tantamount to ripping a piece of her flesh from her body. Though she remained silent, her longing went out after him, but she didn’t have power enough to draw him back. 

 

The ropes became her clothes. No! More than her clothes; they became part of her body, moving, twisting, undulating with every breath like the breath itself. The hemp was tight and scratchy, yet the bondage was her cocoon, her security. She tried to imagine that Marshall had done this to her, not some unknown cowpoke with very efficient hands. If she’d allowed herself to connect with this new man, she might have discovered the same masculine energy that she took pleasure in when in Marshall’s company. Vic was cut from the same cloth as the man in charge. But unlike Marshall, who rarely bothered with the intricacies of binding a female, Vic loved the process of dressing women in ropes. Suspension could be tricky, but Vic knew exactly what he was doing. 

       Women who loved being bound, loved Vic. His warm hands worked fast. He even smiled and made small talk with the little subbie who became the object of his art that day. Heidi Sands, one of the client’s wives, had been a notorious one. He’d seen her in action and might have moved in on her himself had she been available, but he’d kept his distance when it became clear to the trainers that Marshall Novak had singled out this particular female for himself. Though her fate was still undecided, she was strictly hands off, unless Marshall gave a trainer specific orders to work with her. Other than Kurt, Vic had been the only one in quite a while, and he was only with her now because Marshall wanted Heidi Sands roped and suspended, and that was it. 

       He adjusted the pulleys, attached the connecting ropes to sturdy clamps, then hoisted her into the air. After some inspection, he fine-tuned the suspending ropes until she was exactly as he wanted her, safely suspended and vulnerable, just as Marshall ordered.

       “How does it feel, Mrs. Sands?” the lanky cowboy spoke in his hushed dungeon whisper. 

       She struggled for a moment, feeling her muscles adjust to the strange position. She was nearly upside down, her arms stretched across a heavy bamboo bar behind her, her feet bound and tethered to the ceiling hook, one straight, the other bent at the knee. He’d left her messy braids to dangle down and they nearly touched the floor. Although there were ropes thread through her crotch that rubbed against the most sensitive areas of her sex, her crotch was open and her ass available for a probing hand, “This is very strange, sir,” she answered him. “And very scary.”
       Exactly what he wanted to hear. “I’ve never been bound myself, but I’m told that if you let your fears go, you can rock like a swaddled baby.” He smoothed his hand over the neatly tied hemp and knots, then let his fingers drift. Just touching her, he could feel her desire swell. His crotch throbbed in need of some relief – which he’d find elsewhere on the ranch now that his job was done.

       Once he was sure the suspension was secure, Vic left, dousing the lights. Heidi was left hanging suspended in the darkness. 

       Feeling utterly alone, the sensuous feelings of the bondage didn’t last long, giving way to a rising panic. She began to struggle, tears formed in her blinded eyes. 

       “Oh, please … don’t leave me here,” she made her plaintive cry to the darkness, as her body fought the wild surging energy that moved so boldly through her.

       “Shush,” a voice leapt from the silence like a stalking cat jumping on its prey, then a familiar hand on her ass gently rocked her swinging body.

       

As Vic left the dungeon, Marshall had quietly strode in unseen. He’d watched her briefly before the door closed and the light went out. She was as he ordered, well tethered and suspended from the ceiling apparatus. He’d crept in close without her knowing, and touched her with some delicacy when she began to whimper. She jerked and then relaxed realizing who it was. 

       “And being bound, Heidi. Tell me about being bound.”

       “Oh, dear god, I’m glad you’re here.”

       “Of course, I’m here. Do you think I would let you hang here alone?”

       “I didn’t know, sir.”

       “You’re safe, Heidi. Perfectly safe. Now back to my question…tell me about being bound.”

       It took a moment to collect her thoughts, and even then her answer was vague, “I don’t know what to think. I already live with my mind tied in knots…”

       “Why don’t you think about it now, untie a few of those knots,” he suggested as he backed away and sat down in his chair. He let her drift, which was possible now that she knew she was safe. Drifting was something she was very good at doing when she was in an erotic place. Though Marshall could barely see her in the darkened room, he could easily sense that her fears had abated. As she rocked in mid-air, her lush energy poured out all around him, attacking him as it had so many times before. He felt the effect in his throbbing crotch.

       Like all the other things to which she’d been introduced, the tight bondage of ropes and tethers had taken Heidi into a sweet submissive space where she seemed most at peace. Perhaps bondage like this brought her that feeling of inner calm she so longed for. 

 

The thoughts that Marshall entertained about this client’s wife had been unexpected ones. He hadn’t counted on a ‘Heidi’ coming to him in his latest shipment of new trainees. In his first appraisal of her, he suspected she might crack easily, becoming one of the few wives returning to their husband as a new woman. What he had not expected was such a wealth of desire hidden in her uptight psyche. As the days of the reprogramming went by, the real Heidi soon emerged. He kept waiting for her to flunk one of his exams, but the slut just kept it up. And the energy that she exuded now was like bathing in pure joy. How could a husband give up a woman like this? he wondered … 

       Ah yes! he remembered Trevor Sands’ complaint. She was frigid.

 

***

 

Marshall held her for some time after she was released from her prison of ropes. She had a need to be cradled and his arms worked well to soothe her. The fucking had been belligerent, so hard that she was screaming mad with orgasm, but so was he. Another rough frenzy, another battle that he would win. She didn’t want it any other way. His throbbing cock took her for the second time in one day, although right in her pussy this time. Because she was still bound and suspended, she was unable to touch him with her hands, but she made up for that now as she clung to his warm and virile body, wishing he’d never let her go.

       He ran his hand through her silky hair, which made her entire body twitter with renewed eroticism. In the aftermath of the latest come, he’d ripped her braids out, freeing her beautiful blonde locks. Now Heidi could see the remnants of the twisted braids, how her hair flowed gently past her shoulders in ribbons of gold. And when Marshall ran his hands through the untethered hair, the affection that poured from him was unmatched by anything she’d experienced from the master before. Some savage, freeing, scary energy was with her now. If only she could be part of him forever.

       Of course, there was Trevor to think about. She could barely remember what he looked like. He seemed so far away, like a distant piece of her past. Why she would think of him now was a mystery.

       “What’s going to become of me, sir?” Her hushed voice uttered the one question that had been burning in her brain.

       “That’s up to your husband, Heidi. He’s calling the shots. But I assume you’ll be going home. Soon.”

       “Oh, dear god,” she quietly gasped. 

       “Is that a bad thing? Wouldn’t you want to go back home and show him what you’ve become?”

       She waited a long time to answer.

       “Honestly, sir. I don’t think I could do that…”

       He held her for a little while longer. Then it was back to the stable.






Chapter Fifteen

Jeff Dawkins and His Wife

 

When Janet awakened that morning, she was taken to the ranch house and showed into a large but simple bathroom. She’d stared in wonder at a white so crisp that it hurt her eyes. She nearly started to cry. 

       The water in the tub was soft and fragrant, gentle against her skin. The towels were thick and warmed, the robe like silk and the adjacent bedroom where she was to dress reminded her of the best luxury hotels, even though it was just a simple bedroom in a rather Spartan ranch house. A red blouse and grey skirt lay on the bed. Clothes? Real clothes? So many little normal things were now luxurious pleasures. There was a thong, no bra and a pair of high heels, much like the ones she’d worn when she was apprehended at the airport. 

       She gazed in the mirror for the first time in six months, planning to attack the rest of her grooming, though she was unsure exactly where to begin. After some time, she started brushing out her tangled brunette hair. The ritual came back to her quickly, the almost meditative way she used to smooth out her hair then finally twist it into a tight knot behind her head and anchor it with hairpins. But there were no hairpins available today…and that was really all right. She inwardly smiled. Instead of fixing her hair in that tight bun, she watched it fall loosely around her shoulders and decided that was all she needed.

       The make-up she chose was sparse but sensuous, since she needed very little to accentuate her natural coloring. She saw her sexuality very clearly now. But the woman in the mirror was clearly not the woman who’d been abducted at the airport. Janet’s hand shook a little as she glossed her lips and applied the black mascara. She gave her cheeks a little pinch and was almost in tears, seeing a transformation she found real, but difficult to believe.

       Was she really going to see Jeff? Was she going home? Was that even possible? 

       What happened to Roxanna’s dire predictions? And where was that once familiar anger burning in her gut? The anger. The resentment. The hatred. She tried hard to let those feelings well up inside, but they simply weren’t there. 

       Reprogrammed? Was she a reprogrammed Janet Dawkins? Was it possible that she could have changed so much, that she didn’t even care if she’d been brutally abducted and sexually used for the last six months? As much as her mind worked its way around that thesis, she still had no clear answer. 

       

“You look lovely, Mrs. Dawkins,” Marshall smiled broadly as she entered his office. “Have a seat.”

       She looked at the chair as if it were a strange object she’d never seen.

       “Yes, it’s real. You can sit. No more stable, no coercion, no training sessions, the reprogramming is over.”

       “And I’m cured?” She was still very much in awe. 

       “I don’t know about that,” he chuckled. “But I think the rest of the cure lies with you and your husband. However, I don’t suppose you’ll forget what it took to get you beyond that fierce control.”

       She thought back…the men, the cocksucking, the anal sex, and the machines, yes, the evil machines that could turn her into a whore in a second’s time. Her sex still sizzled deep at the thought of them. She missed them so. After weeks of daily fucking at the mercy of these mechanical lovers, she was weaned from them, forced to suffer without that daily fix. It had been over a week since she’d been allowed to come.

       “No, I can’t forget. But I am a little lost.”

       “I think you’ll find yourself soon enough.”

       “I should be…” she searched her mind but the words just didn’t come.

       “Be what? Angry. Resentful. Hurt?”

       “Yes, I should.”

       “But…?” he raised his brows waiting.

       “I want to see my husband,” the fierce bite in her eyes turned into tears. “I love him and I want to go home and start over.”

 

Jeff Dawkins had been coached not to apologize for what he’d done. To be authoritative and dominant, maybe even a little cold. He was to polish up his casual dress, and rediscover the man who’d wooed Janet when they first started dating. 

       When he finally walked into the ranch house, Janet was sitting demurely in a chair in the great room. Even from where he stood several yards away, he could see the outline of her breasts through the tight silk blouse. When they were dating she would have been that risqué. His cock did a quick dance and began to stiffen. Her skirt was tight and short, the heels familiar to him, she must have had several pairs like them at home. But it was her hair, long and flowing around her shoulders, and her face without the drawn and worried features that most captured his attention. 

       “You look beautiful,” he said. He only moved part way into the room, it was for her to do the rest and she practically flew to him, moving to his feet first and hugging his legs. He almost stepped back this was so strange. 

       “Janet?” he reached down and drew her up into his arms. “Are you okay?” It was difficult to be cold when the woman he loved had practically thrown herself at him. 

       “I’m more than okay, Jeff. This was horrible and I hated it and I hated you…but it’s…it’s over, and I’m glad it’s over and I’m glad you’re here, and I do love you, and all I want to do is fuck you silly.” She giggled like a giddy school girl.

       Jeff hadn’t heard her giggle like that in years. “All right, then,” he said, donning that bit of aloof chill Marshall recommended. “You can fuck me silly, because after six months of being a puritanical monk, I’m ready.”






Chapter Sixteen

The Big Brass Bed and The Unrepentant Slut





“Roxanna!”

       She heard Lyle’s voice calling to her in the dark. Heidi was asleep, Janet was already gone. She heard her name, then the stall lock rattle, then Lyle moved in and pulled her from the straw, swiftly undoing the locks on her cuffs and collar. When she was free of them all, they ran out to the stable yard to a waiting Jeep. They both climbed in the front seat and took off down a long rocky road into the dark and unknown wilds of the R&T, finally stopping at an old rundown shack. 

       “What’s this?” she asked.

       “That soft bed you were after,” he grinned.

       “What?” She smiled, looking at him a little confused. 

       “You’ll see.”

       He made her wait a couple minutes while he went inside, then he opened the door and showed her in. 

       Candles. A big brass bed with white white sheets. And a bottle of wine.

       “Wow!”

       “For you, my dear. You wanted a night in a soft bed. This was the best I could do.”
       “Lyle, you are so sweet,” she purred. She turned to him and gave him a big kiss. 

       It didn’t take but seconds for them to hop in bed and start screwing. And she was a wild one now, with no restraints, nothing to hold her back. Just like old times, she thought in her raunchy mind. Lyle got full use of her, coming in her mouth one, her ass once and then fucking her soundly in her pussy twice. She was as good as her word, working the tight muscles of her pussy around his erection and milking him of every drop of come he could produce. 

       He loved her tits and suckled them for a long while, until she got bored and had to change things, which was really okay with him. He’d had her plenty of times, but this was very different. No cameras, no unexpected visits from Marshall Novak. No rules of engagement telling him what he could do and what he couldn’t. Just the two of them. Just like lovers. Just the way he imagined the first time he got a good look at the wife he’d be training, all that many months before.

       When dawn pulled in over the mountains, they talked like lovers, because they were too exhausted to fuck.

       “So, we could make this a habit, Roxanna. I mean, I could get you out of here and we could just take off. Marshall thinks he has everything locked down tight, but I have my ways. I swear I do.”

       “What do you mean take off…?”

       “Go off on our own. Split this scene. You’re going to be sold in a couple of days, Roxanna. You get that? They are even going to brand you, I mean a hot brand seared against your ass. That’s real, and there’s no way out, no way. You can’t back out because you have no say in the matter.”

       In the last week, she’d pretty much gotten the gist of what was about to happen next, since she really hadn’t been reformed at all. The conversations with Marshall Novak were blunt and to the point. The branding, that wasn’t one she knew about, and it gave her a case of the chills. 

       “So, you’d do this for me? Give up your job? Take off with me? Just cause you like the sex?”

       “Sure I would. You’re my favorite wife,” he joked. “I mean it. You’re the best we’ve had around here. I know some guy is going to have a hell of a woman and it might as well be me.” He laughed. 

       “That is so sweet of you,” Roxanna was beaming. Oh, but how naïve he was! The smile faded and her brow furrowed. “I really appreciate the thought, Lyle. But I’ve pretty much accepted what’s going to happen. You’d better keep your job and toe the line, cowboy. Me? I need to take my chances with the men up at the ranch house. They’re not so bad, long as I give them what they want. Some of them are damn cute. I mean I could get off on spending the rest of my life with a handsome rich guy who only wants me as a sex toy.”

       Lyle’s face darkened. “But it ain’t that simple, Roxanna.”

       “Yeah, I’m sure it’s not. But I’ve survived this. Besides I was so bored with my life, I was about to split. Tony’s a real drag.”

       “You could get hurt. I mean really hurt.”

       She thought a moment, remembering that room full of buyers. A bunch of rich pussycats in her estimation. “No, I don’t think so,” she shook her head and smiled. “Please, Lyle, you don’t want to fall for me. I’m bad news with men who want a real relationship. It’s just not my style to get all mushy and intimate with men and mean it. It’s all an act.”

       He looked hurt.

       “C’mon, cowboy, if you want a pretty girl, you can have one, cause you’re handsome enough to have a whole county of women after you.”

       He shrugged, despondently. 

       “I’ll tell you one thing though, I’d get the hell off this ranch if you want something real. I mean that. You want that pretty girl on your arm, that’s what you’ll have to do.”

       Lyle chuckled to himself, pulling back from that dangerous feeling of hurt. It happened just that fast. He’d struck out. But his heart certainly wouldn’t get crushed by this slut. “Naw. Thanks for the advice. But I ain’t leaving the R&T. This is a man’s paradise. I couldn’t think up anything better than this…at least for now. You. I could have left this place for you, but…I might as well stay.”

       Roxanna sighed. “Okay, do what you want.” Roxanna rolled over on his naked body and began kissing his face again, feeling his erection start to grow and knowing it would be ready soon enough to screw again. He was a master at that. Almost made her rethink her decision. But no! What would she do in some lousy dump in the middle of nowhere, even if the cowboy was as cute as Lyle? She might as well be back in that trailer in Georgia where she grew up. Nope, there were better things for Roxanna Joyce. Better than Lyle, or Tony Joyce. And she’d be getting that soon, real soon.

       

***

 

The auction was a silent affair, no fast talking auctioneer as Roxanna imagined. Perhaps this made the reality worse. Standing naked in the middle of the room, being forced to turn and pose, all those goddam fucking poses the trainers had ordered them to do must have been meant for this occasion. She was strong and she could see herself getting through this – but just barely. She worried about Heidi, as submissive as she was. The little thing was sure to crack under the pressure, under the cold stares of these eyes, the lurid glances of others, the crude and over-intimate examinations she’d be forced to endure. At least three of the buyers had insisted on a private inspection, all but one ended with giving a blowjob. She knew that what they really wanted was to take her ass because they spent a lot of time with their fingers up her butt. One of them even had it measured by his female assistant – a cold bitch with cold hands and a heart to match. She prayed she wouldn’t be sold to this one. 

       After all the exams were over, this was the final showdown. She did her best to look sweet and demure, taking a page out of Heidi’s book, and she was pretty good at that scheme. She had time to stare at them all, and was surprised to see Gabe Kostas there in their company. Hadn’t he already gotten what he was after, a piece of her ass? Now he just leered at her. Her thoughts reeled back to that night in the bar. What if he hadn’t gotten under her skin that night? she wondered. What if she’d resisted his come-on? What if she’d tossed him off like she did so many men? Oh, but it was useless to entertain these thoughts. Facts were facts: she’s been seduced, beaten at her own game of seduction. She’d broken every one of her own rules, she’d even relinquished to the damn hogtie without a fight.

       A lot of things run through a girl’s mind when she’s surrounded by buyers bidding on her flesh. The strange process seemed to go on for sometime, with a couple of the trainers going in and out of the room with the sealed bids, apparently handing them off to Marshall who was calculating things in his office. 

       Suddenly, Lyle’s hands were on her and she was being led from the room and out the ranch house door. Like he’d never even proposed his plan, he was all hard-ass trainer now. Not even a glint in his eye, no smile, no warm caress, nothing at all to soothe the impending moment of revelation. She supposed she’d hurt him when she turned him down, but what else could she do? 

       She was moved to a barn, one of the main ranch buildings Roxanna had not yet been inside, and this one was more than frightening. Terror struck quick, seeing the smoke, the fire, the anvil, the blacksmith’s tools and the branding iron. Lyle hadn’t been kidding.

       And there was Marshall Novak in a rough pair of jeans with his sleeves rolled up to his elbows, turning the red-hot iron heating in the fire.

       “He’s going to keep you busy, Roxanna,” Marshall informed her, without telling her exactly which one of the buyers had just made the purchase. “You’ll certainly get your fill of sex and jumbo jets and cool resorts. He’ll be a hard-nosed asshole, but I think you’ll be well compensated for the pain.” If this was just casual conversation to pass the time before the branding got underway, she just as soon he stop talking. But she was far too scared to voice an opinion. “I just hope you won’t forget the R&T, come back and give my customers a good time, won’t you?”

       She might have been amused if she wasn’t so fucking scared of that red hot iron. 

       “It hurts less than you think,” he added, seeing her scared expression, her eyes fixed on the fire.

       The small talk went on in an attempt to soothe her worries. Why would the man bother at this point? she wondered. Maybe making nice was his way of saying, ‘I’m sorry I fucked your life, I took away your freedom, I sold you off to someone who paid me lots of money so I could keep abducting women and selling them for fat profits.’ 

       But things did change, the unknown, unseen buyer had finally arrived in the barn. In fact, several people appeared in the barn door and moved inside to witness the branding; although she had no idea which one had bought the rights to have her from Tony Joyce and Marshall Novak. Last she heard from Tony, he’d arrived to push the divorce papers in front of her nose, and she’d gratefully signed. This wasn’t how she expected her life with Tony to end, but it was good enough – now that she had something to look forward to. She did have something to look forward to, didn’t she? She could always hope…

       But staring at that branding iron, feeling the heat of the fire, wondering how that mark would scar her flesh … maybe it was a mistake to feel so hopeful.  

 

Roxanna was tied over several bales of hard packed straw – now wasn’t that ironic? And once immobilized the rest of the procedure went by fast. Marshall brought the branding iron down against her skin with little ceremony, and she screamed as the heat seared the flesh. 

       Over so fast. So little pain, really. She’d certainly been through a lot more than that in the last six months.

       “So, she takes punishment well?” a older man stepped from the ranks and addressed Marshall. He was not exactly handsome, certainly not Gabe Kostas. He was of some Southern European nationality, which was not quite obvious. Staring into his face, she realized that she had just been introduced to her owner. His voice was rich and earthy, much like his smile. He wore expensive clothes and the had tan of a wealthy man who’s partied hard on the beaches of Europe. 

       “She’s feisty as a tiger,” Marshall reminded him. “Don’t forget that I warned you, Philippe.”

       The man smiled. “So, what’s wrong with feisty? I like a woman with some fight. I like them with spirit. As long as she fucks me well after I whip her ass, I’ll be a happy man.”

       So, this was the trade off. The sleazy world of Tony Joyce for the world of the dashing Philippe. In those first few minutes of discovery, she decided that she hadn’t made out so badly after all. In fact, it was quite a relief finally seeing the man who now owned her body and soul. She smiled smugly to herself, she’d really bagged a big one this time. 

 

***

 

Tony Joyce got the wire transfer that day, opened his on-line account and it was there, every penny of the two hundred thousand, plus the fee for the training, just as Marshall Novak promised. 

       “Man, did I score big!” he thought to himself. This was reason for celebration and he pulled out one of the banned Cubans from his humidor. He lit up, and a cloud of smoke circled overhead in seconds. He was thinking of Minnie. Thinking of taking her out to dinner, some place really nice, and maybe a movie afterwards. Yeah, he could afford that much. Maybe he could make a respectable woman of her. Do it right this time. 

       He looked back at that fat bank balance and smiled, taking another puff of the fragrant cigar. 






Chapter Seventeen

Moment of Truth

 

The two men faced off in Marshall’s ranch office, a pair of hungry men each with their own agenda. Marshall knew exactly what his was, but Trevor Sands? His was a much different story. 

       The call had come in three days before telling him that Heidi would be ready to return home, as soon as Trevor could arrange to come to the ranch and spend a little time getting reacquainted with his wife. 

       “You can’t just put her on the plane?” he’d asked. 

       “No, I can’t just put her on the plane, Mr. Sands,” an annoyed Marshall retorted. “Not after what she’s been through, re-entry can sometimes be a little difficult. In Heidi’s case it might be especially difficult. She’s a deeply submissive woman who is going to require a man who’s attuned to her specific needs.”

       “Not just the need to be fucked at the drop of a hat?” Trevor quipped. He’d seen every MP3 of his wife in action and it was a pretty remarkable show, even though it was not one he particularly understood. 

       “What your wife has gone through is much more than that.”

       “I suppose,” he cleared his throat, sighed, and otherwise stalled a little more, finally saying: “I’ll make arrangements to be there as soon as my schedule clears.”

       “And when would that be?” Marshall probed. 

       A long pause followed.

       “It could be any time, really, but I’ve done nothing to plan for her return.”

       “Nothing planned?” 

       “I mean I’m not ready.” 

       Marshall could almost see him breaking out in a sweat. There were things he’d not come clean about, he was certain of that now.

       “How much time do you need?”

       “I’m not sure,” Trevor hedged some more, drawing in a deep breath of air. “You see there’s a situation that I need to decide on here…”

       Marshall sat back waiting, he could feel what was coming long before the man spoke. 

       “The fact is…I’ve given my marriage to Heidi some considerable thought, and I’m not sure…I’m not sure that it would be appropriate for us to…to stay together.”

       “I see.”

       Another long pause followed, during which Marshall could hear the man shuffling through some papers, then trying to cover the mouthpiece of the phone while he spoke with someone on his end. What was said was too muffled to make out. 

       “I think you need to make the trip here regardless of your final decision about Heidi,” Marshall finally declared. “Give you a perspective from here that might be a little clearer than what you get through email.”

       “And if I decide that Heidi and I are through?”

       “We’ll talk about it, if you make that decision.”

       “Well, perhaps you have the solution, Mr. Novak. I’ll call you when I’ve made the arrangements for the trip.” 

       Abrupt as usual, Sands hung up leaving Marshall smiling to himself.      

 

***

 

Three days later in Marshall’s office…

 

“You understand, Mr. Sands, that some women can’t be rehabilitated to a husband’s satisfaction.”

       Trevor thought back to the amazing last hour, watching as his wife was put through a demonstration of numerous kinky sex acts that became more real than any MP3 could show. His was a visceral response that made him uncomfortable. He wanted sex simple, safe and easy, and Heidi once again proved to be a woman who wanted none of that. In his mind, what had been his charming, beautiful and bit uptight young wife had turned into a sex-crazed and depraved harlot. What’s worse, he’d been led to believe that this was all Heidi’s choice. He heard her taped testimony. He watched her sequestered in a hidden booth. Then when he and his quaking, naked wife were finally in the same room, she’d sunk to his feet and kissed his shoes. For reasons he could not explain, he’d felt like lepers were crawling all over him. The woman was frightening. Still beautiful, but certainly not the sweet young thing he married. 

       “What you’ve seen is what Heidi is,” Marshall added. “Certainly, things will even out when you’re back home and the trappings of civilization moves in around her once again. Some normality is sure to return. She is an easily pliable woman.” 

       “But this is what she’s going to need? Bondage, spanking, flogging and that slavish, cloying submission?” 

       “I’d hardly call it cloying. This is naturally who she is, which many men find particularly appealing. She still has spirit, a bit of healthy sass, and a good deal of courage.”

       “She hardly had any of that before,” Trevor noted. “She was as quiet as a wallflower.”

       “Then that has changed about her too.”

       “Well, I don’t like it.”

       “Humm.” Marshall considered this a while. “I’m afraid that I can’t put the genie back in the bottle.”

       “Then we’re faced with what I was afraid of when I spoke with you last week. I’m not sure that it would be fair to either us to go on with this marriage.”

       “You really mean that?”

       “I do.”

       “And you’re sure? I mean a little trial at home for you to think about the decision. It is an important one.”

       “No, I don’t think that is necessary. It wouldn’t work at all. I’m very sure.” He spoke in his typically curt fashion. But it seemed that the room was getting awfully hot. He nervously loosened the collar of his shirt; beads of sweat were running down his neck. “So what do we do now? This seems a little awkward. I mean after all she’s been put through. But I can’t see myself making any other decision. It wasn’t really what I planned, but I’ve already moved on with my life. Of course I’m concerned with her … ahem…”

       “I think I know what you’re getting at, Mr. Sands,” Marshall finally jumped to his rescue. “If Heidi doesn’t go home, there are places for women like your wife. There are men who come to me looking for women like Heidi, misfit women who don’t conform. She can stay here until the right man comes along. Should we find a suitable situation for her then I would be able to refund your fee.”

       “Really, how does that work?”

       “It’s a matter of marketing. Something I do rather well with my connections.”

       “Marketing?”

       “Yes, marketing. When the right buyer comes along, she’ll be sold.”

       “Sold!” Trevor gasped in shock, although the oddest feeling of excitement ignited like a brush fire deep in his groin.

       “Yes, sold.”

       “An Old World idea. I mean I’ve heard rumors, but I never imagined that something like this actually existed…”    

       “In 21st century America?”

       “Exactly.”

       “There’s more of a market for women than you might suspect. But if you’re adverse to such a thing …”

       “No, I’m not adverse at all.” The cold revenge in his heart for so many sexless nights, so many vile arguments when she made him feel like a pervert, even the hassles with her snooty upper crust family and the way they looked down their noses at his academic profession made the idea of selling his wife for cash wickedly appealing. The bizarre excitement of the possibility grew fierce. “I assume that I’ll receive some of the profit from the sale?” he asked, trying not to show too much enthusiasm, though it would be obvious to anyone that the man was elated by this idea.

       “Of course.”

       “She won’t be sold to some maniac or end up in a Third World whorehouse?”

       “I can assure you of that. The men I deal with are exceedingly wealthy. They have a certain need that the women I train can meet. Most of the arrangements that I’ve made have been quite successful both for the buyer and the merchandize.”

       “Merchandize!” Trevor laughed. “You call her merchandize.” This was becoming as amusing as it was titillating.

       “That’s what she becomes to me once you give up your rights.”

       “My rights? Yes, there are things that would need to be handled…” he thought again.

       “A quickie divorce? I can have my attorneys draft the papers any time.”

       “That simple?”

       “That simple.”

       “What if she won’t sign?”

       “She’ll sign.”

       “You’re sure?”

       “I’ve been manipulating your wife for six months. I know how to get her cooperation. She thinks of herself as a slave, and as a slave she’ll do what she’s told.”

       Trevor liked that. Not for himself, of course, but the idea that Heidi would be efficiently taken care off. He’d already let his personal universe know, including her family, that she’d taken off on some wild goose chase out west. She wanted the freedom to pursue her art. This wouldn’t be anything odd to suggest to those who knew his wife. It was during another such flight of fancy that Heidi had met him, much to the anguish of her family. If she disappeared altogether, no one would have been surprised. In no time at all, his fast-working mind had the clever plot written to explain Heidi’s disappearance.

       “So, that’s all I need to do? Let you handle the divorce. I go back home, free of the woman?”

       “If you want the easy solution to your problem. Yes.”

       It took a moment to let his thoughts settle and before he answered again. “Yes, that might in fact suit me perfectly, Mr. Novak.” He waited a bit then went on to explain, “You see in the last couple months, once it got a little lonely…I got to know a neighbor friend of mine…” He blushed.

       “No need to explain. Happens from time to time,” Marshall returned.

       “I mean six months is a long time to…you know…go without…a man’s got needs…And then I got to thinking of Heidi and me. What did we really have that was worth this whole business of her training…?”

       “Well then, my solution will work perfectly for you. Shall I go ahead and have the divorce papers drafted?”

       He squirmed in his seat, his face still flushed…he could feel his cock rising, pressing against his pants. Sold! She’d be sold. The idea still rocked him to the core with unexpected satisfaction. 

       “Yes. Yes. Do.” He smiled for the first time since he arrived and took a deep breath. “I have to admit, the idea of her being sold, while it’s as crazy as everything else in this scheme, well, I find it…” he was even willing to admit it aloud now, “…appealing.” 

       Marshall followed with a twinkle in his blue eyes. “Yes, as verboten as it is, there is something appealing about the traffic of female flesh that touches men at their core. It’s rarely an option, but here at my ranch, it is all part of the service.” This was enough to stiffen Marshall’s cock. He knew what he was talking about first hand, and as common as the sale of women had become in his world, it still was a singular thrill to set the plan in motion, especially when Heidi Sands was the merchandize in question.

       “But I was wondering,” Trevor Sands piped up, having seemed to have relaxed some. He’d found a bit of confidence he hadn’t displayed before. “What if I could have say, one last crack at her?”

       Marshall smiled slyly. “For old time’s sake?”

       “Yeah, just once I’d like to have her. No complaints. No whining.”

       “No headaches,” Marshall added. 

       “Right.”

       “I think that can be arranged.”

       Trevor scowled darkly like the trainers on the ranch so often did, then leaned forward in his seat…“How about if she’s tied down and gagged?” He thought of all those MP3s and this was one fantasy out of all the nasty and crude things he’d seen that he would regret not experiencing. 
       “We can do that too,” Marshall answered.    

       Trevor was sweating profusely, his cock leaking precum into his shorts. It had been quite a conversation. Quite a conclusion to his personal dilemma. Never what he expected. But he could feel a certain exhilaration he’d not felt in some time.

 

An hour later…

       It took little time to have Heidi ready for Trevor Sands last meeting with his wife. In the interim Trevor waited in the ranch house great room, mostly staring about at his surroundings. He played the conversation with Marshall over in his head a number of times, feeling the same satisfaction he’d earlier felt remain with him. 

       But when Marshall finally motioned to him from the far side of the room, he could feel an unexpected anxiety started to build. This was his wife, goddammit! He’d be divorcing her within hours. Now he was going to fuck the woman while she was bound! It couldn’t get any more raunchy or depraved. But did he really want to do this after all?

       Regardless of his reservations, Trevor hustled himself toward the far door and followed Marshall to a room deep inside the maze of corridors in the sprawling ranch house. The light was dim and the room very strange, although he did believe he recognized it from one of the recent videos sent to his email. 

       His review of the surroundings was brief, however, for as soon as Trevor stepped into the dungeon and looked beyond the overstuffed chair and a strange apparatus hanging from the ceiling, he caught sight of Heidi near the far wall. Seeing her strapped down over some elaborate bench, his cock stiffened instantly. He saw that she was gagged, just as he asked, and both her freshly shaved cunt and her ass were open, vulnerable, almost gaping, wet in anticipation. If only he could keep her that way all the time, he’d keep her – the thought shot quickly through his mind. But no, he really didn’t want her. He had Mary back home, next door Mary with the hot little Latino body and no qualms about plain old sex. Good old fashioned humping…morning, noon or night, didn’t matter to her. Maybe Heidi would have turned into that kind of slut if he’d brought her home, but what to do about Mary then? He couldn’t turn the woman away, not after the times they’d had. No, he’d rather see his frigid wife Heidi sold. 

       Trevor eyed his bound wife for some time, his cock hard as a rock inside his pants. He finally turned to Marshall, saying: “I’ve seen her punished in the videos. I’d like to see that first hand. I’d like to see her ass red as a beet.” He was sweating again, wiping his brow with his handkerchief. 

       “Anything you say.”

       Trevor watched Marshall survey a wall of punishment tools like nothing he’d ever seen before, and finally chose a thick leather paddle with a business end about three inches wide and ten inches long. It looked nothing less than evil, though it made him smile broadly. 

       Both men moved closer to the bound Heidi, Trevor stopping some feet away, while Marshall took his position to the left side of his wife’s behind. No ceremony, no discussion, he starting smacking the nasty paddle hard against Heidi’s ass. 

       Trevor’s exhilaration swelled, especially when he heard his wife start to moan, and her moans turn into more plaintive cries all muffled behind the gag. The man chose to ignore her distress and spanked her right through her mounting protests. She thrashed madly inside the straps that held her to the bench, and when Marshall finally stopped, he turned to Trevor, saying: “You care to try yourself?”

       Trevor balked at first, then a wicked smile broke out across his face. “Yes, why not? Since it will be my last time with her.”

       With Marshall handing off the hefty paddle, Trevor moved into position. He could have started right in on the two reddened ass cheeks, but out of curiosity, he reached out and felt his wife’s hot behind. Quite a jolt to his system. Especially when she jerked in reply to his tentative touch. 

       “Yes, it’s me, dear. Trevor,” he said. So many things he might have said to her, but his mind suddenly went blank. She looked back at him as much as she could given the tight straps that held her down. The look in her eyes didn’t even register with him, like she was a woman he no longer knew. He wasted no time at that point and began striking her bottom with strong, efficient blows. He had no number in mind, no starting point, no finish, and finally, quite suddenly put the paddle down, feeling unusually exhausted. He stared at her whimpering body, finding that he felt so very little for her. That in itself was rather sad. 

       “Either hole, Mr. Sands,” he heard Marshall saying above the roaring noises in his head – he imagined it was the sound of that paddle still reverberating off the walls – “I made sure her ass was well-greased just in case you wanted to dip your cock in her backdoor.”

       The door closed as Marshall Novak exited the room, and Trevor was left alone with his wife. For a long time, he considered just leaving. He was disoriented, like an out of body experience he supposed. But he waited long enough for reality to set in again, and the fact of his throbbing erection hit him squarely where it mattered. 

       Aloof and self-serving once again, a sly expression replaced the blank one on his face, and he moved in behind his wife’s throbbing ass. 

       Greased? Yes, her asshole was well-greased, he could plainly see that. And that was where he chose to fuck her. Several long, fierce thrusts followed, which was all he needed to get off. He grunted without an ounce of guilt, knowing exactly what he was doing, all his plans now set, and he wasn’t ashamed of it one bit. The ass fuck wasn’t an exhilarating last ride as much as it was an exclamation point on a decision well made. 

       And Heidi? Of course she hardly made a noise. She did nothing to suggest that she’d been pleasured by the assault at all. So, what was this big change, anyway? Heidi hadn’t changed at all, Trevor smugly concluded. Just the same old frigid female he’d come to despise. 






Chapter Eighteen

The Sadist and The Blonde

 

Heidi lay in her stall alone. Both Janet and Roxanna were no longer in the stables. Heidi knew that they had both left the ranch, though she didn’t know exactly where they’d gone. There had been no goodbyes. Pieces of her life seemed to be falling away so rapidly that she thought she might soon disappear in to nothing …

       She remembered Trevor’s parting shot. Just after he pulled out of her ass, once he used it to satisfy his lust, he stood back and just seemed to stare at her. She wished he’d leave, but Trevor was never one to leave anything unspoken. He had a bad time being gracious when he wanted to make a point, which in this case made his parting comment something she’d never forget.  

       “I’ve decided to sell you, Heidi.” He announced his decision with great bravado and he didn’t stop there. “You know, even the word ‘sell’ gives me shivers. I was beginning to think that I’d regret the decision to send you here, but now that I see how this will play out, I am elated. I guess, you’ll have to deal with your friend Marshall from here.” 

       The fucking had obviously made him bold, while it tore a hole in Heidi’s already wounded heart. One that continued to ache long after he left the dungeon and Kurt took her back to the stable and tethered her in her stall. She didn’t ache because the marriage was over, or because she wanted him back, because she loved or needed Trevor in any way. She didn’t care about Trevor. Rather, Heidi’s heart ached fiercely now because her future seemed as empty as her marriage. The next step was not decided. There was no buyer waiting to sweep her away into her new life. Janet had probably gone home with her husband. Roxanna had been sold to some jet-setting mogul. And Marshall Novak had gone on with business as usual. 

       She might have cried, but she was feeling a little too tired for tears. Before she could dredge up any from the vast reservoir of her emotions, she fell into a fitful sleep.

       

***

 

Morning seemed to arrive fast. She’d been sound asleep, and suddenly awakened by a noise inside the stable. She’d learned to anticipate the arrival of the trainers. She’d memorized their sounds, and this seemed strangely different. However, even with that prophetic warning, she was caught off guard by the strange sensation of someone staring at her from behind. 

       She finally turned over on the straw bed and opened her eyes. 

       “Marshall?” She looked up through the thin light.

       “Heidi.” He smiled. 

       She couldn’t help herself, the night had not caused her fears to flee and they all came roaring back to her now. The silence seemed interminable, filled only with their eyes staring at one another, then finally, she rushed on with her anxieties speaking with all the urgency that was burning in her gut. “What are you going to do with me? Please tell me, Marshall, sir. If you have any feeling for me at all, any kindness in your heart…surely you can understand how all this makes me feel.” She sat up, pleading with him now, “Trevor says that he’s going to sell me…”

       “Hush!” The command seemed almost harsh as it sliced through her lament. 

       “Oh, but I have to know…” her face screwed up with worry. 


       “I said hush. You want me to have to beat you before I tell you what happens next?” He was more patient now, a little condescending like a parent speaking to a child.

       “No, sir.” She looked sheepish and ashamed. 

       “That’s better. Now let me get you out of there.”

       Moving inside the stall, he removed the locks, the cuffs, the collar, all that tethered her to the stall and then led her to the showers. 

       “Get in and get clean, wash your hair… everything.”

       The shower certainly felt human and very good, though it did nothing to answer the questions driving her thoughts. What was worse was that Marshall stood in the doorway the entire time, eyeing her every move. 

       When she finally finished and was spanking clean again, he threw her a towel and she dried off. “So…?” she stood in the middle of the shower room and looked to his eyes. 

       A smile crossed his face. “You’re so damn submissive, Heidi. I don’t know what I’m going to do with you.”

       She looked back at him bewildered.

       “Come here,” he said. 

       Much to her delight and surprise, Marshall handed her a sundress…a simple blue and yellow floral shift.  

       “You want me to put this on?”

       “Yes, I want you to put that on. Some things should be obvious, Heidi.” 

       “I suppose so,” she blushed self-consciously now.

       The shift glided down her naked body like gossamer, it was so thin, so nearly transparent. Anything more than this might have felt all wrong, but this was perfect and she nearly smiled. 

       “Come on,” he said, and he started to move out of the stable. 

       But Heidi wasn’t following. Turning back annoyed, he asked: “Something wrong?”

       “Trevor said he was going to sell me…” she started. 

       “You’ve already been sold.”

       “I have?” Her eyes got big. 

       “Yes, you have.” He turned and walked out expecting her to follow, which she eventually did. 

 

***

 

For nearly an hour, Heidi sat on a bed in one of the ranch house bedrooms. The room was really very pretty for such an otherwise mean looking facility where women were incarcerated and turned into sex slaves. She was okay with the sex slave part, but she was glad to be somewhere besides the stable, and this bedroom was like a luxury suite at the Ritz Carlton. Janet Dawkins had thought the same thing when she was in that room, but Heidi wouldn’t have known that, of course. 

       At any minute, she expected someone to come through the door. Maybe a trainer. Maybe her new owner. Her expectations were high and fear was running rampant, but she was ready for her first six months of slavery to be over and the excitement in her just kept building. 

       It was Marshall Novak who walked through the door, and that was no big surprise. That he closed the door behind him seemed a little odd. 

       “I’m going to meet my new owner?” she asked before he could say anything. Her eyes were big, her smile nervous, but she was ready. 

       “I hope I’m not disappointing you, but you’ve already met the buyer.”

       “I have?” she filed back through her thoughts having no idea who it could be. 

       Marshall moved to where she sat on the bed looking a little stunned. Then in one fluid move he pulled her to her feet. “You’re staying with me,” he said, as he put an arm around her waist. “Whether you like it or not, you’re mine. I’m the buyer and you’re officially my property.”

       Her jaw dropped open in surprise, and it took a huge gulp of air to get her breathing again. This was what she wanted, right? Her spinning mind refused to slow, but the further explanations would have to wait. 

       He kissed her for the second time, with his lips going down against her lips in authoritative fashion. She felt this one all the way to her toes. The kiss was still going on when he lifted her onto the bed and tugged the pretty sundress away. 

       His naked body was on hers, so swiftly removed of its clothes that she remained in stupefied awe. It took longer than normal for her sexual feelings to engage. But this was the last thing she expected, and best thing she could have hoped for. Marshall making love to her…aggressively, needfully. His big hands poured over her body, mauling her flesh, his mouth covered her in aggressive kisses, his teeth bit into her flesh leaving hickeys across her breasts. Her sex soared with desire, her belly heaving, her insides craving him inside her.
“Ohmygawwwwwwd!” she wailed soon after he began, as he kneaded her breasts with her legs scissored over his thigh and her pussy pressed into his flesh. She didn’t even need his cock to come. 

       But that did happen soon enough. Her knees were bent, his hand spanking her pussy, the pain of it jerking her back and forth, her moans rising in the air. Her body reached toward another crisis of pain and pleasure, and just when her belly began to heave in convulsive spasms once again, he hovered over her for a moment, looking down at her face, then thrust forward with his cock impaling her body and filling her love hole with his powerful essence. She clung to him and drew him deep into her body kissing his face and neck with unbridled passion until he finally dropped down against her.

 

Marshall couldn’t get enough of her lips or her fragrant skin or the squeezing action of her pussy. She seemed as ravenous as he was and he dove in to her again and again until he couldn’t stop the flood of his seed from erupting in her body. He collapsed into her once he was spent, and holding her tightly against him, they rolled across the big brass bed for the next two hours, while he acquainted himself with his newest acquisition. He paid good money to have her and he certainly hoped she was worth his cold hard cash.

       

***

 

Heidi ate at his dinner table, sitting on a chair for the first time in six months. He let her wear the sundress, because she said it felt so good against her skin.

       “This is so strange,” she said, as she dug into a plate of meat and potatoes with a fork.

       It was just the two of them in the dining room, and that was strange enough. 

       He gave her chills, made her shudder inside and shout for joy, and yet he was still a wicked man with an unknown bag of tricks. She really shouldn’t trust him. After all, he’d just paid her husband cash to have her, what was there to prevent him from selling her just as quickly?

       “So, it’s strange,” he said. “Get used to it,” like it was not a big deal.

       “Get, used to it? It might take a while.”

       “That’s good. I’m sure I’ll keep you guessing until it finally doesn’t matter what happens next.”

       “That’s an interesting thought. But…” she cocked her head, wondering. “I really wonder what’s going to become of me…”

       He abruptly stopped eating, put down his fork and stared at her with his forceful eyes. What beat in his soul was dark and wonderful but very mysterious. He was nothing like Trevor. Nothing like any man she’d known. 

       “What’s going to become of you? I don’t know how it ends, but I know how it begins. You’re going to stay here and fuck me. You’re going to be my whore, my slut, my little blonde-haired bimbo and my lover. And, if you’re really good, hell, you may become far more than that – eventually.” She gasped, covering her open mouth with her hand. “But that’s a hell of a long way off. I have at least six months of using your sexy body and exploring your wicked fantasies before anything else changes. Before I decide anything. I’m not an easy man to be around, so you’ll have to get used to that. Meanwhile, you’re going to confess to me every sexy secret you haven’t admitted, and I’m sure there are still many. We’ll dig out even the most vile of your desires and play with every one. Then we’ll see what happens. We’ll see if we really care about staying together any longer than that. See if we love each other. I can’t tell you more than that, Heidi. But that’s where we begin.” 

        Her hands were in her lap, her head bowed. And then she looked up, feeling a wave of emotion come over her that she just couldn’t name. “Okay, Marshall, sir, I guess that’s enough of an answer for now.”

       “It better be, because that’s all you’re going to get.” He went back to his meat and potatoes, leaving her to dwell on that.






Epilogue – Six months later

In Texas

 

       Janet Dawkins stood at the door of Jeff’s study and waited until she had his attention. Then when he turned around, she began peeling away her work clothes until she was down to just her garter belt and stockings. She moved his way slowly, her eyes lighting with a feral fire he loved.    

       “Been a long day here, hope you’re ready to get screwed, slut,” he said. 

       She smiled and dropped to her knees, taking his cock in her hand and jacking it off for several minutes before her mouth swallowed the thing whole and she finished off with a lusty blow job. 

       When she was done and her husband’s come was smeared across her face, she looked up at him pleadingly, “Just a few minutes, please?” she asked so sincerely. 

       “Maybe after you make dinner…” he said, taking a swipe of his come on his finger and feeding it to her eager mouth. “But don’t think I’m not going to use your cunt tonight.”

       “Oh, don’t worry, honey, I’ll be ready for you any time. I’d just like a few minutes on the machine to get me started.”

       He sat back and smiled. “Okay, go ahead, but get busy.” He gave her butt a good whack as she took off toward the door. 

 

In St. Tropez

 

“Damn, the slut wears me out!” Philippe wiped his brow and moved back toward his guests, a towel around his middle. “She’s laid out ready for you. You might want to take her cunt, her ass has got to be pretty sore by now.”

       “What’s a whore if she doesn’t have a sore ass,” his friend Carlos jibed. He picked up his martini and wandered toward the woman bound to the fucking horse with her plump ass in the air. Her nice round cheeks had to be stinging from the fierce caning she just received. He could see bruises starting to rise behind the deep scarlet hue. Carlos gave one ass cheek a sharp smack and the woman hardly flinched. “What did you say you paid for her?”

       “A lot. But she’s worth every penny,” Philippe called back.

       “And where can I get one of my own?” 

       “I’ll introduce you to my friend, Marshall. The man’s a genius. Just keeps sluts like this coming. Don’t know where he finds them, but I’m sure he could fix you up for a cool million.”

       “That all?”

       “That’s about it.”

       “How about I get a look at that pretty face. I love the red hair,” Carlos ran his hand through the thick curls. 

       “Let her up, she could probably use the rest.”

       Carlos undid the straps that bound the woman to the bench and pulled the redhead to her feet. 

       “Oh, my!” Roxanna collapsed limply into Carlos’ side and looked up at him smiling. She smiled a little broader and little more flirtatiously seeing how good-looking Carlos was. “Hey, you give me a little breather, I’ll be back for more.” She rubbed his crotch. “You are cute.”

       Carlos smirked. 

       “You can have Carlos all you want, slut,” Philippe called out. “Just come here and give your master a little kiss.” 

       Roxanna skipped off and sunk into Philippe’s open arms giving him a deep wet kiss.        

       “A little dip in the ocean, maybe?” she played him like she played every man.

       “Sure, anything for my girl,” he smiled. “The salt water will be good for those nasty welts.” 

       “Yes, sir.” A moment later, the naked nymphet was off for the beach, her red hair flying, her welted ass jiggling, Carlos at her heels.

 

At the ranch…

 

Heidi set a plate of fried chicken, mashed potatoes and greens beans in front of Marshall, then sat down at his side to eat. Was it significant that the setting sun cast a red glow all over Marshall’s dining room? Nature seemed to realize that this was a special day, but did Marshall remember?  

       “How are you feeling?” he looked up from his meal and into her soulful eyes. Their natural blue color had taken on a golden cast in the strange sunlight.

       “Perfect,” she smiled.

       “Good,” he nodded amiably as he picked up a chicken thigh. “But does ‘perfect’ last, I wonder.” He started eating.

       She knew he was speaking of the deep anal session that they’d had the previous night; her first fisting. Maybe the most difficult thing she’d ever had to suffer, and today she was swimming in the wonderful feelings of intimacy that resulted from that daunting act.

       Marshall went on eating his meal, paying very little attention to Heidi, while she waited not so patiently for him to explain himself more. He was always doing this to her…dropping arcane comments and then just as abruptly moving on to something else. He just hated when she tried to pry information from him, so she didn’t say a word, just stewed in her anxiety and picked at her food. 

       “I like the collar around your throat,” he finally said. “It’s been six months, hasn’t it?” 

       She nodded, while her body instantly seized up. He knew! He actually remembered the anniversary of the six promised months together. That’s when the collar went around her throat, and he said he’d decide six months later if it stayed. The number of times he’d mentioned that six months trial and what might happen next had her on pins and needles, worried about her ultimate fate. Women were bought and sold at this ranch, that reality would not change, and she was just as vulnerable as the next woman. So she thought. For the last six months, she’d spent her time being housewife, sex object and whipping girl to Marshall Novak. When ordered, she cooked his meals, gave him blowjobs and suffered the beautiful angst of painful lashings. She’d spent plenty of time in Marshall’s dungeon as he used her to vent his sadistic urges and played with her body in the most vile ways. There was still nothing that she absolutely hated, and she thought that was in her favor. When she pissed him off once, he’d taken her down to the stable, beaten her in front of the trainers and then threw her back in a stall for an entire week’s penance, during which she was forced into a pony training scenario, very much like Roxanna’s – complete with the ogling eyes of some of Marshall’s important guests, his wealthy buyers. She’d gotten through that too, and had not been sold, as she feared. 

       It could be a tough life being owned by Marshall Novak. He seemed to have fewer restraints once she was his, not Trevor Sands’ wife. His property, he did what he pleased with her and made no apologies for anything. 

       There were compensations, though, pretty strong hints about his true feelings. The most obvious of which was that even during the worst of the punishments and the rough sexual ordeals, every single night of that six months, with the exception of the week she was confined to the stable, they spent in the big brass bed together. Every single night, his arms around her, his kisses on her neck and lips, his breath on hers and hers on him, their two souls lingering in the same airspace – like it might actually last forever. It suggested that deep in his stoic soul, he harbored strong feelings for her, feelings she returned. But perhaps the evening ritual didn’t mean as much to Marshall as it did to her.

       Marshall finished his chicken and potatoes before he said another word. She guessed he was hungry, or just making her suffer as she waited.

       “The collar?” he said, looking at it again, very intently. She shivered in every corner of her body as he gazed her way. “I like it. I think it’s going to have to stay.”

       “Really?” her heart started skipping beats.

       “If you stay, Heidi, the collar stays. And as far as I’m concerned, you’re not going anywhere.” Now he actually smiled. 

       Slowly, biting her lip and being very cautious about making any wrong moves, Heidi pulled out of her chair, crept to his side and sidled into his lap, putting her arms around him and her head to his chest where she heard his heart beating strong. She whispered under her breath: “Thank you, Marshall, sir, that’s what I want most.” 

       He ran an affectionate hand through her hair and they stayed like that until the shadows from the red sunset finally disappeared from the room. 
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