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Caitlin was stretched out, spreadeagled on
the bed again, her wrists and ankles bound tautly to the
corners.

Waiting.

Her heart was thumping and her muscles
appeared and disappeared beneath her slightly tanned skin as she
twisted against the straps, her body testing, pulling, stretching.
Already, she was feeling her breathing become ragged, and she knew
she was wet, embarrassingly wet!

And all he was doing was standing there and
looking at her.

If there was such a thing as a traumatized
mind, she thought, what was the reverse?

The last time he'd tied her up like this he'd
spent hours torturing her. Oh, there'd been some pain, a little,
but she barely remembered that in the avalanche of pleasure which
had descended upon her – repeatedly. The orgasms had been so
intense she'd ached inside, and every muscle in her body had been
sore afterward.

Hours afterward.

“Are you going to just watch me?” she said,
fighting to keep the breathless tone from her voice.

“I like watching you,” he said. “Especially
when you're naked.”

“I'm always naked!”

His lips curved upward in a sort of beatific
smile.

“How come you're not always naked? I like
looking at you naked too.”

“Because I'm the leader. And you're …
not.”

No, she was the slave girl, she thought, her
stomach fluttering a bit at the mere thought of the words. HIS
slave girl, his sex slave!

He was leaning against one of the tall, thin
bedposts at the foot of the bed, arms folded, just looking at her
as she fought to not move. She knew what she looked like, and felt
a sense of ego and pride at the approval and appreciation in his
eyes, as well as a breathless sense of excitement and
anticipation.

She arched a little more... not too much,
best not to overdo it. Yes, she saw the flicker in his eyes. He
liked that all right!

She'd never really thought of herself as an
exhibitionist before him, though of course, like any young woman
she appreciated... being appreciated. But this naked
appreciation was something different, especially given the amount
of time she spent without her clothes these days!

She felt a hot ripple of sexual energy roll
through her as his eyes moved down her body, and her next straining
movement was involuntary as she gulped in air.

“Are you doing something to me?” she
moaned.

His eyebrows raised.

“Some of that... that psychic werewolf
stuff?”

He looked blank, then amused.

“What are you talking about, slave girl?”

“Matt said that... because of this sort of
psychic bond you guys have I could get turned on just by being
around you.”

“Lots of women get turned on being around
me,” he said in arrogant amusement.

'You're not very humble.”

“True. Should I be?”

“So you're not like, turning me on with your
mind.”

He let out a bark of laughter and pushed away
from the post, then came over and sat down on the right side of the
bed.

“What Matt was probably suggesting,” he said,
his big hand finally reaching out to her, “is the … I don't know if
you'd call it psychic or metaphysical, but there is a bond among
the pack. It's difficult to explain to a non-pack member, to a
normal human.”

His hand was on her belly, rubbing
gently.

“You've put on muscle,” he said
approvingly.

“Not like I had a choice,” she gulped.

He smiled, and his hand coasted up along her
body. For such a powerful man he was surprisingly gentle, or could
be when he wanted to. His hand lightly brushed along her ribs, then
up and in to encircle her left breast. She was big enough that even
stretched out on her back his hand, squeezing in, had plenty to
squeeze, and her soft flesh was pushed in and up, the small pink
nipple tingling.

He squeezed only lightly before letting his
fingers ease in to grasp her very, very stiff nipple.

She inhaled sharply as he caught her nipple
between the pads of his thumb and forefinger, rubbing it gently,
rolling it between them.

“If one of us is aroused, that sense of
arousal can be .. felt, by another, in a way that can almost seem
like it's their own arousal. That's especially so of the
inexperienced, who haven't really learned how to differentiate
between their own emotions and those they're sensing from their
pack mates.”

“But I'm not a werewolf,” she said, her chest
rising and falling much faster than it ought to be as he rolled her
now burning, throbbing nipple casually between his fingers.

“But you have the gene, recessive or not. You
had an ancestor who was a wolf.”

“I hope you mean werewolf.”

He chuckled. “Yes.”

He pinched her nipple just enough for her to
gasp at the sudden pain, then eased his fingers and began to stroke
it, to pluck it gently, adding a small twist.

“S-so does that mean if you're turned on I
get turned on?”

“It's not as simple as that, but the longer
you're with us, the longer you are surrounded by pack, the more
sensitive you're going to become to things like our emotions. You
don't have our instincts, though.”

“You didn't answer the question!”

He quirked an eyebrow. “Are you giving me
attitude?”

“No, sir!” she gulped quickly.

He snorted. “In any event my sense of arousal
could indeed influence you, much as the pack's arousal did at the
club.”

She flushed to even remember it. All those
slavering people, that sense of lust beating at her, it had turned
her into a freaking nympho! God, she'd been baking in her heat!

“Why? Are you feeling... aroused?” he asked
in amusement.

She strained against the straps as his
fingers slid down between her legs. The moment he touched her
clitoris her hips ground up against him and she moaned
helplessly.

“Y-you're making me be this way!” she
gasped.

“I should hope so, but if you'll notice, I'm
not the one who's trembling with lust.”

He didn't even seem more than mildly amused,
she thought in consternation.

His fingers dipped between the hot, swollen,
tight lips of her sex and she let out a squeak as her hips against
bucked up against him.

“Hmm, very wet in here,” he said, making her
face flush even more.

His fingers, which had been simply dipping
lightly within the mouth of her sex suddenly thrust in deeply and
Caitlin cried out, back arching violently as her hips thrust up
against him. It... hurt... but the ache of the sudden thrust was as
nothing compared to the roar of heat which swept over her

“Fuck!” she cried.

He tsked at her and eased his fingers out.
“What have I told you about using that sort of language?”

She gulped in air and tried to steady
herself. Shit! He'd hardly started and she was already falling
apart!

“This isn't fair!” she moaned.

“What isn't fair?” he asked, his fingers
sliding up, giving her nipples a glancing stroke which made her
gasp, then sliding up along her cheek and through her long, silky
brown hair.

“You... you're using … your... your pack
stuff to turn me into a nympho!”

He laughed softly. “I'm not using anything
but my fingers.”

He drew back his hand and grinned, looking
down at her, then stood up. She licked her lips, unable to take her
eyes away as he slowly pushed down his boxer shorts. His cock
wasn't even hard! But the sight of him took her breath away and her
pussy thrummed hungrily.

He was tall and powerfully built, with his
thick brown hair spilling across his forehead, broad shoulders, and
deliciously well-defined muscles on chest and abdomen. Her eyes
dropped to his stomach, a light six pack she loved gliding her own
fingers across so much they twitched as if hungering to reach out
for him.

His lower belly was as firm as the upper, his
cock hanging thickly from a well-trimmed thatch of dark hair. Even
his legs were treats for the eye. He was the first man she'd ever
seen who looked even better entirely naked than clothed.

“Like what you see?” he asked.

“You know I do. Bastard!”

He snorted. “Someone is looking for a
spanking.”

She gulped anxiously, though a thrill of heat
swept through her. Such suggestions were not jokes to him. He'd
spanked her any numbers of times. And her bottom had flamed! Of
course, that wasn't the only part of her that flamed.

He sat down again, and this time his hand
caught her left foot and casually massaged it, then slid slowly,
caressingly, up and down her ankle and lower leg. It moved higher,
over her knees, then along the inside of her thigh as she felt her
heart beat come faster. He leaned over her at the same time,
casually wrapping her waist length hair around his fist.

“Hungh!” she gasped as he jerked her head up
and back.

His lips were at her exposed throat, kissing
gently, his tongue flicking out, his teeth just lightly nipping her
as his other hand reached her groin. Fingers there pushed through
her lips and deep into her pussy as he brought his thumb down
against her clit.

His teeth nipped a bit more, his mouth
opening wider. She felt or sensed or heard something like a low
growl as he caught her throat in his jaw, and felt a brief sense of
instinctive panic. But then his warm breath and soft tongue
caressed her, the teeth eased back, and she moaned as he began to
rub her clitoris.

His teeth moved up along the nape of her
neck, his tongue and lips sucking, darting, caressing, massaging
her. And then his mouth was against hers, kissing her. His lips met
hers with an incredibly soft touch which grew harder firmer, almost
bruising, even before his tongue began to dart out.

His fingers pumped slowly inside her, his
thumb stroked against her clitoris, and Caitlin's hips ground
helplessly against him as she kissed back with a wild breathless
need that suddenly threatened to overwhelm her!

And then it did.

She cried out, back arching, as the orgasm
swept through her, her hips bucking and her body twisting and
straining against the straps. He kissed her through it, muffling
her cries, his tongue delicately playing across her own until her
body went limp.

He drew back then, releasing her hair,
smiling.

“I'm going to enjoy myself tonight,” he
said.

Her chest rose and fell rapidly as she gulped
in air, and she moaned as he rolled fully onto the bed and then
knelt between her legs. Now it was his lips and tongue moving up
from her ankles to her thighs, his teeth nipping lightly. When he
got to where he was headed he looked up along her body and met her
eyes.

Then the true torture began.

*

She had little concept of time. It felt as
though she'd been stretched out like this forever. A sheen of
perspiration coated her skin and her hair was matted against her
forehead as she gulped in air.

“Please!” she moaned. “Please! Oh! Oh! Oh!
Oh! No! Ooohhhh!”

Another orgasm tore through her and her mind
was swept away by the flood of sensations. She arched and twisted
and bucked in helpless, maddened sexual fever, desperate for it to
continue forever.

He'd kept her begging for an orgasm for a
long time, while he teased her with his tongue and fingers, then
pulled her back. She'd been sobbing when he'd finally, FINALLY let
her fall over the edge into a screaming orgasm that had almost
blown her mind out like a candle.

But then orgasm had followed orgasm. Her
insides ached from the constant spasming muscles, and now she
begged him to stop, or slow it down, to let her recover, but he
wouldn't! And she was going insane!

“Please fuck me!” she gasped when she had
finally recovered enough to speak. “Please fuck me! Please, master!
Please fuck your slave girl! Please! Please, master!”

She had to get him to fuck her or he'd keep
this up forever! God!

And then he finally slid atop her, and then -
.

“Oh God! Oh yes!” she groaned, feeling not
only incredible relief but a wild, raw emotional pleasure at having
him inside her, feeling herself penetrated, not by fingers, but by
his hard, thick cock, feeling him driving deep inside her,
stretching out the walls of her sex, filling her so … so
completely!

She moaned as he lay atop her, his teeth at
her throat, up under her ear, then on her own mouth as he ground
his hips gently against her. His big cock shifted and moved within
her, and she whimpered and moaned, trying to push herself up harder
against him.

He did this to her, drove her into a sexual
fever, as if she was intoxicated, drunk or high on sex, nothing
else mattering but the pleasure. Sex had never been anything like
this before him, and she felt, despite the orgasm which had just
passed, the heat within her blossoming once again.

He started slowly and, for him, gently, but
that couldn't last. He'd already demonstrated his mastery over her,
over her body, and his own stern self-restraint. He could give in
now to the animal instincts which drove him, and she knew he
would.

He did. His strokes became faster, harder, as
the animal took hold of him. She felt or sensed that growling
again, and when his hands forced their way under her and cupped her
straining buttocks he began to thrust himself into her with harsh,
powerful strokes that ached... and felt wonderful!

Animals did not make love. Wolves did not
make love. He was fucking her! She twisted and writhed as the heat
rose like a flickering wall of flames again, scalding her body and
mind. He drove himself into her harder now, and she cried out with
every deep thrust.

Another orgasm rose and swept over her, and
then another, and still another, as she felt herself riding the
sensual, sensory roller-coaster, her nerve endings crackling and
snapping, her nervous system threatening to overload from the
torrent of intense sensation. She screamed as he rammed himself
into her again and again, and then his own head jerked up and back,
the muscles in his throat showing as his face assumed a mask of
intense pleasure and release.

*

She wakened to heat, as ever. Benjamin seemed
to have a particular talent for rousing her body while her mind
still slept, her skinning his fingers and lips and tongue so
lightly along her body that she was moist and ready by the time her
eyes fluttered open.

“Mmm.” was all she said, her eyes filled with
sleep

She was aware her legs were already spread,
and moaned as she felt the light caress of his tongue against her.
Then the bed was shifting and moving as he climbed up her body, and
she opened her eyes to see him kneeling above her on all fours,
looking very possessive.

He slid down atop her and she groaned as she
felt his hardness pressing against her stomach. He eased his hips
up and guided himself into her as she let out a long groan of
sleepy pleasure. She was, she realized, laying on her wrists, which
were still linked together from the previous night. It wasn't
unusual for her to sleep like that, wrists shackled behind her.

It wasn't like she could (or would) resist
him, but he seemed to enjoy the psychological element of having a
free reign with her body – with his body, as he'd explained,
since he owned her. Now he was atop her and inside her, his hands
sliding down to cup her buttocks as he began to thrust.

This was not something which would take long,
for either of them, since he'd already roused her. She didn't know
why he took such care to do it before she woke, as if waking to
arousal was something she ought to experience each day. But then
Benjamin seemed to be incapable of enjoying himself on her body
unless she was enjoying herself more.

Now it seemed as if he was half asleep too,
as he half crushed her, his hips giving her a slow, grinding fuck
that had her panting and moaning weakly beneath him as he tried to
bend his head in enough to get at the side of her throat.

His sleepiness – and hers – eased off
quickly, and his hips began to move with more strength and power,
until the bed began to shake beneath her as he plunged deep again
and again.

There was little for Caitlin to do with her
arms bound beneath her. She tried to draw her legs up and around
him, and succeeded at first, but then his hips began to move more
rapidly, and the thrusts made her gasp and caused her legs to fall
away as her heat intensified.

He would not come before she did, and she
had, on previous occasions, done her best to delay that as long as
possible. She was too tired and too ready this morning, though, and
gave herself to the orgasm as he drove himself into her with hard,
short, rapid strokes.

Five minutes later she was in the kitchen,
setting up for breakfast, which took very little time since she'd
taken care of most of it the previous night before bed. She made
sure the coffee was just about ready, put out the jam, turned on
the oven to pre-warm it, then hurried back up to join him in the
shower.

The way he liked his showers was to soap up
her body, and then that soap would be transferred to his as he held
her against him. She was tall enough that with her arms over his
shoulders her body fit neatly against his while they kissed, and
their morning kisses pleased her even more than her morning
orgasms. They lasted longer, for one thing.

She sighed in pleasure as her soapy flesh
slid and ground against his, as she rubbed her breasts against his
chest and her soapy arms and hands slid up and down his back, then
down onto his buttocks.

She'd learned a lot in the last few months
about what pleased him, and how to interpret his moods, and all in
all they were getting along, well, not like an old married couple,
which was her first thought, but more like young lovers. True, he
was older than she by about a decade, but he had a lot more energy
than she'd ever have.

And he wasn't one of those men who kept
things secret and made her hunt them out. He made his desires quite
clear as to what he wanted her to do, and as his slave girl, none
of it was a suggestion.

Still, she didn't think of herself as all
that slave-like, and after doing his 'front' she slid behind him,
pressing her still soapy breasts against his back, rising to kiss
his shoulder as she slid her arms around him and let her hands
enjoy the tactile joy of gliding up his slippery chest and down his
slippery belly.

And in between his legs, of course.

That last was not something on the schedule.
He'd already taken care of that, after all, and he disliked it when
she decided to improvise. Still, her soft, soapy fingers caressing
and massaging his cock had an almost immediate effect, enough that
there was no reprimand or demand she stop.

She knew, however, what the result would be,
and wanted it that way. She wasn't trying to get herself off, she
was trying to arouse him. She had few opportunities to do things to
him as opposed to laying back while he did them to her. In fact, if
there was one thing in their sex life she missed it was the back
and forth give and take.

Not that many women would have minded, after
all, for it was she doing all the taking and he doing all the
giving. And nothing seemed to arouse him so much as her
arousal.

But he was soon hard and thick and thrusting
not just straight out but angled up a little, enough that as her
soapy fingers massaged his balls and moved up and down the shaft
she felt herself rousing anyway. But that was all right. Unlike a
man she didn't need to get off every single time. That wasn't
something Benjamin seemed to realize.

She'd had lots of good, pleasurable sex
before him, but had never orgasmed with a man inside her before.
She'd only come with men performing oral sex on her, or, more
usually, by herself, at her own hand.

His hips were slim enough she spooned herself
neatly against him as she squeezed him. She was starting to get
aroused enough to consider where she wanted that lovely cock to go,
though, so it was just as well he turned on the water. It poured
down on them from all directions. There were six shower-heads in
the shower, after all, in addition to the rainwater spout
overhead.

And as the soap was washed away he pulled her
around in front of him, turning her and pushing down on her
shoulder. She needed not further hint and sank to her knees before
him. She pursed her lips as his big hands moved behind her head,
kissing the front of his cock. As he pushed forward, she let her
lips slowly be 'forced' aside so that they caressed his shaft as it
slid through and across her tongue.

She began to suck as soon as the head was
inside, her tongue licking quickly as he sighed and pushed deeper.
His long shaft slid through and across her tongue, and then the
head pushed down into her throat, sliding deeper and deeper.

She had no difficulty taking him now. She'd
been able to deep-throat before meeting him, after all, though all
the experience she'd had the last few months with he and his pack
had vastly increased her expertise. She pressed her lips tightly
around the base of his shaft as she felt the pressure of his hands
against the back of her head.

Then the pressure eased and she pulled back a
bit, only to have him thrust in again. She pulled back and he
thrust in. His hips were working quickly now, and she sucked as
best she could as she very carefully drew in small breaths around
his thickness.

It had taken her a while to learn how, but
learn she had. It didn't allow her to breath, really, but it did
allow her to apply a certain measure of suction.

And she knew, absolutely knew that he would
draw himself back before she ran out of air. Unlike a merely human
lover he could sense her emotions, would know when the air really
ran out and she began to feel concerned, began to feel anxious.

And he did, sliding his cock back out until
she could gulp in air, even while sucking hungrily on the head. She
reached up to squeeze the shaft, to massage his balls while bobbing
her lips rapidly on the front half of his cock.

It didn't take long. And she felt a sense of
victory that she had given him an orgasm without taking one.

Normally he wouldn't allow that to pass, but
she had gone outside what she was supposed to be doing in the
shower so he would punish her by not returning the favor. That was
fine with Caitlin, though.

He pulled her to her feet and turned off the
water. She quickly pulled down the big towel and dried him off,
then used it on herself as he went to the long counter and picked
up the brush. She could have done his hair for him but he liked to
do it himself. If there was anything he was vain about it was his
hair, she thought in amusement.

The counter was quite long, and had two sinks
set nicely far apart.

She had designed it that way, of course.

The en-suite bathroom was not the sort of
room you might expect to find in an old manor house like this. This
pile of stones was a century old and, not unlike the ones she
remembered back home in Britain, not exactly overfilled with the
modern comforts.

It was ironic how she'd often dreamed of
living in one, while never for a moment believing she would. She'd
gone to school (on government loans and grants) and studied
architecture, but once graduated she'd done precisely nothing. The
economy was in the toilet and no one was hiring inexperienced
architects who had no contacts.

And now she'd brought her first design to
reality, and it was a toilet.

For the master suite, for her master, the man
who had enslaved her, so to speak.

Her feet were not cold on the polished marble
floor, for she'd insisted on underfloor heating.

The room had a masculine feel to it, her
client, after all, was an alpha male and very firm in what he
didn't want. On the right, lines of soft yellow light appeared
beneath the bottom of dark polished oak cabinets. She liked her
lights soft, with pot lights overhead to brighten things up where
necessary.

She would have preferred a more antique look,
given the style of the house, but he wanted otherwise. Thus the
round bathtub as well was very modern, very sleek, and big enough
for a crowd where it sat in the corner. The walk-in shower was
eight feet on a side, with a rainwater spout overhead, and six
different shower-heads which could pour water down from any
angle.

The bathroom, and the walk-in closet she'd
also designed, had been one large room which had sat next to the
master bedroom. The place had lots of bedrooms, all underutilized,
so it had been a natural to knock through the wall.

She looked at herself in the mirror as she
brushed out her long hair, liking what she saw. She'd been in good
shape before, but Benjamin's exercise regime had certainly toned
her up. Her breasts were high and firm, especially for their size,
and while she was slim of hip and shoulder, she was also lithe and
rounded in the right places.

She rolled her eyes to the side, watching
him, as she ran her hand lightly across her firm stomach. She was
pleased he'd noticed. It wasn't as though it hadn't taken effort,
after all.

And speaking of effort. She made a face at
her hair as she picked up the brush and began to brush it out. It
had been long before he'd caught her. Americans were all gun crazy,
and as a burglar (a Cat-burglar she'd often thought jokingly) she'd
retained the long hair so that her silhouette might discourage
someone taking a shot at her.

Benjamin had refused her cutting it, though.
He liked her hair long. She was allowed to have the tips trimmed
and tidied when they grew unruly, but he liked her hair almost down
to her waist in back.

That gave her another little sexual thrum as
she remembered the uses he most often put to it. He liked sex doggy
style. That was surely no surprise! And that included grabbing and
pulling on her hair as he rode her like his proverbial bitch in
heat.

It was so raw, so wild, be ridden like that,
and the hair pulling had taken on a life of its own, so that she
reveled in the way he... mastered her, and used her.

She'd never in a million years have thought
of herself as a submissive, but now, as indignant she often found
it, she was still helplessly thrilled to be acting and treated like
a sex slave.

His sex slave.

She brushed out her own hair as the dryer
blew its hot air across her.

She'd once seen this place as nothing more
than a target, a place likely to have some valuables she could
steal and easily sell. When she'd been caught it had seemed not a
bad idea to try to exchange sex with the hunky owner for freedom.
She'd had no idea just how mind blowing that sex would be, or the
style it would take.

There was dominant, and then there was
DOMINANT.

Once Benjamin saw something he wanted he
didn't give it up easily. The manor had become her prison. She
didn't think, however, any of the women in cold concrete cells
would feel much sympathy for her, even without throwing in the
incredible sex.

She couldn't even fault him, morally
speaking. She'd broken into his house, and she'd damaged,
destroyed, really, an incredibly expensive antique in her
desperation to get away. She owed him for that. And if being
'imprisoned' in a luxurious mansion and being subjected to
fantastic sex was the price she had to pay, instead of going to a
state prison, well..

It had become more than that, though. At
first she had probably just been easy sex for him, and maybe a
source of amusement, like a hobby, as he taught her to obey, as he
taught her discipline. But there was something more than raw sex
and hunger between them now. She just wasn't quite sure what that
something was.

It wasn't like she was a virgin before
meeting him, not by a long shot. But now... now she felt, really
felt like a sexual being. It imbued everything about her. She was
far more ready to engage in sex, far more easily aroused, it
seemed, and was constantly aware of the movement, positioning, and
feel of her own body.

Bending forward over the counter, feeling her
breasts pulling against her, a completely natural thing, yet now it
gave her an almost unconscious sense of her own sexual appeal. And
she didn't even have to turn her head to know he noticed, even
while shaving. He noticed. He always noticed the way she
moved.

Horny dog.

Being in a room filled with men lusting after
you, able to actually sense their lust somehow, does something to
your mind, she thought. But it was more than that, of course. She
simply had sex so very much more often now. The hours long thing
the previous night had not been anywhere near the first time, and
at least it had only been Benjamin.

She'd done it with others of the pack, and
sometimes more than one at a time, swept along by her own lust, and
theirs into a raw, carnal sense of uninhibited passion that crushed
all other concerns.

She hadn't gone for more than half a day
without sex since she'd been caught! And unlike in her previous
life, sex with Benjamin and his pack always ended in powerful
orgasms. Maybe it was that transference of lust thing, she didn't
know. On the other hand, maybe it had something to do with
shape-changers who could alter their shape...

He finished before her. His hair was long,
for a man, but nothing like hers. He turned his eye on her with a
droll look as he brought out his electric shaver. Normally he
shaved in the shower, or she shaved him. She'd distracted him this
morning.

“Want me to do it, Master?” she asked with
feigned devotion.

He raised his eyebrow and frowned at her but
she kept her face straight – mostly.

His thing about submission and domination was
partly related to him being the pack leader, absolutely used to
absolute obedience, and partly due to his very human interest in
bondage. But she didn't call him Master for the most part, except
to tease him.

Since he didn't answer she continued on with
the dryer. Again, his tastes superseded her own. He wanted her hair
long, and he wanted it straight. He also wanted bangs. It was,
after all, his hair, just like every other part of her was
his.

She finished just a little before him and
went downstairs to prepare breakfast. It wasn't as though she had
to dress, after all! She already had the collar and shackles on,
finely polished and intricately carved as they were. And he wanted
nothing else on her, nothing to hide her body from his eyes.

They were more than decoration, though. They
were entirely functional. The wrist bands, though light of weight
and polished smooth as glass, had small clips which could lock them
together, before or behind her. There were rings on her collar
which he had and would again attach chains or even a leash. And it
all served as a continuing reminder of her status as an unbridled
creature of sex and sexuality, of passion and lust.

Who was owned by Benjamin!
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She had the ham and eggs on and the coffee
waiting by the time he came down, IPAD in hand, skimming the
morning emails. He was dressed in jeans and a white dress shirt,
one of the ones which he'd worn so long it was soft as silk. She
quickly brought over his coffee and continued with breakfast.

The basement door opened and Matt
emerged.

“Morning boss,” he said. “Morning, slave
girl.”

“Morning, Matt,” they both said.

Matt pulled out a chair and turned it around
before straddling it.

Matt was her own age, shorter than Benjamin,
with short dark hair and a ready smile. He was good natured,
easy-going, and since she 'belonged' to his pack leader, had taken
to treating her much like a sister, that was, teasing and joking
with her.

Of course, she definitely was NOT his sister,
and the weird nature of pack relationships and how incredibly
relaxed they were about sex meant he had, with Benjamin's
permission, made use of her body fairly frequently.

Not that she objected. She liked Matt, he was
attractive, really well-built, and a fantastic lover. Well, lover
probably being the wrong term. He was more of a fuck-buddy, but a
good one.

“What are you doing down here in the bowels
of the earth?” she asked, turning back to the food.

“Checking on the A/C.”

“Again?”

“Something wonky about it.”

Caitlin sniffed. “Well, you can keep it off
for all I care. Not all of us have fur.”

He turned and grinned as she carried over a
cup of coffee for him and filled it, then looked ostentatiously
between her legs.

“I noticed,” he said.

She snorted.

“You know the good thing about laser hair
removal?” he said.

“What?”

“It's so soft on the tongue.”

She rolled her eyes at him and smiled.
“You're a pervert.”

“No, someone who didn't like licking your
pussy would be a pervert.”

And here was another very strange thing about
being a “slave girl” to Benjamin and the pack, the lightness of
breath she felt at the knowledge that if Matt wanted her, right
here, right now, he'd simply take her, in any position he desired,
at least, as long as Benjamin said he could. That was what it meant
to be a slave girl. It was at one in the same time repressive and
incredibly freeing.

Because she had no decision to make, didn't
have to worry about pride or place, or whether he would see her in
a bad light for being slutty or anything like that. The wolves were
very easy about sex, like real wolves would be. They didn't attach
a sense of morality to it.

“Unfortunately, that sort of treatment
doesn't work with us,” he said.

She looked at him again.

“Girls can shave, or wax or whatever, but it
will always grow back. Laser treatment won't stop that.”

“Really?”

“We're werewolves, remember?”

“Well, yeah but I don't see a lot of hair
growing on you.”

“Want to?” he asked, eyes twinkling.

“Not at the table,” Benjamin said, glancing
up from his IPAD.

“Okay, boss,” Matt said with a grin.

“About the air conditioning...”

Matt shrugged and took a sip of the coffee.
“I thought it was the blower but apparently not.”

“I'll call Paul over. He's good with
machinery.”

“I'm good with machinery!”

“Paul is better.”

Matt sighed, but didn't deny it. That was the
thing about wolves. They always seemed to know who was top dog at
any given thing. Who was a faster runner, a better climber, a
better driver, fighter, shot, cook, or whatever. Nor did they try
to argue the point or sugar coat it. Paul was better, and Benjamin
and Matt both knew it, and Benjamin wasn't going to pretend
otherwise.

“You'd be less interested in fixing the AC if
you had to run around naked all day,” she said, bringing over a
plate of ham and another of eggs.

“You like running around naked all day,” Matt
said with a grin.

She snorted and rolled her eyes at Benjamin,
who pretended to ignore her.

“I'm sure you'd like running around naked all
day too,” she said. “Benjamin, would you please make Matt run
around naked all day?”

“Matt is not a slave,” he replied dryly. “And
I don't particularly want to see him naked all the time.”

She looked over her shoulder and smirked at
Matt.

“I think he'd be a lovely slave boy,” she
said. “I'd kind of like to see him in a collar and shackles.”

“I think your slave girl is being bratty,
Benjamin,” Matt said. “Maybe she needs a spanking.”

“No, I'm sure she doesn't,” she replied,
returning to the counter and bringing over more ham along with a
hot rolls. She glanced at the toaster, waiting for it to pop.

“By the way, Ben, I was wondering if I could
get your architect to do a little work on my room,” he said.

“What do you want?”

“Soundproofing,” he said, smirking at
her.

Caitlin's face flushed. She still hadn't
gotten used to the fact that her voice carried during sex, and that
he or any other of the pack in the house could hear it. She hadn't
used to be so loud!

She stuck her tongue out at him, quickly
stopping as Benjamin put his IPAD away and turned to breakfast. The
toaster popped and she put in four more, then grabbed the toast and
brought it over to them.

“Or you could get another slave girl I could
use,” Matt said, scooping ham onto his plate.

“You can use Caitlin any time you want her,”
Benjamin said blandly. “She is a sex slave, after all.”

The way he talked made her stomach
fluttery.

“Yes, but not when you've got her strapped
down in your bed and are making her scream her head off. Listening
to that can make it a little HARD to sleep.”

She made a face at him, sticking her tongue
out again.

“You can always use your hand,” she said.

Benjamin looked over at her. “Maybe I've been
inconsiderate,” he said. “Maybe I should put her back into her cage
so she's freely available to all one I'm done with her.”

Caitlin frowned at him.

“But then again, I'm the pack leader, so I
don't have to,” he said.

She stuck her tongue out at Matt again.

The toaster popped and she brought over more
toast.

She did not, however, eat any of it. Eating
breakfast was absolutely not her thing. Coffee was more than
sufficient. If she really had to have something it would be a bagel
or something like that.

As Benjamin's slave, though, she didn't have
the luxury of deciding what she was going to eat or when. He had
decided she would eat breakfast whether she wanted to or not.
Perhaps her metabolism didn't require meat in the morning. That was
fine.

Oatmeal was healthy, nourishing and filling.
It was easy to make and easy to eat – or drink.

And so she would have that, like it or not.
Or she could have whatever he was having.

She had chosen the oatmeal most mornings, as
she had this morning.

However, while she sometimes sat at the table
now, if it was just the two of them, or sometimes knelt next to it
while he and Matt and whoever else was there fed her by hand, piece
by piece, if she was drinking out of a bowl, that would be on the
floor, and no spoon would be allowed.

That was why, when her porridge was ready,
she got down on all fours, lowered her front to her forearms and
elbows, raised her bottom high, spread her legs wide – pointed in
their direction, and then began to drink directly from the
bowl.

This had been both incredibly embarrassing
and incredibly erotic when she'd first started doing it. And even
now she could not escape the eroticism of the position, her breasts
pressing against the floor as she bent in to drink.

They were still talking about the air
conditioning, but knew that, while they might not be staring at
her, they were very much aware of her, and appreciative of the
view. At times she felt silly eating like this, but she almost
always also felt at least a little aroused at the same time.
Whatever she felt, though, it was his rule, and so she didn't even
have to think about it.

His rules irritated her now and then, even
while often enough, exciting her as well (which irritated her too).
But she rarely managed to break them without getting caught, one
way or another. And while her punishments nearly always ended in
orgasm, she had to get through the pain first.

Then again, he required obedience from his
pack, as well. Their obedience, though, seemed to come much more
naturally than hers, and not because of a fear of discipline. It
was, she thought, one of those 'wolf things', where everyone simply
accepted, without thought, that whatever the pack leader said was
what had to be done.

Only the alphas ever questioned him, and even
their questions were never couched as open disagreement.

They were far closer to their instincts than
mere humans like her, and it still sometimes surprised her how
strongly they responded to them.

It had taken even longer to understand that
not everything he did in what she liked to think of as his 'bondage
games' was merely for sexual enjoyment. In a sense, he was making
her think and behave in a way which resembled the rest of his pack.
Did that mean that she was sort of in the pack now? In an odd,
human way?

Humans weren't generally inclined towards
instant, unthinking obedience, though, not the way animals were. So
she wasn't sure she'd ever feel the way Amy and Matt and the others
did about his orders. There was no question she was submissive to
him sexually, but outside of that context... well, she always
questioned, even when she didn't dare say so for fear of getting a
stinging response to her bottom.

She got that he wasn't used to that, and got
that the wolf part of him considered it a kind of outrageous
rebellion. But he wasn't just wolf, and the human side of him
certainly knew better.

Was he trying to make her feel what he and
his wolves felt, about being part animal, about those doggy
impulses? God knows they had experience with being on all fours.
She'd seen them in wolf form, after all.

Or did he just like to see her like this,
obscenely and nakedly displayed for his eyes? Was he reminding her
how low in the pecking order she was or testing her?

Probably all, and more, she thought as she
'ate' her oatmeal.

She heard the front door close, then Amy
wandered into the kitchen. Caitlin flushed, always more
self-conscious around women than men. She was never quite sure what
they thought of her, and sort of felt, as a women who believed in
equality, that she was letting down the side, so to speak, by being
his naked little spineless slave girl.

Amy made her feel doubly self-conscious
because she was younger and smaller. She was also a psychology
student at college, and Caitlin often wondered if she was writing a
paper on her, at least mentally.

“Morning,” Amy said.

Caitlin got her coffee.

“Do you want some toast?” she asked. “I can
make more.”

Amy waved her away. “I ate before
leaving.”

Amy was pack, and quite young, though adult,
of course. The werewolf gene didn't manifest until adulthood. She
was short, though, barely five feet, if that. She was cheerful,
impudent – except around Benjamin, good natured, and very bisexual.
In fact, she had taught Caitlin that even women could make her
writhe and scream.

She had also taught her to dance.

The way Benjamin liked, around a pole and
across his lap!

Her petite size tended to make her seem
younger and more innocent than she was, but like the rest of them
she had extraordinary strength and speed in her muscles, and the
same well-developed sense of scent and hearing.

She was wearing a blood red silk blouse which
went well with her short, punkish black hair. Instead of pants she
had on black tights, with a gold belt pulling in against her waist
to emphasize just how tiny it was, and how generously endowed she
was.

Caitlin hesitated. She still had oatmeal in
her bowl, but didn't really want to resume her previous position
with Amy watching. If she chose not to, though, and tried to toss
it out she was almost certain Benjamin would catch her and insist
she finish.

She sighed and sank to her hands and knees
again, then reluctantly, blushing, raised her bottom and spread her
legs as she tried to finish quickly.

“By the way, slave girl,” Benjamin said, “I
want you to stay inside today. Matt is going to be doing some
errands for me and I need to meet someone about the vamps.”

She rose on her knees, turning her head to
object, though she knew she couldn't, so instead asked.

“Why? I mean, Amy will be around...”

He was sipping from his coffee as he eyed her
over the rim, and she wondered if questioning him in front of the
others was going to get her punished.

“You know about the way the vamps are.”

She nodded.

“In most cities, the vamps are … let's say,
they like to think of us as sort of, under their overall control.
But a while back they had a big internecine fight over leadership
that cost them half their major players. That considerably weakened
them, and Manfred, while he was a political animal, only came out
on top because the two top contenders were dead.”

“He sucked,” Matt said in amusement.

Benjamin raised an eyebrow at him but then
continued.

“With Manfred gone they're in even worse
shape, and there was more fighting over who would succeed him.
William was the guy who took over, but he's now been supplanted by
a new guy, an outsider named Jeremiah. My spies tell me he's trying
to unite them, and bring in some more outsiders to strengthen
them.”

“Okay,” she said, not at all certain why that
meant she couldn't go out.

“One of the most basic ways a new leader can
unite a group is by focusing their attention on external enemy.
That means us, for the most part. There's a ton of that resentment
among them to begin with so it's the obvious way to go. He will
want to do something to score points with them against us. And
you'd be just about perfect.”

“Me?” she squeaked.

“He won't want to do anything too serious to
provoke me. There's too many of us and too few of them. So he'll
want to do something comparatively minor, but which will please his
followers.

“Remember the vamps think of humans as
animals,” Matt said.

She rolled her eyes at him and he
grinned.

“But they don't think of animals the way we
think of animals,” he said, in response to her unspoken rebuke.

“They won't think of a slave as anything
important in the scheme of things,” Benjamin said. “They could
leave your head on the doorstep and be genuinely surprised if that
caused more than annoyance to me.”

“Like ringing the bell and running away,” Amy
said.

“Or putting toilet paper roles in the tree,”
Matt added.

“The fact we took you back from them last
time, when we were taking back the necklace, has associated you, in
the eyes of the pack, with what was a humiliating event. We faced
them down, and they had to surrender an object they'd taken. They
don't know where it is or how to get it back, and in any case they
would know that would anger me. But you... you're just a
slave.”

Matt nodded seriously “Killing you would be
like, oh, letting the air out of someone's tires, say, some minor
thing which annoys an enemy but doesn't exactly have him looking
for blood.”

She looked at them both open-mouthed,
beginning to feel a coldness come over her.

Amy's silk clad arms slid around her from
behind, startling her, and the girl's soapy smelling hair was
pressed against her neck.

“Don't worry, slave girl,” she said with a
grin, “We think you're way more important than a tire.”

“They can't get in here without an
invitation. And there are wards on the doors and windows in any
event which would make it extremely uncomfortable for them to pass
through, even with one. So you're quite safe in here. And Amy will
be here. Matt will be back soon as well.”

“Okay,” she said.

He raised his eyebrows.

He was, she realized, giving her an order in
the way of a pack leader.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

He nodded and then stood up.

“We should get going, Matt. It's a long
drive.”

He reached down and gripped her collar,
pulling her to her feet, holding her up on the balls of his feet.
He kissed her gently on the lips and smiled.

“I'm just being very, very careful,” he said.
“I'm not clairvoyant. I don't know what they intend. But you
prepare for a range of possibilities, however improbable. It's just
safer to stay inside until I get a better handle on what they're
likely to do.”

“Yes, sir,” she gulped.

Then she had another thought.

“About that pool.”

He laughed. “All right. Go ahead. Call Jerry
and say I said to do it.”

“Oh, excellent!” she said happily.

It was a big house, too big. It had far too
many rooms, most of which hadn't served much purpose in decades.
The ball room was one such. It was a big, lovely room but
impractical for a variety of reasons. She wanted to turn it into a
very lovely and stylish indoor pool. She had already done the
drawings and had an engineer check on the strength of walls.

He and Matt left, leaving her alone with Amy,
who picked up her coffee again.

“Do you think the vampires really care about
me?” Caitlin asked.

Amy shrugged. “Who knows. Vamps are funny
people, really old, and with complicated thoughts. They won't think
Benjamin cares about you all that much, though, so you might be a
nice, easy target. It's not like you can defend yourself, after
all. It would be something of a coup if Jeremiah himself took you
and left you dead on Benjamin's doorstep.”

“Don't the police ever care about all these
bodies you guys leave laying around?”

She snorted. “Mostly, they never find them.
Do you know what happens to a century old vampire when it
dies?”

“Well, no.”

“Let's just say you can vacuum up the
remains.”

“Ick.”

She went to the counter, and set about
cleaning the kitchen, one of her daily routines, but paused after a
minute and turned to Amy.

“Can I ask you something?”

Amy raised her head and shrugged.

“This thing about... sensing other people's
emotions and being influenced by them, has that ever affected
you?”

“Affected me how?”

“I mean, well, when Molly was in charge of
the girls, she was kind of...”

“A bitch?”

“Well, yes.”

“In more ways than one.”

“Did she ever sort of... push her own … heat
on you, to turn you on?”

“Molly didn't care if other people were
turned on. Molly mostly just cared about Molly.”

“But have you ever been – .”

“Influenced? Sure. But then someone else's
excitement in that way is always going to increase your own
excitement, even if you can't sense it the way we do. With us it's
more direct, and it can feed on itself. You got some of that when
he had you naked in the club and all those young guys were there
wanting you.”

“Did I ever,” she sighed.

“Can Benjamin, like, use his mind to turn a
girl on?” she asked.

Amy laughed and shook her head.

“Seriously. I'm not a teenager. I'm far from
a virgin. How is it he drives me nuts even before he touches me?
You've had sex with him, I know. Does he do that to you?”

Amy hesitated. “Yes, but not in the same way,
I think. I mean, there's a bond between us as pack mates, and even
stronger since he's my pack leader.”

“Well, shouldn't that make you even more...
uhm, open to being turned into a nympho?”

Amy grinned sympathetically. “I'm afraid,
little sex slave, that while the metaphysical arousal he puts out
is having an effect on you, your arousal is likely to be more
self-induced.”

“But – .”

“Have you ever known a soldier?”

Caitlin blinked up at her in confusion at
this apparent no sequitor.

“I have three brothers and four uncles who
are soldiers. So I'm kind of a military brat. Do you know what the
military does when it trains soldiers? It conditions them, it kind
of mind fucks them into obedience, into obeying orders instantly,
without even thinking about it. That's why they run them ragged,
exhausting them, and punishing them for the slightest failing.
They're instilling that instant obedience thing.”

“What has that got to do with me?”

Amy considered her for a moment, then
grinned.

“Get on your knees, slave girl.”
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Caitlin was a little surprised, because Amy
wasn't into the bondage thing like Benjamin, but she didn't
hesitate for more than an instant. She was a slave girl, after all,
and that meant she did what she was told. She sank to her knees,
instinctively spreading them wide, sitting back on her heels and
placing her hands on her outer thighs.

She didn't even have to think about her
posture after months at this. Her shoulders were back, chest out,
head up, back straight. He didn't have a strap or anything else in
hand but she'd felt the sting of it enough before proper posture
had become automatic.

Amy looked at her.

“I can feel your heart beating a little
faster. I can sense your pulse moving.”

Caitlin gulped as the girl slipped out of the
chair and knelt beside her, pulling her arms back behind her
back.

“Hey!”

In an instant her wrists were locked together
behind her back as Amy stood up before her and reached out to take
her hair in a firm but gentle grip.

“I can hear your breath quickening,” the girl
said. “I can see the flush coming to your skin.”

Caitlin stared up at her in confusion and Amy
released her hair and sat down with a grin, her tongue pushing out
of the side of her mouth as if considering.

“Had you ever been tied up before
Benjamin?”

Caitlin shook her head.

“What happened when you were tied up?”

Caitlin sniffed and gave her a look.

“And was that incredibly hot and exciting?
Did you come?”

“Yes, of course but – .”

“And every time you've been tied up since
have you not come like crazy?”

“Yes, but – .”

“And your orgasms have been wild and intense,
far more than before.”

“Yes. I don't get what you're getting
at.”

Amy sighed. “If every time you get tied up
you have an incredible massive orgasm, then the mere thought of
being tied up is going to turn you on. Your mind and body will
become conditioned to associating bondage with incredible sexual
pleasure. And that sort of thing builds on itself. The more you get
aroused during bondage, the more you'll get aroused just by
thinking about it being tied up. And so if all you have to do is
get tied up to start being aroused, well, then your pleasure will
be even more powerful and intense, right?”

“You're saying I've become some sort of
bondage slut!?”

“It's not just bondage, Caitlin. Benjamin is
an incredibly hot guy, even leaving out his being a werewolf. He's
hot, rich, powerful, and fantastic in bed. Add in what an
extendable tongue can do to her a girl and you'd have had a
fantastic time anyway.”

“But – .”

Amy held up her hand to silence her.

“But he's also into human sexual dominance
games. So the whole theme of all this incredible sex for you has
been being a sex slave. Honestly, how can you do that for months
and not have hot sex and being a sex slave associated in your mind,
consciously and unconsciously?”

“I guess I never thought about it that
way.”

“Add in the way your inhibitions have been
melted away by constant exposure to sexual situations which are, as
far as the vanilla world go, outrageous, and the fact that being
tied up means you don’t even have to think of what to do in sex,
and I'm not surprised how fantastically hot you get.”

“I think about sex!”

“I said during sex. Sex is a participatory
sport, you know. That means your mind is not just working on what
he's doing to you but on what you are going to do to him. Except in
your case, your mind doesn't have to bother with that since you're
strapped down. All you have to do is lay back and experience what
he does to you.”

“Hmm,” she said.

“Uhm, can you unlock me so I can drink my
coffee?”

Amy smirked and raised her own coffee.

“I don't know. Why should I? What do I get
out of it?”

Caitlin licked her lips.

“I mean, I have you here all helpless and at
my mercy, the guys gone and all. I can do anything I want to you,
and make you do anything I want to me.”

“Amy,” she groaned. “I'm sore and tired
and...”

“And what does that matter when you're a sex
slave?” Amy asked with a smirk.

Caitlin gulped and looked at her warily.
Despite the fact Molly, the old alpha female had made Amy show her
about pleasing women, and dancing, and despite it being, well,
incredible, she'd had nothing to do with girls since then. She was
not, after all, gay, nor even really very bisexual.

She was willing to accept that it could be...
fun... with girls. It had been, after all, so she could hardly deny
it. But she still felt extra self-conscious around them. And it was
weird to have this petite young girl using her like... well, like
Benjamin did.

Of course, Amy was a werewolf, and not at all
shy.

“I think Benjamin should keep this sex slave
stuff more between us,” she said resentfully.

Amy laughed. “He can't. You know why.”

Matt had explained to her that the way their
pack worked was the head Alpha male was “mated” to the head alpha
female. How exactly you got to be number one wasn't directly
explained but she gathered it had to do with who was the most
badass. The pack leader could have any female pack member he wanted
as a temporary thing, and could probably get away with a few
one-night stands with outsiders easily enough so long as they
weren't serious.

The reason he could keep Caitlin in his house
as his regular … whatever, was because she was an exception. In
effect, she came under a very ancient loophole in that a 'slave'
was exempted from the usual laws. She was a possession, not a
person. So when Molly was the head alpha, and his “Mate”, he took
her as his slave girl, and there was nothing Molly could do about
it, even if she wanted to.

Molly was both a bitch (in both senses of the
word) and a lesbian, so she could see why Benjamin had sought a way
around the rules. But Molly was gone, victim of her own ambition
and her attempt to betray Benjamin to the Vampires.

“Molly is gone.”

“Yeah, so? There are several alpha females in
the running to be his mate. Any of them would pretty much have to
kill you if it weren't for you being a slave girl. And of course,
being a slave girl means you're available for anyone in the pack
that wants to make use of you.”

Caitlin eyed her warily.

“Of course, Benjamin has the final say there,
and he seems to mostly enjoy using you to tease them and test their
self-control.”

“I remember,” she said, shuddering a bit.

She'd been more naked than not when she'd
acted as a sort of waitress at their club, and half the young males
had wanted to jump her. She'd felt their lust beating at her like
waves of heat, and was overcome by it. If Benjamin hadn't
intervened she'd probably have been mobbed twenty or thirty of
them!

And loved every minute of it...

“So who is going to be his … mate?” she
asked, feeling a wave of jealousy.

“Probably Daryn. She's way nicer than Molly,
don't worry. On the other hand, she's not a lesbian. She will
definitely be enjoying Benjamin's hot bod. And she'll probably move
in here.”

Caitlin scowled at her and she laughed.

“You can't be his mate, Caitlin. You do know
that, right?”

Caitlin bit her lip. She hadn't even admitted
to anyone that she even cared about Benjamin. He was her … jailer,
after all, not her, well, boyfriend!

“He's always going to be a wolf. He's the
leader of the pack, and even if he wasn't, he's an alpha. The pack
rules are very clear and very old. They're designed to continue the
line and strengthen it, to see to it that powerful alphas mate with
each other. No mating with puny humans allowed.”

She smiled apologetically. “Of course,
dabbling with slaves is okay.”

“I could always just leave,” she said,
scowling.

“You don't want to leave, little slave girl,”
Amy said with a smirk. “Life is very interesting as a sex
slave.”

“Why don't you become a sex slave then!?” she
said challengingly

Amy chuckled. “I'm not really into the ropes
and chains stuff, but in effect, all females in the pack are
available to any of the alphas, like it or not.”

“Does that mean you have to sleep with any of
them?”

She nodded. “That's why Molly was able to
turn me into her little bitch, so to speak.”

“That's not right,” she said.

“It is right, Caitlin. It's not something our
wolf sides even question. Yes, by current human social standards
its wrong, but our instincts around things like mating are way
stronger than that, and since we don't have much in the way of
inhibitions, and can't catch social diseases, well, nobody really
protests it.”

“I would,” Caitlin said grumpily.

“You are not a wolf, and don't have the
instincts,” Amy said, combing her fingers through Caitlin's
hair.

“Now let's see if I can disprove your theory
that Benjamin is messing with your mind through some sort of
telepathic brain sex stuff,” Amy added with a laugh.

“Maybe you can do it too,” she grumbled.

Amy laughed in delight, then studied her
helpless prisoner.

“Where's your leash?”

Caitlin blushed even more self-consciously.
It embarrassed her the way Benjamin and the others treated her like
some sort of … animal. She remembered complaining to Hannah, the
pack doctor, that she was treated like one.

Hannah had said that it was one thing to be
treated as a food animal, the way the vampires had done, and
another to be treated as a beloved pet. People cared for their
pets, after all, loved them, wanted them happy and healthy, and
rarely ever abandoned them.

Food animals had a somewhat different – and
short lived experience with their owners.

*

With her wrist restraints unclipped, she
crawled on all fours down the narrow carpet and into the living
room, Amy holding her leash. As often, she was assailed by both the
self-conscious embarrassment and indignation at being made to
degrade herself like this, and a dark, helpless thrill at being so
degraded.

Maybe Amy was right, she thought ruefully.
Maybe she was just so turned on by the whole slave thing now that
she had turned into some kind of bondage slut!

And it was worse with Amy, a girl! Not just a
girl but one younger than her, and smaller than her!

Amy removed the leash, and stood back, eyes
dancing with amusement. Caitlin flushed under that gaze.

“Face down, bottom up,” Amy said
suddenly.

The flush deepened but she obeyed. It was one
of Benjamin's favorite positions, after all. Her breasts pillowed
out beneath her and she stretched her arms ahead along the floor,
her bottom raised high and legs spread wide. It was an obscene and
demeaning position, presenting herself so badly and nakedly for a
man's use.

Yet she did it to perfection. Benjamin, with
his strap, had taught her that her bottom must be high, her legs
wide, her upper legs being perfectly vertical before spreading to
the sides, not bent forward.

Amy moved around behind her, and a part of
her cringed knowing the view she was presenting the girl.

“What a nice pussy you have,” she said, as if
determined to make this as embarrassing and degrading as
possible.

Caitlin gasped as she felt the girl's foot
come down on her upraised bottom. Amy was wearing heels, and she
felt the heel slowly penetrate her, pushing in between her pussy
lips.

“Your lips are nice and tight and small,
practically like a virgin,” Amy said. “And the laser treatment
seems to have done an excellent job. I don't see a trace of
hair.”

Caitlin's face was now quite red.

“I believe the correct response is thank
you,” Amy said.

“Th-thank you,” Caitlin gulped.

“Mistress,” Amy said.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Caitlin said in a
shaky voice.

Because despite how embarrassing and
degrading this was, and despite it being Amy, not Benjamin, or one
of the other men, Caitlin could feel the sexual pressure and thrill
already fully alive within her.

Maybe Amy was right. How many times had she
put herself into this position for Benjamin, and sometimes Matt?
Maybe the echo of what had been done to her body on all those
occasions was heating her up subconsciously!

“Hands behind your back.”

Gasping, Caitlin drew her arms back behind
her, and was not surprised to feel Amy's small hands clipping the
restraints together. Another bubbling swirl of liquid heat swept
through her.

“I can smell how hot you are, slave girl,”
Amy said, letting her heel sink deeper into Caitlin's pussy.

The front of her shoe was flat against
Caitlin's body just below the tailbone, and she was now letting her
heel move up and down casually, sliding the heel in and out of
her.

God!

“Are you a slut, Caitlin?”

“Y-Yes!” Caitlin gasped.

“Mistress,” Amy said.

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Say it.”

“I'm a slut, Mistress!”

“And I'm not really that hot, to tell you the
truth. I mean, you're a beautiful girl, and you have a great body,
and I won't say this isn't starting to turn me on. But I don't
think you're feeling any great rush of heat coming off me,” Amy
said. “Maybe it's because I'm not an alpha and not into these
dominance games like they are, like Benjamin is.”

She eased her heel out and moved around to
stand in front of Caitlin.

“Look at what you've done to my shoe,” she
said sternly. “I want that cleaned off right this instant!”

Amy flushed even more deeply, her mind
squirming with embarrassment at what she knew Amy wanted. But her
breath caught in her throat as a rush of dark excitement swept
through her, and she leaned in with a groan, her tongue flicking
out and licking at the heel of Amy's shoe.

“You know, while I might not be giving off a
lot of heat, you certainly are,” Amy said. “I can sense your
arousal. I can sense smell your pussy and hear your pulse racing.
And I can even pick up some of that emotional heat within you, the
kind I'd get from a pack mate. That's starting to turn me, on too.
So in a way, it's you who is using your heat to arouse me, though
unconsciously.”

What a strange concept, Caitlin thought.

“Most of us learn how to kind of... tone down
what we broadcast,” Amy said, “But you don't know how. I'm not even
sure you can.”

She stepped back. “Wait here. Don't
move.”

She left the room, leaving Caitlin kneeling
where she was, flushed with heat and a dark, squirming arousal.
God, could Amy be right? Was it just all her? Was she really this
much of a … a nympho!?

And was that so bad? Was it so bad to feel
incredibly intense multiple orgasms? Was it so bad to feel aroused
a lot?

She was even aroused by Amy! And she didn't
like girls! Well, she didn't lust after girls anyway. She never
had. But when Molly and Amy had, well, she had certainly climaxed
then. But maybe it wasn't because they were girls but despite it.
Maybe it was the whole slave girl thing which had really aroused
her, as it was arousing her now.

Was being dominated sexually that thrilling
to her? She tried to search her own mind, to understand it, but
then Amy returned, grinning. She hadn't changed but she was
carrying something like a collection of dark leather straps with
her.

“When I have sex with girls they're usually
straight girls, or, if you like, bisexual, but leaning more
straight than lesbian,” Amy said. “And straight girls get a certain
emotional trip from being penetrated.”

She shook out the straps, and then stepped
into them, drawing them up her legs to settle around her hips. Amy
gasped as she saw the size of the dildo clinging to the straps. It
was black, and quite realistically shaped, though very thick, and
curving slightly upward. She felt a sense of anxiety at its
thickness even as a wave of dark heat struck her... for the very
same reason.

“I can sense you getting hotter,” Amy said in
amusement.

Caitlin gulped and jerked her eyes away, and
heard the girl chuckle.

“None of us would ever be embarrassed about
this sort of thing, you know,” she said. “I think that's one of the
reasons Benjamin keeps you naked, to strip away those human
inhibitions and make you more like the rest of us.”

She knelt behind her as Caitlin pondered that
thought.. for a moment. That moment ended when she felt the soft,
silicon head of the dildo pressing against her opening, pushing in
against her.

She groaned softly. “I-It's too big!” she
moaned.

“Not for a sex slave,” Amy said.

Caitlin was gulping in air, her fingers
digging into the palms of her hands as she knelt in place, feeling
the thick, soft silicon pressing harder and harder against her
embarrassingly moist opening. Then with a shock-wave of dark
excitement, she felt it slowly squeeze through, stretching her
pussy lips just wide enough.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped.

“Suck language,” Amy chided her.

Crack! Her hand slapped down against
Caitlin's bottom, then slid down along her spine to bury itself in
her hair. Caitlin cried out as she felt her head yanked up and
back, hard enough to list her chest off the floor, but then, her
hair still pulled tight, she felt herself jammed down again, her
breasts squeezed hard against the rug beneath.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl,” Amy
ordered.

She still sounded more amused than aroused,
as if she was simply making a casual demonstration to the hapless
British girl.

“Please!” Caitlin gasped.

All her attention was focused on that thick,
slick cock pushing slowly down her too-tight, elastic channel,
sliding deeper and deeper into the center of her belly. She ached!
But the ache was a dark, thrilling thing which banked the fires of
the sexual fever already rising within her!

Crack!

“Beg for it, sex slave.”

“Please! Please fuck me!” she gasped, in a
chocked voice.

“Nasty little thing,” Amy said, twisting and
pulling on her hair to make her head jerk and turn.

“Oh! Oh!”

The cock pushed far too deep! The ache was
worse, and yet the thrill was more intense!

She was so jammed! The thing was thicker than
Benjamin or Matt or anyone else!

And then it began to move, and Caitlin fell
helplessly under the sway of the wild, feral hunger which lurked
within her. She moaned helplessly, gulping in breath as the body
burned with hunger and need. Amy was riding her, like a man, and it
was easy, in a way, to forget she wasn't. At the same time, Caitlin
knew she wasn't, and that increased her sense of being degraded, of
being dominated, increased her own shame – and heat.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck me!” she gasped.
“Fuck me! God! Oh my God!”

She gasped as Amy jerked her hair back harder
still, forcing her head way back, arching her back and holding her
just off the floor, just enough that as the slender girl hammered
her hips into Caitlin's upturned bottom again and again her breasts
scraped back and forth across the rug, her nipples flaming.

The orgasm consumed her and she cried out
again and again, thrashing and shaking and driving herself
frantically back on the hard, deep cock pounding away at her. It
was... glorious! The pleasure, the passion, swept through her like
a firestorm and robbed her of any thought or concern but the
intensity of the sensations crackling through her body.

It was not the last.

She trembled and shook, her eyes narrowing to
slits, her mouth wide as Amy pulled back on her hair. All her focus
was on that long, delicious silicon cock pushing into her, pushing
deep into her belly, again and again and again. Every thrust threw
her forward, tearing a cry of dazed pleasure from her mind even as
the sharp yank on her hair pulled her back to meet to meet the
next!

Amy was no slouch in how to use the thing
either. She shifted her angles and speeds, and her powerful hands
moved over Caitlin's body, sometimes gentle, sometimes rough. She'd
push her face down into the ground and pound down into her, then
jerk her up and back by the hair, letting her upper torso hang in
place, held by hair alone as her hips slapped against her.

If domination was in the mind well then, it
took its cues from the body and flesh, and Caitlin felt utterly
dominated, utterly used, ridden like a bitch in heat, with her mind
twisting and squirming and bowled over repeatedly by the flooding
waves of pleasure and raw sensation. Amy and her big cock pounded
down into her and forced her over the edge into orgasms to the
point she was a drooling, barely conscious mass of twitching nerve
endings, then left her laying there on the floor, barely
conscious.

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


From the wild to the mundane.

First, she decided to get her exercise out of
the way while she still had the inspiration of his appreciating her
firm stomach as a goad. The exercise room was modern and mirrored,
with several good machines, including treadmill, elliptical
trainer, bike machine, rowing machine, and adjustable weight
machines.

Jogging without a bra was not something she
much liked, so she started with the elliptical, did five minutes on
it, then on the rowing machine before going to the Matt, turning on
the video, and doing her Pilates.

He'd watched her do the Pilates at first,
making her feel very self-conscious. Plus she'd rarely gotten
through them without sex.

After that she started in on the weight
machines, working her upper body, then worked the bar. She could do
chin-ups with a fair degree of ease now, where she hadn't been able
to do a single one when she started.

The newest piece of exercise equipment in the
room was another bar, but this one was vertical. There was a video
that went with it, but she didn't really need it any more. She
threw herself up on the pole, using the strength of her arms to
raise her high and twist her around the pole.

She clamped her thighs around it then let her
upper torso fall back. Hanging upside down, she grasped the bar
near the floor, arching her back, then sliding down to the floor.
She let her shoulders touch the floor, then kicked her legs up and
back. That put her feet on the floor, with her looking between
them. But she used her stomach muscles and her grip on the pole to
throw her upper torso up and forward to stand upright.

She backed against the pole, feeling it push
up between her buttocks, and reached high, grasping the pole, then
threw her legs up and back, grasping the pole between them to help
support her weight as she swung around the thing, then slid down
once again.

She did several variations on the exercises
she'd seen in the videos, experimenting, wondering what Benjamin
would like.

But in the context of exercises it didn't
really matter. All of them worked her shoulder, arm, chest, stomach
and thigh muscles hard. She didn't know if she'd ever be able to
actually swing her body out sideways from the pole like the girl in
the video, but she felt pretty good about what she could do
now.

With that done she called up Jeremy to give
him the go-ahead on the pool, then went to the ballroom to give it
another look and let her minds eye imagine what it would eventually
look like. She checked her drawings, rechecked the measurements
she'd made, then got her laptop and began to order some things.

From there she ordered groceries. She'd
intended to go out today, and while she could put some things off a
day or two they were short of some basics. Amy could greet the
delivery guy for her since Caitlin wasn't exactly dressed
presentably.

And no, she couldn't wear clothes to answer
the door. It wasn't illegal to go naked in your own home, Benjamin
had pointed out, not without amusement, so if someone came on your
property, and not many men would complain if she answered the door
as she was anyway.

Slaves didn't wear clothes, after all, except
for particular uniforms their masters might like.

She'd asked for a uniform he'd like, but
hadn't liked the result.

It had, of course, been leather, and it had
thigh high leather boots with stiletto heels. She would far rather
walk around barefoot than in thigh high leather boots with stiletto
heels!

It had a leather thong, and a leather bustier
of sorts. The bustier was super tight, and squeezed in around her
belly and lower chest while leaving her breasts completely bare. A
kind of shelf at the top of the bustier pushed her breasts up, then
straps went up on either side of her chest and curved in across her
chest before going behind her neck.

That meant, of course, that they squeezed her
breasts in together. A last strap crossed her chest just at the top
of her breasts, pushing them down a little. All of that kept her
breasts from moving around much but it also squeezed her breasts so
they throbbed.

The shoulder length leather gloves were an
annoyance, too.

She hadn't asked him for another 'uniform',
afraid of what he'd come up with, and that he'd make her wear it.
Or at least, that he'd make her wear it for long periods of time.
She'd had to wear the leather outfit a few times, but it never
stayed on for long.

What was wrong with lacy outfits, for heavens
sakes?! They could be slutty looking too!

To say nothing of a nice pair of sweatpants
and a t-shirt! Now that was a good uniform for doing household
chores!

She briefly considered putting something on.
Of course Benjamin would find out, and he'd punish her, but his
punishments were, though temporarily painful, darkly thrilling too.
Those were when he really went dominant on her, and while she never
feared for her safety that didn't mean she wasn't anxious about
what he might do to her.

As he had once pointed out: he said he would
never harm her. He didn't say he'd never hurt her.

But that anxiety was what lent her
punishments much of their thrill. And of course, punishing her
turned him on (her too sometimes), which meant they always ended in
rough, raw, wild, and incredible sex! For that reason, she'd
provoked him at various times, trying to get just the right amount
of provocation to draw a real punishment (as opposed to a few slaps
on the behind) but not a bad one.

She considered going out into the garden to
do a little weeding. But no, that was directly defying his orders,
which he'd just given her that day and in front of two people. That
would draw rather more punishment than she wanted. And since it was
a safety issue it would make him genuinely angry.

She didn't want Benjamin really angry with
her.

After some consideration she let her lips
curl up in a smile and headed off to do the laundry.

The old manor house had laundry chutes on
each floor, but Benjamin and Matt rarely used them. For the most
part, they used their floors, or simply put things back into the
closet.

Caitlin was not amused, and wondered how
people with such powerful noses could miss the need to clean
things. Then again, they probably didn't mind their own scent.

Caitlin raided the closets to see what might
have been left there that shouldn't be, and checked the laundry
hampers she'd put into everyone's room as well, tossing them down
the chutes. She also pulled the sheets from the beds and sent them
down along with the clothes.

After months at it, was used to working in
the nude, but she had never quite taken it for granted. It still
felt vaguely wrong, slutty, wicked, and sexual. Of course, the fact
she almost always felt at least somewhat sexual, and was so very
much aware of herself as a sexual object now accentuated that
feeling.

She thought about what Amy had said. It kind
of made sense to her. Like the little flutter in her stomach she
got every time she got down on her knees and spread her legs while
eating or drinking. How many times had she been taken in that
position? Too many to remember. The werewolves were canines, after
all, and really liked that position. And all those experiences
echoed in the back of her mind every time she bent over and spread
her legs.

She experimented there in Matt's bedroom.
Having taken the sheets off his bed she was reaching for the
pillows to remove the pillowcases. She bent forward across the bed,
and spread her legs.

Almost immediately she felt a surge of sexual
interest in her mind, a rise in her feeling of being a sexual
being, a sexual object. It wasn't that it aroused her, exactly, but
it certainly did give her an awareness of the possibilities!

She straightened, pillow in hand, and removed
the pillowcase, tossing it on the pile of linen, then scooped and
gathered them up, heading to the laundry chute.

From there it was down the stairs and into
the basement.

The basement was much deeper than the norm in
modern buildings, and a dark, gray, brooding stone place with
little light. Or it had been. If she was going to do laundry there
– naked – she wanted an improvement, and so Matt had laid down a
narrow strip of carpet along the cold stone. There was a row of
pot-lights overhead, too.

She had complained to Benjamin about walking
around naked, and he'd said the only shoes which were appropriate
to walk around in while naked and collared were stiletto heels.
Since she couldn't come up with a realistic counter for that (there
was no such thing as sexy slippers to a man), and since she loathed
stilettos, she went barefoot.

She reached the laundry room, which had been
transformed, with wall-to-wall carpet, modern laundry machines, and
far better lighting, as well as a portable electric heater she
immediately switched on. It might be reasonably warm outside, but
not down here, and her nipples were already stiff.

She dropped to her knees (that came easily
these days) and began to quickly sort the laundry into different
colors and types.

Benjamin wore tailored, and she was quite
certain, expensive white dress shirts. They were to be washed in a
certain, specific way, as he had explained to her. You didn't just
throw such dress shirts in with the regular laundry. There was a
special soap to use, and they went into a special cycle, in both
washer and dryer.

Now if she was to 'accidentally' put a few of
his shirts in with some of Amy's brightly colored things (which
were much cheaper and likely had colors which would run) well,
then, it stood to reason unexpected things would result. Most
likely of these were that his shirts would take on interesting
colors.

Caitlin didn't see that as a terrible
drawback, really. He needed to wear more color. A nice pink shirt
would look lovely on him, and it wasn't like anyone was going to
question HIS masculinity!

She smiled to herself as she tossed them in
together and turned the water to hot. If it worked out properly she
could either wait until he discovered it, or point it out to him
tonight, with much foot scuffing and sad little girl looks at her
'accident'.

She knelt down next to the remaining piles
and began to sort them properly. She would do the rest of his
shirts properly. It wouldn't do to ruin all of them, after all.

A sound turned her head and then Matt walked
in. She felt a little thrum in her stomach similar, but lower key
than she felt with Benjamin.

“You're back,” she said.

“I am? Well, yes. Good job of observation,
slave girl,” he said with a lazy grin.

She sniffed. “I have laundry,” she said.

“Of course, you have,” he said, his hand
sliding down between her legs.

She gasped softly, and then tried to ignore
him. She couldn't, of course, as his fingers stroked her clitoris,
and then pushed into her.

“Maaatt,” she groaned.

“Yes, little slave girl?”

“I have to do the laundry!”

“Of course. I'm not suggesting you stop.”

She continued, though her hands were a little
trembly. She tossed the first batch into the big red machine as he
started to nibble lightly on the side of her neck, then stood up,
set it, put in soap, and gasped as his hands gripped the machine on
either side of her. She turned quickly to find him grinning.

His hands slid behind her, squeezed her
buttocks, then lifted her as easily as a pillow onto the top of the
machine, settling her buttocks right on the edge as he kissed
her.

Caitlin moaned into his mouth, sliding her
arms over his shoulders as his own hands caressed her bare
back.

“You're doing it to me too,” she groaned.

“Hmm?” he asked.

“You're using your... your wolf stuff to turn
me into a nympho!”

He laughed out loud. “Wolf stuff? You mean
this?”

He dropped to his knees, seized her thighs in
his strong hands, pulled them further apart, and then buried his
face between her legs.

His tongue, like Benjamin's, was incredibly
adept, and incredibly long. She shuddered as it slid deep inside
her, twisting and writhing like a warm, incredibly soft wet snake.
When he slid it up across her already swollen clitoris she fell
back across the humming machine, moaning low in her throat.

His hands slid up her body, kneading her
breasts as her hips began to jerk and grind against him, and her
breasts throbbed in his hands. She needed very, very little
preparation, and he knew it, standing quickly. She moaned as she
stared at him through slightly glassy eyes, then gasped and arched
sharply as he thrust into her.

For a quickie, it was intense. He started
thrusting hard and fast, his powerful hips driving his big cock
into her so that the back wall of her pussy felt like a punching
bag. She grunted and gasped and moaned and cried out as he drove
himself into her with animal hunger, her voice rising higher and
higher until it peaked, along with the pleasure, and she writhed
and twisted and cried out as it sent her mind spinning into
orgasm.

“I'll see you upstairs,” he said, a trifle
breathless.

Her eyes fluttered and she groaned weakly as
he left the room.

“Fuuuck,” she moaned.

She slowly eased up off her back, slipped off
the washer, almost falling, and then shook herself.

Life as a sex slave was rarely dull.

She sank to her knees and finished sorting
the laundry, then turned off the heater and went back upstairs. She
wasn't really chilly any more anyway.

“Fix the AC yet?” she asked with a taunting
smirk as she passed the kitchen.

He turned a steely eyed glare at her but she
passed by without waiting for a rejoinder. She didn't really fear
punishment from Matt. He wasn't an alpha and it wasn't his thing.
And he'd already had his quickie. Of course, if Benjamin thought
she was being snotty to his pack mates he might well punish her for
it, but that wasn't something she particularly feared.

*

Two hours later she had cause to reflect
rather disgustedly on that thought. Benjamin had called Matt, and
Matt had made a 'suggestion' which Benjamin had been agreeable
enough to.

Cleaning out the fireplace in the great
room.

Of course, that was the proper job for a
slave, so it fell to her. She was equipped with goggles, and a
mask, along with several brushes. Matt draped plastic across the
front and Caitlin, completely with small stepladder, went into the
fireplace and began to scrape.

It wasn't that it was a particularly
difficult or complex task, but it left her utterly covered in soot
from head to toe, which gave Matt and Amy something to laugh at.
Matt even took pictures to send to Benjamin.

She was definitely going to have to find a
way to get back at him!

He wrapped her in plastic to spare the rest
of the room, carried her to the basement, and put her into the big
laundry tub. With her knees on the edge of the tub and most of the
rest of her inside he used a hand faucet to remove most of the soot
from her hair and body, then carried her to a small shower off the
laundry room to finish the job.

That shower ended much like her earlier
shower had, with him, but not her, sexually sated. Only unlike
Benjamin he'd done his best to rouse her with very talented fingers
before rinsing her off and calling an end to things.

“Bastard,” she muttered.

He just smiled.

She ran her hands down her slick body but he
gripped her wrists and shook his head with a grin.

“I'll dry you.”

He did, and blow dried her hair too, ignoring
her muttering about his obvious male deficiencies, as well as her
wondering aloud about the sexuality of men who liked to play
hairstylist with womens hair.

“And you are not to touch yourself in any way
sexually without permission from me, or Amy or Benjamin,” he said
as he completed the task.

She stared at him in surprise, then flushed
and then glared.

“What!?”

“You heard what I said, slave girl,” he said
with a mock stern look.

“You can't – .”

“Ah, but I can. Slave girls have to obey
orders after all.”

She felt a rush of heat at his words, which
was not precisely helpful given the situation.

“And you know we'll hear it, smell it, sense
it,” he said, his breath hot against the back of her ear.

“But – .”

“No arguments.”

She scowled at him, but decided she was going
to have to be a little more careful about how she teased him.

Teasing, in truth, became the story of the
day. Matt seemed to always be somewhere nearby, or at least, coming
to check on her as she did her chores, and always paused to use his
skilful fingers and tongue to rouse her to panting, moaning sexual
excitement – before leaving her like that.

“Bastard!” she said each time.

Of course, she returned the favor as often as
possible, making sure she positioned her body in a way which would
tug at his instincts whenever he saw her. She could tell this had
an effect, but the problem was that after fingering her to panting,
moaning jelly he could then go and find Amy, who was always
agreeable to a blow job if not a quickie.

Since Caitlin was almost invariably aroused
to at least some degree, even if it were the low, simmering type,
Matt's teasing had the effect of turning the heat up, not on, and
making it rise very quickly to the point of thrumming sexual
hunger.

Which he then failed to satisfy.

She was fairly sure that this was part
getting her back, part male enjoyment, and part an effort to make
her break the rules so she could be punished again. He was behaving
very much like a bratty little brother, she thought unhappily.

Well, so long as you left out the sexuality
of it all.

She was determined not to give in either.

But as the afternoon wore on it became
progressively easier for him to rouse her, and she never really
sank completely out of the sexual torpor he raised. She was alive
with sexual hunger and need the entire time, thinking strongly of
ways she might be able to hide her orgasm if she was to go
somewhere else in the house, or maybe just outside, where they
couldn't hear. It wouldn't take long, she knew. Thirty seconds and
she'd climax!

But she was sure he was just waiting for
that, him and Amy. They were both enjoying her squirming,
unfulfilled hunger.

When Benjamin finally came home it was all
she could do to keep herself from begging him to fuck her! But she
did her best to keep control of herself, and even keep her voice
even and calm, despite how frazzled she felt.

“About time you got home,” she said.

Not the usual greeting he expected of her, of
course, and he raised his eyebrows and gave her a frown. No,
definitely not the meek slave girl sort of greeting. Matt and Amy
just grinned.

Bastards!

“These two are... are brats!” she said,
pointing at them. “They've been teasing me all day!”

Well, so much for control.

“Are you going to let a slave talk like that
about us, Benjamin?” Matt asked.

He looked at Matt and Amy.

“You are both brats,” he said. “I tolerate
it, but that doesn't make it untrue. As to teasing her all day,
well...”

He turned back to Caitlin. “That's their
prerogative. You are merely a slave girl, after all, and have no
rights.”

She glared at him.

“At least you weren't bored,” he said, his
lips quirking up in a smile.

She was about to say something rude,
something which would definitely draw a punishment, but didn't want
to give Matt the satisfaction, so turned and stalked away.
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The basement gave her an illusion of privacy.
But she knew that their hearing was so good that if she made a lot
of noise they'd hear it, even down here. That was okay. She had
become as irritated at things (partly, of course, because of Amy's
revelation about a new Mate for Benjamin) that her sexual
frustration was pushed back into easily controllable levels.

What was she going to do if some woman moved
in here? She didn't really count Amy. Amy was a girl, and something
of an obedient servant who mostly lived elsewhere and had lots of
wild sex with other wolves. Sometimes she stayed over, and even had
a room, but she didn't live here. A mate, though, would be living
here and sleeping with Benjamin. And giving her orders! She would
be like a servant!

Well, she was sort of a servant now, she
thought, as she pulled the last of the sheets from the dryer, but
she was a sexy servant, a servant to sex-obsessed people who, even
if they did tease her, filled every day with thrills and passion
and pleasure. Would she even get to have sex with Benjamin if his
mate was here!? Maybe this Gwen would be as lustful as Benjamin and
he'd have all he could do to keep her satisfied!

The thought made her stomach heavy. She
wondered what future she had here, or whether, as she'd earlier
suggested to Amy, she ought to just leave. Of course, she had
nowhere to go. The thought of resuming her previous life as a cat
burglar was not particularly appealing. And frankly, going to
discos and letting ordinary men pick her up was going to seem
awfully dull compared to the wild, rampant, animal sex she'd been
having the last few months.

She wondered how long it would take Benjamin
to find his pink shirts. She'd left them neatly folded on the bed,
pink ones on top. The thought made her smile to herself. He was
going to be irritated!

Would it be this Gwen person who punished her
in future? That idea didn't sit well with her either. What if this
Gwen didn't like him having a sex slave and insisted she be booted
out? Would Benjamin refuse? Could he? And if he didn't, well, what
would Gwen do to an unwanted slave girl? She could certainly make
Caitlin's life miserable.

On the other hand, she'd probably at least
have her wear clothes!

She carried the sheets up two flights and
began to make the beds, and she contemplated her future she became
more annoyed at the entire nonsensical situation. Sex slave indeed!
She ought to go and find some damned clothes and... and go and find
a job!

You have no social security number, a small
voice said, and an obvious accent, not to mention no job experience
you can quote other than as sex slave – or thief. She could become
a stripper, she supposed. She had learned a lot about that, or
maybe a high priced call girl. She pondered that thought, imagining
herself in a limousine, wearing designer dresses and going to fancy
parties. Surely that beat being a collared sex slave!

Of course, she'd be going to those fancy
parties with strangers, and then sleeping with them. And she'd have
to remember how to fake an orgasm again because they probably
wouldn't be very good. Even if they were very good they probably
wouldn't try very hard. If you were paying someone to have sex with
them their pleasure was not going to be a major consideration.

Well that would suck! She'd just be sleeping
with people and not enjoying it! Of course she'd have a lot more
money, but for what? So she could live in a nice place? She already
lived in a nice place! In fact, nothing she could possibly do would
allow her to live in this kind of luxury!

Which meant she was kind of stuck being a sex
slave!

When Benjamin appeared, holding one of his
newly pinkish shirts by the collar, and glowered at her, she was
not intellectually prepared to pretend surprise or give a meek
apology as she'd planned when she'd done the deed. Instead she
glowered back at him.

“So?” she said. “Do your own damn shirts if
you don't like the service!”

His frown turned into a scowl.

“Don't you give me that scowl Mr. bigshot
pack leader! Hire a maid or a cleaning woman!”

“Your attitude, slave girl, needs some
adjustment,” he said.

“Oh bite me!”

Not, in retrospect, the best invitation to
make to a werewolf, but Caitlin wasn't really thinking as clearly
as she should have been. He reached for her and she twisted aside,
dodged under his arm, and then went out the other door into the
hall.

“Caitlin,” he said sternly.

She held up her middle finger behind her as
he came out into the hall. He started after her, and she started
walking faster. He walked faster, and she felt a sudden spurt of
anxiety and broke into a run.

“Get back here!” he ordered.

The corridor passed by the entry hall below,
with a long, winding staircase going down, and a polished railing
going past. Caitlin rushed down the staircase but before she
reached bottom Benjamin dropped down in front of her having simply
jumped over the railing from above. He landed neatly, despite it
being a twelve foot drop, and she literally ran into him.

She squeaked, stumbling back, arms
windmilling as she lost her balance, then yelped as he grabbed for
her and, and ran down the corridor to the back of the house.

For some reason, he didn't chase her. She
couldn't go outside from here, so started up the back staircase,
thinking to lead him a merry chase to at least make her inevitable
punishment worthwhile.

There was a very large wolf standing above
her. She yelped when she saw it, and slipped on the stairs. She
almost fell backwards but grabbed the railing as the wolf trotted
down to stand nose to nose with her. It wasn't growling, precisely,
but sort of muttering to itself. It jammed its snout into her belly
and she squeaked, shoved backwards.

“Hey!”

She caught the rung further down, but was on
her knees, and the wolf pushed into her belly again, shoving her
down again, and then again, until she tumbled back the last two
stairs to land up on her back on the floor below.

The wolf stood over her, a huge thing,
looking down, tongue lolling.

“Get off me!” She demanded, grabbing the
thick ruff of its chest and trying to shove it off.

Instead it lay down atop her.

“Ugh! You weigh a ton!”

It licked her face. It's tongue was very long
and very wet.

“Stop that!”

Her arms being pinned to her sides by the
heavy size and weight of the thing, there was little she could do
about it, however.

“Benjamin!”

The wolf seemed to flow into itself, the fur
fading away, the shoulders spreading out, and then Benjamin was
laying casually atop her, naked, his arms folded across her
chest.

“You are acting like a very bad little slave
girl,” he said.

She glared at him sullenly.

He sat up, then reached down for her, lifted
her bodily into the air and dropped her over his shoulders. He
slapped her bottom, pinned her legs, and then walked back
upstairs.

“Let me go!” she demanded, slapping at his
back, then his bottom.

Crack! His hand returned the favor,
and it was a much harder blow.

“Ow!”

Five minutes later she was in an empty room.
It had a nice, polished hardwood floor, lace curtains on the
windows, and the usual high ceiling with intricate crown moldings.
But the only furniture was one antique cupboard made of walnut. Her
wrists were linked together and attached to a chain which hung from
a hook overhead, and she was glowering sullenly at him.

“Now suppose you explain yourself,” he said,
folding his arms across his chest.

“I have nothing to explain!”

She had imagined this would be very sexy, but
she wasn't feeling very sexy at all.

He moved closer and she tried to kick him. Of
course he fended her off easily, grabbed her ankle, then moved
quickly forward until he was pressed hard against her from behind.
She gasped as he jerked her hair up and back, his other arm sliding
around her to keep her pinned against him.

“L-Let me go!” she gasped, squirming.

His tongue slid slowly across the nape of her
neck, his breath warm against her. His right arm, which was clamped
around her chest, dropped lower, so he cupped her sex firmly, his
warmth radiating against her skin.

“Your master orders you to speak,” he said in
a low growl.

“C-can't make me!” she gulped. “I'm not a
dog!”

“But I am,” he said, his voice rumbling low
in his throat in a way which made the hair at the back of her neck
stand on edge.

She gasped as his jaw closed on her throat
and she felt that growl rather than heard it. He bit lightly, then
eased back into a kiss, though his teeth nipped at her as his mouth
moved down her throat.

Her nipples were hard, and her chest thumping
as she felt herself pinned against him. Her legs twisted and moved,
but that just served to reinforce the pressure of his hand against
her sex.

Suddenly he released her hair and spun her
around. She stumbled and he caught her, hands sliding around her,
cupping her buttocks as he kissed her, or tried to. She shifted her
head away so that he had to raise his hand again and grip her hair.
Then his lips were against hers, soft, but demanding, and she felt
her struggles weakening as her anger began to subside.

He drew his lips back slow and Caitlin gulped
in air.

“Bastard,” she said.

“I know my parents were mated. So perhaps
you'd explain that.”

She snorted angrily. “Mated!”

“Yes, mated.”

“And who is going to be your next mate,
mister pack leader?” she demanded, glaring at him.

He pursed his lips. “I'm not entirely sure.
The females are working that out amongst themselves.”

“To see which one gets to move in here?” she
asked, dropping her eyes.

“If they want.”

“And you don't get a say?”

He snorted. “If I had a say do you think I'd
have wanted Molly? I take what they give me.”

“What if she's ugly and horrible and
mean?”

“As long as she's strong that's all we care
about.”

“Maybe you should marry a man then! Go
gay!”

“A man wouldn't give us children,” he said.
“And I don't really swing that way.”

She felt another surge of anger mixed with
despair, then gasped as he jerked back on her hair to force her
chin up.

“Are you worried about a new mate coming
here?”

She dropped her eyes obstinately.

“It's inevitable, you know. The pack demands
it.”

“And what happens to me then?”

“What do you mean what happens to you?
Nothing happens to you. You stay here as my slave.”

She raised her eyes, glaring. “And you don't
think your mate is going to be just a tad bloody annoyed at
that?”

“Why would she be? I'm not mating with her
because I love her, Caitlin. Nor is she mating with me because she
loves me. It's... think of it as an arranged marriage, a political
marriage.”

“She's still your mate! And she won't want to
share you with another woman!”

“First, you don't understand how wolves
think. Second, you're technically not a woman.”

She rolled her eyes. “Calling me a slave
doesn't change what I am!”

“Technically it does. Look, the only thing my
mate will care about is her power within the pack, and my ability
to breed children with her.”

“Breeding,” she said, shaking her head.

“Are you jealous?” he asked in sudden
amusement.

“Why would I be jealous? I don't even like
you!”

“Then you shouldn't be bothered by my taking
a new mate,” he said.

“And what am I supposed to do here with a
woman living here?”

“The same as you do now.”

She glared at him. “Oh right. I can just
imagine your mate sitting up in bed trying to read while you spend
a couple of hours driving me insane with your hot wax and
feathers!”

He chuckled softly. “With curlers in her hair
and face cream on?” he asked in amusement.

“It's not funny!”

“My mate will likely have a different room.
But whether she does or doesn't I assure you I will still find lots
of time for you.”

“Who says I even want your time?” she
muttered, dropping her eyes again.

“Oh I think you do,” he said.

“Do not,” she muttered.

He leaned in, raining kisses down the side of
her throat, his right hand sliding up to cup and knead her
breast.

“I think you enjoy my time, at least a
little,” he murmured.

“I think your... your mate will want that
time, “she gulped.

“When she goes into heat, of course,” he
said, “Until she becomes pregnant.”

“Do you think... do you think... stop that!”
she gasped as he began to lick and nibble at her breasts.

“Do you think you can raise children with a
naked sex slave wandering around?!”

“I'm sure they won't mind. Besides, once
she's with child my mate will probably move out to raise it.”

“What?”

He sighed and drew back.

“Look, mating among the pack is not like
getting married and raising children. It's all political. And
raising children is done by females. My only contribution is as a
sperm bank.”

She stared at him. “But.. what if you love
each other?”

“Well, that's different. And it can happen,
but often doesn't. Right now, it's just a genetic necessity. Female
wolves, and that includes werewolves, go into heat twice a year.
That's when they're fertile. They won't get pregnant any other time
of the year. So there's no guarantee my mate will even move in
here, you see. They often do, but that's a tradition which isn't
really observed that closely nowadays, and then once their
pregnant, they usually move themselves off. That's so the male
doesn't accidentally harm the baby.”

“How would you do that?”

“I wouldn't because I'm human too. I know
about cause and effect, and I don't discipline everyone by clawing
and biting at them.”

He ran leaned in and took a soft bite at the
center of her breast which caused her to yelp.

“Of course, I do that sometimes just for
fun.”

He slid down to his knees in front of her and
she gasped as his hands jerked her buttocks forward and apart, then
he buried his face in her groin, his mouth opening, his tongue
pushing into her.

He was not as good as Amy, but he was … very
good, and Caitlin soon found herself having trouble breathing in
more than ragged gasps and gulps. With the long and repeated
periods of arousal she'd felt that day she was very quickly roused
into the kind of crackling sexual firestorm she had come to love,
where her mind lost the control the chains had already taken from
her body.

And then he stood up, of course and
smiled.

“Now then, about your behavior, and about the
damage you did to my shirts...”

Caitlin stared up at him, gulping in air,
flushed with heat.

“You really didn't think you were going to
get away without punishment, did you, slave?”

He opened one of the doors of the cabinet,
seemed to examine the contents, then turned around with a whip in
his hand. She hadn't seen it before, and he'd never used it on her.
She felt a sudden rush of anxiety as he seemed to flick it in the
air. It was about three feet long, a third of that being a handle
wrapped in leather.

The whip itself was very thin, and he'd used
something similar, but much longer, on her before, but her heart
began to pound as he let it swish back and forth.

“You've been a very naughty little slave,” he
said.

“Bite me,” she gulped.

He smiled, then his arm swept the whip out.
It cut diagonally across her chest, right across her left breast so
that she hissed and jerked back. The feel of the blow was so light
as to be almost meaningless, but the sting of the impact came to
her a second later and she let out a gasp of pain.

“Bastard!” she said.

The laid it sideways across her belly, then
circled her slowly. Because it was so small and lightweight, it
took only the flick of his hand to send it darting out to snap
across her shoulders or bottom or lower back. Yet it was long
enough he could stand behind her and have it curl around her ribs
to snap at her breasts easily enough. Each sting was much like
getting a static electricity charge on her finger in winter, but
they added up, and left a thin dark line of heat behind.

He paused and went back to the cupboard,
leaving her pants heavily, and aroused, despite herself. He
returned with a sort of dildo in hand. It looked rather like a
narrow ice cream cone with multiple scoops, and it glistened as if
flick.

He moved behind her, gripped her hair, and
jerked her hair back so that she gasped aloud, then she did so
again as she felt the thing pushing up against her back
opening.

“Oh! Don't! Benjamin!”

“The word is Sir,” he said calmly.

She squeaked as the first 'scoop' slid into
her. The second followed, then three more. He started to work it in
and out slowly, and the sensation was odd, but deliciously
exciting. His other hand abandoned her hair, instead sliding around
her and down between her legs, pushing her hips back and fingering
her clitoris as he pumped the thing in and out.

“A slave girl is obedient, isn't that right?”
he asked.

“Ahh! Oh! Fuck!”

“Isn't it?”

She felt the thing pushing way up inside her,
then the solid base of it sliding into her as well.

He drew back, and the whip sliced into the
soft flesh of her hip, curled down across her abdomen and snapped
at her pussy!

“Ow! Oh! Benjamin!”

The whip cut across her buttocks and she
yelped.

“Sir,” he said.

The whip curled around her waist, leaving a
thin line of fire, and Caitlin felt that fire beginning to rise
within her as well. This was all so very, very... kinky and wicked
and nasty! The fact it hurt, but not really, was a major factor, of
course. Yet even the little stings of pain were beginning to feel
like the sparks amidst the bonfire as the snapped at her breasts
and then her pussy again.

The whip snapped down against her pussy
again, and again she yelped at the sting, even as she felt a wild
flare of heat at the outrageousness of it. A moment later it curled
across her other hip and bit her in roughly the same tender spot,
then again.

It was as if he could read her mind, she
thought dazedly.

Only, of course he couldn't, but … but he
sort of could! He could sense how aroused she was. She knew that.
Amy and Matt had said as much too. She had a brief coherent thought
amidst the flood of sensations and emotions, wondering how good a
lover you could get to be if you could actually sense what your
lover's reaction to something was.

He paused, pushing the dildo thing back deep
inside her, pumping it slowly in and out as his other hand returned
to her pussy, pushing her hips back and fingering her.

“Oh! Oh fuck! Fuck! Oh!”

“Sir,” he said, pausing in his movements. “I
want to hear the word.”

“Sir!” she gasped.

“Beg me to whip you, slave girl.”

What an outrageous thought!

His finger brushed against her swollen
clitoris with the gentlest of touches, and she tried to thrust
herself into his hand only to have him ease the finger back.

“Sir!” she moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, sir!” she said, panting.

“Beg me to fuck your brains out.”

“Please fuck my brains out, sir!” she gasped,
her mind roiling.

“Beg me to whip you, slave girl.”

A sparkling, shocking, nasty thought! So
wicked!

“Please whip me, sir!” she moaned.

She gasped as his finger stroked firmly
across her clitoris, her legs going slightly rubbery as her hips
bucked against him.

Then he drew back, and the whip cut across
her back again, harder. She yelped and twisted, but the blows came
faster, hissing down across her bottom, around her waist, and
around her ribs to snap at her swollen breasts and tingling
nipples.

Caitlin twisted and writhed, breathless, face
flushed, gulping in air as heat and dark pleasure spun through her
mind.

“Spread your legs, slave,” he growled.

She moaned, spreading her legs apart, as the
whip curled across her hip and snapped at her pussy. She squealed,
her legs jerking together.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

She obeyed, and it snapped at her again, and
then again. She twisted and arched and shuddered as he moved to the
side, snapping it across her breasts, then between her legs again.
The sharp little stings began to feel almost erotic, like sensual
fire playing across the seething flow of lava moving through
her.

A part of her felt sharp explosions of dark
delight at every blow, her nipples like hard little pebbles,
burning on her chest, her pussy aching for his touch, for any
touch!

He stepped in behind her, and his cock, now
hard, slid up along her buttocks, then down between them. He
reached down and drew her legs together, then pulled back on her
hips, his long cock trapped between her thighs.

Caitlin moaned dazedly, staring down the
length of her body, her pale skin criss-crossed with thin red
lines, staring at his cock as it pushed out between her thighs. It
pushed in and out, in and out, and then he reached down and she
groaned as it pressed against her, trying to jam inside. She spread
her legs and he slid up into her, a glorious feeling of
satisfaction and pleasure filling her mind as he filled her
body.

“God!” she moaned in a choked voice.

“Just me,” he said.

He pushed her thighs back together, pulled
her bottom out more. He was already so tight inside her, and this
just made it seem that much tighter. She groaned helplessly as he
worked himself in and out. Every time his hips ground into her
buttocks his pubic bone pressed hard against the base of the dildo
in her ass, jamming the nose in even harder.

It ached... wonderfully!

“Wh-what are you doing to meee?” she
moaned.

“Fucking your brains out, like you asked,” he
replied, before biting into the soft flesh of her neck.

She shuddered and her hips began to buck back
against him with harsher and more desperate motions. One of his big
hands came around her chest to cup her breast while the other slid
down her belly, his finger beginning to rub against her
clitoris.

She began to cry out, repeatedly, every time
her buttocks slapped back against him, every time his cock thrust
deep into her belly and the nose of the dildo jammed deeper still.
She had a vague sense of anxiety about Matt or Amy overhearing, but
it was soon overwhelmed by the pleasure and her cries grew more
intense.

The orgasm did pretty much as he had
promised, it blew her brains out. Nothing else mattered under the
spreading explosion of sensations but the raw, animal pleasure, and
she basked in it, reveled in it, surrendered to it, thinking about
and caring about nothing else, wanting it to go on forever!
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She was relieved to know Amy had gone home
and Matt had gone out. Even though they'd heard her cries of
pleasure before she was still embarrassed about it. And Benjamin
did not let her off without further punishment. She had already
done her exercise for the day but he put her through more – graphic
ones.

It was a series of positions and movements
she had once called pervert yoga (for which she'd gotten a
spanking). The positions were all very submissive, very sexual, and
had to be done rapidly, instantly, and perfectly to avoid the sharp
little switch he carried biting into her soft flesh. And it left
her exhausted and panting and sweating on the floor. And not from
pleasure.

She was reminded of what Amy had said about
the military wanting instant obedience, and training that into its
soldiers. But I'm not a freaking soldiers, she thought in
frustration. How do I get out of this chicken outfit?

“Elbows back more,” he said, the little
leather tip of the switch snapping down on her nipple.

She gasped, jerking her elbows back as she
knelt on the floor, back arched, head back, fingers interlaced
behind her neck, knees apart, buttocks on her heels.

“What are you?”

“I'm a slave girl, sir,” she gulped.

“On your back, legs high and then wide.”

She fell back at once and raised her legs up
at a ninety degree angle from her hips, toes pointed straight up,
legs together, then slowly let her legs open, wider and wider … and
wider. When he'd first had her doing these positions she couldn't
get her legs very wide, but practice had stretched the tendons and
now her legs were able to go almost down to the floor on either
side of her hip.

“Very good, slave girl,” he said. “You'll be
able to get to the floor soon.”

It was a darkly obscene pose and she flushed
in pleasure at his praise, and, of course, at the way she was
displaying herself to him.

“What are you?”

“I'm a slave girl, sir!”

“Legs up.”

Gasping with effort, she slowly raised her
legs up until they were together again, toes pointed to the
ceiling.

“Now back,” he ordered.

She drew her joined legs back against her
body, spreading them as they reached her head so that her thighs
pressed into her shoulders. Another obscene pose, and another dark
thrill as he looked down at her.

“What are you?”

“I'm a slave girl, sir!” she gasped.

“On your toes.”

Shifting from the position she had been in to
the new one was not achieved swiftly or smoothly, and got her
another sharp smack from the switch, this time on the bottom, but
she succeeded, wobbling just a bit.

When Benjamin said toes he meant toes, after
all.

“What are you?”

“I'm a slave girl, sir!”

“Touch the floor.”

She grunted and folded forward. Again, the
transition was not perfectly smooth because she had to return to
her heels first, then as her hands pressed flat against the floor
she raised herself up on her toes once again.

The switch slid between her thighs, and the
length of it pushed up against her sex, angled up and back as he
began to slide it in and out.

“What are you?”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!” she exclaimed.

The blood was rushing to her head as her hair
spilled over the floor, and her feet were starting to wobble a bit,
even though much of her weight was now on her hands.

But her pussy thrummed with life as the
leather caressed it, as it sawed back and forth against her, and
her heart beat faster.

He knelt before her, gathered up her hair,
and pulled her head up and back. She saw he was semi-erect again
and moaned as she closed her lips around it. He was in no
particular hurry, and she could not really move her head at all as
he slowly pushed in and out of her mouth, sliding into her throat
several times as she trembled softly.

He pulled out and rose, moving behind her,
and she shuddered as she felt the warm, slick, soft heat of him
gliding up and down against her opening. The head of his cock
pushed into her, and she groaned aloud, holding her position with
great difficulty as he pushed himself deeper.

He thrust suddenly, and she cried out as his
cock was jammed deep.

“What are you?” he asked.

“I'm a sex slave, sir!” she gasped,
everything but her own lower legs, and his, hidden behind the
screen of her hair as it fell around her. Her head continued to
pound as he started to thrust in and out, his hands on her hips
helping to steady her even as her ankles ached more and more
fiercely.

The pressure in her skull seemed to multiply
as the sexual heat grew more intense, and the soft slap of his hips
against her buttocks was almost hypnotic, lulling her mind into a
soft, sensual haze.

She was nearing orgasm when there was a sound
at the front door. He stopped and pulled back. She groaned weakly
as he moved away.

“Hold your position,” he ordered.

“Hey,” she heard Matt's voice say.

“Matt. How was it?”

“It worked, but I still don't trust them,”
Matt say.

She felt the sexual pressure grow more
intense, knowing Matt was in the room, looking at her. She couldn't
see him, but from the sound of his voice would be near the doorway,
ten feet or so in front of her.

“Now there's a pretty sight,” she heard him
say, closer.

“Isn't it? Think I should just keep her like
that as a sort of living statue?”

“I wouldn't object, but I don't think her
toes will last that long.”

“On your knees, slave girl,” Benjamin
said.

Caitlin groaned, half collapsing, then
turning to glare over her shoulders at the two. Benjamin was
sitting on the sofa while Matt was propped against the wall beside
him, grinning.

Benjamin patted his lap and she turned on all
fours, indignation warring with the heat still bubbling up inside
her. The heat won, and she crawled forward. Benjamin had stopped
after their earlier sex to put on a pair of boxer shorts, but that
was all he was wearing as she crawled in between his legs.

She was aware of a sense of ego and pride as
she, in effect, put on a display for both of them. Yet it was Matt
looking on which made her really feel like the exhibitionist as she
licked slowly, teasingly along Benjamin's inner thigh, then slowly
up across his crotch. She mouthed him through the shorts, which
were made of some silk-like material, caressing him with her lips
as he rose to push up against the fabric.

She rubbed her cheek against him, letting her
tongue slide along her lower lip as she looked up at Benjamin, and
he reached down, running his fingers through her hair as she rubbed
her face against his groin. Her hands slid up his body, caressing
his chest, feeling his soft warmth against her fingers.

Then she slid her teeth up to the waistband
of his shorts and tugged them down.

So she was an animal, was she? Well, she
would act like one, like a wolf girl!

She could almost feel his excited surprise,
and thought she heard him suck in a breath of air as she tugged the
front of his shorts down to let his cock pop up thick and hard and
pointing right at her. She leaned in, her hands still caressing his
chest, but sliding down as she licked lightly at the underside of
the head.

She turned her head sideways, licking
delicately along the shaft as her hands descended and gripped his
shorts to pull them down his legs and off. He spread his legs
apart, watching her like a … like a predator watching its prey, she
thought with a dark shudder.

She let her hands cup his balls now,
squeezing and massaging them as she rained kisses along the length
of his cock, then she gripped it, raising it up and pressing it
back against his belly. Her mouth went in low, kissing, then
sucking his balls inside. She let them pop out, then licked up and
down the underside of his shaft, starting at the base.

As she approached the head she pursed her
lips, then lowered him, her hands returning to his balls and the
base of his shaft as she let him slowly push through, made him
force her lips apart to slide into her mouth and along her tongue.
She heard him sigh in pleasure as he pushed deeper, and in one
smooth movement, pushed herself down all the way so that he slid
into her throat and down it all the way.

She let her lips play against the base of his
shaft, then slid slowly back, sucking all the way, her tongue
moving as best she could until he was further back and she could
attacked the head.

Or start to. She gasped as his hand gripped
her hair and pulled her upward, her face suddenly against his
belly, then up along his chest as her legs scrambled to support
her. She found herself straddling him, panting for breath.

His cock, wet, slick hard and warm, pressed
against her opening and she moaned as she let him spread her open
and sank down onto him.

Crack!

She gasped at the slap to her bottom, but
sank deeper, leaning in to kiss the side of his neck as he squeezed
her breast. And as he began to kiss and suck and lick the center of
her breast she started to ride him, a feeling of sexual urgency
building up within her.

Her body thrummed with power and need, the
familiar sexual fever settling over her as she rode him, her head
rolling from side to side as she fell into a shimmering world of
sex and pleasure.

And then another hand grasped her loose hair
and jerked her head forward and to the side, where she found Matt's
hard cock waiting. She opened her mouth with a groan and he pulled
her forward, thrusting deep.

She began to suck him excitedly, still riding
Benjamin's cock. Benjamin's mouth was on her right breast now, his
hand on her ass. Matt grabbed her left, squeezing hard enough to
make her nipple stand out like a rigid, overheated pebble, and let
his thumb flick across it again and again as he pushed himself down
into her throat.

She felt Benjamin's finger pushing at her
back passage, then sliding up inside her, and shuddered as the heat
rose still higher. She was almost giddy with the pressure,
trembling, moaning with it as she gulped in air around Matt's cock.
He had a firm hold on her hair, and was being uncharacteristically
rough in his need, jerking her face forward as he thrust into
her.

As used to deep throating as she'd become she
almost gagged several times, yet the feeling of being out of
control, of being the helpless prey to the two powerful predators
filled her with a wild sense of thrilled sexual passion. She gave
herself to Matt, letting her head move where he willed, groaning as
he pulled her in and out, as he fucked her face, even as she
continued to ride Benjamin's cock.

Another finger pushed up into her ass, then a
third, pumping in and out as she felt a shattering orgasm take
hold. She screamed into Matt's cock, her voice shut off as he
forced her lips in against his groin. Her body trembled and shook
as convulsions wracked her body, and Benjamin used the springs of
the sofa to thrust himself up into her hard and fast as she felt
the world swirling and burning around her.

Breathless, literally, the pressure exploded
in her skull, and she bathed in the fires of the sensual storm
battering her mind to the point of near collapse. Then the orgasm
faded, slowly and she moaned, going limp as Matt eased back.

She gulped in air, coughing, gagging weakly
as she fell forward against Benjamin's body, her hair spilling
across his shoulders as Matt released her.

“Nasty little sex slave,” Benjamin
growled.

Caitlin could only moan, eyes slitted, chest
heaving. Then her eyes and mouth went wide and she moaned aloud as
she felt Matt move in behind her. They'd taken her at the same time
once before, when she was all-but hanging from her wrists, and it
had been incredible!

Now his big, slick cock pushed into her ass
with surprising ease. As tight as she was, her own saliva coated
the way, and the feel of his soft, warm, slippery shaft pushing up
into her was deliciously sensual. She groaned again as the two men
squeezed her between them, as she felt Matt's teeth on the back of
her neck.

“Oh God!” she moaned breathlessly.

“Just call me sir,” Benjamin replied.

“I – Oh!”

Matt's cock suddenly thrust much deeper,
achingly deep, and she felt utterly stuffed with the two big men
inside her! She panted for breath, whimpering as they began to move
in tandem, as their hands settled on a possession of her body. Matt
took her right, and Benjamin her left.

And their cocks moved.

“Fuck! Oh! Oh! Wait! Oh! Slow! God! God! Oh
my God! Oh! Please!” she gasped, their big, powerful hands roaming
her body, their bodies sandwiching her tightly.

Matt's cock began to move freely, and
Benjamin thrust up into her shuddering body. It didn't take more
than thirty seconds of that before another orgasm hammered her mind
nearly flat, and she started twisting and writhing and bucking in
and out. Benjamin was biting her breast hard enough to hurt, while
Matt was growling at her throat, his lips and teeth nipping and
sucking.

And those two big cocks impaled her,
thrusting into her with every wilder motions as their excitement
and passion added to their animal instincts.

Another orgasm hit, and she cried out in
dazed pleasure, swamped by the intensity of the sensations,
twisting and writhing, trying to impale herself on both cocks at
the same time!

It was... glorious!

And still they drove into her, churning her
insides into a volcanic stew of bubbling, steaming pleasure that
kept exploding up through her like an erupting volcano.

Leave!? Leave!? How would anyone possibly
decide to leave this, some part of her reeling mind wondered before
collapsing before another flood of pleasure.

 


 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


“Here!? They're going to meet here!?

“This is where we have our important
meetings, Slave girl,” Benjamin said.

“But... uhm, should I ahm, go somewhere?”

Benjamin raised his eyebrows and then shook
his head with a smile. “No, slave girl. They'll want to see
you.”

“What?”

The alpha females of the pack were going to
meet to decide on Benjamin's new mate. The last thing she wanted to
do was be anywhere in the neighborhood when they did!

“You'll be acting as sort of the maid,
serving drinks and snacks and such,” he said. “No need for anything
heavy. A few trays of cold-cuts and some sandwiches will be
fine.”

She stared at him.

“But they hate me!”

“They don't hate you. They don't even dislike
you.”

“Molly hated me!”

“Molly hated me too.”

“But... why do I have to be here?”

He shrugged. “You're the house slave girl,
aren't you? It would look pretty strange if you took off with me
while they had their meeting.”

“With... you're not going to be here!?”

“I told you, it's a female thing.”

“You're going to leave me alone with
them!?”

He looked up from his IPAD. “They won't hurt
you, slave girl. You belong to me, remember? They won't dare.”

“Oh that's reassuring!”

“Well... they might hurt you,” he said,
amending his previous statement, “But the won't harm you.”

She stared at him.

“Look, I know you still don't quite get the
pack sense that exists among us, but there is one, and there isn't
any anger towards you, nor would the pack, or any of its members do
anything to you they'd know I wouldn't want done. And yes, they'll
know. They know me very well and I know them. It's part of being in
the pack, this... knowing.”

He sighed and shook his head. “It's very hard
to explain.”

“So I'm going to be all alone with a bunch of
tough bitch female werewolves?”

“Not all alone. Amy will be here. And Celia.
You've met Celia. And Hannah.”

“Hannah seemed... nice,” she said doubtfully.
“I thought only alphas were coming.”

“Alphas yes, but Amy will be here as kind of
an uhm, helper, assistant, maid, gopher, whatever. Hannah will be
here to consult on genetics.”

“Genetics?”

“The pack isn't that large, and we don't
breed with a lot of outside packs, so we have to make sure that we
don't interbreed too closely. Hannah is more than just a simple
doctor. She's done a lot of training in genetics. She'll have done
gene scans of all the stronger alphas to compare with me.”

“How very... scientific,” she said.

He grinned. “Did you think they'd be deciding
it by fighting it out tooth and claw?”

“Well..”

“They've already pretty much done that
part.”

Her eyes widened.

“You know how among young men, among
adolescents and teenagers, there's a lot of roughhousing and
wrestling and the lot? That's part of establishing who is stronger
that most people don't even remember is instinctive. We do it too,
but so do the women. In your world, the young women establish
dominance through other than physical means. With us it's physical
but also... “

“What?”

He shook his head. “It's something we don't
usually talk about because we understand it, and we don't really
have a lot of words to describe it because again, we understand it.
It's a sense you lack. There is a way of willing another, of
forcing another by the mere use of your will. Your will simply
sweeps theirs aside and they do what you want. That's a really
rough, crude description of something which is normally done almost
without thought.”

“So if you want something, the pack wants
it?”

“Again, a simplistic sort of description.
They feel what I want, what I will, but they're not going to simply
turn into automatons because I want something. That's especially so
for the alphas. However, there is a way of pitting your will
against anothers which will establish which has the greater will.
Think of it as force of personality, or think of it as magic. It
doesn't really matter.”

“Uhm.”

“The point is they will decide amongst
themselves who is the appropriate mate for me.”

“So how did Molly get selected?”

He let out a bark of laughter.

“She had the best genetic material, and a
hell of a powerful will.”

“But she was … inappropriate.”

“In the end, due to decisions she made. But
if she'd stayed my mate long enough to go into heat I still would
have bred with her and she'd probably be pregnant now.”

“But she was a lesbian.”

“When in heat, she'll demand the sex. It
doesn't matter what her personal preferences are. Her instincts
would have taken over. As would mine.”

“Weird.”

“It's perfectly normal if you consider us a
pack of wolves rather than a group of humans.”

“So which are you?”

“Both. Think of us as humans with very raw,
very powerful animal instincts, or as highly intelligent animals
that can speak to you. Doesn't really matter.”

*

Thankfully, the first ones to arrive were
Hannah and Amy. Hannah seemed rather like a kindly middle aged
woman, and had given her a checkup after the vampires had taken
her. She had a way of putting her at ease, which would have been
very helpful if Amy hadn't been agitated.

“I brought some stuff for you,” the girl
said.

She dumped a bag on the table and overturned
it so that what seemed a collection of chains fell out.

“Uh?” Caitlin stared at them.

“We're going to put these on you,” Amy
said.

“Why!?”

“So they're not left in any doubt you're just
a slave girl, of course.”

Caitlin stared at her in disbelief, then
gestured to herself, naked but for the collar and the shackles on
her wrists and ankles.

“Caitlin, we don't have a nudity thing, so
you being naked is not a big deal. The collar?” Amy rolled her
eyes. “We're canines. In fact, most of them include collars amongst
their uhm, toys, if you will.”

Caitlin blinked in surprise.

“And your shackles are kind of pretty and
shiny and might as well be decorative when not in use. We want them
in use. We want you to really look like a slave.”

“I don't understand.”

Hannah chuckled and picked up one of the
chains.

“Amy is simply taking extra precautions,” she
said. “Also, she's young, and tends to get nervous around the
alphas. I don't think you need to fear the girls at all. However,
there is some concern on their part about Benjamin and you.”

She attached a chain no thicker than
Caitlin's little finger to the ring set into the front of her
collar and let it hang down the length of her body.

“They wonder if you're just a slave,” Amy
said.

“They understood and approved of his
cleverness in taking you as his slave at the time, you understand,”
Hannah said. “Even though Molly was a lesbian she was fiercely
jealous of her prerogatives, and very defensive about her position
as head alpha female. Any of the non-alphas Benjamin showed an
interest in would have suffered one way or another.”

“She would have found a way to punish them,”
Amy said, attaching a similar chain to the ring in the back of her
collar.

“They realized they'd made a mistake not long
after they chose her, you see,” Hannah said, attaching a much
thinner chain to the chain hanging between her breasts.

“Too late then,” Amy said.

“So as I said, they approved of Benjamin's
cleverness. He satisfied himself sexually, without breaking any of
the laws, and without causing Molly any reason to take out her
jealousy on any of the pack. Nor was she in position to take them
out on you.”

“Not much,” Amy said. “Here, turn around and
bend over.”

Amy saw she had what looked sort of like a
small cucumber of stainless steel in her hand. It was rounded on
the ends, and thickened in the middle.

“But oh!”

Amy pushed the thing slowly up into her
pussy. It wasn't as long or thick as some of the things which had
gone up there – including Amy's fist – but was still rather wide,
and heavy.

“Here,” Hannah said, handing the girl a
second one.

Bending over the table, Caitlin gasped as the
second one, slippery, was worked into her bottom.

“But then Molly left,” Hannah said.
“Normally, the pack leader sort of enjoys the favors of the pack
girls. He's careful not to focus attention on any one, but takes
turns.”

“Benjamin isn't doing that now,” Amy
said.

“He's doing you instead,” Hannah said
bluntly.

“Nothing against the rules, but still, some
of the alphas are concerned that you might not be all that much of
a slave, and might actually be something like a girlfriend.”

“A non pack girlfriend,” Hannah said.

Hannah pulled her upright, and squeezed her
left breast. Caitlin looked down to see the thin chain she had
attached to the larger one had very small rings on either end. She
pressed one of them, and then tugged gently. The ring closed...
tightly.

“Oh! Ow! It's too tight!” she gasped.

“No, it's just tight enough,” Hannah
said.

By the time they were done The long chain
dangling down from her collar was pulled up tight between her legs,
through small rings set into the two metallic things which had been
pushed inside her, and then went up between her buttocks to fasten
to the back of her collar.

The narrower chain attached to it was also
squeezing her nipples tightly. Another of the thicker chains linked
her wrist bracelets together to the front of the same long chain.
Yet another one linked her ankle restraints together.

“I'll fall on my face!” she complained.

“Take small steps,” Amy said.

“And this thing...” she looked down at the
long chain descending from her collar.

There was a small spiked ball attached to it
at a very uncomfortable position.

“Oh that,” Hannah said with a faint
smile.

“Its uhm, right over my...”

“Yes.”

“It's kind of... uncomfortable.”

“That's all right, dear. You'll get used to
it.”

Amy was playing with her hair. She pulled
some out to the side in a long pig-tail, then did the same on the
other side. While leaving her with too-long bangs that half covered
her right eye and made it difficult to see. Her hair was also
pulled up and back in a long, flowing main.

“You are a sex kitten,” Hannah said. “That is
what they need to see you as. Just a creature of sex and lust and
heat.”

“A sexual animal,” Amy said, waggling her
eyebrows.

“Submissive, obedient, and not very
smart.”

Caitlin glared.

“Not a threat to them, in other words,” Amy
said.

“Yes, not someone a smart, powerful man like
Benjamin would have any use for except the obvious.”

“They won't believe that,” she muttered.

“On the contrary. You just have to look the
part. These are alphas. And, to be honest, dear, we're rather an
arrogant group, even discounting that. It's easy to look down on
ordinary humans as something lesser than us.”

“Weaker, slower, fragile, easily defeated,
with very poor senses of smell and hearing,” Amy added.

“And alphas are even worse,” Hannah said. “It
will be their natural instinct to look down on you as simple prey.
If they were mere wolves this wouldn't even be necessary. However,
they're also women. And you're quite a beautiful young girl.
They're more than human enough to be suspicious of that, and resent
it, to a greater or lesser extent, even if they won't admit
it.”

“Be very submissive,” Amy warned.

“These... things – ” Caitlin complained.

“Yes, they're heavy and they keep pushing
out. That's all right. We want them to. The chain will keep them
from going out very far.”

“But... they'll all see them!”

Hannah gave her a look. “That's the idea,
girl.”

“It will help to increase the scent of you,
help them know how aroused you are.”

“I'm not aroused! I'm afraid!”

“Amy will take care of that, dear,” Hannah
said with a smile.

She went out to the front and Caitlin turned
to see Amy grinning at her.

“Take care of... Amy!”

Amy had a vibrator in hand and pressed it
down against her clitoris, gripping her hair at the same time to
pull her head down against her.

Amy was a very good kisser, and the Caitlin
quickly discovered some of the drawbacks to her chains. Her wrists
were chained to the front of the main chain. If she tried to pull
them downward she pulled against that chain, which pulled against
her nipples. If she pulled her wrists up she pulled against the
chain in the opposite direction, grinding the spiked ball against
her clitoris!

Her hands were thus unable to do anything
about Amy's grip on her hair, nor could they reach to where the
girl was grinding the vibrator back and forth across her clit. She
quickly realized this and stopped trying to resist, giving herself,
in effect, to whatever Amy chose to do to her.

And there was, as always, something sensual
in that sense of surrender. She still wasn't into girls, but Amy's
lips against hers, the girl's skilled tongue inside her mouth, the
buzzing against her clitoris, the throbbing ache of her nipples,
and the whole chained up thing was starting to make her quite
breathless.

Pulling up against the chain tugged up the
rounded stainless steel things inside her, all-but burying them in
her pussy and bottom. But easing her hands down let the weight
slowly pull them out into view again.

The one in her pussy was soon glistening.

The door rang.

Amy grinned and drew back. “They'll smell you
from across the room for sure.”

Caitlin stared at her in something like
horror.

“Don't worry. We live in a world of scents
you can only dream of,” Amy said. “Think how dogs greet each
other.”

“Eww. Don't tell me you guys ...”

“No!” Amy said with a laugh. “We don't shove
our noses into each others butts, but you get the idea. Smell does
not offend us, whether it's a sweaty body or anything else.”

Celia came into the room. Celia was a scary
bitch, much scarier than Molly. She had short dark hair cut off
very sharply just above her shoulders in a sleek look, the front
longer than the back. She was six feet tall, slender, but moved
more like a jaguar than a wolf. Her face was more handsome than
pretty, with dark, piercing eyes and a deceptively quiet voice.

Amy had once said the quieter her voice was
the angrier she got, and was liable to very sudden bouts of
violence.

“She once threw a guy across the room, right
through a plate glass window. No warning. He'd been irritating her
for a while. He didn't catch the signs, the way she was looking at
him, her voice. Stupid puppy.”

Her eyes flicked over Caitlin with something
like approval, then turned to Amy. Amy, to Caitlin's surprise,
seemed much more nervous than she was. The girl stood rigidly,
almost at attention.

“Amy,” Celia said.

Amy bobbed her head

“You're looking well, Celia,” Hannah
said.

Celia turned her head, her eyes softening
slightly, and Amy nudged Caitlin sharply, then pointed at the bar
and rolled her eyes demandingly.

“W-would you care for a drink... mistress?”
Caitlin asked.

Those dark eyes turned on her again for a
very, very long second of time.

“Scotch and soda,” she said.

Caitlin bobbed her head too. The woman had a
… a presence, almost an aura which made her chest tight. She
hurried over to the bar, too anxious to feel embarrassed about
being seen like this.

She had sort of gotten used to being seen
naked by guys, but women... there weren't a lot of women who came
around, other than Amy.

She made Celia the drink, then hesitated, and
grabbed a tray, setting it on the tray. Celia was sitting on one of
the sofas and she hurried over to her.

Slave girl, hmm? Well, when Benjamin really
wanted her to be the slave girl she behaved like one. She'd started
it one evening almost as a sarcastic sort of exaggeration, but had
found he liked it.

The pervert.

She dropped to her knees next to Celia, who
seemed somewhat surprised as she raised the tray and lowered her
head. She heard a little snort, perhaps of amusement, and felt the
glass come off the tray.

She eased back, and then sat in the corner on
her heels. She hesitated, wondering if she ought to spread her
knees wide as Benjamin liked, but decided the women probably would
prefer she not do so.

More women arrived. Each of them looked at
her assessingly, and she did her best to appear submissive and
anxious. It wasn't really hard, in fact. She was embarrassed now,
and grew more embarrassed the more of them there were. But knowing
any one of them could, as Amy had said, throw her across the room
and through a plate glass window – or probably through a wall for
that matter – without much effort, certainly helped.

There were eight of them. Four seemed rather
old to be considered as 'mates' for Benjamin, so she examined the
remaining three. One of those was Celia, who was probably
Benjamin's age. Daryn turned out to be a tall, athletic blonde with
her hair done in a thick braid which hung almost to her waist. She
looked to be only a few years older than Caitlin.

She had an oval face, with a squarish jaw but
full lips. Her nose was small and upturned, and her eyes deep blue.
She was pale, with freckles scattered here and there. She was a
very attractive woman, but not in the traditional sense. She would
never be a model (as Caitlin was offered when she was younger), but
she had a look of extreme competence, intelligence and
strength.

She was the kind of woman who used to
intimidate her even before she'd ever heard of werewolves. Clearly
athletic and self-assured, she was far more the physical type than
Caitlin had ever been. Though, of course, she'd toned up
considerably of late, due to Benjamin's required exercise
program.

Daryn didn't look like she needed to spend
time inside a gym, though. She looked more like the tomboy type who
liked to play physical games, and perhaps had a job which kept her
physically active.

In fact, as Caitlin examined the women, she
didn't see any anyone who looked like the traditional soft,
feminine type. They all looked physically robust, full of
suppressed energy, and ready to explode in any direction at a
moment's notice. This was not a group of delicate ladies who liked
to sit around in pretty dresses and sip tea while discussing facial
cleansers and new hairstylists.

Gwen was a shorter woman, pretty and round
faced, with her brown hair spilling over her shoulders in untidy
ringlets. She had a slightly Hispanic look to her. She was in her
mid thirties, and moved with a calm, fluid grace, her face and
attitude showing a degree of insouciance about the whole thing.

Shannon was a startling redhead in her early
twenties with green eyes and very thick red hair falling around her
like a lion's mane. She looked rather more like a cat than a
canine, and moved like one, her eyes narrow and staring intently
all about herself, including at Caitlin.

The evident leader, or at least, the woman
who seemed to take charge the most was Delores, a fortiesh middle
aged black woman with Arabic features, broad shoulders and full
breasts. From the back and forth chatter Caitlin soon came to
realize she was Brian's mate – and wife. Brian was Benjamin's
number two in the pack, a sturdy, powerful Black man she had met –
and been used thoroughly by.

Sitting a corner naked would have made her
self-conscious enough, but of course, she had to do much more. She
had to wait on them, to fetch drinks and snacks, and behave in as
obsequious and 'slave like' a manner as she could. That was
tremendously difficult! Acting submissive and docile around men was
something which aroused her and made her feel as though she were
playing the role of 'sex slave'.

Doing it around women, however, especially
strong women, who she presumed would look upon her as a spineless,
weak-willed slut, and a disgrace to their entire gender, was
something else again. Amy said the wolves didn't look at things the
same way, but there was a universality towards how strong females
treated weak ones.

And Caitlin had never before considered
herself weak, not emotionally or intellectually, in any event. She
was always perfectly willing to admit to being physically weaker
than men, but that was all.

But now she had fawn over these women, to act
like a sniveling little serving girl, a willing sex slave without a
brain in her head, and that was a heavy blow to her pride. The fact
she needed them to think that, and that Amy had helped her look
more the part, just made it that much more difficult.

Her self-consciousness, her embarrassment,
actually helped her, though, since she couldn't quite bear to meet
their eyes. So whenever one turned to look at her she would bow her
head.. If they took that as being meek, well, she supposed that was
what was required, though it frustrated her, in a way.

It frustrated her in another way, too. The
penetration turned her on, as it always did. The constant little
tugging on her nipples, and the way the little spiked ball kept
pushing against her clitoris, or rolling over it, were inciting her
body to a dark hunger which was simply out of place right then and
there. She did not want them to know she felt at all aroused, even
though she thought, it was probably helpful to the imagine they
were trying to give.

They could not, of course, miss the sight of
the stainless steel 'dildos' Amy had pushed into her, which
protruded out of her body an inch or so, and that was tremendously
embarrassing too. Men would simply have licked their lips in hunger
and lust and appreciation. Women... not so much. And these women
could smell her! She had looked down enough the last half hour to
know that her body was well-lubricated, and that the stainless
steel dildo thing pushing out of her pussy was glistening with her
moisture.

She was pretty sure they would notice too She
was not used to being treated with contempt by people, and it was
very hard on her pride to think these strong women would think of
her as nothing more than a horny little slut good for only one
thing.
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Caitlin didn't understand all of what took
place among the women. Hannah spoke about the genetic pros and cons
of each mating. Though Caitlin didn't entirely understand it all it
seemed Celia, Daryn and Gwen were the most favorable. Celia seemed
to want the job the most, Meg the least. Still, there was a
bristling sense of tension among the three.

The older women, particularly Delores, seemed
to be there to give instructions to the younger ones. They had
small cards which she handed to them, containing things they were
to say to each other, and everyone would watch. Then the person
spoken to would speak back. She could sense the tension, but had
little idea what it was about. The questions seemed fairly
innocuous to her. Where were they this morning? Where were they
going later tonight. Where had they bought that top?

Then they would make 'suggestions' or give
'advice' to each other. Again, it was fairly innocuous. The
suggestions included altering hair color, wearing brighter colors,
or taking a college course. They were the sorts of things women
might suggest to their friends fairly routinely, as far as Caitlin
could tell.

She didn't understand why there was such a
sense of tension when such advice was given. It was almost like
they were insulting each other. Celia's attitude was hostile.
Daryn's was solid, while Meg was... laid back and calm.

Were they testing for irritability? If so,
Celia lost, she thought.

It got more interesting when they were
ordered to stand side by side while Delores stood to face them.

“Get down on your hands and knees,” she
ordered in a rough voice.

None of them did, and everyone looked at them
for long seconds. She noticed a pair of the older women looking at
each other then as if to nod in confirmation of a previous belief.
She had no idea why? Was this a test to see if they would stand up
to Delores?

There were more such things, most of which
left her baffled.

One of the older women, Cyndi, snapped her
fingers at Caitlin and held up her empty coke glass. Caitlin
scrambled to her feet, hurried over, almost tripping on her chains,
then took the drink and made her way, carefully, into the
kitchen.

Amy was there preparing a vegetable
platter.

“How are things going?” she whispered.

Caitlin shrugged. “I have no idea what
they're doing,” she whispered back.

She got a coke and opened it, then put more
ice into the glass before pouring the coke in.

“Like what?”

“Like Delores ordered them all to get on
their hands and knees and they just stood there. Were they supposed
to?”

Amy shrugged.

“You have to remember they can sense the
emotional reaction the candidates have to everything said. If one
felt more like obeying than another, they would sense that. If one
of them felt angry, even a little, they'd sense that too. It's
about their sense of self, and self-control.”

Caitlin carried the glass back and knelt
before the woman, raising it up. The woman gave her a jaundiced
gaze of disapproval, but took the glass and then sort of waved her
fingers at her to go away. Flushed, Caitlin did so, resuming her
place in the corner.

There were more questions, and then the
candidates got to give orders to each other, none of which anyone
obeyed, or seemed to show any inclination to obey. She had no idea
how things were going, but at least she now had some idea of what
the other women were watching for. If they could sense the
instinctive response to such orders she supposed they could tell
something about them.

There was no voting or anything. There didn't
even seem to be any real discussion that she heard. But in the end
they decided on Daryn. No one seemed surprised either, including
Celia and Meg.

It was all very... civilized, and not at all
like what she'd been expecting, which was something like a dog
fight with claws and teeth.

“Come here, slave,” was said fairly clearly
and all turned to her as she blinked in shock, then started to get
up.

“No, on your belly,” the woman said.

She was the same one, Bethany, who had asked
for the coke. Flushing, Caitlin slid onto her belly and awkwardly
began to crawl across the floor to them. It was made more difficult
by the way her hands were restricted in their movements.

All the women watched her silently as she
crawled forward. They had gathered in the great room, which had a
number of sofas and tables, but had pulled the tables out of the
way so that they sat facing each other in an arranged conversation
area. An imperious finger pointed her to crawl into the middle of
it.

“Raise your bottom into the air,” Bethany
ordered.

Flushing, she obeyed, and a moment later
Daryn put her feet up across her, using her as a sort of
footstool.

And then they started talking about other
things, like several of the alpha males in the pack, and about a
ceremony where Daryn and Benjamin would be mated. Caitlin was
indignant, and self-conscious. She was bent over with her bottom in
the air and those two stainless steel dildos showing while a woman
used her as a footstool!

Daryn was sitting to her right, but then
another of the women, sitting to her left, propped her feet on
Caitlin's back! She felt a flare of indignation.

“Face down, slut,” a harsh voice ordered.

Gulping, she lowered her head as foot pressed
down on it.

“So what should we do about this slut?” Celia
said.

“He is technically within his rights,”
another woman said.

“Technically,” Celia sniffed.

“I don't see the issue,” Meg said.

“You sensed her resentment when we used her
for a footstool as well as I did, Meghan,” Bethany said. “I don't
think she's a slave in the sense we use it. I think she's just his
lover and he keeps her naked.”

“He has let others make use of her,” Daryn
said. “Brian, Derek, Matt, even Amy and Molly.”

“He hasn't given her to any who wanted her.
He's used her as a test at the club, but protected her from the
results. He doesn't loan her to anyone. He lets a few of those who
come over make brief use of her, but really, only Matt has used her
with any degree of regularity.”

“Amy.”

“Yes?” she heard.

“Get out here.”

She sensed Amy hurrying over.

“Is she a slave girl or not?” Delores
demanded.

Amy hesitated. “Yes,” she said.

Bethany made an exasperated noise. “She's
barely twenty. To her a slave girl is someone in a kinky
relationship.”

“Benjamin whips her, and punishes her,” Amy
said, sounding nervous. “And she obeys him, whether she wants to or
not.”

“Ah yes, that's a question, whether she wants
to,” another woman said. “If she's only doing it because she wants
to is she really a slave?”

They then had a discussion on what it meant
to be a slave, comparing the ancient notion of someone legally
owned with the more modern kinky thing between couples. The
question seemed to be whether the more modern version qualified
under the pack's laws, which had the old type in mind.

No one asked Caitlin, of course, but she
listened anxiously, not sure what they'd do if they decided she
wasn't a proper slave girl. Would they throw her out, or throw her
through the wall?!

“She resents being given orders, resents
being made to serve,” Celia said. “How is that a true slave?”

“Benjamin is still training her,” Amy
said.

“No one told you to speak,” Celia
snapped.

The feet came off her back and bottom and a
hand gripped her hair. Caitlin gasped as she was dragged forward a
little, then scrambled up onto her knees to stare into Celia's
face.

“Do you love Benjamin?” she demanded.

The question startled Caitlin, and then she
froze, not sure of the answer.

“I told you,” Celia said.

“Meaningless,” Delores said. “First because
she's not sure, second because slaves have often loved their
masters, even given their lives for their masters.”

She snapped her fingers and Celia released
her. Delores motioned Caitlin over and she crawled over to her,
heart thumping. Delores, too, gripped her hair, winding it around
her fist and dragging her up, forcing her to her feet, and then
across her lap. She twisted her over and arranged her sitting
awkwardly across her lap, while the other women looked on.

“Spread your legs wide,” she ordered.

Flushing, Caitlin obeyed, and flinched as
Delores' hand rose to cup her breast and knead it slowly. She felt
the woman's hand sliding down between her legs and fingering the
metallic tube protruding from her pussy.

“Amy, bring something more appropriate,”
Delores ordered.

Amy darted away, and returned with an
enormous black dildo that made Caitlin gasp.

“Hold it before her eyes.”

Amy did so and Caitlin looked at it,
flushing, dropping her eyes.

“Hmm,” Delores said.

She unhooked the chain from her collar and
slid it down, letting it fall away, then tugged the stainless steel
thing slowly out into view.

“We can all smell her,” Celia said. “We don't
need to see it.”

Delores ignored her, pulling the thing free.
She took the big dildo from Amy and pressed the fat nose, as thick
as a pop can, against Caitlin's pussy.

“Spread your legs wider,” she ordered.

She gripped Caitlin's right leg and lifted it
up and back against her own shoulder, spreading her obscenely wide
as she slowly forced the enormous cock into her body. It hurt, and
Caitlin gasped and moaned, fingers digging into the palms of her
hand.

“Do you like big cocks, girl?” Delores asked
calmly.

“Y-Y-Yes, mistress!” Caitlin gasped.

That was the term Molly had made her use.

The head finally forced her wide enough that
it penetrated, and slid several inches into her, the shaft sliding
through her straining pussy lips. It … hurt, and she gulped in air,
clenching her teeth, moaning as she jerked her head back.

Delores was, of course, enormously strong,
and despite how tight the thing was, she was able to continued to
push it inexorably deeper as Caitlin squirmed and moaned and hissed
at the pain.

“I'm told you don't particularly enjoy sex
with women,” Delores said. “You are not, in other words, bisexual
like Amy.”

“N-No, Mistress!” Caitlin moaned.

Delores adjusted her body, letting her right
leg flop down, drawing her left up and back hard, so that it was
sticking up above Delores' shoulder and out a foot to the side,
then she forced the dildo even deeper. It jammed horribly deep
inside her, so that Caitlin actually worried about whether it was
doing some kind of physical damage.

She felt more than full, more than stuffed.
She felt... impaled”

“Well?” Delores said.

Caitlin had no idea what she was asking, but
then realized she wasn't the one being asked.

“I think she's a work in progress,” Daryn
said, “But clearly is well along. Whether she's a natural or not,
Benjamin seems to have done a good job of her in the time he's
had.”

Caitlin, trembling, moaned softly, her
insides feeling ready to burst, thought she meant her obedience,
but a moment later realized she meant something else entirely.

“I think she's just enjoying living with a
rich man and being his kinky love slave,” Celia said.

Delores shook her head, and Caitlin let out a
cry of pain as she shoved the oversized dildo even deeper.

“Nonsense. She's not even bisexual, this
giant dildo is hurting her. She's naked like this in a room full of
women, deeply embarrassed and uncomfortable, and even so when this
started sliding up inside her she felt aroused. The deeper it
pushed, the more aroused she felt, despite the pain, despite it
all.”

With a shock, Caitlin realized she was right.
Yes, it was embarrassing, more than embarrassing, humiliating to be
subjected to this in front of them all! And yes it hurt! God, ti
was so fucking big! But despite that, she had felt the dark thrill
as it had been forced deeper and deeper. So big! So thick! God!

“Whether Benjamin has conditioned her into a
sexual submissive or it was already there at the back of her mind
and he's simply brought it into the open,” Delores said, “I think
she has the mind of a slave now. Oh yes, she's still got some
pride, and still resents being treated in certain ways, but I'm
sure Benjamin will break her of those eventually.”

“There's no reason a slave can't have pride,”
Daryn said.

“In the right things,” another of the older
women said. “Thinking she's too good to be made to crawl before
others is something else again.”

“I don't think she'd have felt resentment
towards Benjamin,” Delores said.

She shoved on the dildo, making Caitlin yelp
at the same time.

Which was probably good, because she might
have disagreed, and these women seemed practically able to read her
mind!

“But what is she going to think about Daryn?”
Celia demanded.

“I think I can handle her,” Daryn said with a
kind of quiet amusement.

“You don't have the equipment she loves,”
Meghan said with a smirk.

“I'm sure I can adapt. Amy, how does she
react to you?”

“Like a bitch in heat,” Amy said. “I did her
to the other day to demonstrate to her how the mere thought of
being tied up and used like a slave turns her mind into mush and
her pussy into a stew-pot. You could have heard her screaming
anywhere in the house when she came.”

“I think if Amy can dominate her I'll have no
issues,” Daryn said.

“You're going to move in here then?”

“Yes, at least through first heat.”

Delores was slowly pumping the dildo in and
out. It was so enormous! God, it was so thick! Caitlin felt more
and more of her attention shifting from whatever the women were
saying, to the sensations flooding up through her body. The sexual
tension rose higher and higher as her mind flitted back and forth
between their presence, and the crackling sexual heat enveloping
her.

She wasn't even paying attention when some
decision was made. The giant dildo was slowly pulled out and she
was placed back on her face on the floor, bottom in the air. This
time her wrists were locked together behind her and her legs were
spread.

Amy mounted her, using the same strap-on
dildo she had the last time. Caitlin's heat had diminished enough
that she was thoroughly embarrassed as she did, but almost as soon
as the dildo slid into her – still quite thick, if not as thick as
the monster – her body reacted, and she began to gasp and moan
against the floor as Amy rode her.

There was no putting on a brave face, and no
disguising her heat, and as it grew she abandoned any other care
but the pleasure, giving herself to the role and the thrill of it
as Amy pounded against her bottom, yanked on her hair and groped
her breast.

Her orgasm was … suitably impressive. And
apparently it convinced most of them that she was a slave girl in
truth and not merely a girl taking advantage of the rules to be
Benjamin's lover.

That made the whole thing no less
humiliating, but given the heat gripping her, even the humiliation
simply added to the shocking outrageousness of it all, and roused
her even further.

Amy led her away, crawling on a leash, when
they were done, and put her in her cage before scurrying back to
return to do whatever the alphas wanted of her.

Caitlin, groaning, lay back in the cage, legs
spread, her insides aching, and her fingers trembling lightly as
she gently caressed herself, eyes closed, heat still swirling
within her.

 


 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


There were two major changes as a result of
the meeting of the alpha females. The first was that Daryn moved in
– after a ceremony to which Caitlin was not invited. The second was
that she was to spend more time at the club waiting on tables – and
other things. The female alphas didn't want Benjamin getting too
close to Caitlin. Amy, and another young guy named Kyle would help
maintain the house, along with Matt.

Caitlin got to work at the club again.

Given the near-disaster which had occurred
the last time, they had made an odd decision about how she would be
dressed. That is, she was not going to be dressed at all!

“Those outfit she had on the last few time
was teasing and tantalizing,” Delores said. “Plain old nudity is
not especially arousing, especially to the pack, since we've seen
it so often amongst ourselves.”

Caitlin wondered briefly how that was, but
then remembered that when they shifted forms they were naked.

“Simple, basic nudity, without anything to
enhance her looks or tease the young boys should be fine,” Delores
said. “And she'll get used to it, too, and not be as aroused.”

The idea did not sit well with Caitlin, to
say the least. She had sort of gotten used to being seen naked by
people at the house. She'd even gotten used to being seen by
several people at once. The women had been a huge and embarrassing
challenge, but they'd been women, and women didn't turn her on.
She'd also been more worried, more anxious at the time, than
embarrassed.

But the club was a public place, much like a
bar. True, the lights were dim, but she knew by now that the
eyesight of the werewolves was far superior to ordinary people in
dim light. The lighting wasn't dim to keep things romantic, but
because they didn't need brighter lights.

What was more awful, they wanted her there
without Benjamin being present!

“No!” she said. “No, no, no! No way! No!”

Which was how she wound up across Benjamin's
lap, her wrists locked together.

“I'm not changing my mind!” she exclaimed,
twisting her head to look back at him.

“Oh I think you will,” he said.

His fingers were lightly caressing her
buttocks.

“I don't care how hard you spank me!”

“I'm sure you don't,” he said.

His hand worked its way between her thighs,
his fingers tracing the line of her sex.

“And I d-don't care how hard you... do that
either!” she gulped.

“I'm not trying to convince you one way or
another. I simply enjoy touching you,” he said. “You have very soft
skin. I love the feel of it against my fingers.”

His other hand slid along her ribs and under
to knead her breast, then slid up through her hair.

“You're going because the ladies have decided
you are,” he said. “It's as simple as that.”

“You're the pack leader! Tell them no!”

“I am the pack leader, but a pack leader is
not entirely a dictator.”

“Oh like anyone gets to argue with you!”

Crack! His hand slapped down sharply
on her bottom.

“We discuss things, and decide them by the
will of the pack.”

“You mean your will!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“For the most part, my will IS the will of
the pack,” he said. “But that doesn't mean I don't have to explain
myself.”

“You don't explain yourself to me!”

Crack!

“You are merely a slave girl,” he said. “I
don't have to explain anything to you.”

His finger pushed into her, then a second
slid in, moving slowly, almost casually.

“But if I was to overrule the female alphas I
need to justify it. I need to give a reason. I don't have a reason
which will be well-received.”

“You want me here so you can play with
me!”

“You're available for that all day and all
night. Besides, it's not like you'll be working the club every
evening anyway.”

“But why naked!?”

Crack!

“Ow! Stop that!”

Crack!

“You don't give me orders, slave girl.”

“Actually, Delores could be right. If you've
ever been to a nude beach, you'd know that after a time the
excitement factor of seeing people naked diminishes
enormously.”

“Like you've ever been to a nude beach!”

Crack!

“Don't challenge your master, slave girl. We
have a place in the woods which might as well be,” he said.

“Why haven't I ever heard of it?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“It's a place where the pack gathers. It's
not a place you'd be comfortable. Half the pack is in wolf form at
any given time, and most of the rest aren't wearing much if any
clothes, because of all the shifting back and forth.”

His fingers were affecting her, despite
Caitlin not being at all interested in sex, or at least, not having
been at all interested in sex. The way he was spanking her, the way
his hand was caressing her, and simply laying naked across his lap
were all having an affect on her body. She could feel her breasts
swelling,m her nipples hardening, her breathing becoming more
ragged as her chest tightened.

And she could feel the thrumming excitement
between her legs.

“Those kinds of gatherings are why the pack
doesn't have the same sort of nudity taboo ordinary people
have.”

“Well I'm one of those ordinary people!”

“Oh, not entirely,” he said in amusement.

“And what if they all jump on me?” she
demanded breathlessly.

“Brian will be there. Brian won't allow any
harm to come to you.”

“Brian doesn't care about me!”

“Brian cares about me, though.”

She gasped, her hips jerking involuntarily,
as his fingers stroked across her clitoris.

“Does that mean you care about me?” she
gulped.

“Of course I care about you.”

“How much do you care about me?” she asked,
daringly.

“I'm quite fond of you,” he said, his fingers
sliding through her hair.

“H-How fond?”

“Well, my first pet was Queenie. She was a
collie I had when I was nine. I'm even more fond of you than I was
of her.”

Caitlin opened her mouth indignantly as he
spoke.

“You bastard!”

Crack! “Show more respect to your
master, little slave girl.”

“I'm not your... pet!” she exclaimed, her
feet kicking as she tried to wriggle away.

He held her easily, and gave her bottom
another sharp slap.

“Well, in a manner of speaking you are.”

“You're the one who turns into a dog!”

Crack!

“Wolf, and you're the little bitch in
heat.”

“I'm not in heat!”

Crack!

“I can change that.”

Another finger pushed into her. Benjamin was
not a small man and neither were his fingers. Caitlin groaned as
the three of them slid in and out of her, slowly twisting and
turning inside her.

“B-Brian's scary!” she gasped.

“Brian is a nice guy,” he replied, “Just kind
of ruthless and practical.”

“He can change his hands into claws!”

“All the alphas can do that, little slave
girl.”

His fingers eased out of her, and then the
feeling of his hand on her back changed. It became rougher, larger,
and she felt the imprint of something hard and sharp. She squirmed
and twisted around and he held up his right hand. The hand was now
more like a claw, with inch-long nails on the end of every
finger!

She squeaked in alarm, an almost instinctive
panic causing her to thrash and twist to try to escape. His hands
were much larger, now, though, and his arms were thicker and
hairier. He twisted her around so she lay on her back, then held
his hand before her.

“This is what we are, Caitlin,” he said,
holding his sharp nails an inch from her face.

Then he lowered his hand, dropping it between
her legs. She gasped in alarm as he lay a single finger along her
sex, then gently tapped a nailed claw against her swollen clitoris
repeatedly.

“But we're not altogether animals, regardless
of instincts. And the true measure of an alpha is his self control.
The animal part of me, the instinctive side of me, says you're a
warm, soft delicacy and I should tear you open and feed on your
entrails.”

Caitlin stared at him, open mouthed.

“Of course, the human side of me says that
other parts of you are tastier to eat.”

With that he yanked her suddenly and roughly
up and around so that her upper body went across the top of the
sofa. He turned around, placing her hips right on the top of the
sofa, and spreading her legs. Then she felt his mouth between her
legs!

Her head and upper body hung helplessly
upside down as she squealed and gasped in alarm and surprise. Then
she felt his hot breath and his warm mouth against her sex. He
nibbled lightly, just enough to let her feel that his teeth were
sharper than she was used to, and then his tongue went to work on
her.

Caitlin's upper body twisted and turned and
she tried to rise up to see behind her, her mind swept by anxiety,
fear, heat and excitement. Had he turned into a wolf!?

But now, his claws holding her by the thighs
were still human-ish. If he was a wolf they'd simply be paws. But
she couldn't see him at all! All she could see was the back of the
sofa and the floor below. Her lower body was on the other side, and
his mouth was chewing lightly against her soft flesh as his tongue
alternated between thrusting in and out of her with a squirming
motion that made her want to cry out, and slithering across her
clitoris!

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Oh! Wait! Oh! Don't!” she
squealed.

His mouth sometimes felt too large, as if a
wolf had its jaws clamped around her, and his hands held her thighs
spread achingly wide as his tongue worked her over. Then he caught
her clitoris between his lips – obviously human lips – and began to
suck rhythmically, and her hips tried to thrust backwards in dark
delight.

He spread the lips of her sex wide, his
tongue twisting and squirming in the mouth of her pussy, then
thrusting deeper, absurdly deep! She had never felt a tongue push
so deep inside her before he and Matt and Amy!

She shuddered and moaned helplessly, her
wrists pulling feebly against the metal shackles, her upper body
twisting and turning as he continued to pin her thighs tightly to
the back of the sofa.

“Fuck me!” she groaned.

“Not until you beg me,” he replied.

“Please fuck me!” she moaned.

“Beg me some more.”

“Fuck you!” she gasped.

He chuckled throatily. “I'll make you
beg.”

His tongue pushed into her again, deep,
twisting and dipping and darting. It felt incredible! But it was
also teasing, for what she desperately wanted now was something
hard and thick, not his slithering, twisting tongue!

With the way the blood had rushed to her head
the pressure in her skull was redoubled, even without adding in the
wild, pounding sexual heat he was instigating. She flashed back to
the other day, when she'd had to stand bent over. Her skull had
pounded then too. And when he had finally fucked her, when she'd
finally come, she'd almost felt like her head would explode!

“Oh God!” she moaned.

“Please fuck me, sir!” she moaned.

“Soft and gently?”

“Fuck me!” she cried.

Crack!

“You don't give orders, little slave, little
sex slave.”

“Please fuck me hard, sir!”

“Do you want me to pound you like a bitch in
heat?”

“Yes! Oh God! Please!”

Crack!

“Sir,” he chided her.

“Please fuck me, sir!” she begged, the
muscles in her legs flinching repeatedly as she kept trying to
drive her pussy back harder against hist teasing tongue.

“Are you a bitch in heat?”

“Yes!” she gasped,

“Say it.”

“I'm a bitch in heat!” she cried.

His finger pushed into her, thrusting in and
out, and she shuddered and moaned and then came explosively, crying
out in pleasure as she bucked back frantically against it. His
thumb stroked across her clitoris at the same time and she squealed
and moaned, her upper body twisting violently back and forth as he
drove her through the orgasm and out the other side.

And then continued with his tongue, teasing,
caressing, stroking and massaging her as she hung dazed and moaning
upside down.

“Brian is not as patient as I am with
impudent slave girls,” he said, his teeth nibbling at her thighs,
then her buttocks, his tongue caressing her in its wake.

His fingers pushed into her again, pumping
slowly in and out as his tongue caressed her clitoris. His tongue
was doing strange things to her. It seemed to change form,
sometimes soft and sometimes rougher. He'd done that a few times
before, but now she understood that it wasn't her imagination! He
was shifting his tongue back and forth between a more human type
tongue, and one more like that of a wolf.

A dog's tongue, she thought dazedly, was much
rougher than a human's.

The feel against her clitoris, of the now
soft, now rough tongue was indescribable, and it took very little
time for the wild heat to build up within her once more. The
familiar sexual fever settled on her mind and she shuddered and
moaned and begged him to fuck her again.

Was he conditioning her? She didn't care. The
pleasure was too intense, the sexual hunger too all-encompassing.
Nothing else mattered!

Again and again he drove her up to the summit
and pushed her over the edge so that her mind seemed to
disintegrate as she writhed and twisted and sobbed in pleasure and
heat.

And that was all just foreplay.

When she finally felt him sliding into her,
forcing the walls of her sex achingly wide, when he reached down
and roughly gripped her hair to yank her head up and back, and she
felt him sliding into her, it all faded into a gentle warmth in
comparison.

He leaned over her, his hips pushing forward
until they were pressed against her buttocks. He jerked her hair up
and back and bit into the side of her throat, growling softly as he
began to ride her, to drive himself in and out of her aching,
overheated belly. She could barely breath as her mind tumbled in
scattered fragments, its only focus the feel of him moving in and
out of her.

“Oh fucking God!” she gasped in a choked
voice.

Then she lost the ability to speak. Then she
lost the ability to even think!

He rode her hard, his hips pounding against
her upturned buttocks. He kissed and bit and sucked against the
side of her throat, his free hand cupping and squeezing her breast
as she gasped out a series of animal cries of mindless pleasure.
The feel of him inside her after such a long period of teasing,
flittering touches was indescribable!

He rode her so hard it was a wonder the back
of the sofa didn't break, so hard she was bruised the next day, so
hard she screamed her voice into a gravelly ache as the explosive
orgasm tore through her mind. Nothing could possibly matter but
this, and she clung to it with raw desperation, wanting it to go on
forever.

Lack of breath and the stunning force of the
sensory overload threw her mind for more than its usual loop,
however, and she blanked out, only to waken in his arms as he
carried her upstairs to bed.

To continue.
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It shouldn't have been possible to even
get aroused, not after last night, she thought weakly.

But Benjamin was reinforcing her status of
slave girl in her mind. She'd spent the night, after a couple of
more hours of sex, in the cage, then been led crawling on a leash
downstairs by Matt to sit on her heels and eat from their
hands.

“Brian is not as tolerant as I am,” he told
her when she asked why.

That made her nervous, even though he
repeated that Brian would never harm her.

“That doesn't mean he won't hurt you, of
course,” he said.

“You said the same about you,” she said.

“Sir.”

“You said the same about you, sir.”

“Brian has his own interesting ways. Let's
just say it will be in your own interest to act like the good
little, respectful slave girl when he's around.”

“I thought you said he was a nice guy.”

“”Sir,” he said.

“Sir,” she added.

“He's a nice guy but he's also very
practical. And he's Delores' mate.”

“You mean Delores might uhm...”

“Delores wants to make sure you' a slave
girl.”

She raised her hands from her thighs and held
her palms out, gesturing to herself as if it were self-evident.

He shook his head. “Delores wants to make
sure. And she and Brian are both strong personalities. But Brian
has a... an interest in the human version of slavery.”

“The human version?”

“Sir,” he said.

“The human version, sir?”

“The kinky version,” Matt said with a
grin.

“An interest?”

“One he doesn't get to explore often given
who he's mated to,” Matt added.

“Uhm... What does that mean?”

“Sir,” Matt said.

She glared at him. “What does that mean,
sir?”

“Let's just say that his discipline will be
interesting to see.”

“I'm going to get whipped, is that what you
mean?”

“Probably not. But whatever he uses to
discipline you, you probably won't enjoy it.”

“Or maybe you will,” Benjamin added, “Kinky
slut that you are.”

“Hey!”

“Slave girls don't get indignant when someone
calls them a name,” he said, munching on a bagel.

“Specially when it's true,” Matt added.

*

The club was just as she remembered it. The
lighting was dim, coming from recessed pot-lights around the edge
of the room. There was a long bar along the left, and a curving row
of booths along the right. The walls were brick, the floor covered
in a blood red carpet. There was a raised area at the end of the
room, just two steps up, with a rail along most of it. That, she
thought, was for putting a bar, or, she'd been told, for
semi-casual meetings when Benjamin or someone else wanted to
address a group.

Being naked there had an entirely different
feel to it than being naked at home! Even though the place was
empty, Caitlin felt a thrum of sexual desire welling up within her
as she padded across the carpet in her bare feet, gazing with
apprehension at the empty booths.

Matt went to the bar and flicked on the under
bar lighting, then the lights above the bar, and finally the
stereo, which played soft, classic rock.

“So like, how many people are in Benjamin's
pack anyway?” she asked, moving over to the bar.

“Right now a hundred and seventy four,” he
said, arranging a tray of glasses under the bar.

She stared at him. “There are a hundred and
seventy four werewolves around here?” she asked in disbelief.

“We don't advertise.”

“I guess. Shouldn't, like, someone know about
you? I mean, like doctors and scientists... priests?”

“We try to keep things quiet. And normal
blood tests will not detect anything different in our bodies. You
almost have to do a DNA scan for that. We mostly go to Hannah and
Andrew anyway.”

“Who's Andrew?”

“Her nurse. Or, I suppose yo could call him a
physicians assistant. Would you get a few bags of chips from the
storeroom and fill some bowls. Peanuts and pretzels too.”

“I suppose I could do that,” she said.

It just felt very odd doing it naked. Then
again, she'd gotten used to being naked around the mansion, so she
supposed she'd get used to this. Though it was going to be awful
hard once it opened and people started showing up.

“It's a little chilly,” she said, moving
behind the bar and through the open door to the back.

The tiled floor was cold on her bare feet,
and once she walked down the stairs to the storeroom it was all
bare concrete, and even colder.

“No one will mind you having stiff nipples,”
he called back.

“Oh ha ha,” she said sarcastically.

She brought up bags of chips, pretzels and
peanuts and started filling little wooden bowls, setting some out
on the bar.

“Wouldn't it make more sense if I was
dressed?”

“Delores says no.”

“Yeah but, she said it was better to be naked
than wearing what I was wearing last time. How about wearing, like
a coverall or something else? That would let me do the work and
wouldn't get anyone excited either.”

He smiled. “You suggest that to her, or to
Brian. Just remember, they're still assessing how much of a slave
girl you are. Slave girls do what they're told or get punished. I'm
sure Brian will be reminding you of that tonight.”

“Bloody wonderful,” she sighed. “What's Brian
like anyway? I've only met him a few times.”

“Nice guy, likes football – that's American
football, and hunting of course.”

“Why of course?”

“We're wolves, Caitlin. We all like hunting.
He really likes it, though.”

“That isn't telling me much about him.”

“He's tough but fair. When he says to do
something you do it. That is, that's how it is for me. I'm sure
it'll be similar for you. Only difference will be I don't get
spanked if I screw up,” he added with a grin.

“If Benjamin is my... owner, shouldn't he be
the one to punish me?”

“What's Benjamin's is ours and what's ours is
Benjamin's, at least in theory.”

“One for all and all for one?”

“Kinda.”

“Does that mean anyone gets to uhm, use his
property if they want?”

“Sure. That goes without saying.”

She stared at him and he grinned.

“In practice, you don't borrow another man's
toothbrush or take the sheets off his bed, and walk off with his
television. There are things that really aren't done, especially to
an alpha, and most especially to Benjamin.”

“So I'm not going to have to worry about
getting gang banged here this evening?”

“Probably not,” he said.

“Probably?!”

“I don't think Brian would allow it. He likes
things... orderly. Besides, if he figures Benjamin wouldn't like it
then he won't do it. That's one of the differences with Brian. He
never tries to figure out what he can get away with. He just does
what he figures he's supposed to do, whether he likes it or
not.”

“Well... good.”

“That doesn't mean you won't be put on all
fours and ridden like a bitch in heat, of course,” he said. “Just
depends on what Brian thinks is proper. And that will depend on
what he thinks Benjamin, and of course, Delores want.”

“So I'm going to be shown my place, is that
right?”

He shrugged but nodded reluctantly. “As a
slave girl. Slave girls are property and have no voice in anything.
Expect to find him less tolerant than Benjamin, because of Delores.
Call him sir.”

“Not master?”

“Black guy, remember?”

“Oh, right. But I called the uh, alpha girls
mistress.”

“It doesn't have the same connotation, but
try miss or ma’am tonight.”

“Ma'am? Do people really still use that
word?”

“It's casual and it serves a purpose when you
don't know their name.”

The door opened, and she gulped, her chest
suddenly tightening and a flush coming to her face as a man walked
in. It was Brian, which calmed her somewhat. He had seen her naked
on several occasions, after all, and he'd had sex with her.

He came up to the bar.

“Hey, Brian. I get you something?” Matt
asked.

He eyed Caitlin doubtfully.

“I should stay sober tonight.”

“Always the wise man,” Matt said with a
grin.

He pointed at Caitlin.

“What's your name?” he asked.

Caitlin blinked at him in confusion. “Uhm,
Caitlin... sir.”

He shook his head. “Your name is Slave. Got
it?”

He frowned at her and there was an air of
command in his voice, a sense of power and authority in his
presence.

“Uhm, yes, sir.”

“What's your name?”

“Slave, sir,” she gulped.

He nodded and turned to Matt. “You will call
her Slave.”

Matt nodded.

Brian turned back to her. “Slave will be what everyone calls you.
Get used to it.”

She licked her lips and nodded

“Did you hear me, slave?”

“Yes, sir.”

Who pissed in your cornflakes, she wondered
to herself.

He looked at her, his eyes a deep, dark
brown.

“Come around here,” he ordered.

She scurried around to the front of the bar
to stand in front of him.

“You're going to do exactly what you're told
tonight, aren't you, slave?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Without complaint.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Without question.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You will not bend over unnecessarily and
will not spread your legs when you do bend over.”

“I wouldn't – .”

His hand was suddenly against her mouth, two
fingers were then thrust through as his thumb came up against her
jaw and he pinched the fingers together as if to actually grasp her
by the jaw! It wasn't rough but it was firm, and he tugged her
forward and up a little, onto the balls of her feet.

“Hands down,” he ordered.

Her hands had instinctively risen to grasp
his wrist but they dropped now, her heart pounding. It was
impossible to forget that he could literally rip her jaw out if he
wanted to.

“I didn't ask you what you would do,” he
said. “I told you what you will not do. Do you understand?”

She tried to nod her head, then to speak, even with his fingers
pressing down on her tongue.

“If I have to strap your bottom, Slave, it
will be done in the bar, in front of everyone. They will all know,
in other words, that you're a slave.”

He drew his hand back and she gulped, licking
her lips as she eased down onto her heels and moved warily
back.

He turned to Matt. “Turn the music up.”

Matt did so at once, and Brian walked over to
booth and slid into it.

She moved back around the bar, scowling at
Matt. She wanted to say something but he put his finger to his lips
then tapped his ear to remind her how good werewolves' hearing
was.

Her first challenge came soon, as a couple
came in. They looked like an average, middle aged couple, and she
had never seen either of them before. She froze and Matt had to
nudge her, then push her, then push her again to get her to go
around the bar and scuffle across to them as they went to a
booth.

Until Brian looked at her across the room,
then, blushing or not, she went out around the bar and moved
awkwardly across the floor to where they were sitting. Her face was
beet red as she approached and they turned to look at her in
considerable surprise.

“C-Can I get you something?” she gulped.

The man smiled, the woman frowned.

“Two Heinekens,” she said, as the man eyed
her up and down.

“Yes, ma'am,” she gulped, turning and
hurrying back to the bar.

Matt was already fetching them from under the
bar, his hearing more than adequate, even with the music. He put
them on a tray, along with a pair of beer glasses and handed it to
her, and Caitlin, cringing mentally, went back to them and placed
the glasses and bottles on the table.

He laid a five on the tray and smiled. His
wife frowned some more, and Caitlin quickly brought the tray back
to the bar. Matt dutifully made change and put it on the tray, and
she carried it back to their booth, handing them the money. They
didn't tip here, she understood, and so she quickly turned and
headed back to the bar.

Brian wasn't looking at her but she was sure
he was paying attention somehow.

The next person in came to the bar. He was
about thirty or so, tall and lanky, wearing a cowboy hat. He took
it off at the bar and looked her up and down.

“Matt,” he said. “So this is the girl all the
women are talking about, huh?”

“Hi, Trevor,” Matt said. “What can I get
you?”

“Nice tits on her,” he said casually.

“Yeah,” Matt said.

Trevor looked down her body and smiled. “I
bet you don't have a single hair below the neck,” he said. “Spread
those legs a little apart, would you, honey.”

“Uhm...”

She shifted her feet further apart,
blushing.

“Very nice,” he said.

He reached across and caught her nipples in
his fingers. Her instinct was to pull back, but she had no more
begun to think about it when his fingers tightened, tugging her
forward. The pull on her nipples was irresistible, and she gasped,
leaning forward against the bar. She grabbed his wrists, but as
with Benjamin and Matt, it was like grabbing steel.

He raised his eyebrows at her, and kind of
scowled, and she swallowed anxiously and dropped her arms, face
flushed as he nodded in approval. He eased his pull then, softly
rolling her nipples in his fingers as he looked at her.

Caitlin could feel the heat rising off him as
he looked her up and down, spending a lot of extra time on her
breasts, the nipples stretched out. She felt her chest tightening,
a flurry of energy in her lower belly. She had never even met the
man but suddenly knew that if he bent her over and fucked her her
body would thrill to it!

“I bet you're a hell of a ride,” he said.

Caitlin had no idea how to answer that!

“Is she a helluva ride, Matt?”

“She's a hell of a ride, Trevor,” Matt said.
“Can I get you something to drink?”

“Gin and tonic,” he said.

He eased his grip on her nipples, but only to
widen his fingers to cup her breasts. He wasn't rough about it, but
he held them firmly, and she knew that if she tried to draw back,
if her body even began to shift away, he'd tighten his grip in an
instant. Their reaction speed was amazing!

“These are very, very nice tits,” he said,
shaking his head. “I've seen bigger, of course, but they tend to be
saggy, or fake. I've seen perky ones, and of course, those can be
very firm.”

His fingers kneaded her breasts casually.
“These are just about perfect in their shape, size and firmness,”
he said.

He flicked his thumbs across her throbbing
nipples.

“Here's your drink, Trevor,” Matt said,
sliding it onto the bar.

“Are we going to get to enjoy this slave girl
tonight, Matt?” Trevor asked with a hungry look at her.

“Probably not, but you can always ask
Brian.”

“Do you have names for your tits, girl?” he
asked. “Some girls do.”

She stared at him in disbelief. Was he
kidding!?

“N-No, sir!” she gulped.

He grinned and released her breasts, then
took the gin and went across to the bar.

Caitlin hadn't even realized she'd been on
the balls of her feet, her lower chest against the edge of the bar
until then. She sank back onto her heels, her breathing a little
ragged.

She cast Matt a reproachful look but he just
shrugged as if to remind her that this night was going to be one
where she was reminded of her status, and that status was as a
sexual plaything and toy.

Every time someone came in Caitlin felt
another shock of embarrassment, and then a second stage when they
noticed her. The second stage was worse if she had come out from
behind the bar and go to their table while it seemed everyone else
watched her.

But the oddest thing was she started to get
used to it, to being seen naked, to being the only naked person in
the room. It took a while, but since the group, as a whole, wasn't
really reacting to her nakedness, she grew progressively less
self-conscious about it as the evening wore on. She never entirely
lost it, though.

But as it eased she started to feel a sense
of arousal, her exhibitionist side feeling a new and thrilling
sense of freedom. Perhaps, as Benjamin said, she'd simply get used
to being naked around people on a beach, where everyone else was
naked. But everyone wasn't naked here. It was just her!

The worst part of being aroused was that she
knew they would all sense it! Not only would they be able to sense
it, but her nipples had never softened from when Trevor had
squeezed and pinched them! Of course, it was a bit chilly, but even
so!

The older ones seemed to accept her with
something of a tolerant smile, though the men always raked her with
their eyes. The younger ones were the problem, both men and
women.

The last time she'd been here she'd literally
been dragged across the table by a group of young men, and Benjamin
had had to come to her rescue. And her first real problem came from
the same sort of people. In fact, one of them was the same guy as
last time, though he didn't seem to be the instigator now.

Standing before 4 reasonably healthy, good
looking young men while naked was not an experience calculated to
make her feel anything but entirely sexual. Of course, she was also
wary and nervous, given what had happened last time. But even so,
there was an underlying dark thrill of delight at the way they
stared at her, the way they wanted her.

The one who had been 'disciplined' by
Benjamin last time mostly looked away, or across at the others in
the booth. The others stared unabashedly. But she managed to get
their order, return it, and be gone before anything happened.

But as the evening wore on, there was more
laughter from their booth, and their eyes were often on her as she
moved about. And they took to gathering their empty bottles on the
inside of their table so she had to lean forward to grab them.
That, of course, had her bare breasts right in their faces. The one
who'd attacked her before kept trying to look away, but the others
seemed to be taking a great deal of delight in his difficulty.

The one across from him constantly kneaded
and squeezed her bottom every time she came to the table, and told
him how soft it was. The one next to him reached up to knead her
breast as she leaned forward, and she felt a wild swirl of sexual
energy rippling through her body, mixed with embarrassment and
fear.

And then Brian was there. For a moment she
gasped in fear that he'd punish her for bending forward, but his
attention seemed to be on the young men, who all straightened in
their seats, pulling their hands and eyes back as if they were
schoolboys and the Vice Principal had just shown up.

“It's not her breasts that tempt him, Brent,”
he said to the guy who seemed to be enjoying himself the most.

He turned to her. “Slave, put your hands
together high above your head,” he ordered.

Gulping, Caitlin obeyed, and she gasped as
his hand came down on her abdomen.

“This is what tempts his animal, Brent. Isn't
it, Kevin?”

Kevin, if that was the name of the guy who
had been uncomfortable, looked down at the table as Brian rubbed
her belly. With her body stretched up her abdomen very firm, but
Brian gripped her arms, pinning them together, and raised her up
onto her toes.

She gasped in fear, and Kevin jerked his head
over, staring at her stomach.

“The soft underbelly,” Brian said in a low
breath. “The place where a wolf wants to get its jaws in.”

Kevin licked his lips and Caitlin could see
beads of perspiration on his forehead.

“You all think it's just sex the way you're
looking at her?” Brian said. “You're thinking sex, but your animal
instinct is thinking food.”

He reached down and took Kevin's wrist,
jerking it forward, and placed his hand on her belly.

Caitlin squeaked, trying to draw back.

“You sense how soft she is, you sense her
fear,” he said in a low voice.

All four of them were staring at her now and
not smiling, and Caitlin felt a rising sense of anxiety. She'd been
afraid they might jump her – and a part of her almost hoping they
would. But that was all about sex. She'd forgotten that wolves had
other instincts.

Kevin's fingers trembled against her abdomen,
stroking her there, and seemed to have no interest in moving lower.
He leaned in towards her, licking his lips.

“That is the beast you need to most control,”
Brian said. “Mastering that beast is what makes you thinking,
feeling creatures and not animals.”

She held her breath as he leaned in closer,
and then his tongue came out and licked slowly along her abdomen.
Brian stared at him. The other three at the table stared at him,
watching, transfixed. Caitlin felt her heart pounding as he licked
long slow licks with a very long tongue up along her abdomen to her
stomach.

He leaned in closer, his teeth against her,
and she froze. His teeth bit ever so lightly, then shifted, biting
again, almost tenderly, his lips caressing her in a way which was
half erotic and half terrifying.

He growled low in his throat, biting softly
at her lower belly, licking and rubbing his face against her there
as Brian looked on. Then he slowly drew back, blinking his eyes
rapidly. Brian nodded and released her arms and Caitlin dropped
back onto her heels.

“So soft,” Kevin said in a near whisper. “I
could feel her heart beating, could sense her fear. It... turned me
on.”

“At your age, sex and hunger are all
intertwined,” Brian said. “But you have to learn to separate them
in your thinking mind even if your instincts don't. You're going to
be fucking regular girls with no one there to pull you off if you
lose control. Do you want to lose control?”

Kevin shook his head.

“And the rest of you. Watch what you do when
you play with someone's beast. If you goad him into doing something
you will pay for it.”

He turned to her. “Go back to the bar,
slave.”

She scurried away, heart still beating
rapidly, confused by the dark heat she'd felt when he was licking
and chewing at her abdomen. She had been filled with fear that he
would suddenly sprout fangs and tear out her stomach, and yet the
idea had held a dark erotic thrill to it.
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She managed to steady her breathing as she
returned to Matt's side.

She looked up at him and he winked.

“Have you ever... felt the urge to... bite me
there?” she gulped.

There was no doubt in her mind he'd watched
the whole thing.

“Oh yes,” he said with a sigh of
pleasure.

“Really?”

“Like Brian said, it's a weird sex and blood
thing all mixed together in our animal instincts. That's why you
need to have control of your instincts, of your beast, as we call
it.”

She was rather disturbed by that thought.

“Would Benjamin...”

“Benjamin has amazing self-control. It's one
of the reasons he's our pack leader. You don't have to worry about
him taking a bite out of you,” he said with a smile, “At least, not
a very big bite.”

“But he thinks about things like that
too?”

He raised his eyebrows. “Men have a lot of
wild, often dark fantasies,” he said. “And very few of them, the
ones without self-control, ever act them out when they cause harm
to others. The same goes for anger and rage. How many ordinary men
wind up killing their lovers over rage or jealousy or madness? You
can't swear off all men because of the fear of that.”

“All men aren't werewolves, able to eat you
up literally,” she muttered.

“And very few have Benjamin's self-control,
or his empathy for others. Table five needs more pretzels, Slave,”
he said.

She grumbled, but got another bowl and
carried it around the bar, surprised, when halfway there, about how
casually she was doing it, given she was naked. She really was
getting used to things!

Getting used to being a slave girl!

Her bottom was getting pawed fairly casually
now, and not just from the young men. The older ones, those sitting
within range, seemed to enjoy groping her as she stood beside their
table, though in a calm, casual way that was still both
embarrassing and arousing. Her breasts got some attention, but
mainly when she bent over their tables to wipe them or clear
glasses and bottles.

It was bizarre! And the most bizarre part was
that she got used to it, and mostly stopped flinching and gasping
whenever it happened. No one touched her between the legs, at
least! She was grateful for that because even without it a swirling
cloud of sexual hunger and excitement filled her as she moved naked
amongst them.

It was starting to get her agitated, in fact.
The sexual pressure inside her was tightening her chest, making her
breathing become ragged, making her feel a sense of trembling
hunger and lust as she moved about.

She was back at the bar, having practically
skipped giddily back to it when Brian came to the bar. He looked at
Matt, who gave him a sort of helpless smile.

“I think the slave needs to be cooled off a
little,” he said.

Matt didn't argue. He sighed and bent over,
opening one of the freezers and fridges which lined the lower part
of the bar. He took out what she thought at first was a frosty
glass. It turned out to be a long, tube shaped length of ice. In
fact, it was rather like a dildo. Certainly it was rounded at one
end, and thick enough and round enough and...

“Slave,” Matt said. “Come here.”

She blinked her eyes rapidly at him as she
came over. He turned her to face the bar.

“Bend over.”

She bent forward, arms on the bar, her
breasts pressed against the cool wood, and then she felt the sudden
pressure of the ice cock against her down there!

She squealed and tried to jerk back, but he
had a firm hand on the back of her neck, and since she was already
so wet, so ready, the dildo, as cold as it was, pushed up
effortlessly into her thrumming belly.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” she squealed. “Matt!”

It was cold! It was more than cold! Benjamin
had used ice cubes on her during his long, teasing sessions when
she was strapped down on the bed, but never like this! The ice cock
slid deep into her belly, and stayed in place as her lower body
twisted and bucked and jerked against Matt's firm grip.

“Hold still,” he ordered.

That was virtually impossible, but with
Brian's dark eyes on her she did her best.

“I-I-It's freezing!”

Against parts of her which were very unused
to being frozen!

He didn't hold it inside her for very long at
all, pulling it slowly free of her as she began to tremble with the
cold. But even then he used it to slide back and forth along her
pussy, over her clitoris, and between her buttocks.

He turned her around abruptly, and Brian
casually gripped her hair, tugging her head back. She instinctively
jerked her hands up and back, and he trapped them, clearly having
intended to. Matt grinned at her, holding the ice cock. He rubbed
it back and forth along her lips.

“Open,” he said softly.

Moaning, she obeyed, and he slid it slowly
in, pumping it in and out of her mouth like a thick popsicle. But
it was a popsicle which was melting, and the cold droplets of water
dropped from his fingers onto her chest, onto her breasts,
trickling slowly down her belly as she squealed and twisted and
moaned in discomfort.

It was all over in less than a minute,
leaving her feeling chilled, but a great deal less aroused than she
had been.

Matt seemed amused. Brian seemed amused.
Probably the whole place was amused, for they must have all seen
it. Caitlin was not amused at all!

“Fuck!” she gasped, grabbing a towel to rub
against her breasts and belly.

“Cooled you down a bit.”

“I can't help it if people groping me turns
me on,” she complained.

“Want to get eaten up?”

She glared at him.

“Go check for empties,” he said, pointing out
at the bar.

She glared again, but obeyed, wandering naked
back around front, checking on the tables. She ignored the smirks
she occasionally noted, though she was somewhat more self-conscious
now.

Most of the people seemed to be behaving much
as Delores had suggested. Most were not particularly aroused by
her, though the men of course took every opportunity to touch her
whenever she was near. She didn't think that was out of control
lust, so much as they knew they could. Men at a nude beach, despite
what Delores said about getting used to the sight of naked women,
would touch them too if they thought they could get away with
it.

Still, while the sexual electricity she had
felt coming from them the last time around was greatly diminished,
it was still there, coming from the men around her, and of course,
from her own kinky, slutty mind and emotions.

When Daryn came in, Delores was with her, as
was Bethany. They moved among the tables, then took a booth in the
corner of the bar which had been left conspicuously empty. Caitlin
was nervous enough when she hurried over to dim her arousal
considerably. She felt more self-conscious, however, even though
the three had already seen her naked recently.

They paid her no special attention however.
She said 'ma'am' a lot, and then scurried back behind the bar.

It was about ten minutes later that the
trouble started. And it didn't come from any of the men.

There were three young girls in a both near
the door drinking bloody marys. Caitlin had been nervous about the
way they'd been looking at her every time she was near. It was a
predatory look, but it wasn't the same sort of look the men gave.
They didn't look like they wanted to fuck her so much as mock and
ridicule her, reminding her of some of the girls from her high
school and college days.

When they signaled her she braced herself and
hurried over, tray in hand, in case they needed the table cleared
again.

They looked at her as she arrived, the one
nearest her on her left eying her up and down in a particularly
unfriendly and smirking fashion. The girl was tall and lithe with
shoulder length auburn hair, rich and thick and silky looking
hanging down around a pretty face. She was wearing painted on jeans
and a checked shirt pulled up tight beneath her breasts and tied
off to reveal a flat, firm belly.

“What's your name, slut?” she asked.

Caitlin licked her lips. “Uhm, Slave,
miss.”

The three snickered.

“Slave? You weren't baptized with that name.
What's your real name, slut?”

“We could just call her slut,” a blonde with
bloodshot eyes said.

“Or the thief. I heard she got caught
breaking into Benjamin's house,” said a black girl.

“A cat burglar,” the one on her left said
with a smirk.

Then she reached forward and she thrust two
fingers in between Caitln's legs, forcing them up into her pussy in
the same way Brian had pushed his fingers into her mouth earlier.
This hurt, though, despite the fact she was not exactly dry, and
she gasped in pain, grasping at her wrist. She might as well have
been grabbing at a steel cable, though.

“Has Molly taught you how to lick pussy,
slut?” she asked, her thumb coming up against Caitln's clitoris and
pressing in against her fingers.

That hurt more, and Caitlin gasped in pain,
wondering where Brian was.

“Have her lick your pussy, Sasha,” the blonde
said with a laugh.

“You want to lick my pussy, slave slut?” the
girl asked with a smirk.

“You girls don't usually come to the club,” a
voice said behind her.

It wasn't Brian. It was Daryn. The girl,
Sasha, slid her fingers back, then pulled them into her mouth,
sucking on them as she smirked past Caitlin to where Daryn
stood.

“I felt like coming in tonight,” the girl
said.

“Did you now?”

Caitlin felt herself pulled backward as Daryn
moved forward. Sasha slouched lazily in the booth, looking up at
her.

“This isn't a place you come to get your
pussy licked, Sasha,” Daryn said.

“No? You keeping her to yourself?”

“Wendy. Stand up,” Daryn said.

The blonde blinked in surprise. “What did I
do? I didn't do anything!”

Daryn turned her head and stared at her and
the blonde quickly slipped out of the booth and stood up, dropping
her eyes.

“Sasha wants her pussy licked. You think you
can do that?”

Wendy's eyes widened. “Uh, I don't – .”

“But you will if I tell you to. I'm sure
Molly taught you well enough.”

Wendy's mouth opened and closed as Sasha slid
out of the bar and stood up.

“Maybe I don't want Wendy licking my pussy,”
she said. “Maybe I – .”

Daryn grabbed her shirt and lifted her off
the floor, shaking her as violently as a rag doll. Sasha's head
whipped back and forth so fast Caitlin thought she must have broken
her neck. Then with barely a pause Daryn flung her back into the
booth – hard.

Almost at once, though, she reached in and
yanked her out again by the torn remnants of her shirt, ripped them
off, and tore off her jeans. In seconds the girl was naked and
Daryn was dragging her across the floor by the hair. She dragged
her all the way back to the corner booth, with Sasha squawking and
yelping and trying frantically to get her knees and hands under
her.

Daryn brought her up short in front of the
booth.

“Ask Delores if she'll eat your pussy,” Daryn
ordered calmly.

Caitlin couldn't sense emotions the way the
werewolves could but she felt a collective gasp going up from the
rest of the bar, and Sasha's eyes bulged as she tried desperately
to twist free.

Daryn yanked her up, literally by the hair,
almost to her feet, then slammed her down again.

“I said ask,” she hissed.

“W-w-will you... p-please … lick my...
pussy... Delores?” the girl gasped in what Caitlin thought sounded
like raw terror.

Caitlin gulped as Delores' face seemed to
shift. It didn't turn into a wolf, but her jaw seemed to push
forward a little, and when she opened it she could see she had
grown sharp incisors like the wolves had.

“If I put my mouth on your body, puppy,”
Delores said, her voice grating, “It won't be to just lick.”

“Ask Bethany to lick your pussy then,” Daryn
said relentlessly.

That seemed to horrify the girl even more.
Daryn had to yank her up and down twice, and then put her hand
around her throat and start squeezing before the girl asked
Bethany, who dismissed her with a snort of disdain.

Daryn then led her, crawling, along the
booths, making her ask everyone there to lick her pussy. No one
took her up on it, and Daryn eventually brought her back to her
booth and flung her in across the table and atop her two
companions.

“You two take your clothes off,” she
ordered.

The blonde and black girl quickly stripped,
and Daryn tossed her clothes behind the bar then went back to her
booth.

“Woah,” Caitlin gulped when she returned to
Matt.

“Sasha has always been an idiot,” he said,
making no real effort to lower his voice.

“But – .”

“That had very little to do with you. She was
challenging Daryn. Daryn looks after discipline for the women now
that she's Benjamin's mate. Sasha always dives off the deep end,
though, rather than just put her toe in the water.

She felt a little better now that she wasn't
the only naked girl in the bar, but was wary of the three girls,
even though they seemed to be a very chastened group. At the same
time, she couldn't help feeling a little smug satisfaction at them.
Oh yes, she'd known girls like that, especially in college. She'd
gone on a scholarship. Some of the richer girls seemed to love
mocking her unfashionable clothes and lack of money.

There was no doubt in her mind these bitches
were of the same sort.

So every time she went past or near their
table she looked over and felt a sense of satisfaction. Perhaps she
smirked a little, certainly enough to get glared at from the three
of them, but she didn't think she was being all that obvious about
it.

Brian, apparently did. And decided to use it
as an opportunity to remind her she was a slave.

Slaves did not mock their betters, and
everyone was her better.

The railing was a simple affair. It hugged
the edge of the raised area at the end of the room. It consisted of
inch thick iron bars supporting a slim diamond shaped metal rail.
The rail was like an inch wide square set on one corner.

And now Caitlin was set on that corner as
well. In front of everyone. In fact, she was straddling it. Her
ankles were raised up behind her and locked together to the rail
behind. That leaned her forward, as did her shackled wrists, which
had been shackled at the small of her back, then lifted up high and
chained to a ring set in the ceiling above.

He left her like that for a few minutes,
getting her used to the embarrassment of being publicly
disciplined, and the growing pain of having all her weight jammed
down onto the narrow point of the railing, and unable to do much of
anything to ease the pressure against one of the most sensitive
parts of her anatomy.

The side of her mind which was cold and
logical understood he was making a point to them as much as to her.
She was a slave, that was all. She even understood that Daryn was
making a point as well, when she came over holding a long, narrow
vibrator, and duct taped it to the railing directly in front of
her, so that the nose was pressing against her flesh, against her
clitoris.

She didn't understand what that point was at
first. She didn't understand to what degree her body, never mind
her thoughts had become conditioned to the inextricable link
between pleasure and pain. Already aroused, now she felt the hot,
throbbing ache of the pressure pushing against her sex. That ache
grew hotter and darker by the minute.

But now she also had the sexual component,
the vibrator, buzzing away, powerful enough to radiate along the
entire railing under her, even without being so close to her sex.
She could not deny the arousal that caused, could not resist it.
Her body craved it, and the more the ache deepened, the more her
body sought the pleasure to balance it.

She could not move very well, but the way her
wrists and ankles were anchored gave her the ability, using her leg
and arm muscles, to force her body, her lower body, forward a
little along the rail so that she made more direct, more powerful
contact with the vibrator.

“Fuck!” she gasped in a hoarse whisper.

She tried to ignore the fact everyone in the
bar could see her, as she'd been trying all night. But her
exhibitionist side was rearing its head, even as she tried to
suppress her instincts, tried to ignore the heat. She didn't want
to become some sort of wild bondage sex display!

No one seemed to be staring at her, but that
meant little. She'd been put here to show them she was a slave, but
she didn't want to show them any more than that! The railing was
digging into her with a deep, hot throbbing ache, but the railing
itself was quivering with the force of the vibrator taped to it.
And then there was the vibrator itself...

It was a powerful one, powerful enough she'd
eased back a bit after her first contact, trying not to put on more
of a show for the room than she had to. But with the rail jammed
against her sex the pain grew deeper with every passing minute. It
was a diabolical way to position a woman!

She felt the throbbing pain and the thrumming
hunger, an the one was certainly more appealing than the other. Her
shoulders ached, but that was a mere background as she eased her
pussy slightly forward along the rail and made direct contact with
the vibrator again.

Her body was bent forward and her head hung
down, her hair screening the world out as she stared down at her
naked body and the rail beneath her. She gulped in air, trying to
use her leg muscles to ease the pressure against her sex. That only
worked briefly, however. Her position was too awkward.

She groaned in pain, feeling herself wriggle
ever so slightly, pushing herself harder against the vibrator as
she wondered dazedly how her life had come to this. A swirling heat
swept her up as the sensations twisted inside her, pain and
pleasure mixing and twining together in a steaming, bubbling
stew.

It was incredible how casual they all took
it. She could tell, could hear conversations going on, and when she
raised her head from time to time she saw people going to the bar,
saw them leaving the club. Was this just that ordinary to them, she
wondered dazedly.

The strange dark symphony of pleasure and
pain continued, exhausting her in more ways than one. The pain
itself was exhausting. The way her body, her muscles kept trying to
grind against the vibrator was tiring as well, as the muscles in
her legs and arms grew leaden.

The sensations spiraled up suddenly, growing
more and more intense, and the pleasure surged forward ahead of the
pain, pushing that into the background. Her breaths became more and
more ragged, and she began to tremble and shake atop the rail. Then
the orgasm hit and she cried out in helpless, mindless animal
pleasure, a wordless howl of heat and release as she rocked and
bounced as best she could atop the rail.

The orgasm was an all-too-brief distraction
from the pain, and she sagged weakly as it faded, groaning
dazedly.

Her eyes fluttered as a hand lifted her head
up and back by the hair, and she gasped in pain. She had a moment
to see Brian holding a dildo, a dildo which curved down, and which
seemed oddly thicker as the further down it went.

It went into her mouth, sliding along her
tongue, and she stared cross-eyed as the thickening shaft slid
through her lips, wider now, and with a sort of ball at the base.
She gurgled as the head of the dildo slid down her throat, the
shaft following. Then Brian was squeezing in around the ball to
make it smaller, to force it past her open jaw.

It expanded once again on the inside, much
like a ball gag. Only this gag had a cock attached to it that went
almost a foot down her throat.

He released her hair and her head fell
forward again with an almost noiseless moan. A moment later she saw
him take a pair of clips, much like alligator clips. The jaws
opened, he placed them on either side of both nipples, then let
them close again.

Sharp spikes of pain bit into her nipples,
and she trembled and shook, her largely breathless cry of pain weak
and muffled as he pulled on the thin lines attached to the clips,
leading them forward and down to tie around the rail before
her.

Then he disappeared, leaving her there.

She moaned. Every breath was a moan for she
had to carefully and slowly inhale around the dildo in her throat.
She was enough of an expert in deep-throating to do that, but not
unconsciously. The dildo felt thick and her throat felt unnaturally
full.

The sharp pain in her nipples eased quickly
to a dull throbbing ache, an ache which shifted in tenor as her
body moved even slightly. Her breasts were only slightly distorted,
though her nipples were stretched. Bending further forward, even an
inch, eased the pull, while bending back, even less, pulled her
nipples more sharply.

Her mind was a cacophony of emotions and
sensations, and she grew more dazed, more exhausted, and somewhat
light-headed from the difficulty of breathing. But the buzzing
against her clitoris was a steady thing altered only by her body's
trembling and twitching and spasming while the pull against her
nipples altered continuously.

She felt the throbbing grow more powerful,
the thrumming become more intense. Her body was twisting slowly,
writhing, pulling, and shifting rhythmically so as to continuously
tug her nipples against the clips and lines. Fire writhed through
her mind, and she cried out again as another orgasm washed over
her.

It was more powerful, convulsions wracking
her body as she cried out as best she could while lacking the
breath to do so. Her head jerked and thrashed and the world reeled
around her as the climax blasted her mind and body. The shortness
of breath intensified the pounding in her skull and she felt
herself falling down a dark hole, losing consciousness, or at
least, awareness of anything but the heat.
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Her pussy was incredibly sore. It felt
bruised, and ached with any contact. But that also made it
exquisitely sensitive in other ways, which which amused Benjamin to
no end.

Which was why she was strapped down
spreadeagled on his bed again. This time, however, he didn't have
to do much to make her cry out, to make her arch and twist and moan
in helpless heat and hunger.

His tongue was all he needed. His long, agile
tongue which could alternately be soft like a human's or rough like
a wolf. That tongue was driving her insane! It caressed her so
gently, and even so it roused the nerve endings of her sore pussy
to an intense response.

It ached, but it ached so... wonderfully!

“Dooooon't!” she moaned, arching her back
again, her ankles and wrists pulling against the straps attached to
wrists and ankles.

“If the pharmaceutical companies could find a
way to do this they'd make a fortune,” he said with a smile.

Her skin was red, flushed, hot, and his
tongue made her hiss and moan and caused her hips to buck up
against him.

“Please!” she gasped.

She'd already had half a dozen orgasms, and
her body was quivering, her insides aching.

He licked her into and through a seventh,
leaving her gasping, chest heaving, a sheen of sweat on her bare
skin, and her hair tangled and matted.

Pleased, he got up and grinned at her. “I'll
leave you for a bit. I have some things to do downtown.”

He unstrapped her and then left, and she lay
unmoving save for her heaving chest, groaning to herself. She felt
asleep for a bit, then wakened to the throbbing ache between her
legs.

Bastard, she thought, meaning Brian.

But she could sense Benjamin was quite
pleased, not only with her super sensitive pussy, but with the
little demonstration Brian had put on for the club members present.
On the one hand, she understood and was gratified that they'd
probably not be worried about her any more. On the other hand, it
didn't please her to have them all thinking she was nothing but a
mindless slut.

Benjamin was going to pay for this, she
thought sourly. She just wasn't sure how.

She sat up with a groan, combed her fingers
through her hair, then swung her legs out of bed and padded into
the bathroom. She showered, being ever so gentle around her pussy,
but the fact was, her gentle, stroking fingers, slippery with soap
against her warm, wet pussy produced a tactile sensation she
couldn't resist.

It wasn't as good as his tongue but she gave
herself another orgasm with less than a minute of gentle
rubbing.

She brushed out her hair, glaring at it I the
mirror. It was too fucking long! It didn't have to be this long for
him to pull on it! And anyway, she was getting sort of tired of
everyone using her hair as a handle.

Not that it didn't turn her on at times, of
course...

He ought to at least let her braid it or put
it in a tail for day to day.

But no, she didn't even have control over her
hair, much less whether she wore clothes. And now everyone thought
she was a mindless, slutty little fuck toy!

She went downstairs. Matt was gone, but Amy
was there, as well as the new guy, Kyle. Amy winked at her while
Kyle, who was a giant of a blonde looked at her appreciatively. He
was over six and a half feet tall, with enormous shoulders and
powerful barrel chest. Most of the wolves were powerfully built in
that toned, swimmer type body. Kyle was more of a bodybuilder.

“Fun night?” Amy asked.

Caitlin gave her a sour look.

“Benjamin said you were a little sore and
sensitive in places.”

“Brian is a sadist.”

“A little. But everyone seemed to have a good
time.”

Caitlin gave her another sour look.

“I'm tired of being naked all the time,” she
said.

Amy shrugged. “What Benjamin wants, he
gets.”

That, of course, was the thing, and it tugged
at her mind for some time before inspiration took hold. She had his
credit card number so she could order supplies. Now she looked for
something else. She looked for lingerie, the most revealing and
blatantly sexual she could find. If she could get him to like the
look of her in such things, that would be a step up from naked.

A small step, admittedly, at first, but that
could progress, maybe to very short shorts, or very short
miniskirts and tops with a ton of cleavage. If she could get him
used to the idea of her wearing clothes again maybe she could wind
up dressed somewhat normally … eventually.

The absolute barest thing she could find was
a see-through black nylon bodysuit. It was little more than
stockings which pulled all the way up her body. It left nothing to
the imagination, and in fact, there was an oval hole which left
most of her abdomen and belly bare.

On the other hand, it was distinctly warmer
than wearing nothing – except over her belly, but that was a
strategic necessity if what she'd heard the other day was true. She
also added a pair of knee high black boots with stiletto heels. She
made a face at that, but it was a calculated necessity. The
stilettos were five inches high, but he probably wouldn't notice
when she got another pair which had four inch heels, then three
inch heels...

She didn't think she'd make it to slippers
and a sweatsuit but she was going to take it as far as she
could.

* * *

Amy's raised eyebrows made her feel defiant,
and she lifted her chin and ignored her as she went to the counter
to make breakfast.

“Benjamin didn't say he'd given you
permission to wear... clothes,” she said, “Assuming that's the
proper name for what you're wearing.”

“Don't you think they're sexy?” she asked
carelessly.

“Oh, I think so, particularly that cutout
over the belly. So how did he react to it? I'm surprised you're
still wearing it, for more than one reason.”

“He hasn't seen it yet.”

“Ah, okay. So do you think it'll work?”

“What do you mean?”

Amy snorted and gave her a hard look.

“I don't know. I thought I'd try it and see
how he reacts.”

“Benjamin doesn't usually react well to
either surprises or defiance.”

“I'm not... defying him...exactly. He said I
couldn't wear clothes. But you've just admitted these aren't
exactly clothes. I mean, basically I'm naked. Basically.”

“Benjamin isn't a dummy, you know.”

“I never said he was!”

“He is male, of course. All the same, I hope
you brought more than one of those because I have a feeling that
whether he approves or not he's going to tear that off you about
five seconds after he sees it.”

“He doesn't need to,” she said smugly,
shifting her legs apart. “See? Crotchless.”

In fact, the material came together over her
pussy, but had a cleverly sewn seam which was elasticized so that
it could be easily pulled wide. She demonstrated for Amy, unaware
that Kyle had come to the doorway. When she looked up from where
Amy sat at the kitchen table she saw Kyle staring at her,
open-mouthed.

She flushed. “Uhm, Kyle,” she said
hesitantly.

She didn't really know him very well yet. He
seemed a happy go lucky guy, younger than Matt, and a not nearly as
smart. He was very large and powerful, but according to how the
wolves assessed things he was rather low on the totem pole due to
being fairly easily bossed around.

Now he was staring at her as if he hadn't
seen her before.

“Down, boy,” Amy said.

He was looking at her belly, which made
Caitlin nervous. Amy was looking at his crotch, which was suddenly
bulging.

He moved slowly forward, staring at her, and
Caitlin backed against the kitchen table.

“Uh, Amy?” she gulped.

“Don't worry, he's harmless... mostly.”

“Mostly?!”

He was looking at her the way Kevin had at
the bar, like fresh meat, and Caitlin started to regret
highlighting that particular portion of her body. He was almost
salivating as he moved closer, and Caitlin felt her pulse starting
to race, even though she knew that would only excite him more.

“Turn around, Caitlin,” Amy said.

“Wha – .”

Caitlin gripped her arm and spun her around
so she stumbled and grabbed the table.

“Bend over.”

“But I – .”

Amy pulled her down and she gasped again,
then felt hands on her hips. They were very large hands. Abruptly,
they shifted to her thighs and they were yanked open. Then she felt
warm, heavy breath at her crotch. A moment later a big tongue
licked at her there. Trembling fingers found the seam and tore it
open and then she let out a shuddering gasp of heat as his tongue
plunged into her.

“Fuck!” she cried.

He growled hungrily, his breath hot against
her.

Amy looked on with interest, holding her
wrists.

“You don't want to make him think you're
trying to get away,” she warned.

“But I – oh! Fuck!”

His big hands virtually encircled her thighs
in a steel-like grip as his mouth licked and sucked and rubbed
itself frantically against her pussy.

“D-Do something!” she gasped.

“What do you want me to do? You're the slave
girl. And you like this kind of thing.”

“But he's – !”

Kyle's thumbs pushed into her. They were very
thick thumbs, and she sucked in a breath and moaned as they then
pulled the mouth of her sex wide so his tongue and mouth could push
deeper.

“He's actually pretty good in that wild bull
sort of way,” Amy said conversationally.

“B-B-Benjamin w-won't like – .”

“Oh Benjamin knows you have to be available to anyone who wants
you. I mean, that's what being a slave to the pack means, right? I
think he chose Kyle here because he'll satisfy you but not threaten
him. I mean, not that Kyle isn't a lot to take in – so to speak –
but he's not old enough or smart enough to compete with
Benjamin.”

Caitlin squeaked as Kyle's tongue and lips
went to town on her swollen clitoris. They were moving impossibly
fast against her as he twisted his face from side to side. His hot
breath continued to roll across her skin as he growled and grunted
and lapped at her hungrily.

“And not that Benjamin would worry about a
slave girl of course,” Amy said with a smirk. “I mean, you're just
a slave girl. He wouldn't care about your uhm, affections...”

Kyle dragged himself up her body suddenly and
Caitlin let out a gasp as she felt something very soft and yet very
firm mashing against the entrance to her sex. She gulped in air as
she felt herself being spread wider and wider – and then still
wider.

“His cock, by the way, matches the rest of
him in size,” Amy said.

“Oh! Oh fuck!” Caitlin cried, feeling the
sharp, tight ache of her flesh being stretched still further.

Then she felt his cock sinking into her. She
was, of course, wet, even leaving aside how much of Kyle's saliva
might be coating her, but Kyle's cock was thicker than anything
she'd ever felt before. The closest comparison was that giant dildo
Amy had pushed into her the other day when she'd been held on
Delores' lap.

She sucked in a breath of air and held it,
trembling and moaning as the pain mounted, but the tremendous
stretching her insides were undergoing was lighting her mind on
fire at the same time. She had become hopelessly addicted to deep,
full penetration, and Kyle was filling her to overflowing!

His upper body, meanwhile, had settled atop
her own, his lips on the back and nape of her neck, his teeth
chewing at her throat, at her shoulders. His left hand slid around
her throat, forcing her head up and to the side as he sucked and
chewed hungrily at every inch of her flesh. His right hand slid
under her to cup and repeatedly knead her breast.

His cock pushed deep inside her, then pushed
deeper. Her pulse raced and her heart pounded as the enormous man
crushed her against him and tried to bury himself inside her.

Amy had released her wrists and was now
looking at her IPAD. Her eyes flicked up to watch from time to
time, but she didn't seem to be inordinately interested other than
to ensure Kyle didn't devour her – literally.

Kyle chewed at the underside of her jaw, his
hips now working in and out, his thick cock pushing back and forth
in the too-tight sleeve of her sex. It was incredible, arousing and
yet not entirely what she wanted – not quite. For he was only
halfway inside her, and some part of her mind craved a deeper
penetration.

Then she got it. She cried out, eyes going
wide, as he thrust harder, as his cock pushed so deep it ached,
then so deep it hurt. The pain was almost enough to distract from
the pleasure, but not quite. Instead it fell into that strange dark
twilight where it only served to add to the sensory storm sweeping
over her, where it appealed to the newly emerged masochistic side
of her sexual mind.

Kyle's cock plunged in and out of her again
and again, his muscled body crushing her to the table as his hungry
mouth ravished her.

Amy bent her head a moment to get a better
look at what Kyle was thrusting into her, and shook her head. “Wow,
that must hurt.”

It did, gloriously! The fierce dark joy of
sexual fever was gripping Caitlin as the half wild man pounded
against her with animal hunger.

He straightened at last, and she cried out as
he gripped her wrists, jerking them back along her hips, then up,
using them to pull her back to meet his thrusts. Her upper body
slid roughly back and forth on the table, her stiff nipples rasping
across the table cloth as her head was tossed violently up and
down.

She felt the orgasm welling up within her
body, felt it soaring higher and higher, and then the explosive
force of the sensual storm howled through her and turned her mind
to a steaming, boiling cauldron of pleasure. She cried out again
and again and again as Kyle rode her, as Kyle pounded her, as his
long, thick cock beat against the back wall of her sex.

And then, just as she thought she had peaked,
as she felt herself begin to pull back, he dropped her arms and
grabbed her hair, yanking it up and back. She felt the sharp burst
of pain lancing through her skull as he pulled back so roughly, and
then he was holding her torso an inch or so off the table as he
continued to hammer himself against her buttocks.

The new burst of sensations twisted her mind,
and she felt the orgasm spiral even higher. Her arms lay on the
table next to her, boneless, lifeless, her mind incapable of
directing them as the intensity of the orgasmic firestorm screamed
through her.

It left her dazed and limp, grunting
helplessly as he continued to pound himself into her. Of course, at
the rate he was riding her he couldn't last long, and didn't. He
howled like a wolf as he came inside her, emptying himself in a
final series of deep, hard thrusts.

He stood against her, buried inside her for
long seconds, his big hands now flat against her back as she lay
across the table. Then, slowly, he eased back out.

“Uhm, sorry,” he said in a bashful sounding
voice.

“Kyle honey,” Amy said. “You had better go
finish with the firewood.”

“She isn't – .”

“She's fine. She's kind of used to it.”

Kyle left, and Caitlin still lay half across
the table, groaning weakly.

“You are fine, right?”

Caitlin didn't answer, just tried to fit her
mind back together.

“He's a little closer to his instincts than
most,” Amy said. 'But he's in control – mostly.”

“Mostly,” Caitlin groaned.

“The life of a sex slave,” Amy said with a
grin.

She tried to push herself up off the table
but her muscles felt weak. She wasn't sure she could even stand up
just yet. She stared at Amy, her cheek pressed against the table,
her eyes still somewhat glazed. “H-he's going to be staying
here?”

“For a while. Try not to tempt him too
much.”

Caitlin groaned and closed her eyes.

“Unless you want to, of course.”

“I feel hollow inside,” she groaned.

“He takes some getting used to.”

Caitlin stared at her.

Amy shrugged. “Or so I've heard. He's really
not my type. I like them enthusiastic, true, but a little more …
sophisticated.”

Caitlin could still really only groan
weakly.

“I could, if you were nice, suggest an
alternative outfit which might be tolerated by Benjamin but without
turning Kyle and any other young guy who sees you into a
lust-crazed animal. If you were nice, that is.”

Then she slapped herself in the head
dramatically. “What am I saying? You don't have to be nice. You're
a slave!”

She grinned at Caitlin, then reached out and
filled her fist with Caitlin's hair, pulling her head gently but
firmly closer to the side of the table where she sat.

“Ow! Ow! Amy!” Caitlin moaned.

“It's not that I'm really into watching,” Amy
said, as she pulled her all the way off the table.

Caitlin dropped to her knees in front of the
girl, who spread her own legs wide and raised her skirt.

“It's not that I'm into watching,” she
repeated, “But I have to admit that watching that turned me
on.”

She wasn't wearing underwear, and pulled
Caitlin's mouth down against her sex.

“Please Mistress Amy, sex slave,” she
ordered.
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The outfit Amy chose for her was more leather
than lace, a sort of slutty, revealing, cat-woman outfit. The boots
were thigh highs, and they were matched with shoulder length
leather gloves.

The only other thing in the outfit were a
pair of furry cat ears, which were on a half-moon elastic clip she
buried in her hair, and a tail, a foot and a half long fuzzy tail
which was anchored to a butt-plug Amy inserted in her bottom.

“But I'm still naked!” Caitlin grumbled.

“Yes, which means you're not breaking his
rules. I know you were thinking you'd add to the outfit you had on
but you were starting too far forward. You need to start at the
very beginning. Footwear. That's about all you'll get away with at
first. Even the gloves are pushing it, but most men won't consider
arms being covered as a big deal when the rest of you is naked.

“Besides, this actually kind of accentuates
your nudity.”

“Gee, thanks,” Caitlin grumbled.

“It will work. That's the important thing.
Once he accepts this you can try to add a bodysuit, but it needs to
be even more sheer than the one you had on before. That one was too
dark tinted”

Amy also fudged with her hair, using some
mouse and a brush to puff it out more and drop long, thick bangs
across her forehead, as well as two thick puffy pigtails which rose
up before dropping down.

“Yes, I think Benjamin will love this look,”
she said smugly.

“But I'm still – .”

“Shhh,” Amy said, fingers against Caitlin's
lips.

“And he's going to want me to crawl in
this.”

“He's a wolf, Caitlin. He likes it on all
fours, but now your bare knees and hands aren't on the floor,” Amy
said. “And your legs and arms will be warm.

Caitlin had to vacuum. There were a lot of
rooms, so she spent the next two hours on her feet, in the tall,
stiletto heeled boots, learning how to move in them.

It took some getting used to.

It helped that she wasn't moving very fast as
she vacuumed, and the vacuum helped serve as a sort of crutch. Her
biggest issue, without the vacuum, was that she had a tendency to
lean forward. That definitely wouldn't do, as Benjamin was a very
big fan of proper posture for her, that is, chest out, shoulders
back.

Amy came into one of the rooms as she was
vacuuming.

“Hey, get on all fours.”

“What?”

“Do it, slave girl,” Amy said.

Muttering, Caitlin obeyed, and Amy moved
around her, looking at her cell phone.

“You're taking my picture?”

“Benjamin texted asking how you are,” Amy
said with a smile. “I'm going to say you're fine, and send a
picture. Look back over your shoulder more,” she added.

Amy took the picture from behind and to the
side, saying she wanted the tail in, as well, then left the room.
Caitlin, muttering, got to her feet and resumed vacuuming,
wondering how Benjamin would take the picture.

A part of her had wanted to surprise him. But
as Amy had said, Benjamin wasn't big on being surprised.

At least Amy was right about how much easier
it was on her knees in the boots!

Of course, looking at herself in the mirror,
she looked even more naked than she had whens he was, well, naked!
The black leather covering her arms and legs simply served to
accentuate that she had nothing on the rest of her – other than the
collar, of course, and the kitty ears.

Did this make her a sex kitten, she wondered
wryly? And if so, did cats find their tails as annoying as she
found hers? It seemed to swing around and brush her inner thighs as
she moved. And while it wasn't particularly heavy there was weight
enough to tug at the base – which was inside her, in a way which
produced an oddly exciting sensation.

Perhaps because of the excitement surrounding
her introduction to anal sex...

And while it was all very well to be a sex
kitten, and while the thought of it was vaguely pleasing to her
ego, the whole idea was to be more like a person, a person
deserving of respect.

It looked like she was going to have to earn
that respect with something other than her body, though. And that
meant her mind. So she went back to the drawing boards, getting out
the blueprints for the house and some of the ideas she'd had to
bring it into the modern age.

What did wolves like? Well, they liked sex,
and lots of it. They liked chasing and hunting prey. What else did
they like? They liked water, and trees. That gave her an idea based
on a cartoon, of all things, she'd seen once. She looked at the
central hall. It was just past the entry hall where the staircase
was.

It was a very traditional sort of area which
wouldn't have been out of place centuries ago. It was about thirty
feet wide by twenty feet long, and the floor was done in white and
black tiles. There was an antique table and two chairs set there,
as well as a picture of a man on a horse. Aside from that, it was
really just a place where the halls going to the east and west side
of the house met up with the ones going to the back and front.

She'd had thoughts about modernizing it for a
while, but now she went on the internet and began to surf a variety
of sites. She settled on what she wanted, did some drawings, made
some phone calls, and was in the process of putting together an
estimated price based on various quotes when Benjamin appeared
behind her.

He was as silent as always, or perhaps she
was simply deeply involved in what she was doing. The first she
knew he was there was when his fingers slid through her hair. She
gasped, turning her head up and back, and his grip on her hair
tightened, turning her head back further as he leaned in and kissed
her.

It was a very long kiss, given the position,
but she wasn't complaining.

“You're back early,” she gulped when he'd
finished and eased back.

He grinned and she gasped as she felt him
tugging on her hair, drawing her to her feet. He released it and
stepped back for a moment. Caitlin gulped, wondering if he was
going to be upset at her wearing clothes – though as Amy said, she
really wasn't.

“I uhm – You're early.”

“You know, dogs aren't usually very fond of
cats,” he said. “They tend to... bite them a lot.”

Caitlin swallowed, and then draw her hands up
while bringing her fingers downward as if she had paws – or claws.
“Cats have claws,” she said, making a scratching motion which
didn't go far from her chest.

He bent and drove his shoulder into her belly
as he scooped her up and draped her across it. Caitlin found
herself staring at the floor and his back as he carried her down
the hall.

“Hey! I was doing something!”

“Now you're doing something else,” he said, as she felt him tugging
experimentally at the 'tail'. “Can you guess what?”

“Are you going to molest me!?” she
gasped.

“Definitely.”

She slapped at his back. “That's
inter-species perversion!”

“I'm a pervert.”

He carried her into his bedroom – their
bedroom – of late, kicking the door closed behind him, then threw
her onto the bed.

He peeled his shirt up over his shoulders and
tossed it onto the bench at the foot of the bed, then kicked off
his tennis shoes, undid his jeans and slid them down, stepping out
of them to stand at the side of the bed in his black boxer
shorts.

“Crawl to me,” he said in a soft, vaguely
furry voice.

She gulped, staring at him, feeling a rush of
heat at the sight of his lean, muscled body and the way his hair
fell across his shoulders. More than that, the look in his eyes
made her feel an almost giddy sense of pleasure and heat as she
slid down onto her hands and knees, then crawled slowly towards
him, pursing her lips.

As she reached the edge of the bed she let
her eyes look up at him from under he lashes, then leaned in and
rubbed the side of her head and face against his leg, like a cat
would. She licked him slowly, tentatively, and saw the front of his
boxers now tenting out to a degree which almost made her laugh.

She licked up and down along his leg, then
butted her head against him gently, rubbing him again like a cat
would before licking at his thighs again. His hands came down and
his fingers slid through her hair as she licked up along his inner
thigh, then slid up over his crotch. She mouthed him through the
thin fabric, then slid higher.

She brought her 'claws' in and scratched
lightly at his erection through the boxers, then rubbed her cheek
against it as she purred. She heard his sharply indrawn breath, and
let her claws slide into the waistband of his shorts, tugging them
down rather more quickly than she'd intended.

His cock sprang out thick and hard and
thrusting out at her at an angle. She rubbed her cheek against it,
squeezing it back against his abdomen, feeling her own arousal
deepen as she sensed his. Her hands slid up onto his chest, and,
her fingers still curved in like claws, she gently scratched down
his chest onto his belly as she began to kiss and lick at his
cock.

And that was as far as she got.

He suddenly growled and grabbed her arms,
flinging her up and back to land heavily on her back. An instant
later he was atop her, crushing her into the bed, his lips on hers.
He was rough and wild and his lips met hers with bruising force as
his tongue pushed into her mouth.

He was grinding himself against her, his cock
trapped between their bellies, but he quickly reached down for it,
raising his hips enough to guide the head against her entrance. She
was already moist and hot, which was a good thing because he had no
patience at all. He thrust into her hard, enough to hurt even
though her heat.

He would sense the ache, as well as heat
inside her, but it didn't deter him. His lips never left hers as he
forced himself fully inside her and began to grind and thrust into
her with savage hunger. Caitlin let her fingers slide up and down
his back, then curled her fingers into claws again and dug them
into his buttocks.

He thrust harder, his teeth nipping at her
tongue, at her lips, then as his hand jerked her hair back, at her
throat and the nape of her neck. He abandoned that, however,
grabbing her legs behind the knees, jerking them up and shoving
them back against her shoulders.

Then he really began to thrust into her!

Caitlin has seen him hungry before, but he
felt wild this time, enough that she felt a sense of anxiety amidst
her hunger. The anxiety only added to the dark thrill, though, as
he began to pound into her with bruising force, even more than Kyle
had used earlier.

His hips hammered down on her upraised
buttocks as he held himself up, straight-armed, his bit hands
clamped on her legs just under the knees. Then he shifted his hands
further down her legs, grasping her ankles, and Caitlin squeaked as
her straight legs were shoved right back until the backs of her
feet were pressed into the bed over her shoulders.

That tilted her buttocks up, which seemed to
be exactly what he wanted as he held himself directly over her,
driving himself into her with a raw, wild animal heat that drove
the breath from her. She gasped and moaned and cried out at every
deep, at every sensuously, gloriously deep thrust of his thick
cock.

Every thrust was like pumping the bellows on
a fire, and she gulped in air as she stared up at him, watching him
ride her, his eyes locked with hers as his hips moved furiously.
Then his face crumbled and he thrust deep, holding himself still
inside her for a half second before tearing free and thrusting deep
again. There was another brief pause, then another sharp drawing
back and deep thrust.

It was the first time he ever came before she
did, she realized with breathless wonder.

He eased his grip on her ankles, sitting back
on his heels, his softening cock sliding out of her. He combed his
own fingers out of his hair, then eased back further, rolling onto
his back and moving up to lay back against the headboard of the
bed.

“Now,” he said, “Where were we?”

His eyes were still full of heat. “I believe
you were on all fours, little kit cat.”

Caitlin caught her breath and then rolled
onto her belly with a groan. She was still awash in heat, but that
hardly mattered. She knew he would satisfy her in the end, and she
felt a giddy sense of satisfaction that she'd made him lose that
precise sexual control of his.

She rolled back to the foot of the bed before
coming onto all fours, then raised her bottom high, keeping her
upper body lower as she examined him. She turned her head and bit
lightly at his bit toe as she growled low in her throat. She bit at
his instep, then nipped lightly at his ankle, licking at it as she
slowly moved up his legs.

She rubbed her head and cheek against him,
licking, nipping, and growling until she reached his crotch. Her
fingers 'clawed' at his thighs as she moved into to mouth his balls
and massage them inside her mouth, and by the time she actually did
more than lightly kiss and mouth his cock he was already starting
to harden again.

She clawed lightly at his chest and stomach
as she took his shaft into her mouth, holding it sideways like a
flute – or a dog with a bone – and massaging it between her lips.
She gripped the head with her finger and pressed his cock back
against his belly, then eased her mouth in low, licking a long,
teasing trail up from his balls to the tip of his cock, again and
again.

He was rock hard by the time she pursed her
lips and let the head force them apart, purring as she felt his
cock sliding across her tongue, deeper into her mouth. She sucked
rhythmically, bobbing her lips up and down, going deeper on each
downstroke until the head pushed into her throat.

From there she sank fully on it, feeling a
sense of deep satisfaction as she wrapped her lips around the base
and rolled her head from side to side. She felt his hands on her
head, holding her in place for long seconds, then combing through
her hair as she slowly slid back up.

She let the head come free of her mouth and
rolled her eyes up at him from beneath her lashes and bangs as she
let out another little purr.

And THAT was as far as she got too!

It seemed he had little patience for her oral
skills today. He dragged her up until his lips were crushed against
hers again, and she was momentarily bent, bowed back against him.
She spread her legs and eased her knees forward, rising
breathlessly up to straddle him.

She batted his own hands away, taking his
cock into her gloved hands and then positioning him against her
entrance again. Sinking down on him was glorious! Sliding down,
down down, she wished he was a mile long and she could feel that
incredible, delicious sensation of being penetrated without a
stop!

But she found herself fully impaled on him,
groaning as she pushed her knees forward, as she leaned into him,
crushing her breasts against his head, her hands going over his
shoulders.

She began to ride him, flush with heat and
desire as she drove herself down the full length of his glistening
shaft again and again, glorying in the deep penetration and the
excitement she knew she had brought to him. One of his hands was on
her butt, the other on her left breast as he sucked and chewed at
her right.

She rode him faster, harder, gasping and
moaning as she felt the sexual intensity growing, the pressure
making her head feel ready to explode. She knew she was very near
orgasm when he rolled suddenly forward, literally throwing her
backward to land on her back. She gasped as she landed, legs
splayed, then yelped as he flipped her onto her belly, then yanked
her hips up.

He pulled her 'tail' aside, and thrust into
her again, grasping her hair as she began to pound into her!

God it was incredible! She shuddered and
moaned, thrusting back against him, the heat and hunger ravaging
her mind as he ignited that sexual fever within her once more. His
pounding hips were unrelenting, and her insides burned and roiled
with a deep, aching, delicious sensual stew!

She came, crying out in helpless pleasure,
arching and twisting, gurgling in wondrous delight as the orgasm
rolled her mind over and over again, like a cork in a flooding
river.

He released her hair and her upper torso
dropped flat onto the bed, as she gulped in air, face flushed, body
overheated. His movements slowed and eased, but continued. His cock
thrust in and out of her, his hands now racing up and down her
body, massaging and stroking her back and shoulders, her hips and
buttocks.

Crack!

She groaned at the slap to her bottom, then
again, then again. She groaned as he caught her hair and lifted her
back onto all fours, then dropped her head low, moaning as his
hands then caught her breasts, kneading and squeezing them. All the
while his hips continued to thrust, slapping her bottom, driving
his cock into her quivering belly.

Crack!

She gasped and moaned, her hips jerking forward, then back.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom again, and she felt a
breathless sense of anticipation. She rocked back against him,
realizing her head was far from spent, groaning now as he thrust
harder, as his cock drove into the deepest pit of her belly.

She groaned as he pulled her hair back again,
gasping as he thrust still harder, her body jarred, shaking,
trembling under the impact. The fire inside her burned higher and
hotter as he abandoned her hair, hands clutching her hips to yank
her back against him. Another orgasm bubbled up within her and she
cried out, twisting and jerking and bucking as it consumed her.

**

“So, she said afterward, when she could
breath more or less evenly. “You don't mind the boots and
gloves?”

He grinned, dragging her back so she was half
draped across his body, his fingers caressing her breasts.

“Why would I mind? You look – very hot.”

All about looks again, she thought, vaguely
annoyed. She gasped as he pulled her up so she was sitting across
his lap, his arm behind her back.

“So, I was working on this idea for the
central hall,” she said. “It will modernize it and give it a nice,
warm look.”

“Whatever you want,” he said with a smile,
mouthing her nipple.

He caught her nipple between his teeth, very
gently, tugging on it. Caitlin gasped softly.

“Don't you ever have enough?”

“Not of you,” he said with a grin.

There was a knock at the bedroom door, and
they both looked at it in annoyance.

Matt pushed it open and stuck his head
inside. “Daryn will be here in twenty minutes,” he said.

Benjamin cursed softly and lifted her off
him.

“That's plenty of time,” she protested.

He grinned and shook his head. “I have to get
ready.”

She felt a little miffed as he went into the
bathroom, feeling oddly like the other woman when the wife was on
her way home. Yes, there was the shower going on to rinse her scent
off him. Would he use mouthwash too?

She glared at the door, then remembered what
he'd said about the hall. Whatever she wanted. Well, that was
permission and then some!

She climbed out of bed, wobbling a bit. She
was getting used to walking in the stilettos but was hardly an
expert yet.

She paused, wondering if she ought to remove
them. What would Daryn think of them? Then she shrugged. Daryn
needed to think she was a slave and sex kitten anyway.

Which, come to think of it, she sort of was,
she mused sourly.

Then her mind drifted back and enjoyed the
echo of the heat and pleasure she'd felt when he was riding her,
and her lips curved up in a smile. Being a sex kitten slave wasn't
so bad, really.
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The tiles were a bluish black. They fit
together so she couldn't even detect a seam. The floor gleamed but
in a dull, dark way.

The halls didn't precisely meet. That is to
say, there was a six foot space of wall between each of the
corridor openings. The tiled these walls in a cool, dark turquoise,
then framed each of the four openings in black onyx.

The pond was made to look somewhat natural.
There was rushing, foot-wide waterfall coming from a shaded opening
in the wall, six feet up, into a gray marble bowl. It then spilled
down into the lower pond, which was seven feet across and almost as
deep.

Instead of potted greenery, she'd dug into
the floor and now tall, leafy palms were on all sides of the room.
Their leafs met overhead with cleverly made fake leaves which
covered the ceiling. The lighting was recessed, but focused on the
pond, on the overhead leafs, and on the carvings of wolves she'd
had made in the walls.

It was a quiet place of relaxation and
contemplation, and the walls of the pond were a foot thick, easily
wide enough and at the proper height to be used as benches.

She could feel Benjamin's sense of
satisfaction when she pulled off the canvas which she'd been using
to hide it until ready. Even Daryn was impressed. Given the
location, anyone who came into the house would see it, and she felt
a sense of victory in her quest for respect as something more than
a sex toy.

“I think you need to redo the entry hall in a
similar theme,” Daryn said. “Not another pond, but I love the
floor, and the onyx.”

Caitlin was pleased – though her pleasure was
tinged with doubt at the same time. Daryn was a vast improvement
over Molly, to be sure. But she treated Caitlin as a slave girl,
which was somewhat unsettling at times.

Oh Benjamin called her his slave girl, and
treated her, sort of, like she was one. But he treated her like it
was an erotic game, and she the submissive to his dominant male.
Daryn treated her like a slave, period. To Daryn, she actually WAS
a slave, and it was that absolute conviction that Caitlin found
unnerving.

She wasn't a person, as such. She was more of
a toaster, or perhaps a combination of toaster, servant, robot, and
vibrator.

Or sometimes, as a child, like now, a clever
child to be petted on the head and fed a cookie for her good
work.

Daryn didn't spend a lot of time at the
mansion, but if Caitlin made it a much nicer place would she decide
to change that? The woman wasn't nasty to her, as such, but then,
who was nasty to their toaster? The toaster did as it was supposed
to do, and you used it for what you were supposed to use it for,
and that was it.

In Daryn's case, she used Caitlin as a
servant, for the most part. And, though she wasn't a lesbian like
Molly that didn't mean she couldn't enjoy the occasional use of a
sex toy, be that a dildo or – Caitlin. On those occasions,
Caitlin's own pleasure was largely irrelevant. She performed oral
sex on the lithe, athletic blonde until Daryn was satisfied –
sometimes satisfied repeatedly – and then was dismissed.

And then there were Daryn's sexual sessions
with Benjamin. They tended to put Caitlin in a foul mood,
especially since she didn't need to have super hearing to know they
were at it. Daryn's cries of pleasure were pretty noticeable.

Thankfully, they only seemed to do it once or
twice a week, as if it was done for clinical reasons, and not for
pleasure. Caitlin had tried reading a book on wolves, but the
werewolves weren't exactly wolves. Some of the way they behaved
kind of matched the animals, but in other ways they were all
human.

Though Daryn was staying at the mansion she
was generally out most days, and often in the evening, as well.
That suited Caitlin quite well, for she found it difficult to obey
her like a proper little 'slave girl' should. Benjamin was one
thing, but Daryn quite another.

It was true that Matt and some of the other
men had often used her like a slave girl, but they didn't seem to
take it even as serious as Benjamin did. For them her status simply
meant she was someone they could use sexually – provided they
thought Benjamin wouldn't mind.

And of course, Amy sometimes played games
with her, but she definitely didn't take the slave girl stuff
seriously.

Daryn's casual acceptance of her as a slave
irked her, and treating her like one irked her even more. She
longed to say something like “get it yourself” or better yet “Go
fuck yourself” when given a peremptory order to do this or fetch
that.

She had little doubt that would draw a
punishment, though, and didn't think she'd enjoy being punished by
Daryn nearly as much as she did from Benjamin. She also had to be
wary of the woman's incredible strength and speed. She'd seen what
the tall blonde had done to that snotty girl at the club. She had
no desire to see what she could do to a mere human if she got
annoyed.

What she had forgotten was the wolves'
ability to sense sudden spurts of emotion and feelings. As her
annoyance and resentment grew whenever Daryn gave her an order or
set her a task Daryn began to notice. Unfortunately for Caitlin,
she didn't say anything about it, but simply waited to see if it
would continue and grow.

Daryn, as she was to discover, was not an
impetuous or impulsive woman. She had been studying earth sciences
at university when she'd first undergone the change into wolf form.
She had switched her major to animal sciences, and had a very
scientific mind. That was, you gathered evidence before considering
an objective, and a means to that objective.

That was why Caitlin found herself lifted
over Kyle's shoulder like a bag of potatoes one morning shortly
after Benjamin had left on a weekend trip to visit another pack,
and carried upstairs. She assumed it was for sex, though wondered
why he was bothering to carry her away. He seemed taken with her
since she'd worn that body-stocking, and would often fuck her any
time he came across her that she wasn't with Benjamin.

Which she again resented, but only a little,
given how much she enjoyed it.

He didn't answer any questions, and rather
than take her into one of the bedrooms opened the door to the
narrow staircase leading to the attic.

“Where are we going?” she demanded, twisting
her head from side to side.

He ignored her, climbing the stairs and
arriving in the somewhat dusty attic.

It was a long, wide area the width of the
house, with a very steeply sloping ceiling. The windows were few
and dusty, the lighting bare bulbs, and the old, much scuffed and
scratched floor was covered in boxes, old furniture, rolled up
rugs, pictures, assorted junk which looked like it hadn't been
touched in decades.

The heat hit her as soon as they rose above
the level of the floor. It was a warm day outside, and the attic
was baking hot! There was little air coming through the small,
closed windows, and the dark roof seemed to catch the heat and hold
it inside.

In one area, the floor was cleared, and it
was here Kyle set her down.

“What are we doing here?”

He ignored her question, drawing her wrists
together, clipping the shackles, and then raising her arms above
her head. A hook hung from a chain which was slung over a ceiling
beam, and he slipped her wrists over it, then pulled on the
chain.

This wasn't the first time she'd been placed
in this sort of position, and Caitlin knew that Benjamin had a room
where he did these sorts of things downstairs. She wondered why
Kyle had brought her up into the attic, and watched as he drew the
chain down and around a post, looked at her, pulled on it to raise
her up a bit more, then locked the chain down.

She stared at him uncertainly as he returned.
He didn't look especially horny, well, no more than he usually did,
but he did seem slightly regretful. He knelt in front of her and
she felt a sense of anticipation as he pulled her thighs further
apart. She gasped, for even with the high heels that put her on the
balls of her feet.

But he made it all better as his mouth
enveloped her sex, and then began to work his tongue up inside her.
She closed her eyes and sighed in pleasure as his tongue dipped and
twisted and his lips massaged her. Kyle didn't have the expertise
Amy had, or for that matter, Matt or Benjamin, but he had an
especially long, thick tongue and large, full lips.

She closed her eyes, ignoring the heat
outside her body as the heat within began to rise in turn. Her feet
ached a little, but that hardly mattered as she groaned softly,
feeling her stomach fluttering and her breathing become more
ragged. When he turned his tongue against her clitoris, when he
closed his mouth and began to suck, she felt the heat flaring
wildly, and her hips ground desperately against him as she
approached orgasm.

He pulled back, then. His eyes turning to her
boots. He unzipped both boots, much to her confusion, then pulled
them free.

“Hey! Wha – !?”

With the boots – and the six inch heels –
gone, Caitlin found herself actually hanging freely by her wrists!
The insides of the shackles were lined in soft leather, and of
course, they were on the outside of her leather gloves, but it
still ached!

And then he left.

“Kyle!?”

The door closed behind him and Caitlin stared
after him in breathless confusion. Her toes could almost, just
barely, stretch as much as she could, touch the floor – only just.
But of course, she couldn't support her weight.

There was a certain eroticism to the moment,
helping to rouse her inner heat still further. She was sure he
wouldn't be gone long, after all. She'd had a light sheen of sweat
on her skin from the attic's heat, and that grew as she hung there.
It was not, as she might have once thought, relaxing hanging around
as she was.

Rather far from it, in fact.

She discovered that she could not simply
'hang' freely from her wrists like a bag of potatoes. She was soon
soaked in sweat, and breathing heavily from exertion, even while
hanging still! The sweat matted her long hair to her back and
forehead, and beads of sweat trickled slowly down her body, enough
to dampen the floor beneath her.

It was hot in the attic! And there was no
sign of Kyle.

“Kyle! Kyle! It's hot in here!” she yelled
several times.

“My wrists hurt!” she called as well.

They did hurt, a lot. Her arms were aching,
too, and her shoulders were worse. Her lower body felt oddly
disconnected from her, as if it were simply a heavy weight pulling
down on her torso, and as more time passed she began to feel more
and more physically exhausted, the heat draining her even as
hanging there exhausted her.

Had he simply forgotten her!?

She called out for him again, and called out
to Matt and to Amy, but no one showed up to let her down.

She had very little energy left by the time
Daryn showed up.

In fact, she was in that hazy half conscious
state, her head hanging low, and didn't see or hear her until the
blonde pulled her head up by the hair and looked at her.

“Slave,” she said.

Caitlin blinked at her dazedly.

“I take it you've never been hung from your
wrists,” Daryn said.

“My... wrists... hurt... “ Caitlin
moaned.

“You won't notice them soon,” Daryn said with
a small, tight smile.

She pulled Caitlin's head back further,
exposing her throat, and then leaned in and took it between her
jaws. She growled and Caitlin groaned as she felt the woman's teeth
bite into her, bite into her hard. It wasn't as if they were
actually breaking the skin, but the grip of her teeth on Caitlin's
throat was very firm.

Daryn eased back, releasing her.

“Do you know what it means when a wolf offers
its throat to another wolf?” she asked.

Caitlin stared at her, gasping softly, her
breaths shallow and ragged.

“It means it's telling the other wolf that it
submits to him, and that it realizes its life is the dominant
wolf's to take if it chooses. It can't defend itself, knows it, and
is making that point.”

She shook her head. “But of course, even if
you know it you don't really understand. So let me make a few
points.”

She let go of Caitlin's hair, and her head
fell forward, but Caitlin pulled her head back, somewhat more awake
now that adrenalin was flowing through her.

“Do you know, slave, that you can die hanging
by your wrists like this?”

Caitlin stared at her and the blonde nodded.

“You can't simply hang freely, you see,
because the weight of your ribcage keeps your diaphragm from
expanding. You can't breath in other words. A strong man, or a very
lightweight woman, can last for some time, but ultimately when your
strength wears out that you can't pull yourself up just that little
bit to breath, well, you suffocate.”

She leaned in, her eyes serious. “Nothing
will happen to me if I let that happen. I want you to accept that.
Benjamin might miss his little fuck toy, but he can't do anything
about it. I have the right to discipline you any way I choose, just
as I do any member of the pack. The difference is I can't kill
members of the pack without Benjamin's permission.

She smiled softly. “I don't need any
permission to kill a slave.”

Caitlin felt the adrenalin rushing harder,
and her toes twitched and jerked as they tried to reach the
floor.

“Now I have nothing against the concept of
slavery, at least, given certain circumstances, such as the
agreement of the slave. And in this case it seems to suit all
around. Everyone's happy about it. But I can't accept a slave who
doesn't acknowledge that she is a slave, not one that's fucking my
mate, anyway. That would make me look weak in the eyes of the pack.
I can't afford to look weak, slave.”

There was a sense of an almost electrical
crackle, and Daryn held up her hand. It was rough with fur, the
fingernails now claws. Caitlin gasped as Daryn placed her clawed
hand over her abdomen and belly.

“One slash and I can tear you apart. Do you
appreciate that, slave?”

Caitlin stared at her.

“Answer me!”

“Y-Yes!” Caitlin squeaked.

“You have only the roughest idea of what the
pack is like, of how things are settled in the pack. There is a
terrible instinct to fight for ones position, to put people in
place with physical violence. That's the way wolves do it. That's
the way the pack does it. The difference is I can't do that with
you because you wouldn't survive a fraction of the damage I could
cause to one of the pack.”

She leaned in again, and grabbed Caitln's
hair, yanking it up and back.

“But I need to put you in your place,” she
said. “You need to acknowledge your place.”

“I-I do!” Caitlin gasped.

“No. No, you don't. You resent every order I
give you. You resent my presence. You resent me. You still think of
Benjamin as some kind of boyfriend, and not as your master. You
think of yourself as his girlfriend and not as his pet, as his
slave. That needs to stop. I don't care if you love him, but you
cannot think he belongs to you.”

She released her hair.

“It's the other way around.”

“I-I won't – .”

“Be quiet.”

Caitlin licked her lips nervously.

“You can't hide your emotions from me, and
you certainly won't be able to hide them from any of the other
alphas that stops by. So you need to settle into your place firmly
in your mind. Or leave. Do you want to leave? And I mean get out of
the city and not come back. Never come near the pack again. I can
arrange it.”

Caitlin felt a sudden sense of panic,
thinking about not seeing Benjamin again, wondering where she would
go, what she would do – !

“So, you don't want to leave,” Daryn
said.

Her eyes narrowed. “Then you will have to
submit to me, and I don't mean make a game of it, I mean set it in
your heart that my word is law. I have already punished a number of
pack members, notably females, who didn't seem to want to accept
that. Now it's your turn. Once it bares its throat a wolf doesn't
generally have any further arguments, even internal ones. Humans
are somewhat more difficult.”

She stepped back, frowning.

“You must learn the same instant, unthinking
obedience. I know Benjamin has been trying to teach you this, but
he's more emotionally attached to you than he admits.”

She smiled thinly. “I have no such
attachment.”

She went to the post where the chain was
clipped and unlocked it, just enough for the balls of her feet to
reach the floor. Caitlin groaned gratefully, most of the pressure
finally taken off her aching wrists and shoulders.

“I've been studying you since I moved in,”
Daryn said. “Your submissiveness seems to be very tightly linked to
sex and sexuality. Of course, a lot of women have difficulty taking
orders from other women, but it might just be part of the problem
that you simply aren't into girls. I'm not especially myself, given
how many hot men are available, but of course, I can be persuaded
easily enough, especially at need.”

She went to where several boxes had been set,
and reached into one on top one, her hand emerging with a very
large, thick dildo.

Rather than being shocked, Caitlin actually
felt a sense of relief. She'd been expecting a whip. Of course, the
dildo was a daunting size but it was still better than a whip!

Daryn brought it back to her.

“I used this myself very recently,” she said,
holding the rounded head before her face.

“Open your mouth.”

Caitlin gulped and obeyed. Daryn pushed the
dildo into her mouth, and she moaned, her jaw forced wider as the
thick body slid into her mouth and across her tongue. Daryn was not
gentle, pushing it almost into her throat, drawing it back a few
inches, then pushing it forward, forcing it deep into her throat.
She held it there momentarily, then drew it slowly up and out,
leaving Caitlin gasping and coughing as she moved around behind
her.

The blonde woman's left hand slid around her,
flat against her abdomen, pushing her back as she pressed the head
of the dildo against her sex. Caitlin moaned as the thing was
jammed against her opening, then pushed slowly but firmly up inside
her.

Deep inside her.

Achingly deep inside her.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she gasped, as the pressure
of the head jammed painfully into the back wall of her pussy.

Daryn ignored her, even as her gasp rose to a
cry of pain.

She released her and stepped back, going back
to the box. Caitlin's legs drew back together again so she could
support herself on the balls of her now aching feet. That squeezed
her sweating thighs in against the protruding base of the dildo,
and despite the ache within her she felt a sudden dark rush of
heat.

Daryn's hand didn't come free of the box with
another dildo, but with some kind of long belt or strap. Caitlin
hadn't seen it before, and watched nervously as the woman walked
back to her.

“You're free to leave any time you want, by
the way.”

“I-I'm not leaving!” Caitlin gulped.

Daryn shook her head sadly. “You go if I tell
you to go, slave. You do understand that, don't you? But never
mind. You'll come to realize what it means to be low dog in the
pack.”

The strap looked to be made of a very soft
leather. It was was wide, and doubled up in the blonde woman's
fist, and looked to be perhaps two and a half feet long.

When she swung her arm. The doubled up strap
was soft, but heavy, and whether by design or accident, when it
struck the underside of Caitlin's buttocks the initial impact of
the first strap was increased, an instant later, by the second.
Given the way Caitln's legs were together, and she was raised on
the balls of her feet, the report sounded like a gunshot in the
attic, and the pain was startlingly sharp.

She cried out, her lower body flung forward
so that she swung on her aching wrists before her feet could
scramble back into place under her. She jerked her head around with
wide eyes, gasping, just as Daryn swung the strap again.

The impact was no softer, and she cried out
again, once more flung forward, twisting, her feet pawing at the
air.

“This won't do. You're annoying me,” Daryn
said. “Stand in position and don't move. Do you hear me?”

“Y-Y-Yes!” Caitlin gasped.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“I want you to count each blow. I'm not going
to tell you how many there will be. But if you miss a count, or if
you move, then I will start over. Do you understand, slave
girl?”

“Y-Yes, mistress!”

Crack!

The sharpness of the blow wasn't a surprise,
this time, and Caitlin had braised herself, but even so the
stinging pain threw her off her balance.

“That didn't count. We'll start again,” Daryn
said.

Crack!

Again, the blow sent her lurching off the
balls of her feet and she cried out in pain.

“We'll start again.”

“I-I can't keep from moving!” she wailed.

“Of course you can. You think a slave is
weak, but a slave has to have rigid self discipline. And I'm going
to teach it to you.”

Crack!

Again she lurched to the side.

Crack!

She gave a half sob, her ankles giving
way.

Crack!

“Oh!”

She managed to hold her position that
time.

“You didn't count, so we're starting
again.”

Crack!

Tears filled her eyes, but Caitlin held her
position. “One, mistress!”

“Very good, slave,” Daryn said.

Caitlin felt a wave of relief.

Crack!

“Ah! Two, Mistress!”

“Just remember to count. If you move or say
anything else we start over.”

Her bottom was on fire! The rest of her was
sweating like a pig, but the heat in her bottom was a raging storm
as another blow snapped across her buttocks.

“Agh! Three, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Agh! Four, Mistress!”

As the blows mounted, so did the pain.
Caitlin tried telling herself that small children got strapped, but
she was sure those who strapped them weren't quite as intent on
breaking them as Daryn was! The pain was sharp, shocking and
burning! And she found herself becoming something like desperate to
have it stop!

“F-Fourteen, Mistress!” she sobbed.

Crack!

“Fifteen, Mistress!”

Her bottom was flaming! But if she said
anything but the count, then they'd start over! And maybe she was
finished! Maybe she was going to twenty!

Crack!

Her feet shifted on the floor, but she kept
her bottom pushed up and back.

“Sixteen, Mistress!” she gasped, voice
breaking.

Crack!

Caitlin clenched her teeth, legs trembling as
the strap snapped down across her bottom again, and yet again, and
finally …

Crack!

“Twenty, Mistress!”

Crack!

She half sobbed in dismay “T-twenty-one,
Mistress!”

“Don't worry, slave, we're almost halfway
there,” Daryn said.

Caitlin felt a shock of dismay at the
words.

Caitlin gasped as her hair yanked her head up
and back, and Daryn ran a clawed … hand... over her breast. In
fact, the hand was more of a paw, now, and Caitlin whimpered as she
rolled her eyes aside to see that Daryn's face had shifted, as
well. It wasn't quite wolf, but it wasn't human either. The woman
looked like... like the old werewolf movies, of a half man, half
wolf creature!

Caitlin gasped, eyes wide as Daryn's extra
large jaw spread open and she roared in her face.

“Please!” she cried, trying frantically to
twist away.

The figure seemed to chuckle with a deep,
guttural voice.

“Bad slave,” it said. “Now we have to start
over.”

Caitlin felt a hand, a furry, pawed hand,
slide down her spine and down between and under her buttocks. It
seized the base of the dildo and thrust up sharply. Caitlin cried
out at the deep, aching thrust, her hips jerking up and
forward.

“P-Please, mistress!” she cried.

“Is it easier for you to respect me in this
shape, slave?” Daryn said.

Abruptly, her face and body seemed to waver,
to shift, and then it was Daryn again, her long, lush blonde hair
spilling across smooth, tanned shoulders. Her skin was fair and
unblemished, her breasts high and full, and her eyes a deep blue as
they stared at Caitlin.

“Which shape would you prefer?” she
asked.

“T-T-This one, Mistress!” Caitlin gulped.

Daryn snorted in something like
amusement.

She reached up and squeezed Caitlin's wrists
together, then unclipped the hook. Caitlin was twisted around and
her arms drawn up and back behind her back, raised up between her
shoulder blades as she was marched, stumbling, across to the piled
boxes. In quick, efficient motions, Daryn draw her wrists up
painfully high, then locked them in place with a short chain
against the back of her collar.

She then swept a strap around her arms and
slowly drew her elbows back together, ignoring Caitlin's gasp of
pain as her shoulders strained and ached. Then she half dragged her
further along the floor to another box – a cage, as it turned
out.

“Get in, slave.”

The cage was very small, so small Caitlin
could barely fit in even when her knees were squeezed up against
her chest. Daryn managed to force her all the way inside, though,
and then closed and locked the barred top.

She was left like that, laying on her side,
moaning, soaked in sweat, overheated, her bottom burning, her knees
jammed up against her chest while the bars squeezed down on her
side. Her head was bowed forward over her knees, with the wall of
the cage pressing into both the top of her head and the back of her
shoulders.
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Caitlin's initial relief that she wasn't
getting strapped again quickly gave way to a growing discomfort, an
ache in her muscles, and the sweltering heat. What energy the wild
surge of pain and fear fueled adrenaline had given her began to
ebb, and as the heat drained her she felt even more weary,
exhausted and weak.

Her mind grew fuzzy, and she lost track of
time, semi conscious in her exhausted state, she lay curled in the
cage, eyes glassy, breath shallow, staring sightlessly through the
thick bars at the nearby wall.

It became dark in the attic, but she hardly
noticed. The air began to cool slightly, but she was still covered
in sweat, and very, very thirsty. The awareness of thirst was what
drew her out of her semi-conscious haze, and she moaned weakly,
staring bleakly into the darkness. She wondered if Daryn intended
to leave her there until Benjamin came home.

Then she heard a low growl, an animal growl,
and it wakened her mind further. Another growl, and then still more
sounded around her. The dim lights came on above, and she gasped to
see the wolves gathered all around her. There were six or seven of
them, all enormous animals, and they didn't look happy!

One of them moved forward, growling, and
grabbed the bars, easily dragging the cage further away from the
wall, then they all gathered around, staring at her, growling,
barking, huge slavering jaws filling the world around her!

One leaned in and bit her, making her yelp in
pain. It was a small bite, little more than a nip, she realized,
but it still stung. Then another and then all of them were doing it
so that she trembled and shook and squealed in pain and fear inside
the cage.

And then Daryn was there, tall, blonde
beautiful, wearing black leather boots, pants, and jacket, over
leather vest – and no shirt, wading through the wolves and looking
down at her. She snorted, then unlocked the cage door and lifted it
up. She reached in and grabbed Caitlin, lifting her out of the
tight box as if she were weightless, and set her on her knees on
the floor.

In short order she had unstrapped her arms
and unlocked her wrists. Caitlin's arms felt leaden, and she
groaned at the ache in her shoulders. She hardly noticed what the
woman was doing as she undid the shackles on her ankles, then on
her wrists. She pulled off her gloves, finally, then even removed
her collar.

Instead of the collar she showed her a thick
black leather collar – a dog collar, and slipped that around her
throat. She snapped a leash to the collar and half dragged, half
yanked her towards the stairs.

“No speaking. Not one word,” she said.

Gasping, Caitlin scurried after her as best
she could, missing the boots which had protected her knees. The
wolves followed behind. When they reached the stairs, she
hesitated, and Daryn bent and grabbed her hair, yanking her up to
her feet, then over her shoulder before turning and carrying her
down the stairs.

It was an embarrassing position to be in, not
that she hadn't been in it before. In fact, several of the men had
carried her like this before, and she'd thought it kind of
exciting, big he-man types that they were, carrying her around like
cavemen. She didn't get the same sense of excitement from being
carried so effortlessly by Daryn. Instead she was just reminded
that Daryn was also incredibly strong, like the other wolves.

She was carried down two flights of stairs as
easily as if Daryn had a pillow on her shoulder, then out through
the big french doors into the back yard. There she was
unceremoniously dumped on the ground and ordered onto all fours
again.

Daryn showed her a riding crop. It was about
two feet long, thin and flexible, with a small, flat leather flap
on the tip the size of a silver dollar.

“We're going to have a little obedience
training,” Daryn said.

Caitlin gulped, looking anxiously around her
at the wolves. Whenever she looked one in the face it growled
menacingly and she quickly jerked her eyes away.

“Get on all fours, like the little bitch in
heat you are.”

No matter how her arms ached Caitlin didn't
dare refuse.

Daryn pointed at the center of the circle of
wolves.

“Crawl there.”

She was helplessly aware of the thick dildo
still slightly protruding from her pussy, but Caitlin crawled
forward shakily, yelping as the crop snapped down across her
bottom.

“That's not how you were shown to crawl,”
Daryn said, “Head up, shoulders locked.”

Caitlin crawled into the circle of wolves,
her eyes rolling anxiously from side to side.

The crop slid in under her jaw and lifted it,
raising her up on her knees.

“Beg,” Daryn ordered.

“Pl – .”

The tip of the crop abruptly pressed sharply
against her lips.

“Like a dog,” Daryn growled.

The rest of the wolves growled too.

Gulping, heart thumping, Caitlin tried to
think what she wanted, then drew her arms up against her chest, and
curled her hands and fingers down.

“Let your tongue lol out of your mouth,”
Daryn ordered.

Caitlin obeyed. Her tongue was considerably
more agile than it had once been, given the 'training' Molly had
directed Amy give her, and the use she'd put it to of late. Of
course, it was nothing like the wolves.

Daryn pulled what looked like a small bone
from her pocket and threw it across the grass. “Sasha, fetch,” she
ordered.

One of the other wolves looked at her a
moment, then leapt after it, racing across the grass, gathering it
in its teeth, and hurrying back to drop it into Daryn's waiting
hand.

Daryn threw it again, though not as far.

“Slave. Fetch.”

Caitlin stared at her and got the crop across
her bottom. She yelped and stumbled forward on all fours, not
moving with anything like the kind of fluid grace or speed Sasha
had shown. She still hurried, however, grabbed it between her
teeth, and then hurried back to drop it into her hand.

“Faster. When I tell you to do something, you
don't think. You just move as fast as you can to get it done,”
Daryn said, slashing the crop across her bottom again.

She tossed the bone across the ground.

“Fetch, slave.”

Again, Caitlin crawled after it, heart
already pounding, breathing fast and heavy. Crawling quickly was
not an easy thing to accomplish when you weren't a wolf. She almost
dropped at Daryn's feet after giving her the bone, and the woman
threw it even further, much further.

“Sasha, fetch,” she ordered.

The wolf leapt forward, racing across far
across the field, grabbing the bone, and racing back again.

“You call that fast?” Daryn snapped.

The crop snapped down across the wolf girl's
hip, and Daryn threw it again, even further.

“Fetch, Sasha.”

Sasha raced across the lawn again, then back
with the bone. Daryn threw it again, not nearly so far.

“Fetch, Slave.”

Caitlin crawled hurriedly across the lawn,
grabbed it in her teeth, and hurried back, gasping for breath.

“Both of you side by side.”

The wolf moved in beside her.

“Sit,” she ordered.

Sasha sat and Caitlin tried to emulate her,
sort of sitting with her knees drawn up and her hands on the ground
before them.

“Beg,” she ordered.

They both rose up, begging as dogs do.

Caitlin was confused, still exhausted, and
had had no sleep in a while now. She didn't understand what was
going on, only that she had to do whatever Daryn told her to
do.

“Sasha, shift,” she ordered.

The wolf seemed to blur in the corner of her
eye, and by the time Caitlin had turned her head – briefly, she was
already in girl form.

The tip of the crop snapped down stingingly,
just exactly hitting one of Caitlin's nipples, and nothing
else.

She yelped in pain as Daryn scowled at her.
“I didn't tell you to turn your head, slave,” she said. “Eyes
forward.”

The crop lashed down, this time hitting one
of Sasha's small, firm breasts much more directly, much harder,
leaving a red line across it.

“I didn't tell you to turn your head either,”
she barked at Sasha. “Hands behind your necks, both of you.”

Both of them obeyed.

“Sit on your heels, knees wide.”

She rubbed the flat tip of the crop back and
forth across one of Caitlin's nipples, then slapped it down
repeatedly, softly, but hard enough to sting a little given how
sensitive she was there.

“You are both going to learn who is top bitch
here. You know it in your heads, but your hearts aren't quite so
sure.”

Caitlin winced as the flat tip continued to slap down against her
now warm, throbbing nipple. It was striking her so fast the tip was
a blur, but it wasn't striking her very hard, just very often. Her
nipple throbbed and ached more and more, until Daryn shifted her
focus to her other nipple.

“I didn't like Molly or her methods,” she
said, “but no one doubted who was boss when she was here. No one is
going to doubt it now either.”

She abruptly swung her hand out at Sasha, the
crop itself, and not simply the soft leather flap, snapping down
stingingly across the center of her breast.

“Shoulders back, chest out!” she barked.

Sasha stiffened, but still got another sharp
blow across her other breast. It was patently obvious Daryn was
swinging much harder when striking her. Then again, Caitlin though
anxiously, the wolf girl could take a lot more punishment than
Caitlin could, and heal far faster.

“Sasha, position yourself on all fours in
front of the slave,” she ordered.

Sasha obeyed quickly.

“Head down low.”

Sasha lowered herself to her elbows, dropping
her head.

“Legs wide, bottom high, as if someone with a
cock is going to use you like the slut you are,” Daryn growled.

Sasha obeyed, though her face seemed to
flush.

“Now you said something about licking pussy.
So you're going to do just that to the slave. Go ahead, and do a
good job.”

The girl froze, and looked up at her. “But
I'm not – .”

The crop cracked down across her back hard
enough to make her cry out in pain.

“I don't give a shit what you are or aren't.
Do it! Don't tell me Molly didn't teach you, a pretty thing like
you!”

Sasha leaned in and began to lick at
Caitlin's pussy as she anxiously held her position, shoulders back,
chest out. The thick dildo was still stuffed deep inside her, and
her pussy immediately began to throb around it as the girl's tongue
stroked and caressed her sensitive clitoris.

That this was happening outside, with the
eyes of half a dozen wolves upon her, was so bizarre as to seem
unbelievable, and she felt wild, strange sense of unreality to it
all. She had thought herself almost immune to embarrassment, but
kneeling in the center of the circle of wolves while Daryn looked
down at her and Sasha unwillingly licked her pussy brought a dark
flush to her cheeks as her mind squirmed with discomfort.

“You call that licking, slut?” Daryn snapped,
cracking the crop down across Sasha's small bottom several times.
“Show some initiative! I want the slave girl to come! Do you hear
me, slut?”

Crack! Crack! Crack! The crop snapped down across Sasha's
back and shoulders, then her bottom again.

She moved quickly back and then Caitlin
gasped as her hair was yanked up and back.

“You aren't permitted to come, do you hear
me, slave? If you come you're going to be strapped again.”

She thrust the crop down, jamming it in
between Sasha's licking tongue and Caitlin's pussy. The wolf girl
halted as Caitlin stared up into Daryn's green eyes.

“You will learn to control yourself as I
want, slave,” Daryn said, rubbing her clit with the flat tip of the
crop.

She then began to slap it down in quick
little arcs against Caitlin's clitoris.

“No,” she said, when Caitlin opened her
mouth. “You will not speak, and you will not come. Not without my
permission.”

She released her hair and motioned Sasha
forward, and Caitlin gasped as the girl's tongue licked across her
now aching, sore little clit. The slapping had certainly distracted
her body from any sense of pleasure she'd gained from Sasha's
licking. But it was a temporary setback, for now, her clitoris,
though aching, felt much more sensitive to the girl's tongue.

Crack!

The crop bit into Sasha's bottom again.

“You better make her come or your ass is
going to get a lot worse than she got,” Daryn warned.

Sasha closed her lips around Caitlin's
clitoris, sucking rhythmically. As she knelt, her hands were
between Caitlin's legs, and she twisted her wrists up, grasping the
tip of the dildo with her fingers and drawing it slowly down. She
pulled it down to the grass, then thrust it slowly back up as she
continued licking.

Her tonguing became less wild, more knowing,
demonstrating whatever oral talents Daryn's late, unlamented
predecessor had taught her.

Caitlin had felt little but pain and
discomfort for many hours now, in addition to being physically
drained and exhausted. She was not in much of a position to resist
the first actual physical pleasure she'd felt, and the movement of
the dildo in and out of her, the deep, thick penetration, was what
she had always felt so utterly irresistible about sex.

She swayed dazedly, gasping, moaning as Sasha
did her best to make her come. She tried to resist it, thinking of
something else – anything else to turn herself as completely off as
possible, but her mind was fuzzy, and then Daryn knelt behind her,
jerking back on her hair.

Which always turned her on so much during
sex.

“You don't want to make me upset by coming,
do you, slave?” she asked, running her right hand up and down over
Caitln's breast.

“That would be disobedient, and a good slave
girl always does as she's told,” Daryn purred, caressing her
breast, leaning in to chew lightly on the nape of her neck.

Caitlin rolled her eyes and moaned
helplessly, pulse racing, heart pounding, and her pussy throbbing
with more and more energy. She rolled her eyes around the other
way, at the wolves watching, and wondered who they were. She didn't
even know!

“You don't want more strapping, do you,
slave?” Daryn purred.

Caitlin moaned and tried to keep her hips
from grinding and bucking against Sasha's tongue.

Daryn plucked at her nipple.

“Maybe we should get these pierced again,
like the vamps did. “Yes, I can still feel the holes,” she said,
rubbing the nipple between her thumb and forefinger. “It hasn't
entirely closed.”

The sex heat was building up within her, and
Caitlin gulped in air, clenching her teeth, trying to resist as
Daryn caressed her breasts and Sasha licked her clitoris and pumped
the dildo inside her. She felt tremors in her arms and hips, and
moaned helplessly.

“Enough,” Daryn barked. “Sasha, up and back,”
she ordered.

Sasha sat back on her heels, spreading her
knees, and assumed the same position as Caitlin was holding.

“Slave, let's see how good your tongue is.
Sasha wanted you to lick her earlier. Do it now.”

She shoved and Caitlin fell forward onto her
hands, then, trembling, lowered herself to her elbows and crawled
forward to begin licking at Sasha's pussy.

This was so unfair, she thought weakly. Not
only didn't her tongue have the same dexterity and length as Sasha,
but she didn't have a dildo to shove into the wolf girl.

And Daryn was about to make her task even
more difficult.

The blonde knelt behind her, pressing her
groin in against Caitlin's upraised bottom. There was the sound of
something metallic, then she felt the dildo drawing back halfway
out of her. It twisted a little to the side, then back, and then it
started moving smoothly in and out as Daryn's hips began to slap
against her upraised bottom.

Caitlin gasped and moaned, then yelped as
Daryn draw her hair back in a long tail, twisted it around her
fist, and jerked hard. Her head was forced back between her
shoulder blades as Daryn jerked it repeatedly, her hips driving the
dildo achingly deep into her overheated belly.

Sasha shifted forward on her knees, and
Daryn, still holding her hair in a tight mass, pushed her face in
against her pussy even as she reached down to cup and fondle her
right breast.

She abandoned her hair, gathering her wrists
instead, yanking them up and back, then crossing them in the center
of her back and holding them there with one hand. Then she jerked
back on her hair again, pumping faster.

As the other wolves looked on, Caitlin's
battered mind was flooded with sensations and emotions. The
embarrassment was tinged with dark, almost masochistic arousal, and
the way Daryn was using her was so similar to the way Benjamin, and
lately Kyle used her that she thrilled to the familiar position and
the familiar sensations!

And the feel of that too-long, too-thick
dildo thrusting into her was turning her insides to jelly!

“Lick her, slave. You're going to get used to
pleasing women, and pleasing anyone else in the pack that wants to
be pleased. You're a slave to the pack, and that means you do
anything the pack wants!”

Daryn's voice seemed to be changing, getting
deeper and rougher. The hands pinning Caitlin's wrists felt larger,
and she felt claws pressing tightly against her soft skin.

“You are not allowed to come, Slave,” she
growled in a deep, gravelly voice. Suddenly her arms were released,
and a hairy hand thrust forward before her, shoving Sasha back hard
so the girl flew back ten feet to land sprawling on her back.
Caitlin yelped as the thick dildo pulled out of her and then she
was abruptly spinning in mid-air to land on her own back.

She stared up at … Daryn, who now looked, if
not like a wolf, then very much more wolf than human. She was still
in human form, but her face and every visible part of her body was
furry. Her nose and jaw had pushed out into a wolf-like snout, and
she had huge teeth and yellow eyes to go with the sharply peaked
ears.

She had cast off the jacket, and the vest
bulged tightly across her chest as she looked down at the shocked
girl.

“You need to learn,” the wolf figure said in
a growling voice, “that I am not just another girl you can resent
taking orders from. I am the prima of this pack, and you are a
slave to the pack.”

It was not possible for the wolf face to
smile, but it almost seemed amused.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

Caitlin stared, eyes huge.

Daryn moved forward, reaching down to grip
the base of the thick dildo still strapped to the front of her
groin. She dropped atop Caitlin, her slavering jaws inches above
her as she pressed the slick, rounded head of the dildo against her
and sank it slowly, deeply into her belly.

Caitlin could do little more than moan and
stare as Daryn began to thrust, building up speed.

She reached down and grasped her ankles,
lifting them roughly up and pressing them back over her shoulders,
leaning in further as she bent the hapless girl in two. Caitlin
gasped as her ankles were forced back behind her head, her body
bent so that her buttocks rolled up to meet the hard thrusting of
the thick dildo.

“You are a slave to the pack,” Daryn growled,
breath hot against Caitlin's face.

All around her, the heads of the other wolves
appeared, all within less than a foot of her, staring at her as
Caitlin gaped up, moaning and gasping and transfixed by Daryn's
yellow eyes and long, thick teeth.

That she had resented Daryn telling her what
to do now seemed crazy, that she had felt jealous, as if Daryn was
just another woman, and Benjamin belonged to Caitlin, seemed even
crazier! She had seen them before in wolf form, and seen a few with
arms shifted towards furry claws, but she had never seen them in
full werewolf form!

Now, crushed in two, with her bottom raised
high, and wolf faces filling her eyes, Caitlin was finally fully
aware of just how helpless she was around them all, of how
completely overpowering any one of them could be if they chose to
be. And it wasn't just physical either.

Certainly Daryn was a dozen times stronger
than her. But there was also a mesmerizing presence, a strength of
will and power that she felt almost pushing at her. The dildo
punched deep into her belly again and again, and she felt a dazed,
helpless sense of giving up, of giving way, of losing control.

She felt like a leaf tossed and spun about in
a storm, with no control whatever. And then she felt heat, a
terrible heat rising up within her. Some of it was her, but she
knew it was them too. It was the wolves around her, beaming their
own hunger and lust to her, then catching its reflection back and
beaming that in turn.

The heat rose faster and faster, turning into
a feverish sexual hunger that swept aside everything else. It was a
raw need that threatened to consume her mind! She shuddered and
moaned and sobbed in pleasure, something just short of orgasm
baking her mind with the intensity of the shattering sexual heat
and pleasure!

And yet she couldn't come! She couldn't fight
it! She couldn't stop it! But she felt no orgasm. The heat just
continued, baking her, sweeping over her in waves as that thick
dildo thrust into her again and again and again in an unstoppable
pounding beat. Every deep thrust made her cry out in breathless,
dazed wonder. Yet she could not come.

And somehow, staring up at those yellow eyes,
she knew that Daryn was keeping her from coming!

“Do you want to come, slave?” she
growled.

Caitlin could only whimper and gasp and moan
and sob in dazed pleasure.

“Beg for it! Beg to come! Submit as a wolf
submits!”

Beyond speech, almost beyond thought, Caitlin
just gurgled and shuddered and shook with the massive pressure of
the sexual heat flaring wildly within her. Yet some strange spark
of a thought somehow crept through it all and she pulled her head
back as sharply as she could, exposing her throat to the wolf
mistress above her.

She shuddered and cried out as Daryn's large
jaws shot down and closed around her throat, closed tightly enough
to stop her breathing.

And then she came.

It was the orgasm to end all orgasms! It rose
into screaming power that had convulsions wracking her body, that
blew her mind to shattered pieces, and then it rose even higher as
the dildo pounded into her and she felt Daryn's jaws swing from
side to side, pulling her throat in them as if she was going to
tear it off.

Caitlin didn't care if she did. Caitlin was
beyond care. She couldn't scream because she had no breath, but the
sensations tore her mind to pieces and set every muscle in her body
to spasming, every nerve ending pulsing and crackling with a fiery
sexual release.

And then it was too much, and her battered
mind collapsed.
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When she wakened she was in the cage, wearing
the same collar and shackles as she'd worn the past few months. She
groaned, utterly exhausted. Every muscle in her body felt sore, and
her insides ached. She lay on her back, knees spread wide to either
side, and it took long, long minutes before her eyes could focus,
never mind her brain.

Her nipples felt sore, and after a while, her
hands found her breasts. There was something there, something –
metal, and she realized there were rings in her nipples. She
recognized the feel from before. She didn't have to raise her
aching head to look. Daryn must have had her nipples pierced, like
she had suggested she might.

To remind Caitlin she was a slave.

This time she hurt down low, too, and
questing fingers found another ring there, piercing her clitoral
hood. She would have to look at that... eventually... once she sat
up... if she ever sat up.

It took a while, but she managed to pull
herself slowly into a seated position, groaning with every
movement. Her back hurt. Being squeezed in two, she thought, would
do that to you...

Leaning against the bars, head hanging over,
it was at least easy to see the gold rings piercing her nipples,
and the nearly identical one piercing her clitoral hood. The
difference between the three was the lower ring had a small, oddly
heavy black ball dangling from it – right over her clitoris.

That was going to – have an effect, she
thought, doubtfully.

The door opened and her eyes bulged. Daryn
walked in, naked, but in full werewolf form.

“I see the slave is awake,” she said in her
growling animal form.

She unlocked the small door.

“Out and present,” she growled.

Gulping, and ignoring her aches and pains,
Caitlin crawled out and then sat back on her heels, hands behind
her head, back arched.

“On all fours.”

She jumped forward onto her hands and knees,
and then gasped as Daryn put one of her large, clawed feet firmly
on her back.

“So, slave. Are you feeling obedient
today?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” Caitlin gulped.

“Face on the floor, present for
mounting.”

Gasping, Caitlin dropped her chest to the
floor, her arms thrust straight forward as she raised her bottom
and spread her legs wide.

“Roll on your back.”

She obeyed.

“Legs spread to either side.”

Caitlin spread her legs as wide as she could,
which for her now, was almost ninety degrees to either side.

Daryn pressed her foot down against her groin
firmly.

“Are you my slave?”

“Y-Yes, mistress!” she squeaked.

“Are you Benjamin's slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Are you the pack's slave?”

“Yes, mistress!”

“And who do you obey, slave?”

“A-anyone, mistress!”

“That is what it means to be a slave,” Daryn
said.

“Beg.”

Caitlin scrambled to her knees and let her
tongue loll as she positioned her arms accordingly.

Daryn stood before her, and then shifted
form. The fur disappeared, the muzzle seemed to shrink, and she was
the tall blonde goddess again.

“Please your mistress, Slave,” she
ordered.

Gulping, uncertain, anxious, Caitlin eased
in, and when she wasn't countermanded, began to lick at the woman's
inner thighs, then up along her sex, teasing, her tongue stroking
up and down along the edges of her labia. Her hands slid in
hesitantly, then cupped her buttocks as she began to lick at her
clitoris.

She felt no resentment whatsoever.

* * *

Over the next few days she stayed in the cage
most of the time. Daryn came for her to exercise her, to bathe her,
to let her go to the bathroom, and to run her through her paces.
Sometimes she was in werewolf form, and sometimes human. When in
the latter form, she always required Caitlin to perform oral sex on
her. When in werewolf form she usually either disciplined her, or
rode her with the strap on dildo.

After that she seemed satisfied, and it was
Matt who came for her one morning.

“Matt!” she gasped.

“Miss me, slave girl?”

“Yes!”

He grinned and opened the cage.

“Daryn is a tough bitch,” he said, half
apologetic, half admiring.

“She's scary,” Caitlin said.

“Benjamin can be more scary. He just never
needed to be with you because you thought he was so hot. But Daryn,
well, women often have trouble taking orders from women for some
reason.”

Caitlin made a face.

He pulled a leash from his back pocket and
snapped it to her collar then nodded his head, and she sighed and
followed, crawling, out the door, down the hall, and then down the
broad, shallow front stairs and into the kitchen.

Sasha was there, making breakfast. She wasn't
naked, but was wearing a frilly, lacy, mostly see through baby-doll
nightie. It wasn't hard to figure out she was being put in her
place. Amy was sitting at the table, as was Benjamin. There was no
sign of Daryn.

“Slave,” Benjamin said, his voice very
ordinary.

He smiled, though, and his eyes twinkled.

Caitlin took up her old position, sitting
back on her heels, legs spread, hands on her thighs. Sasha served
breakfast, but didn't sit at the table to eat it. Matt held a piece
of sausage out to Caitlin under the table, and she eased forward
onto all fours, crawled in, and ate it from his fingers.

Well, it was a step up from the cage, Caitlin
thought, and then there would be another step after that. She would
get back to where she was, she was sure. It would just take a few
days.

Benjamin held out a piece, and she crawled
under the table, taking it daintily from his fingers, but licking
at them as she did.

It seemed strange how normal this was, and
how unembarrassed she was about it. Benjamin slid his fingers
through her hair, while Matt goosed her. Amy held out her fingers
and she crawled to her, taking a piece of bun from her.

Heavy footsteps announced Kyle's arrival.

“The wood has arrived. Should I put it in the
basement, Benjamin?”

“The main bulk of it,” she heard Benjamin
say. “Distribute some to the storage trays by the various
fireplaces, and make sure there's always some there.”

Kyle walked away, and Caitlin licked another
piece of meat from Amy's fingers.

Her eyes were always flicking over towards
Benjamin, though, and the moment his hand came down under the table
she lurched aside, and licked his fingers, taking a piece of meat
from him.

After breakfast, Sasha put things away and
started to clean up. Matt led Caitlin, leashed again, back
upstairs, but thankfully, not to the cage room. Instead it was to
the master suite, and the en-suite bathroom.

“Time for our little slave to get all soapy
clean,” he said.

He had her stand still, let the water pour
down on her, turned it off, then began to soap her up. He stripped
off to do it, naturally enough, and the presence of his lithely
muscled body began to set her pulse racing almost at once. Having
his soapy hands gliding over her body made her pussy thrum and her
nipples tingle.

He turned her towards the wall, and tugged
her hips back, causing her to gasp and throw her hands forward to
catch herself against the wall.

“I understand this portion of you hasn't been
very well-used over the past few days,” he said, his finger
circling her back opening.

Caitlin gulped.

“Benjamin wants to make sure it's kept in
good shape. He intends to make use of it tonight,” he said, his
finger slowly pushing up inside her.

“Matt!” she gasped.

“No talking, slave girl,” he said.

He pulled her hips out further, and she felt
his already hard cock pressing up between her buttocks.

He entered her slowly, and she groaned,
feeling him pushing deeper and deeper. His hands came around her
chest and cupped her breasts, squeezing lightly from underneath as
he began to pump in and out.

“Being the pack slave is going to be a lot of
hard work,” he said in amusement.

He pushed her upper body forward more, and
she groaned as her breasts pressed against the wall, his cock
thrust up deeper, moving faster, and she felt the wild dark thrill
of sexual heat spilling through her mind and body.

He jammed himself achingly deep and held
himself there, pressed firmly against her buttocks. His hands
abruptly slid upward along her chest, then back behind her neck,
jerking her head up and back, forcing her arms up and out to either
side, arching her back. He nuzzled the nape of her neck, then bit
softly.

“Do you think you're up to it, slave?” he
growled.

He started thrusting, and Caitlin shuddered
and moaned, his hips throwing hers forward with every thrust until
he bent her upper body forward again. Then he really began to
thrust!

* *

Kyle was riding her hard, on all fours, of
course, on the living room floor. His big cock was thrusting into
her with hard, deep thrusts that jerked her body in and back.

As was almost always the case now, given
Daryn's instructions, her wrists were shackled together behind her
as he rode her, her cheek rubbing against the carpet as he mounted
her. She grunted and moaned helplessly as his big hands jerked back
on her hips, feeling the rising tide of sexual hunger spilling
through her and threatening to swamp her mind.

And then they did.

Caitlin's shrieks of pleasure echoed through
the house as she came, and a moment later the bell rang, and fists
pounded on it.

Kyle hesitated, his hips still pumping
ruthlessly, riding Caitlin through the orgasm as the girl writhed
and twisted and thrashed before him, but he could, despite the
noise she was making, hear the multiple male voices out front.

He jerked back and moved swiftly to the
window, his eyes opening at the sight of the crowd of police there.
He had no idea what to do about them, but could hear much of the
discussion amongst them. “Break it down” was one phrase which keyed
him into action.

He ran for the stairs, taking them four at a
time and was on the other side of the house when the door broke in,
a stream of police rushing in behind it.

He flung open a second floor window, eyes and
ears and nose working carefully. There was someone off to one side,
but far enough, given they were merely human. He dove out the
window and ran for it, little more than a blur to the suddenly
turned face of the cop, who shouted at what he couldn't even see
other than movement. Other voices joined in but Kyle was far faster
than they could have imagined, and already deep into the trees.

* * *

Caitlin had not recovered much by the time a
half dozen men flooded into the living room. She had, however,
collapsed onto her side, half on her back, her chest heaving as she
gasped for breath. That was marginally less embarrassing than she
would have found it had she still been in the position in which
Kyle had been using her when they arrived.

Her eyes fluttered as she stared at the
open-mouthed men, and she realized that things were definitely not
normal. Not only was there a group of men staring at her but they
were not, unless she was very much mistaken, members of the
pack.

They were normals. Their reaction to sex and
nudity was, well, normal.

One of them barked orders, and they ran off
in all directions, apparently seeking her assailant, though she had
no idea why. Then two uniformed women came into the room and began
to treat her as if she was the victim of some sort of terrible
attack.

As her heat inner heat left her it seemed to
rush to her face. Caitlin began to feel a horrible sense of
embarrassment, far worse than anything she'd felt with Benjamin in
his 'slave game', and without any of the dark thrills which had
accompanied that sexually tinged embarrassment.

“There, there,” one said. “We'll get these
off you, honey. You're safe now,” she said in the sort of voice one
used on injured children.

Caitlin's voice was frozen. What could she
say? It was horrible enough to be found like this but... to admit
that nothing was being done here against her will, that in fact,
she wore the collar and shackles quite voluntarily...?

They couldn't seem to figure out how to get
the shackles off, or even how to unclip them. Caitlin wasn't
surprised. They were made for werewolves to use. All one had to do
was push ones thumb down against the metal tongue which held the
ring to the clip. Benjamin had demonstrated it to her. The only
problem was neither of the merely human women could push hard
enough.

They settled for throwing a blanket around
her to cover her nudity, which seemed to embarrass them almost as
much as it embarrassed her!

As Caitlin's mind began to fully function,
battered though it was by the shock and confusion of what was
happening, she knew she had to make a decision, and fast. She had
no idea why they were here, but couldn't have them thinking that
Benjamin had confined her, imprisoned her and, well, abused
her.

He had, of course, but not in a way she could
or would explain.

And if she didn't do it soon she'd have to do
it in front of the men too!

God!

“Look,” she finally said, interrupting their
soothing fussing. “I know that... you seem to think that I'm uhm,
that I'm someone's prisoner or... The thing is that I'm not a
prisoner.”

They stared at her in disbelief and she felt
a wave of annoyance. Was she ever this vanilla, this innocent?

“You see, my uhm, my boyfriend and I, we have
this, like, bondage game thing. So, like, I'm a slave for today,
you know. It's uhm, like I said, it's a game we play.”

“So you put these on yourself?” One of the
women asked doubtfully.

“Well, no, he did.”

“And where is he?”

“Uhm, he went out.”

“He put this on you and went out, leaving you
alone?”

“Well, no,” she said, blushing furiously.
“There was uhm, someone with me, but I think your banging in the
door panicked him and she ran.”

“Him?”

Caitlin groaned silently, but she was in too
deep now.

“Uhm, yes, a guy, I mean, his name is Kyle.
He's uhm, a friend.”

The two women stared at her in confusion, and
much suspicion.

“Look, come on. You're grownups,” she said in
exasperation. “Don't tell me you've never heard of this sort of
thing.”

They continued to stare her doubtfully.

“Why are you even here?” she finally
demanded.

“Wait here,” one of them said, leaving the
room.

The other stared at her as if she wasn't at
all sure what manner of creature Caitlin was.

The other woman returned, with an older man.
He had graying hair cut short and a square cut face. He bore an
unfortunate resemblance to her father, and Caitlin blushed even
more deeply. She was sitting in a chair wrapped in a blanket, so
mostly covered, but her collar was still visible, and her wrists
were still shackled.

“Miss...”

“Uhm, my name is Caitlin,” she said
uncertainly.

“Your last name?”

Caitlin bit her lip. “Douglas.”

“So, Ms. Douglas, “Officer Rose says that you
deny being a prisoner here.”

“I'm not.”

“That in fact you're in some sort of
sadomasochistic relationship.”

Caitlin blushed.

“Why are you in this house?” she finally
demanded.

The man stared at her a long minute.

“We were given fairly convincing evidence
there was narcotics in this residence, and that it was being used
as a base to traffic.”

Caitlin stared at him.

“That's bloody nonsense! I've been here
months and never even seen anyone smoke any marijuana.”

“Where are you from, Ms. Douglas?”

“Uhm, London.”

“England.”

“Yes. Is there another?” she demanded
impatiently.

“Yes, as a matter of fact. There are about 20
cities and towns in this country with that name. How long have you
been living here? Six months, did you say?”

“Uhm, no, not that long, maybe three.”

“And you've been in this country how
long?”

“Oh years and years,” she said.

“You're a citizen then?”

“Of course!” she lied.

“You have documents somewhere?”

She scowled. “What is this? Are you
immigration or something? The point is there's no bloody drugs here
and never has been. Whoever fed you that load of nonsense was just
clearly making trouble for Benjamin.”

“Benjamin?”

“He's the owner.”

“Your boyfriend.”

“Yes!”

“What's his last name?”

She blinked uncertainly and felt a wave of
consternation. No one had ever used his last name!

“I don't know why I am expected to answer all
these questions,” she said. “I think you should all simply
leave.”

He looked at her doubtfully. “We have a
warrant to search the premises,” he said.

“We weren't able to get the shackles off
her,” the woman beside him said.

He looked at her in annoyance.

“She might actually be lying. She might be
suffering from Stockholm Syndrome,” the other said.

“Yes, well, I guess we'll get medical here to
examine her and we'll have to get someone to cut those shackles
off.”

“But – .”

“Unless you know how to get them off?” he
said.

“Well, yes but... you have to push on this
little clip but very very hard. Uhm, Benjamin usually used a little
tool.”

“Well, unless we know where the tool is we'll
have to cut them.”
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Embarrassment followed embarrassment for
Caitlin, as paramedics arrived and pulled back the blanket to
inspect her while the women police stood by. They, of course, were
unable to get the shackles off, so in the end, she was led off,
still shackled and collared, with the blanket wrapped around her,
and put into the back of an ambulance to be checked out at a
hospital.

It didn't matter what she said. They seemed
to suspect she was some sort of brainwashed prisoner! The
ambulance, complete with one of the policewomen, drove her to a
large hospital and she was wheeled in on a gurney through the
crowded emergency room and then into a back room to be checked
out.

The man who came through the door, however,
was no doctor. Caitlin had never met him before, but a chill spread
through her as he appeared, smiling at the policewoman.

“I'll take care of her,” he said. “You should
go to the cafeteria and get a coffee and bun.”

The woman stared at him, jaw slack.

“Yes,” she said dreamily. “Coffee.”

She opened the door and walked out and he
turned his eyes to Caitlin, his lips drawing back in a broad smile
that revealed his sharp canines.

“My name is Jeremiah,” he said, apparently
enormously pleased with himself.

Caitlin opened her mouth to scream and found
herself lost in his eyes.

Jeremiah was tall and very black, slender,
compared to the werewolves, but lithe and sinuous in his movements.
He stepped before her and brushed the blanket away.

“Very nice,” he said.

She shuddered in sudden heat, her groin
throbbing and burning. She wanted him, wanted him so badly! She
needed him inside her!

“Come with me,” he said.

And Caitlin had to. She wasn't... lost as she
had been when the vampires had last captured her. She was herself.
She could think, after a fashion, considering the raw, stifling
sexual heat gripping her body. But she also felt the panic of a
trapped animal as her body, regardless of what she wanted, followed
him out into the hall.

It was a busy hallway, but no one seemed to
notice she was naked, of if they did, paid it no attention
whatever. She followed Jeremiah down the hall and right through the
packed emergency room. People seemed to see her, to look at her,
but none seemed surprised that she was naked and shackled.

She stared around her with wide eyes, certain
that at any second someone would notice and they'd all be shouting
and pointing.

“They cannot see you,” Jeremiah said with a
smile.

She jerked her head around to look at him
just as an orderly brushed past her with an “excuse me”, hardly
looking at her.

“Or rather, they see you, and they see that
you are naked. Their eyes see you, and that image is conveyed to
their mind. It is their mind which pays it no matter, much as your
eyes might notice a picture or a posting as you walk past, but your
mind pays no attention.”

“B-but how – .”

He waves his hand as if it was of no
importance.

“It is a small thing. They see me, but they
notice me not. I have extended this to you.”

He reached out suddenly, catching her very
stiff nipples between thumbs and forefingers and tugging them up to
force her to yelp and rise onto the balls of her feet.

“Would you like me to remove that cloudiness
from their minds?” he asked with a smile. “Are you feeling
neglected because your beauty is not being remarked upon?”

“N-N-No!” she squeaked.

He chuckled throatily and released her
nipples, letting her drop back onto her heels.

He led her out through the sliding glass
doors to the parking lot, past where ambulances were parked, her
bare feet padding across the warm concrete as other people passed
by, ignoring them. She continued to feel a terrible heat and
hunger, with a terrible need and lust that made her moan
helplessly.

Another man held the door to an
ostentatiously polished limousine, a very old Rolls Royce, she
thought, in that part of her mind capable of thinking of more than
her own fear and hunger.

Jeremiah ushered her in and got in beside
her. The man rushed around to the front and got into the drivers
side and pulled out into the street.

Jeremiah turned and looked at her, then
reached out. His fingers had long nails, and they started at the
base of her throat, and slid slowly down her chest, leaving a trail
of fiery sexual heat that made her cry out helplessly, made her
writhe and twist and arch up against him, frantically trying to
push herself harder against his nails.

His hand slid down her taut, straining belly,
and in between her legs, which began to buck helplessly, then with
a smile, he narrowed his fingers into a wedge and thrust them into
her sopping depths.

The explosion of raw, wild pleasure sent
Caitlin's head hammering back against the seat back, her legs
jerking wide, her back arching painfully as a scream tore its way
out of her throat, a scream of pleasure so intense and raw it hurt.
It hurt!

She couldn't speak, couldn't move, couldn't
think. The scream robbed her of any breath and the howling storm of
pleasure robbed her mind of the knowledge that she ought to breath.
Her hips were jammed against him as convulsions wracked her body,
and then, finally, lack of breath robbed her of light and thought
as she collapsed into unconsciousness

***

She woke up in a soft, four poster bed. She
blinked her eyes and then jerked upright, her head swiveling wildly
as she stared around her.

She was in a very nice looking bedroom. The
shackles and collar were gone, and she was wearing a rather prim
nightgown.

Were it not for the nightgown she might have
thought Benjamin had found her and taken her somewhere – not back
to the manor, for she didn't recognize this place but... a similar
place.

She flung back the covers and stood, her legs
wobbling for a moment, her eyes flicking around the room. She went
to the window but could see little but trees, then turned back to
the room. There was clothing folded neatly on what looked like an
old fashioned fainting couch at the foot of the bed.

The idea of wearing clothes was – odd, since
she'd worn nothing for months, but she quickly donned them. Bra,
panties, dress slacks, and a white blouse made her feel much more
human, and oddly comforted. At the same time it felt unnatural to
be wearing them.

She hesitated, then headed down the corridor
to the stairs, straining her senses for any sign of vampires. She
reached the bottom of the stairs and was looking for an exit when a
tall, slender woman in black came around a corner and confronted
her.

“The master is in his den,” she said.

Caitlin stared at her, but the woman turned
and beckoned, and she had little choice but to follow. Was she a
vampire too? Caitlin wasn't at all sure.

The house was luxurious enough, even larger
and more luxurious than Benjamin's, and the 'den' was easily fifty
feet across, with wood paneled walls and built in bookcases, along
with a grand piano in the corner. Jeremiah was sitting on a high
backed chair next to the fireplace. Across from him... she
hesitated as she stared.

There was a very large wolf sitting there,
staring at Jeremiah, tongue lolling.

“Do come in,” Jeremiah said, motioning her
forward.

Caitlin moved forward slowly, hesitantly, her
eyes flicking from him to the wolf.

“Don't worry. Your little wolf can't harm
you.”

Caitlin gulped and eased closer, then sat in
the chair the man motioned to.

“Would you like something to drink? Perhaps
you're hungry.”

“N-No thank you,” she gulped.

She jerked her head around, looking at the
wolf.

“Who – ?”

The animal blurred and its shoulders
broadened. Skin seemed to sweep over its fur, and its jaw sank back
into its skull. It was Kyle kneeling there on all fours, now in
human form, but still staring at them with empty eyes, tongue
lolling.

“He is half animal, anyway, you know.”

Caitlin stared at him.

“That is their fate, you see. They are half
human, half beast, and their beast instincts are far stronger than
their human ones. Their minds are a strange, bastardized mixture of
the wild animal and the thinking human.”

“Wh-what did you do to him?” she asked.

He raised his eyebrows and smiled gently.

“Tamed him, my dear girl,” he said with a
smile. “after all, in wolf form he is much more about instincts
than thinking, and so it is much easier with those with strong
minds and wills to push that human part further down inside and
then control the animal side.”

He picked a small bone like doggy treat out
of a box and tossed it to him. Kyle whined and jerked up, catching
it in his mouth and chewing excitedly.

He picked up a small ball and held it in the
air. Kyle's eyes went wide and he stared eagerly.

“Kyle?” he said.

He tossed the ball and Kyle scrambled after
it, crawling on all fours. He was quite natural at it, it was
uncanny. Caitlin had spent a lot of time on all fours of late and
she certainly could not move with that sort of animal grace and
speed.

He grabbed it in his mouth and carried it
over to them, then dropped it into Jeremiah's hand with a whine. He
chuckled and ruffled Kyle's hair and he whined again, apparently
happily.

He tossed the ball and he barked and raced
after it.

“You see? You need not fear your former
masters harming you as long as you are under my protection,” he
said with a gentle smile.

Kyle crawled back, ball in mouth, and eagerly
dropped it into his hand. He tossed it and he raced off again.

“Your name is Caitlin, I believe.”

She nodded her head jerkily.

“I understand you were taken captive by
Benjamin and his pack after you had the temerity to attempt to rob
his home.”

“Uhm, yeah, kind of,” she said.

He chuckled throatily.

Kyle returned with the ball, staring up at
him with wide, adoring eyes.

He ruffled his hair and he barked, licking at
his hand and fingers, tongue lolling.

“You must remember that dogs consider
themselves part of a pack, even if that pack is a family. Did you
ever have a family dog, Caitlin?”

She gulped and nodded.

“It would have thought of your family as its
pack, and it as low dog, obedient to all. When you humans own them,
they consider their owner to be, in effect, the dominant pack
member, and the rest of the family to be their pack. They don't
really differentiate between humans and dogs in the way a thinking
person would.”

“H-How do you...”

“You have had some experience before with our
powers of the mind, I believe,” he said.

She gulped and nodded.

“We make a powerful enemy,” he said sagely,
“But of course, very good friends to have.”

Caitlin had never heard of vampires being
anyone's friend, but kept her mouth shut.

“Come, let us walk.”

Caitlin got to her feet, following him from
the room. Kyle followed, as well, acting entirely dog-like, despite
his human form.

“Now then, I'm sure you're wondering where
you come in.”

She gulped and nodded her head.

“I know something of that unfortunate
business with the necklace. I know that some of my people hold you
partly responsible for that, but I regard that as absurd. I bear
you no ill will, Caitlin.

“No?”

“No. That would be silly. And would I bother
to free you of your confinement were that the case? I am American,
you see. Manfred was, well, European, old European. I'm afraid he
had some old fashioned notions about people. We are all a product
of our origins, after all.”

“Uh huh.”

“As an American, as a descendant of slaves,
in fact, I abhor slavery,” he said, putting his arm around her
waist as he led her down a carpeted corridor.

Noise at an open door drew her eye and she
stopped, stopped breathing, too. Amy was there, looking as dog-like
as Kyle. She was being ridden from behind by a short, broad
shouldered black man. Her eyes were huge and she appeared to be
trying to scream – though in pleasure, if Caitlin was any judge.
But dogs couldn't scream so instead she made odd animal noises as
her hips rolled and rutted back, her head thrashing and jerking
wildly as the grinning man drove himself into her.

There were a half dozen other men sitting
around, sprawled on sofas and chairs, watching, and their eyes
turned briefly to them, making her blood run cold. They turned back
to the sight before them as Amy howled and her upper body jerked up
and down repeatedly, her tail end anchored by the man's big hands
as he thrust into her.

Kyle whined anxiously, clearly wanting to
join in.

“As I said, an animal,” Jeremiah said,
leading her on.

Caitlin had no doubt of the pleasure
consuming Amy, for she'd felt the same when the vampires had held
her. She'd cared about nothing but sex, then, and obeyed whatever
she was told to do, much as a... an animal. She'd been ridden by
men while others looked on and smirked and leered too, and hadn't
cared a fig for who was watching as the pleasure screamed through
her veins.

She was still frightened by her inhumanity
then, but despite that, a part of her envied Amy, for the raw,
violent, enthralling passion and pleasure which had gripped her
then was so all-encompassing that it had left its mark on her
mind.

“The British, of course, opposed slavery,”
Jeremiah said. “A very noble people, the British.”

He led her into a grand sort of dining room,
where another woman in black came to him. He said something to her
in a low voice, and she turned and disappeared. Kyle sat on his
haunches in a corner.

“Sit, sit, and we'll discuss things.”

She sat down gingerly. “Like what?”

“Like how to see to it that Benjamin does not
enslave any more helpless humans,” he said sternly.

Caitlin stared at him, wondering if he could
possibly think she was buying any of this. Then again, she thought,
from what he must know about her 'slavery' she really was a sex
slave, and almost certainly an unwilling one. Under most
circumstances she would be quite consumed with anger at her
master.

If, that was, he had treated her the way
Jeremiah evidently thought he had. Even Daryn hadn't been that bad,
after that initial 'misunderstanding'.

People expected others to act like they did,
she knew. If Jeremiah had a prisoner, a female prisoner, she
doubted she would be feeling much affection for him. Not unless he
messed with her mind the way he had with Amy.

“I-I don't know what – .”

He waved his hand again. He was an incredibly
arrogant bastard, she thought.

“What we would like is to guide young
Benjamin down a proper path of discipline and restraint, to rein
him in, so to speak, so that he behaves as a civilized man and
suppresses his baser animal instincts. Dogs have their places,
after all, but if they form a pack and roam free within the city,
well, sooner or later you know they have to be brought under
control.”

She nodded her head noncommittally.

The woman returned, pushing a wheeled cart
laden with assorted pastries, cold meats, fruits and vegetables,
all on silver trays which she placed on the table.

“Eat, eat,” Jeremiah urged genially.

Caitlin was incredibly hungry, so plucked up
a butternut pastry and bit into it. It was surprisingly good.

Jeremiah put a bank card on the table before
her as she reached for some strawberries..

“There's a hundred thousand dollars in
there,” he said. “I'll give you the pass numbers, and you can take
it and go as far as you wish. I don't know what Benjamin told you,
but his little group holds sway only here within the city. Go
anywhere else and you're completely free. He doesn't have some sort
of international ring to hunt you down.”

He chuckled at the idea.

“You can go back home to London, or anywhere
else you wish, and either continue your … profession, or perhaps go
back to school. You're still quite young as humans assess these
things. And you can forget all about Benjamin and his gang.”

“And uhm, what would I have to do for this
money?” she asked, popping a grape into her mouth.

He smiled genially.

“When Benjamin returns home he will be
questioned by the police but unless they find something unusual in
his house nothing more will come of that. As far as our wolf man is
concerned, the police raided his house and took you away, and you
escaped from them. Perhaps when their back was turned at the
hospital you simply ran away.”

“And?”

“And you can stay at a motel, or anywhere
else in the city, really. He'll find you and drag you back home
again. At some point, when he is asleep, perhaps, you can make a
phone call, and then when we arrive, invite us inside. That's
all.”

“That's all?”

“That's all,” he said, spreading his
arms.

“But if he catches me after I ran away he's
going to punish me,” she said, trying to make that sound worse than
it was. “He'll whip me!”

“Well, there is that, of course, but would
not your revenge be worth one final punishment? I see no marks upon
your body from previous punishments. I am informed Benjamin likes
his... slaves... unmarred by bruises and welts and scars, so he's
unlikely to be very severe. Besides, you didn't run away from him,
but from the police. He'll actually be quite grateful for
that.”

“What about Amy and Kyle?”

“Them?” He seemed surprised she mentioned it,
then smiled. “Ah, you fear they will tell him something about your
being here? Have no fears. Their minds are, as I said, that of
tamed animals at the moment, and in any event, they won't be
telling your wolf man anything. They have their place to play in
our schemes as well.”

“But … he'll miss them? I mean, he'll wonder
what happened to them.”

“And you answer quite truthfully that they
ran away when the police broke in the door. That they ran into our
arms is something he will discover eventually, but that need not
concern you.”

“Well, the money sounds nice,” she said. “But
I'm still worried about what he'll do to me.”

“It is your best path to freedom.” he said.
“Otherwise, well, eventually you'll wind up like the girl, the
bitch,” he said, nodding his head towards the doorway.

She could still make out some of the sounds
Amy was making, though they were low, and overridden by the hubbub
of other voices coming from down the hall.

“Nothing but a mindless creature of sex and
lust,” he said with a shake of his head. “That is what he will turn
you into. You might not be a dog, but in some ways your fate would
be worse. A dog doesn't know any better, after all. You'll know you
were supposed to be human even as you act like an animal.”

Of all the words he said that was the only
thing which struck home, for it melded with some of the fears she
herself had been experiencing of late. She was an intelligent,
savvy, educated woman, after all, not a crawling she-bitch to be
licking feet and raising her haunches in the air to be mounted and
ridden!

It was … disturbing how that aroused her, how
even thinking the thought made her insides flicker with a sudden
surge of excitement.

Maybe she did need to get away from Benjamin
and his pack.

“How do I know the card won't be useless once
I do what you want?” she asked warily.

He smiled again.

Big phony, she thought.

“It's in your name. You have the card, and
the pass-code. It's very easy to deposit money into accounts.
Anyone can do it. Withdrawing is another matter. But you can have
the money transferred anywhere you want, either by phone or over
the computer, before you even call us. We'll be watching, though,
so I would not advise fleeing without that phone call.”

“Okay,” she said. “I like money. And I'm
starting to feel like I am going to turn into some sort of … animal
if I'm Benjamin's... slave much longer.”

She wasn't sure if he had the ability to
detect it if she lied. Benjamin seemed to have an uncanny knack, so
she hadn't really said anything but the truth. She did like money
and she was starting to think she was turning into something animal
like.

“It's evening now. It would make sense that
you hid somewhere overnight, then emerged in the morning. You can
stay here tonight. We even have television,” he added with a
smile.

* * *

Caitlin was returned to the bedroom she'd
wakened in, along with the food cart. There she turned on the TV
and pondered how much of what Jeremiah had said resembled the
truth. It could be that he really did think she hated Benjamin and
wanted to get out. In which case his offer was not unreasonable.
But why, then, had he grabbed Amy and Kyle? Just a crime of
opportunity?

No, they had to be waiting for them.

Neither Kyle, nor Amy, as far as she
understood, was a particularly important member of the pack. In
fact, they were rather low on the totem pole, which is how they'd
come to be delegated the job of Benjamin's maid and housekeeper.
Did Jeremiah know that? Probably, so did that mean they were
disposable, in the way Matt and Benjamin had spoken about the
vampires' likely view of Caitlin herself?

Yet as far a she knew it didn't matter where
you were in terms of pack reputation, strength or importance. It
was a sort of one for all, all for one thing with the wolves. They
wouldn't sacrifice Kyle or Amy and wouldn't forgive anyone who
harmed them. So the only purpose they would seem to be serving,
other than sexual – would be as bait.

But Jeremiah had no need for bait if he
intended to have Caitlin let him into Benjamin's house.

She tried to think things out. If she let
some vampires into Benjamin's house and they killed him, or
whatever they intended doing with him. What would be the result?
First of all, the werewolves would know for certain. Benjamin, Matt
and others had complained about the smell of vampires for days
after their last little home invasion.

So Brian and the other alphas would know what
had happened. They'd then probably hunt down the vampires and
slaughter them. Unless Jeremiah somehow thought he could, upon
capturing Benjamin, make him surrender and promise to obey the
vampires. That didn't seem very likely.

The last time they'd tried something like
this it was with inside help, the idea being Molly and Derek would
take over, and with Benjamin gone the rest would accept this.
Personally, she didn't think that would have worked either, but at
least it had had a decent shot. This didn't.

So what was he really planning? Whatever it
was she didn't think much of her chances of ultimate survival. Her
place was as pawn, and pawns regularly got sacrificed without much
crying over them.

Kyle and Amy were the keys, she thought.
Whatever his plan was it involved them in some way or they'd either
never have been caught, or would be dead now. So if she could get
them out of there that would pretty well screw up whatever Jeremiah
had in mind.

She thought she might be able to escape
herself, perhaps just after sunrise. They shouldn't be guarding her
too heavily, given as far as she was supposed to know, she was
going to be released tomorrow anyway, with a bank card holding a
hundred thousand dollars.

But getting the wolves away could be another
thing. If she was able to slip a leash over them and just lead them
off that would be one thing, as long as they cooperated. But what
if they didn't? And what happened when she got her away? She
couldn't exactly hitchhike with a couple of naked human wolves on
all fours next to her.

But then, she shouldn't need to. If they were
anywhere near town, once Amy or Kyle got free of the vampires the
pack ought to be able to sense them, or at least, Benjamin ought to
be able to, eventually. And maybe their minds would stop being so
fucked up without the vampires influencing it and they'd revert on
their own.

As long as the vampires didn't find them, but
that wouldn't happen during the day. They had some human help, but
it wouldn't be until dark the vampires could join the search, and
the only one who had a link with her was Manfred, who was turned
into dust months ago.

So how was she going to get them away?

Meat? Maybe raw meat? Did the vampires eat
any? Could she grab some from a fridge and use that to entice
them?

She flicked through TV channels and
restlessly went to the windows repeatedly, trying to see where they
were. Night had fallen, though, and her only clue they weren't in
the middle of nowhere were all the lights over the trees, some
distance away.

There was no clock in the room, but the TV
had it at half past two when she eased the door open and tried to
move as softly as she could down the hall. She reminded her that
this was late evening to vamps, who would all still be up and
about. Of course, most of them would be below ground – probably, in
the basement or sub-basement.

She could still hear a lot of noise coming
from the first floor, and it didn't sound like the quite
conversation of learned scholars. It sounded like an orgy, though
the howls were somewhat more animal like and weren't all coming
from Amy.

She decided to look around upstairs. This was
not where the vamps would sleep, that was for sure. Nor would their
human servants, who would be guarding their corpses during the day.
No, the lot of them would be sleeping down below. So what was this
floor even used for except occasional guests like her?

She decided to find out. The door was locked,
but it was an old house and an old lock, and she was, after all, a
burglar. She twisted the end of a cheap wire coat hanger and
managed to get the lock open easily enough. The hall was quiet, and
while there was some noise downstairs it wasn't as noisy as it had
once been.

She eased quietly down the dimly lit hall,
easing open doors along the way. All gave into tidy, and empty
bedrooms. Checking a few closets and dressers found them as empty
as hers was. At the end of the hall she discovered a set of back
stairs. Unlike the lavish, polished front staircase, this was
clearly a servants stairway, undecorated, narrow and with simple
rubber treads on the stairs.

She hesitated, then went back to her room to
wait. She wasn't sure how sensitive their ears were, but she
thought vampires were probably closer to the wolves than humans.
And she had no intention of trying to sneak off while they were
still up and about.

While she was waiting and thinking she came
up with at least the framework of a plan. Too much of it still
depends on circumstances, but it was the best she could do. She
stripped naked and donned the nightgown, then folded her clothes
into a bundle to throw out the window.

When the first faint flickers of dawn began
to appear on the horizon, she slipped out into the hall again in
the nightgown, bundle in hand. At the end of the hall she opened a
window and threw them out, marking the spot they landed, then eased
down the stairs.

Clearly she wasn't trying to escape, oh no,
no, not in a nightgown. She was just looking for a snack, or
perhaps some warm milk since she couldn't sleep.

Her bare feet were much quieter on the stairs
than any shoes would have been, of course.

The back stairs gave onto the kitchen,
unsurprisingly. She tried very hard to control her breathing and to
keep calm lest her pounding heart be heard by one of the vampires
as she stepped down onto the tiled floor.

Padding to the doorway, she peered around the
corner, and saw nothing but a long, empty corridor. She eased
forward a little, enough to see the empty dining room, and darted
into that. After a brief hesitation, she eased out again and
further along, finding a den, then the room where she had spoken
with Jeremiah.

She peered in and saw no one, then gasped
aloud as Kyle's head was raised, eyes looking at her sleepily. He
was laying curled up in the corner, very dog-like. He growled at
her a moment later and she swallowed anxiously. The trick now, was
to make him seem like he was part of her pack, and not so much part
of Jeremiah's pack. Or at least, to think she was part of the same
pack and he was …

It was confusing.

She pointed her finger on him. “Down,” she
said.

He seemed to hesitate, but then growled
again. She looked around, then peeled her nightgown up and off. She
dropped to her knees and looked at him, then deliberately turned
around and looked over her shoulder.

He wasn't growling any more. She crawled to
the doorway, then spread her legs, raising her bottom and lowering
herself to her elbows. That certainly got his attention! He
scrambled to his feet, or rather, to his hands and knees, and as
she crawled away, she heard him following.

She crawled faster, grateful for the rug on
the stairs, and reached the kitchen. Turning, she saw him peering
at her out of the door, and she bent again, spreading her legs and
raising her bottom. Kyle crawled rapidly towards her.

It felt weird, and somewhat kinky, but she
was desperate. She crawled across the floor to the stairs, and when
Kyle peered in she spread her legs again, then reached back between
her legs to slide her fingers up across her sex. Gulping, she
spread the lips of her sex and lolled her tongue at him, and he
scrambled after her.

She hurried up the stairs, on two legs, and
managed to reach them as Kyle started up. He was awfully fast, even
on two legs, and she yelped as he caught up to her just outside her
door. He jumped on her the way a dog would, except this dog had
hands rather than paws. He was also a rather large size for a dog,
and more than double her weight.

She gasped as his arms around her dragged her
down onto the floor, or at least, onto all fours. Then yelped again
as he shoved his face into her crotch. She managed to get the door
open and scurry inside as he tried to mount her, and he quickly
followed.

She got the door shut, then started to stand
up – to make the point she was the human, and in charge, but he
jumped atop her again.

“Kyle!” she gasped. “Get off me!”

She twisted free and half climbed to her feet
only to have him jump up and bear her down again, but she pushed
him off and got up once more, turning to sternly point her finger
at him.

“Sit!” she sit. “Sit!”

The problem, of course, was that Kyle wasn't
a dog. He was a wolf, or at least, had the sensibilities of one,
and wolves were less prone to obedience. Still, he was also human,
and that side of him knew very well what she meant.

He sat on his haunches, whining up at
her.

“Good boy!” she said.

He barked and jumped up on her. Again, a dog,
she could cope with. A man six and a half feet tall was a bit much
to hold up, and she yelped as she fell back, fortunately, onto the
bed. Kyle, unable to stand, fell back onto all fours, which put him
right between her legs.

He licked at her pussy, and she gasped,
grabbing at his head. He was insistent, though, and very strong. He
rested his arms on her thighs and began to lick her, ignoring her
attempts to push him off. Those attempts became gradually less and
less as she realized she couldn't stop him, and that if he thought
of her as a sort of mate maybe he'd be more eager to do what she
wanted, or at least follow her when she left.

He was very energetic in his licking, and as
bizarre as it was to have him acting like a wolf she felt the
stirrings of heat inside her lower body.

She grabbed his hair on either side of his
head, pulling until he looked up at her.

“Kyle! Do you remember me!? It's Caitlin!
Kyle!”

His tongue slid deep into her pussy and she
gasped aloud. “Shit!”

And then an odd thing happened. His hands
closed on her thighs. Wolves didn't have hands, and after a long
moment when she realized what he'd done she felt a flare of hope.
If he remembered the use of his hands maybe he'd remember he could
walk upright too!

She gasped as he spread her legs wide. She
had become rather more limber over the months of exercise,
especially in keeping with Benjamin's desire for some pretty
gymnastic sex. But Kyle's reach and strength were such he simply
spread his arms wide, and her legs stretched out to the same
degree, almost doing the splits, though he held her up just off the
bed, to teach her pussy more easily.

His tongue was stuffed deep inside her,
thrusting in and out as if he'd found a particularly tasty juice in
there! And his twisting, thrusting tongue was certainly causing her
juices to flow! She gasped and moaned and tried to think of how to
further waken the human side of his mind.

She grabbed him by the hair and yanked
sharply upward. She hadn't been able to push him down, but up was
another thing, and he leaned over her, not fighting much as she
guided his lips to her breast. His wolf instincts might not care
much for breasts, but his human instincts definitely did, as he
began to lick and suck and chew at her breast with the frantic
eagerness of a teenage boy!

He released her legs and she pulled one of
his hands down onto her other breast, gasping as he began to
excitedly knead her soft flesh.

“Wolves don't like boobs, but you do, don't
you, Kyle?!” she gasped. “Maybe you'd like a beer too! Want a
beer!?”

Whether he heard or not she didn't know. He
drew back from her breasts and grabbed her legs again, then flipped
her so quickly, so sharply, that she was on her belly before she
even realized he was doing it. He jerked her legs up, raising her
bottom, then apart to expose her sex, before plunging his tongue
into her once more.

She squealed and tried to crawl forward, but
he jerked back, still holding her thighs, spreading them wide and
actually dragging her right off the edge of the bed. Her upper
torso swung in against him as he continued to hold her up the tight
grip on her thighs, and continued to feast on her pussy.

“Fuck!' she gasped, hanging upside down
against him.

But there right in front of her was his
groin, and she reached for it, folding her fingers around his cock.
He whined, though not hard, and hardened rapidly as she began to
squeeze and pump him. She eased in and slid her lips around the
rapidly purpling head, sucking and licking, then swung her arms
around his hips to draw herself in tighter.

She heard him whining above her as she took
his cock deep into her mouth, then down her throat, but then he
started to instinctively thrust into her and she gurgled and gagged
at the violent thrusting. Her deep throating skills were excellent
but not even she could cope with that.

She pulled her lips free, gulping in air, and
pushing back at his thighs, and a moment later he threw her onto
the bed. That put her head towards him but he quickly took care of
that, rolling her over and twisting her around. She scrambled
further onto the bed and he jumped on behind her.

Very enthusiastically.

“Kyle!” she gasped, as his heavy arms wrapped
around her.

She felt his hard, slick cock jabbing at her
thighs now as his weight bore her down, and decided nothing was
going to get done until he was satisfied. Or at least, that was how
she convinced herself as she reached down and grabbed his cock,
positioning it at the moist, thrumming entrance to her pussy.

She gasped and moaned as he thrust into her,
trying to restrain him, but he was filled with animal hunger as he
drove himself deep, and she cried out again and again as he began
to pound into her almost immediately. His teeth came down against
the back of her neck, chewing lightly, then more heavily, but also
licking and sucking as he buried his enormous cock inside her
quivering belly.

“Oh God!” she gasped.

It hurt, but... the ache was fading as the
heat rose, and, wrapped in his arms, with his weight forcing her
chest to the mattress she could do little but hold still as he
vented his lust and hunger on her, pounding wildly against her as
he continued to chew and suck and bite at her throat.

She was hoping for something quick, but he
had already had sex a number of times that day, and despite his
rabid enthusiasm, continued to thrust long and hard and fast as she
shuddered and moaned and found her eyes starting to glaze over. Her
brain was rocked back and forth in her constantly shaking skull,
her body jarred and rocking as his hips pounded against her and his
cock thrust into her.

Her inner heat grew more intense, and she
found herself gasping and yelping and moaning, her insides churning
with the rising violence of her own lust and hunger as he continued
to ride her. A part of her wanted it to just last for as long as
was possible. Her eyes were glassy and she was grunting and moaning
as Kyle rammed into her.

She felt the orgasm surging up out of the
dark, and thrust her right hand frantically between her legs, found
her clitoris, and began to rub as the orgasm exploded.

She buried her face in the pillow, crying out
again and again as the orgasm flared wildly within her. And whether
it was her spasming pussy muscles, or another human instinct
freeing him of holding out, Kyle came soon after, ramming his big
hips into her with bruising force as he finally spent himself and
collapsed atop her.
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Kyle seemed much friendlier after the sex,
and she considered just taking off with him and coming back for
Amy, but knowing what had been done to her the last time she knew
she wouldn't be able to live with herself. Amy might be enjoying
what was happening – no, she definitely WAS enjoying it, but Amy
was a sparkling, intelligent girl, and while she was as
enthusiastic as most of the wolves she still would not want to be
the sex toy of a bunch of vampires.

She snuck back down the stairs, with Kyle
following – still on all fours, unfortunately. It was dawn now, and
the place was eerily quiet given how many people she knew lived
there. Of course, most were vampires, and would be in their
coffins. Since most of their helpers stayed up with them all night
they'd be in bed too.

That didn't meant the vampire version of the
night shift wasn't on guard, though.

She eased further down the corridor, looking
for Amy, and finally found her in a room which was something of a
mirror to the one Benjamin had in his mansion. That is, it was
empty but for a variety of chains and whips and other devices.
These ones looked a lot more serious, though.

And there was Amy, laying on a table,
strapped down, spreadeagled.

“Amy?” she asked.

Amy lolled her tongue at her and whined.

“Shit.”

Sudden footsteps sounded in the hall and she
gasped, then dropped abruptly to her hands and knees. Two men in
dark uniforms passed while walking up the hall, and snapped on the
overhead light.

“What the hell?” one said.

Caitlin lolled her tongue out at him and
tried to seem as dog-like as possible.

They came in the room and scowled at her.

“How did they get in here?” one asked.

“Maybe the door wasn't closed tightly,” the
other replied, running his hand along Amy's body.

The girl moaned and arched suggestively, and
he chuckled as the second one dropped to a squat next to Caitlin,
slid his hand into her hair and jerked her head up and back.

She whined at him and lolled her tongue
more.

“I knew they had two of them. They didn't say
there were three,” he said.

“Yeah, I heard there was a girl, supposed to
be upstairs. I guess they decided to have some fun with her before
doing whatever it is they plan to do with them all.”

“Nice tits,” the other said, reaching in to
squeeze her breast.

“We can play with both of them when we're
dong this hour's rounds. You know what the boss thinks of ignoring
patrols to play games.”

The man squatting in front of her seemed to
shudder.

“Yeah.”

He slid his hand between her legs and Caitlin
didn't really have to fake her reaction, her hips arching up as she
gasped. His fingers pushed roughly into her, but she was still wet,
still warm from the hard ride Kyle had given her. His fingers
pushed deep, and twisted around.

“Hot and wet,” he growled, his fingers
pumping in and out.

“That's the way they should keep them all,”
the other chuckled.

“Fuck,” the guard growled. “I want to take
this one now!”

His fingers twisted inside her, pumping in
and out, and his thumb stroked at her clitoris. Caitlin moaned
despite herself. Partly, she was trying to appear as mindlessly
animal and sexual as Amy, but it wasn't all fake. She did feel very
sexual, and while she had come powerfully, she realized her body
was still tightly keyed, the sexual need within her still
strong.

He pulled his fingers back, snorted and stood
up. “I get dibs on this one.”

The other shrugged. I'll take this one first,
then we can trade off.”

“Shouldn't we lock them up?”

“Why? We'll just have to undo them when we
come back. Close the door. They won't be able to get out.”

They men turned off the lights and left,
closing the door behind them. Caitlin sighed in relief, then stood
up and examined Amy. How was she going to get Amy to come with her?
The same way? Amy was, after all, bisexual.

And it wasn't like she had a lot of time if
she wanted to escape!

She leaned over the table and looked at Amy,
then fingered her pussy. Her hips ground up just as sharply as they
had before, and she smiled at her.

“Helooo Amy,” she whispered. “Do you remember
me? Caitlin? Remember this?”

She bent and began to lick at Amy's swollen
clitoris, and the girl's hips ground and bucked up as she began to
moan and gasp and whimper in hunger and passion. Caitlin pushed a
finger into her, then two, then a third, pumping them in and out as
she sucked on her clitoris. And as Amy's movements became more and
more frantic, enough that she seemed posed to orgasm, she stopped
abruptly.

Amy continued to grind her hips up, and then
started whining and moaning in hunger, eyes pleading with her to
continue.

“Beg for it,” Caitlin said.

Amy continued to make inarticulate
noises.

“If you want to come, then beg. Speak. Say,
please may I come, mistress Caitlin.”

She thought she saw something behind those empty eyes, but they
really didn't have a lot of time to get into it. They needed to get
out of there or else she and Amy would have to entertain the guards
when they returned. That didn't actually seem like such a horrible
prospect, but what if they were locked up afterward?

No, she needed out and needed out now.

She unstrapped Amy's wrists and ankles.

“Come!” she said, ignoring the obvious double
meaning.

She hurried to the door and opened it. The
hall was empty, and she heard Amy jump to the floor behind her as
she slid out into the hall. There was a door into the back just
ahead, and she to it, only to find it wired. To a cat burglar it
was an obvious and cheap system, easily defeated, especially from
the inside.

All she needed was a screwdriver.

Amy stuck her face into her groin and she
gasped and twisted free, then scurried back into the room. There
were all kinds of gruesome tools, but they weren't meant for repair
work. She did find a knife which would do, though, and hurried back
to the door as she twisted herself aside from the two naked
crawling wolves who kept trying to lick and sniff her.

Fortunately, Kyle got interested in Amy,
which distracted Amy from her, and she was able to reach up,
unscrew the magnetic contact on the door, and then open it without
setting off an alarm.

Then she had to drag Amy forward by the hair,
which in turn pulled Kyle after them.

She turned and drew the girl's lips to her
pussy, and Amy's interest was renewed, as her tongue licked out and
slid up into her.

“Chase me!” Caitlin said, turning and running
across the yard.

Both of them were predators, of course, and
even on all fours were almost as fast as she was upright. There was
a six foot wall ahead which she had no difficulty climbing over.
The two wolfs were halted, but then jumped up easily enough, and
over, to continue their pursuit.

There were a lot of woods outside the walls,
which made it easier to dodge the two as they kept trying to jump
her. She had had to forget about her bundle of clothes in her need
to get away, and was gambling now on distance. If they got far
enough away from the influence of the vampires the pack would sense
them, or perhaps they would sense the pack, or maybe they'd come
back to their senses.

It was about all she had while running naked
in the woods being pursued by a pair of lust crazed naked human
wolves! Of course, she still had the knife, but that wasn't going
to help in any way she could see, not unless someone came after
them anyway.

And then Amy tackled her and they both went
rolling through some bushes. With the wolf girl's superior strength
Caitlin quickly found herself on the bottom, and Amy straddled her
face, pinning her arms with her knees as she jammed her pussy into
Caitlin's mouth.

Caitlin moaned and then obediently began to
lick at her as she felt her legs pulled apart. A moment later Kyle
started licking at her and she groaned and thought of the two men
who would soon be sounding the alarm. But there was nothing she
could do to dislodge Amy except to satisfy her with her tongue and
lips.

Or was there?

Amy was not sitting atop her the way she
usually did. Instead she was leaning forward on her hands, moaning
and grinding her pussy against Caitlin's flickering tongue. As
Caitlin rolled her eyes up she noticed something she hadn't before,
or rather, that she had noticed but ignored.

The collar.

Amy wore a collar around her throat. Since
Caitlin had been wearing one for some months now she had pretty
much taken it for granted, but now she remembered Kyle had one on
as well. Again, she had noticed but not noticed before.

Her mind recalled what Jeremiah had said
about eyes seeing but the mind not noticing. Was there something
deliberate involved? There had been something very special about
the collar she had once stolen from Benjamin which made its
presence known immediately to the vampires once she'd put it
on.

Were these similar? Or were they something
even more sinister?

As Amy grew more excited, her legs spread
wider, and she began to jerk and roll her hips as she gasped and
moaned and whined in pleasure. Caitlin was able to get an arm free,
and reached up to Amy's neck, to the collar there. It was metal,
much like the one she herself had worn, but far less ornate, and
without the soft leather interior.

It did have a reasonably simple clasp,
however, and she worked it open slowly, given the use of one hand,
given Amy's twisting, rolling motions, and given the need to
continue to lick at her. But then it was open, and she pulled the
collar off.

At first nothing changed. Amy's hands were
flat on the ground, her arms straight, her legs splayed out to the
sides as she ground her pussy into Caitlin's face, but then her
head rose up and back, and her body arched and bowed. She began to
grind herself more energetically into Caitlin, and her gasps and
moans became more human.

“Fuck!” she finally gasped. “Fuck! Lick me!
Lick me! Fuck! Oh yes! Yes! Yes, fuck!”

When she came, she cried out in helpless
pleasure, jamming her pussy down hard into Caitlin's mouth as her
body trembled and shook violently.

By then Kyle was already pushing himself into
Caitlin, pulling her legs up and wide, and his head and shoulders
appeared above her, to Amy's side as he began to thrust.

Amy shuddered and swayed and then fell
forward, rolling off her and curling into a ball on her side. Kyle
shifted his position, especially as Caitlin reached up for his hair
and pulled his lips down onto hers. She only kissed once, and then
his big, sloppy tongue made her twist away.

“Shit,” she said.

She unfastened his collar and pulled it free,
then flung it off.

Like Amy, the change happened gradually, but
then he pulled her legs up and forward, jamming them down against
her shoulders, pushing himself up and back so he could thrust more
powerfully. His eyes lost the vacant look, but not the heat and
hunger, as he transitioned from horny wolf to horny human with
strong wolf instincts.

Amy appeared above her, pushing her feet down
against the grass, kneeling on them, straddling her face again,
this time facing Kyle. She jammed her pussy into Caitlin's face as
she and Kyle embraced and their lips locked hungrily together. He
continued to thrust powerfully down into Caitlin as Amy ground
herself against her mouth, and, dazed, moaning, Caitlin began to
lick the girl once more.

Their frantic sex ended, at least for Amy and
Kyle, only a few minutes later. By then, Caitlin was battered and
bruised, dazed and moaning, overheated and gasping, for the two had
not been gentle.

That was why she barely raised her head when
Amy seemed to actually fly over her head, from where she'd been
sitting, and Caitlin barely raised her head to see what was going
on. There was a very brief struggle, which began to shouts from
someone, and ended with abruptly cut-off cries of pain.

A cold, wet nose jammed into her side, and
she yelped, twisting away, and half sitting up to see two large
wolves standing next to her. The other one nudged her, as well,
evidently wanting her to move, and she stumbled to her feet with a
groan, shaking her head to clear it.

That got her another sharp nudge.

“Hey! Quit it!” she exclaimed.

They ignored her demand, until she staggered
off deeper into the woods, away from the house, and two bodies
laying next to a tree.

“Where are we going? I have no idea what's in
what direction,” she said.

If they knew they weren't answering, and she
trudged barefoot through the grass, and then, as it started to
rain, through mud and grass. Fortunately, it was a warm out, so the
rain did no more than soak her – and the wolves, who seemed to
ignore it.

“Are we going somewhere there's clothes?
Because I can't grow fur like you guys, you know,” she said.

One of them, the bigger one, Kyle, she
thought, goosed her, and she stumbled forward.

“Hey! I'm the human! I'm supposed to be in
charge, you know, stupid dog!!”

They reached a narrow river, and the dogs
waded in.

“You want me to swim across? Come on! There
must be a bridge around here!”

Kyle jumped up and put his paws against her
back and sent her stumbling into the water as Amy jumped in next to
her. Cursing, Caitlin waded in to the waist, then swam forward. The
river was about forty yards wide, and she finally reached the other
side the rain grew heavier.

“Shit,” he muttered.

They passed through a thicket, the wolves
impatient at her slow progress, then through a wide meadow before
reaching the edge of a road. Caitlin looked around nervously. It
was one thing to be naked inside the mansion, or even inside the
club, but they were out in the real world now. She didn't need cars
driving by calling the cops because of a naked girl walking along
the road.

It was easier to walk along, though, in her
bare feet.

“If a car comes they'll call the cops about
me even if they don't about you,” she warned.

And then she saw a car coming in the
distance.

“Shit,” she said, looking around frantically.
There were trees not far away, and she turned to run towards him,
but Kyle grabbed her wrist in his teeth, clamping down just hard
enough to hold her in place, not to break the skin.

“Kyle!”

Amy grabbed her other wrist, and the two led
her back to the road as the car, actually an SUV drove towards
them.

“This better be someone who knows you,” she
gulped.

It was Brian, and she heaved a sigh of relief
as the SUV pulled to a stop.

“In the back, all of you,” he ordered.

Caitlin pulled open the door and Kyle leapt
in. She followed, then Amy jumped in, and abruptly shifted back to
human form, closing the door behind her. Kyle had shifted to human
form without her even noticing, and grinned lewdly at her, waggling
his eyebrows.

“Are you always horny?” she demanded.

“Yes,” Amy said.

“How are you guys?” Brian asked.

“Okay,” Kyle replied.

“Mad,” Amy said.

“Exhausted,” Caitlin added.

“You smell like vampire.”

“Yeah, and that's after being rained on,
swimming through a river, and being rained on again,” Kyle
said.

Amy and then Kyle and then Caitlin related
what had happened to them individually as Brian drove. Amy and
Kyle's stories had a huge gap in between when they ran from the
house, and when they 'woke up' in the woods with Caitlin. Brian did
not seem overly surprised.

“We followed your trails until they
disappeared, and there was the scent of vampire there,” he said.
“We smelled it in the hospital where Caitlin disappeared, too. The
problem with vampires is they're very clever but also very arrogant
and lazy, and they think everyone else is stupid compared to them.
Living a long time does not necessarily make you wise.”

“We left two human bodies in the woods,” Amy
said.

Brian looked at her in the rear view
mirror.

“No marks on them. They ran into a pair of
trees.”

“Practically flew into them,” Kyle said.

“They smelled like vampire,” Amy said with a
low growl. “And I need a shower.”

“Headed for Hannah's.”

“Why don't we head back to that house and
have a chat with whoever is there?”

“Benjamin will make that decision.”

“'Is he okay?” Caitlin asked anxiously.

Brian nodded. “He wasn't happy to find his
house full of cops, but he kept his cool long enough to let the
lawyers handle it rather than throwing cops through the windows.
He'd just gotten rid of them when they came back searching for you.
You're an escaped prisoner, you know.”

“I wasn't a prisoner! I mean, they had no
excuse to arrest me!”

“Yeah, the lawyers are making that case.
We'll keep you scarce till later. And I suppose we'll have to find
some clothes for you to wear to convince them you aren't being held
prisoner.”

She perked up at that.

“Really slutty clothes,” he said with an
almost smile, “so they just think you're a kinky slut.”

“Great,” she sighed.
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Slaves were not involved in decisions the
pack made about important things like what to do about vampires.
Caitlin wasn't actually sure who was involved, other than Benjamin,
and since she was taken to Hannah's for another checkup, she wasn't
able to ask.

She did find out Matt and Sasha had managed
to get away, but then they were both higher on the power level than
Kyle and Amy. Hannah told her Benjamin's lawyers were dealing with
the police who had searched the mansion, and had already had the
warrant which had allowed it voided.

“The vamps are lazy,” she said, echoing what
Brian had said. “They didn't try to convince anyone in the normal
fashion. They just used their mind tricks on a judge and on a
senior cop. Now they can't find any justification for their actions
and are both in trouble. The judge declared his own warrant
unconstitutional, which isn't something which happens often.”

Caitlin was glad of that.

“You'll still have to speak to the police,
though, to convince them you aren't some kind of sex slave.”

Caitlin turned her head and stared, and
Hannah gave her a twisted grin.

“You do know you can leave any time you want,
right?”

Caitlin sighed. “I know. But to what? To
where? Sometimes I think being able to go wherever I want and be on
my own would be great, but it would also be... I don't know, so
incredibly dull and lifeless and bland. Anyway, I have lots of
stuff I want to do to that old house.”

Hannah snorted.

“It would be nice to go to the mall now and
then, though,” she sighed.

“Hmm, maybe I could arrange that.”

Caitlin turned in surprise. “You could?”

“Mental health day, perhaps,” Hannah
said.

* * *

She wore a skintight red sheath dress with
flouncy sleeves to meet the police. It was as thin as tissue, the
hem barely below her buttocks. Much of the front was see-through,
with strategic panels over the center of her breasts. Her nipple
rings weren't visible, but still quite obvious.

Amy, Sasha, dressed in something similar, and
wearing a bondage collar, and Daryn brought her in, introducing
herself as Benjamin's girlfriend. She was outrageously sexual, made
Caitlin – and Sasha, blush several times with her open talk about
their sex life, and easily convinced the two police officers they
were all a bunch of perverts.

But willing ones.

And, of course, the instant she got back to
the house Caitlin had to peel the dress up and off, kick off the
shoes, and be the naked slave girl again.

Oddly, she didn't really resent it at all. In
fact, getting off the dress felt somewhat freeing.

She wasn't allowed to wear anything but the
collar, at least for now, but getting back into the routine of
cleaning the place, and servicing the men, and occasionally women,
was a relief on several levels. She found she didn't really mind
taking orders from Daryn any more, or servicing her sexually. Daryn
was just a very impressive – person.

And that evening Matt took her, by leash, up
to the master bedroom, spreadeagled her in the center of the bed,
and strapped her down tightly before winking and leaving.

Ten minutes later Benjamin showed up, grinned
at her, and quickly got naked himself.

“Well, little slave girl,” he said as he came
to the bed. “It's been an exciting day for you.”

He sat on the edge of the bed and ran a hand
lightly across her torso.

Caitlin gasped, and felt her pulse pick up at
once.

“An exciting week, in fact,” he said. “I
understand you've come to understand a few things with regard to
Daryn.”

Oddly, the reference didn't chasten her or
even slightly push down the rising heat she was feeling.

“Yes,” she gulped. “Sir.”

His lips quirked up higher. “Being a very
obedient little slave girl, aren't we?”

“Yes, sir!” she breathed.

His hand enveloped her left breast, squeezing
gently, then slid up along the nape of her neck and through her
hair.

“I feel a new acceptance in you, slave girl,”
he said.

“Daryn is very... convincing.”

“Yes, she is that,” he said with a wry smile.
“She convinced me letting her have you for a few days was
considerably better than having you cast out or killed by the pack.
They're not dumb, you know, and they have their own ideas of how a
slave is defined.”

Caitlin felt a sudden sense of anxiety at his
words, though she had known what was causing Daryn's reaction, and
also what might have happened to her.

“I did insist you not be harmed,” he said,
“Physically or emotionally.”

He leaned in and let his tongue and lips
trace a line up from her knee, curing along the inside of her thigh
to just short of her pussy.

“S-she just made it … obvious... how much
higher on the power grid she is than me,” Caitlin said, panting
softly.

He skipped her pussy, his lips and tongue and
then his teeth pushing into her belly as he growled low in his
throat. His left hand slid up to cup her right breast. His fingers
closed on the nipple ring and pulled up gently.

“Oh!” she gasped.

He raised his eyes.

“Does that hurt?”

Surprisingly, it didn't actually hurt a
lot.

“I... they seem to be … healing... quickly,”
she gulped.

He snorted. “Well, Daryn did the work
herself.”

She blinked uncertainly.

“With her incisors, the same way the vampires
did it months ago.”

Caitlin stared at her nipples.

“In were form,” he said, tugging on both
nipples. “No germs, and very, very quick healing.”

“Wha – what happened with Jeremiah?”

He raised his eyebrows. “That isn't the
business of slaves,” he said.

He plucked at her nipple rings, stretching
her nipples out.

“Suffice to say you can go outside again.
What's left of his kiss are basically shattered and scattered. That
might prove troublesome in future when someone new arrives to take
advantage of the power vacuum, but things should be quiet for a
while.”

“Wh-what did you do to him?”

His eyebrows rose. “What makes you think I
DID anything to him?”

She snorted.

“We resolved our differences, and that was
that. Nothing for little slave girls to worry about.”

He bent and licked lower, down along her
abdomen, then let his wide, thick tongue slide across her
clitoris.

“Oh!” she gasped.

He chuckled low in his throat and
continued.

It wasn't just his tongue, though that was
amazing. The strange, heavy ball hanging over her clitoris was
producing a startling sensation as his tongue slid across it. It
seemed to roll and slide deliciously between his tongue and her
clit as Benjamin's tongue lapped sensuously at her.

He licked her for some seconds, then sat
back, smiling down at her, watching her chest heave, her face a
mask of heat and passion.

“Maybe I'll go watch TV now,” he said.

“B-bastard!”

He chuckled softly. “Someone is looking to be
disciplined.”

“Someone wants to be fucked!” she moaned.

“Well now, if that someone is a slave girl
that really isn't up to her, now is it? It's up to one of her
masters. And maybe she might be used sexually, if someone was
looking to reward her, or perhaps satisfy themselves. But certainly
no one cares about satisfying a slave.

He slid up her body, licking and kissing, but
also nibbling, his teeth chewing lightly, teasingly, especially
when he got to her breasts. She felt him pushing into her and
groaned in pleasure as he spread her sex wide and slid deep.

He put his elbows apart on the bed to take
most of the weight of his upper body, while his lower body ground
softly against her, his cock moving inside her.

“Now was there anything else you wanted to
discuss?” he asked genially.

His chest pressed down against her breasts,
pillowing them out between them, and he simply lay there, his cock
stuffed up inside her, grinning far too complacently.

Caitlin glared up at him, but managed to hold
her tongue.

“Because I'm quite willing to discuss
anything you'd like to discuss for as long as you'd like to chat
about it.”

She continued to glare at him, though much
distracted by the fullness inside her.

“I could even talk about English football,”
he said. “Do you have a favorite team?”

“No!” she gulped.

“You're sure? I'm really interested in
soccer.”

His hips gave a little rolling motion that
pulled his cock back a couple of inches, then sank it back into her
to the base, and Caitlin moaned softly.

“You're lucky my hands are tied!” she
gasped.

“Or you'd do what, exactly? Something
impertinent?”

“Maybe you need a spanking, Benjamin! And
what is your stupid last name anyway? I don't even know it!”

“Your lack of knowledge is not my fault. You
could have found that out easily enough since you've been living
here for months.”

His hips pulled up a little and then dropped
back, grinding against her.

Caitlin gasped.

“I do love what you did in the hall,” he
said. “I expect you to redo the entire place in a similar
theme.”

She gaped at him.

“I imagine it will take a while.”

“A while!? It will take freaking years!”

“Well, good thing you're going to be around
for a while,” he said.

He drew his hips up enough to draw half the
length of him out of her, then pushed himself back fully again.

“Got any ideas?” he asked.

“If I wasn't tied up – !”

He grinned, then reached above her and
unsnapped the straps from the shackles. He eased up and back,
drawing himself out of her, then reached around and removed the
straps from her ankles as well.

Caitlin didn't move at first, then felt, as
he smirked at her, that she had to. She sat up, glowering at him as
he sat there on his heels.

“If you think – !”

And then he .. pounced … on her. She squealed
as he leapt atop her, growing ferociously as his lips found her
mouth and his weight threw her back onto her back, crushing her
beneath him. His mouth was hungry, savage, against hers, bruising
as his tongue thrust eagerly at her own and his lips mashed down
against hers.

His powerful chest ground her breasts beneath
it as his hands both yanked back on her hair and roughly squeezed
her breast. His mouth left her mouth only to bite and suck and chew
at her throat, moving furiously, eagerly, his hands racing
everywhere. She felt him enter her, and shuddered as he began to
thrust deeply and powerfully.

She could only gasp and moan and cry out in
surprise and reaction as he thrust into her, then jerked up and
back, taking her with him, lifting her bodily so she was straddling
him as he sat on his heels, his hands suddenly jerking hers behind
her back and pinning them there.

An instant later he had her head jerked back
by the hair and was licking at her throat as he forced her body up
and down by the hair. He began to use the springs of the bed to
thrust up into her, to bounce her atop him, and then abruptly flung
her back again, sliding forward atop her, scooping her legs up and
back and jamming her feet back against the mattress above her
head.

He reared up above her, thrusting hard and
fast, his hips beating a tattoo against her upturned buttocks as
his cock speared her. Then he jerked back again, lifting her up to
straddle him again, his hands on her ass, jerking her up and down,
up and down, before throwing her back onto her back once more.

Almost instantly he flipped her bodily, then
yanked her thighs up and back, pulling her up to her knees. A sharp
slap on her bottom and he was pushing into her once more, falling
forward above her, his hands on the mattress as his hips thrust
into her hard and fast.

He leaned in licking along her shoulder,
along her throat and the back of her neck, then drew up and back
pulling her to all fours by the hair, slapping her bottom again as
he rode her. No sooner had Caitlin begun to settle herself for that
when he forced her face down into the mattress again, pounding
against her.

Then he sat back on his heels, drawing her up
with him, so she once again straddled him but facing away. Her mind
spun and her breaths came in ragged gulps and gasps, not sure what
he was doing or how long he was going to be doing it.

And then he threw her forward again, flipped
her and dropped atop her once more, burying himself deep.

And stopped, grinning.

Caitlin felt dazed.

“And what exactly would you do if you weren't
tied up, slave?” he asked calmly.

Caitlin felt as if her brain were spinning
around. She waited for it to slow, gulping in air, then after long
seconds of looking up at him, she raised her arms, sliding her
hands behind his head, and pulled his lips down against hers.
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	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



