
        
            
                
            
        

    



Devil’s Brand


and


Domain


by


Paul Moore


A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication


Copyright © 2005 Paul Moore


All rights reserved
















Devil’s Brand
















Book One
















Part One



 


 

He dropped his room key on the bureau and headed for the ice
bucket, thinking that a Martini would be good about now, or a gin and tonic. He
had forgotten to ask about the availability of room service, and doubted that
the hotel bar would be open anymore. Jet lag gave him a sense of late
afternoon, though the clock said early morning. He was thinking that he should
try to arrange transportation to the caverns, or find a guide. He was
distracted, and didn’t see the naked girl right away.


She was kneeling on the carpet beside the bed. Her back was
straight, and her gaze was fixed on the seascape across the room. Her hands
rested palms up on her knees, which were open to display her shaven sex. She
wasn’t entirely naked after all. There was a stainless steel collar around her
neck and the trace of a smile on her lips.


He saw all of this with a glance, then propriety tore his
eyes away and he turned to the window. “At least one of us,” he told the less
preferable view, a mere moonset over the Caribbean, “has wandered into the
wrong room.” His tone was jocular, a feeble attempt to erase her image from his
mind with humor. It wasn’t working. The blatant eroticism of her pale, pink
flesh was burned into his memory. 


He still believed that there was a reasonable explanation
for this. Years from now, he would share this story with friends. The punchline would be something like— “Can you believe it? The
lady was waiting in the room to surprise her boyfriend!” 


One rationalizes during embarrassing moments, searching for
the logic behind the surreal. He expected her to snatch up the bedspread and
drape herself, run from the room with a stammered apology, or order him out.


“You are Gordon Wheeler, Sir?” Her voice carried a slight
tremor. He feared that he had missed a cue. No one had taught him the proper
protocol for receiving collared girls in a hotel room, and his bad manners had
to be making her uneasy.


Her voice was musical, but her accent was as much of a
surprise as the girl herself. She seemed such a rare and exotic creature, like
a tropical butterfly, that he would not have been surprised if she communicated
with a trilling birdcall, or chimes, like Tinkerbell.
Instead, she spoke American English, with a flat Midwestern accent.


“Yes?” His trip to the island was no secret, of course, but
he hadn’t advertised it in the local paper either. 


“I am here for you, Sir.”


He pivoted on his heel, too abruptly; she startled slightly,
thinking he was angry. He softened his voice to reassure her. “I think that
perhaps there has been some sort of misunderstanding here. I never invited you
up to this room—and I’m sure that I would remember if we had ever met.” 


She flushed a little at this. He almost laughed. How absurd
that an unabashedly naked woman was disconcerted by a mere compliment. She
stared at the wall beyond him, unable to meet his eyes. He thought that she was
only being shy, shutting him out of her purview to pretend he wasn’t watching.


Her lack of eye contact made him feel entitled to stare. It
made her remote and impersonal, like an art object. His eyes wandered freely;
encouraged by the way she thrust her shoulders back to present her breasts. How
long had it been since such flawless skin and supple limbs were so openly
displayed for him? She was petite, a little under five feet tall, he guessed,
with slender arms and delicate hands. Her large brown eyes matched her hair,
which had been cropped close enough to expose the gleaming collar encircling
her long neck. Her features were pert and her chin slightly pointed, giving her
an elfin appearance. Her belly was flat. Her breasts were small but high and
well formed, with pale nipples that had grown erect in the air-conditioned
room. 


“Do you want me to leave, Sir?” He looked closely to be
sure, thinking that he saw the gleam of a tear in her eyes. 


He would have been flattered, if he were fool enough to
forget what the calendar told him and the mirror confirmed.


“Wait a minute,” he said. “I just need to sort this out.”


There was a phone on the bureau. He picked it up, heard a
dial tone, and fumbled through his pockets for the number he had been given
earlier. He started stabbing numbers, got it wrong, swore, and started over.


“Lestrade! What is this?”


Lestrade chuckled on the other end
of the line. “Do you like your gift?”


“Usually I find a mint on the pillow.” Gordon was trying to
be as cool as Lestrade seemed to be. 


The life of an art historian is seldom so blessed, but
Gordon didn’t want to seem too ingenuous. “A naked girl is not the sort of
amenity I expected!”


Lestrade seemed determined to get
a rise out of him. “If you don’t like her, I can send someone else—a male
perhaps. I just want you to feel at home.”


Gordon sighed. “I’m tired. I don’t care if it’s a joke or a
real offer...”


“The offer is sincere,” Lestrade
interrupted.


“Look, I’m sure you have some very quaint customs on your
little island, but this isn’t some third world country where the Pasha sends a
girl around to serve his guests. I hope you won’t be offended if I pay the lady
and send her home.”


Behind him, the girl caught her breath, stifling a cry. Lestrade’s words seemed to underline Gordon’s sudden
unease. 


“Don’t be hasty. Take a little time to get accustomed to her
face before you throw her out.”


“Perhaps she could serve as my travel guide,” Gordon
suggested. “I need someone who knows their way around the island.” He sensed
that rejecting her outright might place the girl in some sort of jeopardy.


Lestrade laughed. “Oh, she does
know her way around well enough, but if you insist on restricting yourself to
sightseeing, the waste of good pussy will be tragic!” 


“This is why you warned me that life is lived differently on
Domain,” Gordon turned as he talked, studying the girl with new interest. She
had been a surprise initially; then he had seen her as a problem to be solved.
An imp had been whispering obscenities into his ear all along, telling him that
the girl was a rare gift, and might be enjoyed without culpability. He had
ignored that voice until now.


With bitter self mockery, Gordon reflected that his
equipment was probably rusty from disuse, but if it could be polished, he
wasn’t likely to find a more talented or attractive volunteer.


“I tried to explain it to you earlier,” Lestrade
was saying, “but you were quick to remind me that you were an experienced globe
trotter who had eaten roast beetles in Africa and watched circumcision
ceremonies in Australia. I guess I underestimated your sophistication.” 


Lestrade was challenging him now,
teasing him a bit. “You told me that the population of Domain was drawn mainly
from European and American expatriates,” Gordon reminded him. “I assumed that
you would observe the same common law values and Judeo-Christian ethics. I
didn’t think that you would have concubines here.”


Lestrade laughed heartily.
“Concubines! That’s rich. Don’t flatter the girl like that. She’s a slave.”


The word fell heavily against Gordon’s ear. 


Slave—an atavistic word in an age of affirmative action and
sexual harassment laws, a legal impossibility, unthinkable, unimaginable...


Wasn’t it?


He had arrived on Domain in the middle of the night, his
helicopter settling on a private landing pad only a few hundred yards from the
hotel. Lestrade had shown him to his room before
retiring. Gordon had not seen the island by daylight. He knew nothing of the
people and customs here.


He remembered how difficult it had been to meet with Lestrade. Attracted by rumors that ancient cave paintings
might be found on a private island in the Caribbean, Gordon had investigated
and learned that the island had declared itself an independent nation. Mr. Lestrade, the ruler of this modern monarchy, was a
reclusive, eccentric billionaire who guarded the island’s secrets carefully. It
had taken Gordon several tries to arrange an interview with the man. Expecting
a tight-lipped fascist or a raving demagogue, Gordon was surprised to discover that
Lestrade was an avuncular charmer, a clever
businessman, and a cheerful iconoclast. 


Lestrade had an office on the
mainland, where he received Gordon warmly but repeatedly denied his requests.
He yielded finally, when he realized how passionate Gordon was about art, but
warned him that the island was a special place and might offend him with some
of its peculiarities. Even after Gordon re-assured him that he was only
interested in seeing the cave paintings, Lestrade had
insisted on running a background check that the FBI would have envied.


“How do the local authorities feel about your practice of
owning slaves?” Gordon hoped that his comment didn’t sound like a threat.


“I am the local authorities!” Lestrade
laughed. “I own the island, and established this little colony, so I suppose
that makes me a king of some sort. Slavery is completely acceptable here, and
commonly practiced. Domain is more like a private club than a nation. That’s
why I swore you to secrecy. We can’t have the place crawling with casual
tourists and curiosity seekers. Your invitation was a rare compliment. I
thought that you were worldly enough to handle our cultural idiosyncrasy.”


Gordon stared at the girl with eyes grown suddenly hot,
damning himself for the unwelcome erection that swelled against his thigh.
“She’s yours for the night,” said Lestrade. “If she
makes you happy, you can have her again tomorrow.”


“What if she doesn’t make me happy?” overhearing him, the
girl winced almost imperceptibly. 


“She will most likely get her ass whipped,” Lestrade chuckled. “You can do it yourself if you like. She
doesn’t even have to do anything to deserve it.”


“This is the twenty first century,” Gordon sputtered. “You
can’t keep people against their will!”


“Of course!” Lestrade was having
fun with him again, pretending to be filled with horror by his own villainy.
“What was I thinking! Ask the girl if she is being held against her will. If
she is, you can take her home and introduce her to all your friends at Amnesty
International and the ACLU.”


Gordon lowered the phone a bit, feeling foolish. He cleared
his throat. “What’s your name?” he asked.


The girl raised her eyes just enough to be sure that he was
addressing her. “It pleases my Masters to call me ‘Nymph’, Sir.”


“I’m going to ask you a question, Nymph. You mustn’t be
afraid to answer with the truth.”


“Slaves must always tell the truth, Sir!” said Nymph. She
seemed dismayed that he could expect anything less.


“Have you been kidnapped?”


“No Sir. I asked to serve on Domain. It is an honor.” She seemed
sincere, but he 


suspected that her answers were scripted.


“Are you being kept here against your will?”


She hesitated on that one, but she was only searching for a
correct answer, not evading the question. “I surrendered the right to leave
when I came here, Sir.”


“What if I told you that I could take you back to your home
tonight, and no one would try to stop us. Would you like to go home?” Gordon
caught himself speaking to her as though she were a frightened child. He was
feeding his natural instinct to aid and protect a defenseless young woman, and
striving to quell the darker impulses that clamored within. 


He was also beginning to wonder if he could even promise her
freedom. Domain was a sovereign nation, with its own laws. He might declare his
own rights under international law, but slaves are property. If he simply tried
to leave the island with her, the act could be regarded as theft. By their law,
just discussing her rescue might be a criminal act. His struggle with his
conscience wasn’tworking either. Even as he
contemplated her salvation, his thoughts were full of dark speculation. How
does a beautiful, naked girl express her gratitude? He was relieved by her
answer, and disgusted with himself for his relief.


“No, Sir. This is the place where I belong. This is the life
I must lead.”


The phone was away from Gordon’s ear. Lestrade
had been able to hear every one of 


the girl’s answers as well. In the frozen moment following
her last words, Lestrade’s voice came faintly from
the phone. “Satisfied?”


Gordon sighed. “I’m bushed. I don’t care if she stays. Can I
get a ride out to the caverns tomorrow?”


“How about the day after?” Lestrade
was sounding expansive now, after winning the debate. “You and Nymph can get
acquainted while you get over your jet lag. Those cave paintings have been
around for a few thousand years, they can wait another day.”


“All right.” Gordon was suddenly in a hurry to end this
conversation, feeling a need to be alone with this
woman. The imp was clamoring.“All night! All day! Give it to her, Stud! Make
her moan!” He felt like a cartoon character, with an angel preaching in one
ear, while the devil whispered evil promises in the other. 


Gordon didn’t remember saying goodbye to Lestrade.
He became aware of himself as he stood in front of the girl and considered his
next action.


She dropped her chin against her chest, bowing for him. He
wondered what aspect he had from her point of view. He towered over her. Even
standing, she would have touched his chest with her nose. The deep lines that
squinting into tropical suns had etched between his eyes made him look fierce,
probably. The thick muscles of his back and shoulders, grown from years spent
earning his way through school as a construction laborer, made him seem
formidable. She had no way of knowing that this stranger was a gentleman and a
scholar; that his wife had left him long ago for someone more exciting; that he
wandered the earth now, pretending to do research, but seeking only to lose
himself. Yet this trembling elf made him feel powerful, and stirred savage
impulses. He could, if he wished, simply lift this girl and toss her onto the
big soft bed, take her without any pretense of seduction or nicety of foreplay.
He became aware that these thoughts were arousing him, and his erection was
obvious to her, tenting his trousers inches from her face, yet he felt no
shame.


Sex slave—the phrase repeated itself madly in his mind,
along with its counterpoint—anything you want.


“What rules should I expect you to follow?” he asked.


“I speak when I am spoken to, Sir. All free men are my
Masters, and every free woman is my Mistress. I belong to Master Lestrade, but I am available to you, for as long as you
remain on the island, if that is your wish. I must obey all commands and
perform any acts that you demand. I must think only of your needs, provide you
with all pleasures, and endure any punishments with grace.”


“What makes you think that you will be punished?” Gordon
asked.


“I often am, Sir.”


“What do you deserve punishment for?” 


“Usually I do not, Sir. I am punished because it pleases my
Masters.”


Gordon sank into a chair. This was too much. “They beat
you?”


“Yes sir,” Gordon realized that she was barely suppressing a
smile. His shock amused her. Her mirth, he suspected, was exactly the sort of
sin that her Masters would punish. Was he being remiss by ignoring it? “Usually
I am simply paddled or spanked with a leather strap, but whips and canes are
used as well.”


A picture flashed across Gordon’s mental screen—Nymph, her
hair lank with sweat across her forehead, her eyes drawn with agony and
streaming tears as she dangled from her wrists, like a carcass hung for
butchering. Only a fiend could enjoy such a sight. Gordon squirmed in his
chair. His trousers were uncomfortably snug in the crotch.


“How long have you been a slave?” he asked, partly to
distract himself, but also to give structure to this bizarre encounter. He
still couldn’t believe that such a barbaric custom might persist in an
otherwise civilized country. 


“About two years, Sir.” She spoke with a sort of pride, as
though enduring years of abuse had been an accomplishment instead of an ordeal.


Gordon sat silently regarding her for so long that she began
to fidget. “What am I to do with you?” he asked, speaking more to himself than to
her.


“Whatever you wish, Master.” The words were well rehearsed,
a rote phrase painfully memorized, a slave mantra. He resisted an urge to
gather her into his arms and comfort her. She might consider the gesture a
sexual advance. He wasn’t sure that he would be strong enough to hold her off
if she responded. He sat up a little straighter in his chair. This was a
situation that called for direct action, not hand to hand combat with his
scruples.


 “I was thinking about
a gin and tonic when I came in the door,” he said. He had already noticed that
the room was equipped with a well-stocked wet bar, and this was one time in his
life that he really needed a drink.


She rose gracefully and glided toward the bar, where she
prepared a drink for him with the sure hand of an experienced barmaid. He
followed her with his eyes, intoxicated by his new license. He could look all
he liked, touch her if he wished. She was his!


Then he saw the brand.


It was only a white scar now, an old mark, seared high on
her left buttock. The shape and placement of the ridged flesh left no doubt in
Gordon’s mind that it had been deliberately inflicted. It was in the shape of a
stylized capital letter “D”.


Until that moment, a small voice in the back of his mind,
the voice of reason, had been able to argue convincingly that the whole thing
was an elaborate practical joke, some hazing ritual designed by Lestrade and the other island dwellers to trick unwary
outsiders. The brand made it real.


He felt a sudden flash of anger at Lestrade.
What sort of man could inflict agony and mutilation on this sweet girl? Worse,
how could an entire society sanction it? The people on this island weren’t
savages. They were rich and educated. In their native countries, slavery had
been banned for a century or more. 


Was it possible that this girl had really given her informed
consent to enter into this condition? Had she been seduced and betrayed? Was
the life she lived now exactly what she had anticipated? His understanding of
masochism was scant. He had always assumed that it was a self destructive
aberration. Yet the girl who now returned with his drink wore a beatific smile,
as though her collar and brand were mere ornaments.


When she knelt before him to hand him the drink, she noticed
the tremor in his hand, and again that look of smug amusement flickered briefly
across her face. He had control of her in every way, but she retained the power
to shock him with this indifferent acceptance of her condition. A sense of
humor is something a wise slave keeps to herself, but Gordon found it
endearing.


“Who did that to you?”


She didn’t ask him what he meant. Perhaps she had even
flaunted her brand as a badge of courage, knowing he would see. “All class A
slaves are branded by the whipmaster as soon as they
are sold, Sir.” Her smile froze tight from the stirring of unwelcome ghosts.
“Since Master Lestrade purchased me for his own use,
I was not auctioned, and he attended to the branding himself.”


“It must have hurt terribly!” Gordon chided himself for
being stupid enough to dwell on a subject that so obviously troubled her. 


She shrugged. “I fainted, so I don’t remember it too well,
Sir. I was well fastened. He didn’t want me to move and spoil the mark.”


Gordon felt unworthy to possess this girl. Her courage and
suffering had elevated her to a plane he could only imagine. He might as easily
have contemplated raping a saint.


“Are there many slaves here?” he asked, making conversation
to hide his confusion.


“Hundreds, Sir—male and female.”


“All of them are branded and collared?” 


“No, Sir. There are castes. The class “C” slaves are more
like paid escorts. They wear red silk around their throats to indicate their
status. Other than that, they dress as they please, and have the freedom to
decide who they will serve. They are never subject to physical discipline. Most
of them are wealthy women doing a bit of slumming while they shop for a
husband. Many of the men who come here seek only a beautiful woman to grace
their arm, share their bed, and amuse them with a bit of intelligent
conversation. I am surprised that Master Lestrade
didn’t send one of them to you, but it isn’t my place to question his
decisions.


“There are also class “B” slaves. They have contracts
limiting the length of their stay and their sexual availability. They are only
punished for cause. If they get seriously out of line they may choose between
banishment and demotion. Most choose banishment. They generally are employed as
domestics, laborers, or clerical workers. Some are artisans who enjoy the
chance to practice their craft without the necessity of selling their work.
They are allowed clothing, so long as they wear leather collars to identify
them.


“I am a class “A” slave. I am always naked. I serve anyone
my Master chooses, and may be punished for his pleasure. I am the lowest of the
low. Only class “A” slaves wear the iron collar and brand, but I think that the
Masters and Mistresses secretly respect us for our courage. It is a rare person
who dares to surrender all.”


He tossed half of his drink back without thinking, and drew
a shaking hand across his lips. The scent of her perfume was strong, and her
nearness enticed him. He extended his empty hand and touched her cheek. She
turned her head and kissed his palm gently. “I’m not like them,” he said
gently. “You don’t have to be afraid.” 


She smiled sadly. “I must fear and obey all Masters.” Once
again, she was giving him the safe and expected reply. He wondered if she had
been taken by other men who greeted her with sincere assurances, only to turn
cruel as her vulnerability seduced and corrupted them.


He finished his drink and set it aside, then took her head
gently between his hands and looked at her lovely face. He estimated her age at
twenty one, thinking ruefully that only someone of his advanced age could
consider her a child. Such angelic purity couldn’t possibly deserve this fate.
She was young enough to have been his daughter, if Sylvia hadn’t insisted on
remaining childless. He wondered what reckless impulse had damned this girl. If
he could tear off the stoic mask that disguised her, would he reveal the face
of regret?


Her blank stare was a wall as her eyes remained politely
focused away from his, distant as an actress onstage, even while his hands
strayed downward to caress the sides of her breasts. She reached timidly for
his zipper, but he placed his hand over hers to block the move.


“No!” he said sharply. “Not this way!”


She retrieved her hand as though she had touched something
hot. Her passive face displayed fear for the first time. “Forgive me, Master!”


He took back her hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. “I’m
sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you. What I meant was... That is... Look- I
have never been served by a slave before, and I don’t think that I like it. You
aren’t a sex doll. You’re a flesh and blood woman, with fears, desires,
personal history, a name! Show me that woman, if you remember her!” 


She sat on her heels, and color rose to her cheeks. Gordon
was sure that he had just broken some civil law, and that the local authorities
would knock on the door at any moment. One does not acknowledge the humanity of
a slave, or apologize to one, or inquire about its happiness. He consoled
himself with the fact that no one had been a witness to this sacrilege.


“I remember everything, Master,” she said softly.


Gordon sighed and rubbed his hands over his forehead. “Let’s
start over,” he suggested. “Why don’t you get up off the floor and fix yourself
a drink. Throw on one of my shirts if you’re cold. We may or may not have sex
tonight, but I’ll be damned if I tumble into bed without a couple of drinks and
a passing acquaintance with the paramour to be.”


She hesitated, and he realized that he had erred again. How
does a Master order a slave to be herself? She struggled with a directive
unfamiliar in her repertoire of conditioned reactions.


“You would like natural responses, Sir?”


“I don’t want to spend the night directing your every move.
I don’t want a robot. I want the company of a real live woman. I want you to
kick back and get comfy, listen to my lies and groan at my jokes, drink me
under the table and snuggle beside me in the bed. Can you get behind that?”


She nodded numbly, failing to address him properly in her
confusion. It was refreshing for him to find someone else at a disadvantage for
a change.


Considering his offer, she gazed wistfully at the bar, then
stood slowly and crept toward it. She threw a wary glance back at Gordon, as
though afraid that he would rebuke her for having the insolence to imbibe on
duty. He rattled the ice in his glass. “I would like another as well, please.” 


“Please” and “thank you” were words that she probably never
heard from her Masters, that was why he used them now. Tonight, at least, she
would remember how it felt to be treated like a lady. She seemed grateful for
the task he gave her. Helping herself to the liquor seemed less of a sin if she
could serve him at the same time. 


Gordon appreciated the irony. Most men offer a woman a drink
hoping that she will be easier to seduce. Nymph was already a “sure thing” sexually.
He needed to drown her inhibitions for another purpose. It was her heart he
wanted to know.


When she handed him his drink and started to kneel, he put
up a hand to stop her and gestured to a chair instead. 


“Slaves are not allowed to sit in chairs, Sir. We stand or
kneel to eat, and sleep on the floor unless invited into our Master’s bed.”


“Nonsense!” he roared heartily. The drink was loosening him
a little. He was feeling more like a host and less like the butt of a joke, and
wanted her at ease as well. “When you are with me, I want you to be a guest.
Eat what you like. Drink yourself silly. Use the bed for a trampoline!”


She sat gingerly, as though the chair might be hot, and
grimaced at the sharpness of the drink she sipped. “Have you come to Domain on
business, Sir?”


He groaned inwardly. It was the sort of question a
prostitute would ask, making small talk to please a john. 


“My story isn’t worth the telling,” he said. “I’m divorced,
no kids. I teach art history now and then, and spend the rest of my time
traveling on grant money to study ancient art. When I heard that cave paintings
might be found here, I contacted Mr. Lestrade and
asked to see them. It took a lot of arguing. He warned me that Domain was a
sovereign nation with a rigid caste system, and made me sign a lot of documents
swearing me to secrecy. Hell! I even had to get a blood test.” He dismissed his
past with an impatient wave of his hand. “I’m more interested in finding out
about who you are and how you came to be here, and, of course, I would like to
know about the cavern. Have you seen it? Does it exist?” 


She shivered, and he noticed that she had ignored his offer
of clothing. He didn’t press it. She wore her nakedness so naturally that
covering her would seem an obscenity. She swallowed more of her drink, becoming
accustomed to the taste. He realized that she had been too young to drink
legally when she came to live on the island, and felt an absurd sadness that
she had probably missed celebrating her twenty first birthday. It was probably
the least of her losses.


“I know the cave. It is an evil place. Many people suffered
and died there.” He left her words hanging. She was uncomfortable with this
topic. He rattled his drink to stir it.


“So what’s a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?”
he asked. 


She grinned, then put a hand over her face to stifle it. He
wondered whether the grin was her natural response, or the need to repress it.
“It’s a long story, Sir. You probably don’t want to hear it all.”


He did, but not right away, so he let that pass as well.
“Are you hungry?” he asked. “I’m sure this place has room service.” She shook
her head. “I could find you a robe, if you’re cold.” She shook her head.
“Anything?”


“Perhaps I could use the bathroom, Sir?”


“You have to ask?” he said incredulously. “Oh! You do, don’t
you? Sure, go ahead. I need a few minutes to settle in anyway.


She went into the bathroom and started to sit on the toilet,
then closed the door as an afterthought, perhaps to spare him the embarrassment
of watching her. When the toilet flushed, she opened the door again and asked.
“May I shower?” 


He was unpacking, busying himself to quiet the thoughts
clashing in his mind. “Yes, of course.” 


“Would you like to shower with me?”


He undressed, feeling self conscious about his body. He was
still powerful and fit, but middle age had made him slack in places that had
once been firm. He felt gross and hairy beside her daintiness, and actually
blushed as he stepped into the shower with her. The shower was huge. No doubt
designed for group use. Four heads sprayed water over them. “The island is well
supplied with geothermal energy,” she explained, as she worked a bar of soap to
froth in her hands. “We will never run out of hot water.”


She soaped him, exploring the hard muscles of his arms and
chest, circling him to lather his back, and dipping playful fingers between his
cheeks. His erection, having barely subsided while he was alone, sprang aloft
again. She giggled and stroked him with delicate soapy fingers. Her hands were
practiced, finding all of his most sensitive spots and stiffening him even
more.


He turned and took the soap from her. Her eyes widened with
brief alarm, as she feared that she had offended him by being too aggressive.
She relaxed when he ran his own soapy hands tentatively over her breasts. He
wondered at their perfection. She was a gift that a man of his age had no right
to expect. His slow examination of her body was reverent. 


“It’s yours,” she said softly. “Any way you want it.” She
molded herself to his palms as he cupped her breasts, tossing the damp hair
from her eyes and purring. Her eyes had grown narrow and unfocused, heavy
lidded with passion.


“Your skin is flawless!” there was awe in his voice. 


“I have been spared the lash for a week,” she said matter-of-factly.
“Master Lestrade wanted me to present myself
unmarked.”


Her words troubled him. He felt regret that this lovely
creature should suffer so terribly, yet a morbid curiosity nagged him as well.
He traced the ridges of her brand, confirming its authenticity, imagining the
sizzle of hot steel against this fine skin, the smell of burned flesh. She put
her hand over his and covered the scar with his palm. 


“Are you fascinated by my brand, Master? Many men are.
Usually they prefer to take me from behind, so that the sight of my brand can
arouse them.”


He wrapped his arms around her, intending a protective and
comforting gesture, but she moved his hands to her breasts. “You’re a
temptress,” he admonished gently.


Her nipples stiffened under his hands. “I try, Sir.”


“Gordon,” he corrected.


“Very well,” she giggled, “Gordon.” He was amazed at the
pleasure she gave him by speaking his name.


They dried each other and he ushered her out of the
bathroom. Confronted by the bed, he paused, unsure of the next step. Should he
kiss her, invite her to join him in bed, or simply command her to assume the
position most convenient for him?


“So,” he cleared his throat. “How does a Master spend an
evening with a slave?”


“It depends upon the Master’s appetites, Sir- Gordon.
Usually I am examined first.”


“Examined?” He was still struggling with the images she had
just conjured. He knew some of the perversities that the human mind is capable
of exploring. Which appetites had she been compelled to satisfy? He knew a
moment of guilt. He was one more Master with whims to indulge, one who wanted
her to pretend that they were lovers. When he was gone, she would still be a
slave, and his kindness would soon be forgotten. 


“The Master must know if my flesh is firm,” she explained. “He
tests my readiness to please, the availability of my orifices.” She put her
hands behind her neck and thrust out her breasts, widening her stance to expose
her loins. “I stand like this.”


His first impulse was to make some wisecrack, shatter the
deadly solemnity of the moment. She was seducing him, he felt, reminding him
with every word and gesture that she could deny him nothing. He had come to the
garden of delights and brought along too much baggage. He was just Gordon
Wheeler, Master of Arts, not Master of women; yet she enticed him to forget
himself and become another.


So he explored her with sure hands, tilting back her head
with a knuckle under her chin and peering into the mouth she opened for him.
Traditionally, he knew, a slave’s teeth are examined as a key to her general
condition. He had no doubt that she was healthy, Lestrade
told him that no one came to Domain without a medical, and Nymph had the sleek
look of a domestic animal that is well kept- as long as its keep is earned.


She ran a pink tongue quickly over her lips, wetting them,
and hollowing her cheeks as she opened her mouth, “My mouth is yours, Master,
to use for your pleasure.”


She smiled as she whispered it, and he saw no sign in her
face that she would not welcome the act. 


He had already examined her breasts, but he found them worth
a second look. Youth, not silicone, held them so proudly aloft. Her nipples
hardened under his fingertips. Her skin was lightly tanned, without the white
bands that a swimming suit would have left, fine grained, olive toned. Her
belly was flat. “I assume that birth control is not a problem?” He felt foolish
for asking such a mundane question at a time like this.


She allowed herself the trace of a smile. “I am safe and
clean in all ways.”


He traced the area under her navel with a fingertip.


“You weren’t surgically sterilized.”


“Illness,” she said simply. Again he felt the pangs of
guilt. This girl had a history, family somewhere, and private memories. Who was
he to exercise power over her?


Her mound was smooth to the touch. He wondered if it had
been waxed, or permanently depilated somehow. The outer lips pouted, barely
concealing the pink petals beyond. Her breath quickened as he stroked her
there. She was wet silk inside, and he could feel the opening contract as he
probed her gently, squeezing his fingers as though attempting to draw him into
her body. She sighed and arched her pelvis toward him. “Shall I display?”


He didn’t ask what she meant. He only knew a strong desire
to know this girl in every way, to explore her body, study her heart, touch her
soul. “If it’s customary,” he said, his voice suddenly grown husky. His to
command. 


She moved like a dancer, pivoting on the ball of one foot to
turn her back to him, and spreading her legs, she bent until her palms touched
the floor.


He found himself staring at her open loins, the delicate
labia glistening with her dew, her anus winking above. He noticed that her anus
had been lubricated with something, and the opening was not as tight as he
might have expected. He had denied the obvious until now. Nymph said that she
was available in all ways. Taking her in the rudest manner possible would be a
natural impulse for anyone bent on cruelty. He felt himself becoming aroused as
he imagined the many tears she must have shed while she was forced to please
others in this most intimate and painful way.


“I have been cleaned for you, Gordon.” She whispered, as he
brushed a tentative finger across her back opening. “It is customary to use
slaves in this manner, and you are most welcome.” There was no insincerity in
her voice.


Unable to contain the intensity of his emotions any longer,
he smacked her bottom hard. Even as he sat in awe at his own loss of control,
damning himself for taking advantage of her helplessness, he still caught
himself staring at the handprint that blossomed on her smooth bottom. She bent
one knee slightly, not to evade him, but to raise the other buttock in
offering.


“She is turning the other cheek!” he thought, and almost
laughed. Abruptly disgusted with himself, he snapped: “Stand up!”


He stood as well, and turned her with a gentle hand on her
shoulder. She rose on tiptoes to meet him as he bent to kiss her. She seemed
surprised by it, but responded eagerly. He held the kiss as he lifted her and
laid her on the bed. 


When he settled himself beside her, she slid down the length
of his body and engulfed his cock with her mouth. He was amazed by the variety
and intensity of sensation as she worked him. Her tongue danced over the
sensitive underside of his shaft, the entire length of it disappeared as she
swallowed convulsively. She teased the head with nips and nibbles. She sucked
his balls. She seemed to be enjoying the taste and smell of him, and looked up
at him with her large, luminous eyes, stimulating him until his erection was
almost painful.


Unable to bear it any longer, he gripped her shoulders and
pushed her away. “I don’t want to finish this way,” he said. 


She raised herself up and guided him into her. The slick
opening seemed to draw him in as she eased herself down. “Perhaps this way?”
she asked.


He thought that there might be a faint note of derision in
her voice, a flaunting of her power to make him weak with pleasure, but it was
only her own rising excitement. He had been wrong to assume that fear alone
made her such an ardent lover. He had overlooked the obvious.Only
a libertine would ask to become a sex slave. Her rhythm as she pumped herself
up and down seemed nearly desperate, as though she were drawing some vital
nourishment from him.


Further thought soon became impossible. She was working her
internal muscles now, clamping down on him and releasing him with each stroke
as she straddled his hips and churned her pelvis against his. Abruptly, she
lifted herself high and disconnected, but only for a moment.


“Or this way?”


He watched, eyes wide with disbelief, as she aimed him at
the tight eye of her anus and impaled herself. She winced slightly, then sighed
and relaxed as the opening was breached. There was a certain ego gratification
in the discovery that he was thick enough to cause her pain, and the fact that
she so eagerly endured it for him.


Then there was the raw physical pleasure of being gripped by
that hot tube of flesh, like a silk gloved fist, as
she began to undulate slowly. “Permission to cum!” she moaned.


“Granted!” he gasped, accepting her need to ask and aroused
by this evidence of the power he had over her.


She immediately began to spasm. He saw her stomach muscles
flexing as reflex made her grip him harder, until he could feel her pulse
hammering against his hardness. A deep flush spread over her neck and breasts
and she cried out softly. She had gone over the edge with no other stimulation
than his slow piston in her backside. He watched her toss her hair as she
abandoned herself to pleasure, more beautiful still in her extremity, a fairy
princess in orgasm.


When he came, the spasms were so strong that he sat up in
the bed. She leaned forward and met him with a kiss.


“Too soon!” he moaned.


She touched his brow. “You will enjoy me again whenever you
wish, Gordon.”


Awed by the ethereal nature of this being, he whispered, “Who
are you?”


“I am CAS 149,
a class A slave. It pleases my Master to call me Nymph.”


He took her hand and squeezed it, afraid that the magic
spell would now somehow be broken. “Stay with me tonight.” 


“As you wish.”


He was still inside her when he fell asleep.


“I want to paint you,” he said.


“What color, Gordon?”


He looked down at the face pillowed on his chest, bemused by
the musical sound of his name from her lips. “No, I mean your portrait, on
canvas. I brought my easel along and...”


He broke off, seeing her smile. She had understood him, and
was making a joke. “You’re teasing!” he said.


The smack he delivered to her perfect bottom was meant to be
a playful reprimand, but his hunger for her gave it added force. She flinched.


His first impulse was to apologize. Then he realized that
impudent slaves are always punished, and she knew it. She had been baiting him.
How often did a man make love to her without abusing her first? Punishment had
become a natural part of foreplay for her. Perhaps his gentleness had only
frustrated her greater need, and she was deliberately trying to provoke him.


A mad impulse gripped him, a desire to draw her across his
lap and flail at her saucy little bottom until his callused palm was stinging
and Nymph was bawling into the sheets. He wasn’t angry with her, the feeling
that welled inside him was much like something he once called love, but there
was a quality about her, an incorruptible chastity that magically survived the
depravity she had known. 


Yet the surrender in her eyes failed to disarm. It only
inspired cruel thoughts. Her branded ass advertised
her fitness for outrageous violation. This was a woman few men could hope to
possess. What man could resist the temptation to seek vengeance for all the
women who had teased and denied him, when license was given and the victim was
eager?


Gordon wanted to bruise her lips with kisses. He wanted to
hold her hair in his fists and pull her back upon his impaling cock. He wanted
to see the luster of tears in her beautiful eyes.


To hide his confusion, he asked. “Can we have breakfast sent
up?”


She was good at keeping her thoughts from showing on her
face, but Gordon thought that she seemed a bit contemptuous. Perhaps she had
followed the train of his thoughts and now believed that he had curbed his
compulsion from a lack of nerve. Had he? Or was he simply obeying the code of
conduct he had always believed in?


“Certainly, Gordon. We have only to call.” Her voice was
suddenly impersonal. He felt that he had failed her somehow. 


It was a timeless day that Gordon would remember for the
rest of his life. They ate. They made love. Gordon feared that Nymph was angry
with him. Her slave status was supposed to make her emotions irrelevant, but he
wanted her to like him.


He turned her affection back to him in bed, using her
aggressively and repeatedly. He took his cue from her compliance, and became
ruthless in his demands.


He knew that her responses were genuine. She called out for
permission to cum again and again. He made her wait once, while he drove into
her deep and hard, to see if her control would break. She held off until
permission was granted, then curled up until her forehead touched his chest,
shuddering and sweating, her tiny fists curled tight against his back, veins
swelling at her temples. 


He pulled out of her at the height of her orgasm. Her eyes
widened as she anticipated him, and she raised her knees to lift her bottom. He
eased in, astonished by the way she opened herself and drew him inside. 


She smiled tightly as he began to thrust, as though the pain
and humiliation of sodomy were trifles, tolls to pay on the road to
satisfaction.


He plowed her ruthlessly, drunk on her. Try as he might, he
could not summon the shame his finer instincts demanded, and even this feeble
guilt died as she nuzzled him and purred.


“Permission?”


The sun rose high in the sky, and Gordon saw people on the
beach, some of them naked, playing in the sun. Yesterday, he would have joined
them. He had daydreamed about swimming in the ocean and working on his tan
during the flight, but now he was jealous of the time he had alone with Nymph,
and reluctant to leave the sanctuary of this room. 


He instructed Nymph to take a seat, and arranged his
painting tools. When he looked up, he saw her sitting in the same stiff posture
she had assumed the night before. 


“Get comfortable,” he advised. “This will take awhile.” 


Without further coaching, she slumped in the chair and draped
her legs over the arm. It was the posture of an adolescent girl watching
television. Her nudity rendered the mundane provocative. He noticed that the
twist of her body presented her left buttock, displaying her brand. 


“Perfect!” he whispered. “Can you hold that?”


Her smile was a bit sad. “As long as you wish, Sir.”


He was sorry for the inconvenience to her, but reminded
himself that a sex slave might be forced to humor more unpleasant requests. She
had drained him sexually, yet he suspected that she would have joyfully
returned to his bed. 


“Tell me everything,” he said. “I want to know how you
became a slave on the island of Domain.”


He opened the window to let the scent of the ocean fill the
room. While the sun moved slowly across her body; Nymph sprawled in the chair
and talked for hours. Sometimes she smiled or laughed aloud. Sometimes there
were tears in her eyes and a quaver of fear in her voice.


This is the story she told:
















Part Two



 

The Devil rocked my cradle, that’s what Mama said, and Mama
was always right.


I was born in a small Midwestern town, I’m sure you never
heard of it. Mama named me Nadine Enid. Our surname was Lepid.
(Mama had a tin ear when it came to naming children. My sister’s name was
Elsie.) Everyone in town knew his neighbor’s business, and God watched them
all. Mama took me to church every Sunday, and sent me to Bible school all
summer. I attended a Protestant parochial school the rest of the time. It was
the sort of school where the football team prayed for victory before taking the
field. When they played the Catholic school, both sides prayed. I never knew
how God decided.


I hardly knew my Father. He sold insurance in the city,
leaving early and returning late. He went fishing or played golf on weekends.
When he was home, he hid behind a newspaper or watched television. I never saw
him kiss Mama, and I can’t remember ever being hugged by either of them. 


It was Mama who had the most impact on my life. The only
book in our house was her Bible. Our television was always tuned to the
religious channel. She taught me that I had been born a sinner and even a
blameless life would not save me if my heart was less than pure.


Every lawn in our neighborhood was neatly manicured; even
the rain gutters were swept clean. We all had picture windows with a vase of
flowers arranged in the sill, but we lived downwind from the foundry, and our
tap water stank of sulfur.


I can’t remember when I first became aware that I was not
like other people. They measured with a different stick. Friendship and approval
were important to them. They needed to have money and lots of gadgets to keep
them happy. They could gather in groups, teams, nations, whatever, and feel
somehow that membership in the group magnified them. They looked down on
outsiders. 


They never seemed to doubt themselves, and I doubted
everything. They loved social events, and I was a loner. They were ashamed of
their bodies, and I loved to run naked in the sun. They never allowed
themselves to entertain thoughts of sexual sin. I knew that I would be damned
for my perversity. 


When I was still very small, I would discard my clothing on
warm days and play in the yard without the discomfort of my confining dress.
Sooner or later, some outraged neighbor would call Mama and inform her that
“that child!” was exposing herself again. Mama would drag me inside and dress
me, warning me all the while of the devil’s temptations. I understood only that
there was some shameful secret I must conceal. Mornings that were spent sun
worshipping in the yard were usually followed by afternoons praying with Mama
in my darkened bedroom. 


I was given a fashion doll for Christmas one year. When I
undressed her, I was horrified to see a smooth, featureless mound where her
pubic area should have been. I had never seen anyone else nude, even my older
sister. She had escaped into marriage before I was born. I leaped to the
logical conclusion that the doll was anatomically correct. I was the one who
had been horribly deformed somehow!


This was the delusion of my early childhood, a fantasy born
of guilt and a poor understanding of Mama’s religion. Satan, I believed, had
cut the soul from my body, leaving a scar that would not heal, a cursed gash of
scar tissue. He was a clever surgeon, leaving behind a magic button sewn into my
cleft. It brought secret pleasure when I touched it. Thus he controlled my
thoughts. Images of the agonies waiting for me in Hell were the fantasies he
used to torment me. Shame and guilt were not enough to curb my compulsion. I
masturbated—sometimes several times a day—certainly in the secret darkness,
when no one could see my hands working furtively under my blanket.


I had been warned, of course. Mama taught me that pleasures
were sins, and the greatest of these was self pleasure. I felt cursed, unworthy,
bearing the devil’s mark. I used a hot knife between my doll’s legs to make her
look more like me. Mama made me get rid of the doll; which confirmed my
suspicions about my horrible disfigurement. I know now that I was simply a
sexually precocious child. When the neighborhood children gathered in a vacant
garage to play show and tell, I was the one who led the game, and was overjoyed
to discover that other girls were just like me. It was a minor victory in an
otherwise awful day. We were caught, and I was named as the instigator. Mama
accepted it as more proof of my corruption, and we spent several days together
seeking forgiveness. 


I kept a scrapbook hidden under my mattress, filled with
things that had special resonance for me. Collected within were news
photographs of female convicts being led into court wearing chains, groups of
naked women herded by concentration camp guards carrying automatic weapons,
clippings of news stories about young girls abducted and sexually abused, movie
stills from horror films depicting dungeons and inquisition chambers. I never
understood why these things, so abhorrent to any sane person, should be so
perversely attractive. Even when I became older and learned the mysteries and
mechanics of sex, I sensed that my yearnings were outside the norm. 


While my friends quailed with terror in the theater,
watching Count Dracula claim another bride, I shivered with delight. How would
it feel to be a demon’s eternal slave? They dreamed of moonlight and seduction.
I masturbated to thoughts of darkness and violation. I suppose that a
psychologist would say that I needed to purge myself of sexual guilt, but that
explanation is too simple. Master Lestrade says that
I was born to be a slave… 



 

I was a plain child. Dental braces disfigured my rare
smiles. Mama insisted on cutting my hair, and she was an indifferent barber.
When I complained about my “soupbowl haircuts” she
reminded me that vanity was a sin. Eventually, the braces came off and I
learned to cut and style my own hair. Time and nature took care of the rest,
but I still felt ugly and unlovable.


Vanity was an issue later as well. I discovered that I loved
to swim, and in high school I joined the diving team, thinking that it would
make me less of an outsider. I found joy in the sport. The precision and grace
of even the most difficult dives came easily. It was like air ballet. When I
won a trophy and proudly displayed it in my room, Mama threw it away. The next
day, I quit the team.


Like many girls, I considered becoming a nun for a time, not
because I embraced the faith, but because I wanted to experience the discipline
and Spartan conditions of the convent. I wanted to live a structured life of
duty, to suffer penance. It was the postures of submission that obsessed me,
the rituals, the strict rules, the surrender of self. I only abandoned the idea
when I realized that celibacy was part of the package


Ironically, it was this force fed religion that became a
source of sexual stimulation for me. My earliest pornography was an illustrated
book of Bible stories for children. There was a picture inside of Abraham about
to sacrifice his son. The boy was bound on the altar, looking skyward with
perfect trust as the knife was raised. I identified with that innocent in some
way I have never understood.


I studied the lives of the saints, and was fascinated by the
horrors they endured for their faith. Were the torturers moved by their
stoicism, or merely inspired? The church keeps a small company. The Devil has
legions. 


I started menstruating early, an event Mama had not prepared
me for, and my old fantasies of the Devil’s mutilation returned. Then my friend
Susan recognized the cause of my distress and explained the facts of life to
me. She called it “the curse”—how ironic.


She taught me many things, opening my eyes to possibilities.
We became close friends, until one day when we were wrestling together as
adolescents often do. She pinned me to her bed, and I could feel her breath hot
against my cheek. I raised my head and kissed her full on the lips. She leaped
from the bed, embarrassed, and mumbled something about her homework. We never
touched after that. She met a boy a few weeks later and we drifted apart.


Have you ever had a time in your life when all the threads
seem to unravel? For me, it was my seventeenth year. I found a letter from my
Dad’s secretary, declaring her undying love and reminiscing about their times
together. I realized that his late nights at the office had little to do with
ambition. Mama knew. That was why she murmured prayers in her empty bedroom
every night.


I got sick, really sick, and when it was over, the doctor
told me that my female organs had been damaged and I would never have children.
He thought I took the news well. He didn’t know that I was secretly relieved. I
didn’t want to pass my evil on to another generation, and I already sensed that
I would never lead a normal life. Anyway, I was never bothered by menstruation
again.


While my classmates were filling their bedrooms with
electronic toys and covering their walls with pictures of Hollywood icons; I
slept in a room that contained only my


clothing and a few simple toiletries. I would lock my door
at night and shed my pajamas to sleep naked. Sometimes I would throw my bedding
on the floor and sprawl across the bare mattress, enjoying the nighttime chill
on my skin. I would grip the spindles of my headboard and pretend that I was
bound in a cell.


My pleasures were secret. I sought out lonely places, deep
woods and abandoned houses, to meditate on my fantasies. Old cellars became my
dungeons, where I cast off my clothing and wrapped rusty chains about my limbs,
imagining that I was shackled to the crumbling concrete walls. In the center of
an immense hay field, I discovered a flat boulder that became an altar for my naked
flesh, where I would spread myself in the sun to await the dagger.


I experimented with various objects and devices, seeking
masturbation aids. I bought handcuffs in an army surplus store, clothesline
from the hardware, vegetables from the grocery. I tried self-bondage, but no
bindings that I could unlock or wriggle out of approached the true confinement
I longed for. I whipped myself with willow wands and spanked myself with
paddles. The sting was arousing, but self-inflicted pain was a poor substitute.
I could lighten the blows or stop when the pain was too much. Without an
accomplice, I was only playing at submission, preparing myself for a calling
that I had no hope of realizing. I was alone with my sickness.


I could not permit my self to
entertain any hope that my dark dreams would ever become real. Mama taught me
to pray for the things I wanted, but what was I to pray for, and to whom should
I pray?


I made myself available to boys, selling myself for the
price of a movie or a cheeseburger. Word got out that I was easy. I never felt
anything for any of them except Brad.


I was still a child then. I see you smile at that, Sir.
True, it was only four years ago. In your eyes, I suppose, I am still of a
tender age. Much has happened in my life since then. In some ways I am much
older than I was.


I thought that I had at last found true love, and
entertained hope that he might free me somehow. I allowed myself to trust him
enough to reveal some of my fantasies. He let me know that he considered “that
bondage crap” disgusting. I teased and dared him and even threatened to
withhold sex. (You can imagine how desperate I was. Going without was harder
for me than for him.) He played along for awhile because he wanted to fuck me,
but it soon became too much for him. I wasn’t happy either. I couldn’t force
him to become sexually dominant, any more than I could turn away from the
obsessions that drove me.We split. He spread the word
that I was a sicko pervert, and the other students
began to whisper together when I passed them in the hallways.


I became a rebel—truant, disrespectful, and cynical. I
suppose that I really wanted someone to take me by the scruff of my neck and
put me in my place. I was taken to the church for counseling instead. They put
me with the other misfits in a youth group. During breaks, we would sneak out
to the parking lot to blow grass. We were caught.


My arrest was the first time in my life that I had ever felt
the control I sought. I was scared, of course, thinking that I might be sent to
prison where I would end up stabbed to death by some crazed crack addict. At
that time, I was even still concerned about what my parents might say. Yet the
cold metal of those handcuffs around my wrists had me wet between the legs all
the way to the station house.


The police fingerprinted me. The matron who strip-searched
me made a rude comment when she discovered that I was wet between the legs. I
spent a night in a cell, caressing the bars and furtively playing with myself
in my cot after lights out.


In the morning, the judge sentenced me to five days of
community service and released me into my parent’s custody. Mama grounded me
and prayed over me. I spent a week picking up trash beside the road and wearing
one of those ridiculous orange safety vests. An officer of the court sat in his
car and watched me to see that the job was done right. I amused myself with
chain gang daydreams to pass the time.


On the morning of my eighteenth birthday, I packed a few
clothes into a knapsack and moved out. Mama tried to stop me. Maybe she felt
that I might still be redeemed somehow. I picked a fight with her to make the
parting easier. I said a lot of things about sanctimonious hypocrites,
adultery, and small minded bigots until she was crying over the remains of my
birthday cake. I slammed the door on my way out, and never saw Mama again.
Another commandment broken.


There wasn’t much money in my bank account. My friend Susan
let me live with her, but after about a week, her mother began to drop hints
that “that girl” wasn’t particularly welcome, and I moved on. 


 Susan’s Mother
arranged an interview for me with the owner of a local riding stable. I met him
in the pine paneled office he had partitioned off in his barn. He was an older
man- lean, weathered, and soft spoken. I thought he was shy, but he was merely
indifferent. . They told me that he was an expert at gentling nervous horses.
Apparently, my reputation had preceded me, because he was a bit gruff with me.
He made it clear that I was not to smoke in the barn.


“Tobacco or anything else,” he said.


“You’re not the first screw-up to work here,” he told me. “I
get them here fresh from halfway houses and reform schools all the time. Most
of them don’t last a week. You ain’t a runaway are
you?”


“No, Sir,” I said. “I’m eighteen now. I’m of legal age.”


He smirked. “Old enough to know better,” he said, “but maybe
too young to resist.” 


I flushed a little and told him that I wanted to make a new
start. I asked humbly for a chance to show him what I could do, and reminded
him that it was unfair to pre-judge me.


That seemed to mollify him a little, and he leaned back in
his chair to look me up and down.


“It’s hard work,” he said. “Sure you’re up to it?”


“You won’t know what I can do unless you try me out.” I drew
myself up to my full height and put my shoulders back.


He grinned at that. I never knew if it was my bravado he
found so amusing, or the way my tits stuck out under my tank top.


“I guess I’ll find out what you’re up for soon enough,” he
chuckled. “You can bunk down in the hay loft. The missus wouldn’t want another
woman running around the house.” His arm swept around him to indicate the
office. “You can see I have a kitchenette and shower here. You’re welcome to
use them. Clean up after yourself.”


I grinned back at him. “Yes sir!” 


I slept that night in the loft, where I piled up a wall of
hay bales for privacy and spread my sleeping bag on a mattress of loose hay.


I loved the ancient barn, with its high rafters and sweet
hay, and it fed my fantasies. What would it be like to be strung up by my
wrists from a beam, dangling like a butchered beef, available to the patrons?


I didn’t mind the work. The smell of horse manure is not so
different from the smell of freshly turned sod, and I was getting into great
physical condition. The horses fascinated me. How amazing that such a huge
beast could be so thoroughly domesticated! I weighed ninety pounds, but I could
handle them with a little rope and a lot of bluff. 


The work was hard. Through the summer, we put hay in the
barn. I wasn’t as strong as the rest of the crew, but I did my part. Even when
I wore gloves the twine blistered my palms. I felt as though all that sweating
was flushing me clean of my impurities, and was actually flattered that the
other workers began to regard me as one of the guys. It was the first time that
I had been given a chance to earn friendship and respect. I began to think that
I might become more normal. Maybe there was a place for me in the world after
all. It was such a pure and innocent time, a time of country air and summer
sun, drinking beer and bouncing around the fields in the back of a rusty
pickup. I never knew anything like it again.


At night I would lie in the loft and listen to the horses nicker below me. What would it be like to be one of them? I
imagined myself tethered in a stall at night and controlled by day, wearing
only the bit and harness, quivering at the touch of a wrangler’s hands. I often
slipped into the tack room to fondle the carriage whip and let it slither
through my fingers. Then I would tear myself away from these fantasies and
return to the loft, where I tried in vain to keep my fingers from straying. 


One hot afternoon, when the last load of hay was in the barn
and the other hands had all gone home, I went into the boss’s office to shower.
I was exhausted and sweaty, and had been tossing back more beer than usual that
day, because of the heat. That was why I was so slow to react when my boss
suddenly strode up to the office door and burst through.


His timing was perfect. I had just stripped off my socks and
was standing totally naked, reaching through the shower curtain to turn on the
water. We both froze for a minute, looking surprised. In such situations, it’s
customary for a lady to shriek and cover herself with her hands. A gentleman is
expected to turn away. We didn’t do either of those things. He just stood
looking and I just dropped my hand from the faucet and looked back.


It seemed to me that his eyes narrowed, as though he were
reading my mind and seeing something that he had overlooked until now. 


“I was just coming in to…” he gestured vaguely toward his
desk.


“It’s okay,” I said. “I can shower later.”


“No hurry,” he muttered, “I’ll come back.” Yet he made no
move to leave. He stared so long and hard that I finally dropped my eyes.


“Do you like what you see?” I tried to sound offended, but
my voice came out all wrong. I sounded as though I really wanted him to
approve.


“Very much,” he said. When I looked up again he was gone.


Our paths didn’t cross at all the next day, but I was up in
the loft resting in the evening when he came in from the house and called up
the stairs to me.


“I want to see you in my office, Nadine”


I was shaking a little when I stood up and brushed the hay
off my jeans. I was afraid that he had decided I was too much of a temptation
to keep around, and I couldn’t afford to lose my job right now. I told myself
that he just wanted to apologize for walking in on me the day before.


He was seated behind his desk when I came in, and
deliberately ignored me for a minute while he cleared some of the papers from
his desktop.


Finally he looked up. “I just wanted you to know that you
have been a pleasant surprise to me, Nadine.” His grin was a little too broad
to be sincere. “Most of the punks I get in here don’t know how to do an honest
day’s work.”


“Thank you, Sir,” I was suddenly shy. Something in his
manner had changed. He wasn’t looking at me the way he used to. I looked at the
floor. Maybe it was the situation, standing before my superior, that banished
the cockiness I had come to feel recently, a self assurance that comes from
hard work done well. All my old fantasies kept trying to creep back into my
mind. I shifted my feet, rubbing my thighs together to quench the spark they
inspired. “I am very grateful for any chance to prove myself.”


“You’re a fine looking girl.” His voice was husky. There was
no doubt in my mind that he was remembering how I looked naked.


It was time to make it clear that my job wasn’t worth taking
any crap from a married boss. I should have said something to let him know that
I was flattered by his attention but completely unavailable. I didn’t look up.


“Thank you, Sir.” 


He stood up slowly and walked to the door. I thought for a
moment that the interview was over and he was about to usher me out. Then I
heard the door latch click. 


“Maybe you would like to show me how grateful you are.” He
said softly.


In the years since then, I have often wondered if
submissives send out some sort of signal that attracts dominant partners.
Perhaps we even coax latent cruelty out of the kindest souls. Maybe it’s like
Mama always said, Satan is easily invoked and swift to bargain.


It wasn’t just keeping the job. Barn cleaning is hardly a
resume enhancer or a career. I can’t say that I wanted him, though he was somewhat
attractive in a rough-hewn way. I hadn’t been with a male since I broke up with
Brad, but that’s no excuse either. It was only his self assurance that kept me
from shoving him aside and wrestling the door open. He knew that I could be had
by anyone who claimed me.


“What do you want?” My voice quavered a little. I think the
sound of it turned him on even more.


He chuckled. “I want to see what I saw yesterday.”


I turned to face him. One frightened glance up at his eyes
told me that he wasn’t going to let me out of that room unless I started
screaming for help. We both knew that I wasn’t about to do that.


I kicked off my shoes. “All of it?” My crotch was buzzing.


“Buck naked,” he said.


It only took a minute. I stripped off my tank top and
skinned out of my jeans and socks. My panties were damp in the crotch. I pushed
them down and kicked them away, angry with myself for being so easy. Tears were
burning the corners of my eyes. My dreams of redemption and new beginnings died
in that moment.


He didn’t touch me right away. Instead, he walked slowly
around me, looking his fill and letting the anticipation build. I looked at the
floor and trembled. 


He stopped in front of me and lifted my chin. I closed my
eyes when he kissed me. Feeling his tongue dance lightly across my lips, I
opened my mouth and invited his probing tongue, meeting it with my own. I could
feel his rough palms kneading my breasts, his fingernails flicking across my
nipples until they stood erect. 


He pulled back from the kiss and twisted my nipples hard
enough to make me suck air through my teeth. I arched
into it.


“Like it rough?” he rasped.


“Yes, Sir.”


“So do I.” His hand trailed down the length of my belly,
circling my navel and cupping the mound below. A finger slipped into me,
testing me for dampness. “Yeah, you like it.”


He wiped his finger on my thigh and put his hand on my
shoulder. I looked down at my bare feet and his dusty boots, watching
mesmerized as he slowly lowered his zipper and drew out his cock. Even
semi-erect, he was thicker than any of the adolescent boys I had known before.
It was purple and angry looking.


“Make it hard,” he said.


I didn’t have to ask him how, and he didn’t have to tell me
twice. I dropped to my knees and began to tease the head of it with my tongue.
It was salty, smelling of sweat. I opened wide and took a deep breath as I
swallowed him down, retching slightly as I struggled to get him past my gag
reflex. He helped me with a hand on the back of my neck. 


He picked me up and set me on his desk. I reclined there,
lifting and spreading my legs, the hardwood desk cold against my back. I
thought about how he had carefully cleared his desk when I came in the door. He
had been so sure, even before we spoke.


I looked at him once, just in time to see him tearing the
foil wrapper from a condom with his teeth. Suddenly ashamed, I looked away.
Then he was in me, and I could only think of the sweet torment of that first
cruel thrust.


He rode me hard. A hand under each butt cheek lifted me and
pulled me back to meet him. I stared up, watching the ceiling fan spin lazily
as I rocked. My fingernails clicked on the desktop. There was no passion in
this coupling, no caresses or endearments passed between us. It was service,
pure and simple. Yet I found myself gripped by an intense orgasm almost
immediately. 


He paused a moment to let me recover. “Hot one, ain’t you?”


“Yes, Sir.” 


He began thrusting again, deeper now as he swelled with
increasing excitement. I came again before he finished. He stayed inside,
pinning me down with his bulk. I turned my face away as a drop of sweat fell
from his nose and stung my cheek.


Abruptly, he smacked my bottom hard with his palm. I jerked
a little, but refused him the satisfaction of knowing how sharp the sting was,
or how much it turned me on.


“This will be our little secret,” he said.


“Yes, Sir,” I whispered. I didn’t trust my voice.


He backed away and pulled out, ripping off the condom and
tossing it to the floor. He shook the final drops of his cum onto my belly
before tucking himself away. While he zipped up with one hand, he reached with
the other into his back pocket and fished out his wallet. He slapped a twenty
dollar bill down on top of his cum.


“Clean up before you leave.”


He turned at the door and grinned at me. “See you tomorrow.”


I spent a long time just lying there on the desk, until my
breathing slowed and the sweat dried and I started to get chilled. Eventually I
raised myself up and wiped my crotch with the twenty. I threw it on the floor
next to the condom, and went up to the loft to have a good cry.


Later that night, I went back downstairs and threw the
condom away. I wiped all traces of our coupling from the desk and floor. I
rinsed off the money and used a hair blower until it was dry enough to put in
my wallet, promising myself that I would save it up until I had enough to get a
place of my own. If I was going to be his whore, it would count for something.


After that, my boss began coming out to the barn every
evening. Some nights, he would come to the foot of the stairs and call me down.
I would enter his office and find him sitting at his desk dealing with
paperwork or talking on the phone. He would nod at me and I would lock the door
and strip. No conversation was necessary. He wasn’t interested in anything I
might have to say, and I didn’t have to be told what he wanted. 


I crouched in the kneehole of his desk and gave him blowjobs
while he talked on the phone. He fucked me standing up, bent over his desk, or
sprawled across it, or lying on the floor with my clothes pillowed under my
hips to raise them. Sometimes he came up to the loft in the middle of the
night, where I was sleeping naked in the heat. I would see his silhouette in
the moonlight and throw my blanket aside. 


I came to hate his arrogant indifference. He didn’t care
about who I was or what I needed. He just used me and tossed me aside when he
was finished, but he always found me wet and willing, and the relentless piston
driving into me never failed to wrench me with powerful orgasms.


One night I heard angry voices coming from the house. The
boss’s wife, loud and accusing, and the boss, more defensive and subdued. He
didn’t come to the barn that night—or any night after that.


 


Artemis Hobbes rode into my life astride a huge black
gelding named “Diablo”.


She arrived each morning at nine, stepping out of a long,
black German auto, nodding to the uniformed chauffeur who held her door, and
letting her slow gaze take in the stable yard before striding on. I suspected
that her pause was deliberate, a way of affirming her mastery over the giant
who waited patiently to close the door behind her.


She usually wore a silk blouse and knit breeches tucked into
knee-high riding boots. She always carried a leather riding bat, which she
tapped against her boots during moments of impatience. She was about forty, but
as trim and supple as a girl of my age. (How many women that old can wear
stretch pants?) Her hair was long and dark, wound together and pulled back
behind her neck. 


Maybe it was her air of amused arrogance, or the tender way
she stroked Diablo after a hard ride. Maybe it was the ruthless gaze that
sometimes found my eyes and held them captive while I steadied her mount. Maybe
it was the absent minded way she flexed her bat when she surveyed the yard. 


Whatever, I had a raging crush on her in no time. Determined
to capture her attention, I rose early one morning so that I could have Diablo
brushed, bridled, and saddled when she entered the stable. I was standing in
the aisle, feeling proud of my initiative, and hoping that she would be
grateful. Then I saw her come through the door and grew suddenly shy. I lowered
my eyes as I handed her the reins. She took them without a word, but I could
feel her eyes on me as I turned quickly back to my chores.


Later that day, I was pushing a wheelbarrow loaded with
manure across the yard when I felt someone staring at me. I looked up to see
Mrs. Hobbes engaged in earnest conversation with my boss. He was speaking, but
she was only giving him part of her attention. After I dumped my load and
started back, I glanced their way again. This time, I felt sure, both of them
were looking at me.


The next day, when Mrs. Hobbes found me and Diablo waiting
for her again, she put a hand under my chin and lifted my face until we were
eye to eye. I had to look up; she was a head taller than I.


“When I failed to tip you yesterday,” she said, “I thought
that would be the end of this.” Her tone was puzzled, but I thought I could
detect a trace of amusement on her face. (So close! The aristocratic nose widening
to catch my scent, one brow lifted in a quizzical arch, the cruel mouth; I had
seen this face in my dreams.)


“I wasn’t expecting a tip, Mrs. Hobbes,” I said shyly.


“Do you do this for all the customers, then?”


“No, Mrs. Hobbes.”


She stood there for a long moment, as though reading the
secrets behind my eyes, perhaps guessing that my deferential manner was
uncharacteristic.


“I see,” she said softly. She took the reins, brushing my
hand with her fingertips, then mounted the horse swiftly and trotted away.


I watched her go, then found the pitchfork and started my
chores. Thoughts of her filled my mind.


The next morning, while I was brushing Diablo, (He didn’t
really need it, but it gave me an excuse to touch the animal she sat upon. Such
is the madness of sexual obsession.) Mrs. Hobbes burst through the stable doors
half an hour earlier than usual.


We were alone in the barn. The regular guests normally
didn’t arrive at this hour. It was a time I cherished, the cool of the day,
when the mist rose from the pasture. She broke that peace.


“He isn’t ready!” she snapped.


I hadn’t heard her approach. Perhaps she had been watching
me when I closed my eyes and rested my head on the horse’s back where her
saddle had been. I turned, startled and blushing. I could have replied curtly
that she was ahead of schedule, or that saddling her horse was more of a favor
than a duty, but I sensed that she was testing me in some way. It was vital for
me to remain in her grace, even while I defended my dignity.


“I’m sorry, Mrs. Hobbes,” I said politely. “I’ll attend to
it now.” I turned and bent over to lift the saddle from its tree.


The blow was swift and unexpected.


The hard shaft of her riding bat whistled squarely across
the seat of my jeans with a report that made Diablo flinch. “I would appreciate
haste, please,” she said sweetly “I’ve had a trying morning, and I need to feel
the wind in my hair.”


The shock of the stroke, a surreal contrast to her tone of
voice, froze me for a heartbeat. It was long enough for me to conclude that she
felt some attraction for me, but she was expressing her resistance to this
knowledge, and the frustration it caused her, with this enthusiastic love tap.
Her honeyed words were a way of letting me know that she wasn’t genuinely
angry. It was only later that I realized her act was calculated and deliberate.


I don’t know if it was this belief that brought tears to my
eyes, or the swiftly rising pain that followed the stroke. It was a real
scorcher.


One second passed, and my life changed forever. Instead of
looking reproachfully over my shoulder and threatening her with legal action, I
lowered my head a little more and murmured.


“Yes, Mrs. Hobbes.”


I didn’t look at her as I saddled the horse and threaded his
ears through the bridle, but I could feel her gaze, and imagine her fondling
the bat with fingers that itched to strike again.


She cupped her hand briefly over mine as she took the reins,
then disappeared amid a flurry of hoofbeats.


An hour later, I finished the barn work and headed for the
creek. There was an isolated spot I had staked out earlier, where a bend in the
creek had laid down a sand spit screened by a willow grove. I liked to swim
there in the heat of the day. It was a refreshing way to get rid of the barn
smell. I stripped and swam, then lay among the trees to rest. I was still damp,
and enjoyed the cool breeze on my skin. I spread my legs to feel the air
between them. It was vaguely arousing, and I stretched my limbs toward the
nearby trees until my fingers and toes could touch the trunks. I closed my eyes
and pretended to be bound to the trees, obscenely open to the sun and sky.


I thought about my future. My boss had continued to buy my
silence during the weeks that he had been using me, but he had taken me for
granted as time went on, and the payment had ended as soon as my services were
no longer required. I still didn’t have enough cash to get a place of my own,
but the nights would soon be too cold for sleeping in the barn. There was no
possibility that the boss’s wife would be inviting me into the house for the
winter, and even less that I would go crawling back to Mama. I thought about it
long and hard. Thinking, I fell asleep.


The Devil was coming to claim his own. I could hear the
heavy tread of his split hooves on the sand. I lay frozen in place as he
appeared, hovering over me, his skin the color of blood, huge horns sprouting
from his head, two thick cocks erect above his furred legs. He grinned,
displaying sharp teeth, as he bent between my open legs to sniff.


Diablo snorted and woke me. 


I opened my eyes and sat up. Mrs. Hobbes was staring down at
me, her face nuzzling Diablo’s neck as she rested her elbows on his withers and
smiled.


“Lovely view,” she said.


I jumped to my feet, thinking how horrible it was for her to
find me flaunting myself like this. I looked around for my clothes, then
remembered that I had left them by the creek, and would have to get past her to
retrieve them. So I just stood there with my eyes on the ground and muttered,
“I didn’t expect anyone else to be here.”


Perhaps, in my most secret thoughts, I had. I knew that she
often rode off in this direction. Maybe I had deliberately placed myself where
she might find me, or the evil force that seemed to direct me had issued an
invitation I was helpless to refuse. 


She made no allowance for my mortification.


When I realized that she was enjoying it, my traitorous
brain shifted gears. This was so like my fantasies. I stood on display, naked
before a mounted woman, acutely aware of the riding bat tucked under her arm.
There is no excuse for my next actions, only my own perverted lust can explain
them.


I widened my stance subtly, making it seem casual, as though
I were simply shifting my weight. My arms had been folded instinctively across
my breasts. I lowered them, then took a deep breath and arched my back to raise
my breasts; while my head dipped just a little lower.


She didn’t say anything for a long time. If my wanton
attitude offended her, she would have ridden away. When the seconds stretched
into minutes, I knew that she was admiring me, and my flush deepened. I was
aware that she was stroking her hand thoughtfully over the horse’s neck. I
envied the lucky animal.


Abruptly, she nudged the horse into a walk and rode slowly
around me until she had a full view of my other side. I flinched a little as I
felt the leather slapper on the end of the bat trail gently over my ass.


“I left a mark on you,” she said, “and you didn’t react. Now
a touch has you dancing.” 


I couldn’t think of an honest answer that wouldn’t be a
confession, so I said: “You surprised me.”


She chuckled. “You surprise me, too. Most girls would be
scrambling into their clothes about now.”


“Most ladies would have left me sleeping,” I said evenly.


 This brought a laugh.
“You’re right, we’re both shameless. I like your wit. I was beginning to think
you had no spirit.”


“Horses have spirit. Women have mettle,” I said, repeating
something Mama often said.


“I think perhaps you do have mettle, but I suspect that it
has yet to be tested. What’s your name, girl?”


“Nadine Lepid”


“Oh no, that name doesn’t suit you at all. A creature who
cavorts naked in the forest should be called Nymph. How old are you, little
Nymph?”


“Eighteen,” I said. I was still trying on the idea of a new
name. From my high school biology, I seemed to remember that a nymph was also
an adolescent bug. I wasn’t sure if I liked the tag.


“You look younger,” she said, “hardly more than a child.” I
let her words hang, and raised my eyes to stare across the sand to my clothing
pile. Should I dress? Should I turn and face her and continue the conversation
at less of a disadvantage? I felt drained of will, unable to take any of the
actions normal propriety called for. She wanted to see my naked body. I stood
and let her look. Diablo pawed the ground impatiently until she quieted him
with a soft command. 


“Mr. Sanders said that I might find you out here,” she said
at last. “I want to offer you a job.”


“What sort of job?” I tried not too sound eager. Just
sitting in her saddle behind me, this woman was making me wet. I told myself to
be careful. It would be too easy to let wishful thinking seduce me into
misreading her cues. 


“I need a cleaning girl. The young lady who did it before
has moved out of the country. It’s drudgery, and the pay is low, but meals and
a room go with it.”


“I would be living with you, then?” My heart was racing. Was
it possible that I would see her throughout the day? I would know her more
intimately than family, wash her laundry, clean her bedroom, see her when she
dragged herself, yawning and scratching, down the stairs for morning coffee. 


Again she voiced that low chuckle, as though my tone had
betrayed my thoughts. “It’s not much. I understand that you are accustomed to
reduced circumstances, though. Mr. Sanders showed me your little . . . nest.”


Her last word dripped contempt, yet I quickened with
excitement. She had sought me out, talked to Mr. Sanders about me. She had seen
the place where I slept. Perhaps she had even touched some of my few
possessions. A bond was growing between us. We shared things. How delicious it
would be to perform the humblest tasks for my beloved, and earn an occasional
smile.


“I would have to give notice,” I said.


“No need, Mr. Sanders already has a replacement in mind, a
nephew who wants a bit of hard work to straighten him out.”


It wasn’t hard for me to figure out the truth. With his wife
pressuring him to get rid of me, my boss had asked around and solved the
problem for all of us. I suppose I should have been hurt that he could dispose
of me so neatly, but my feelings for him barely stretched beyond contempt. I
doubt he even suspected that I had an obsession for this woman. I started to
turn to face her. This job interview was bizarre enough. We should be
discussing this face to face. She touched me again with the bat, and I faced
forward, obeying her unspoken command. 


“You show promise,” she said softly. “Your cleaning job will
be entry level, but your situation may change after I discover your
qualifications. I will, of course, dismiss you immediately if you fail to meet
my standards.”


“I won’t fail you,” I said earnestly.


“So easy to promise,” she said. “You don’t know what a bitch
I can be.” 


“Maybe I won’t mind finding out.” I couldn’t believe what I
had just said. What perverse impulse had inspired this impudent remark? 


Her answer was a laugh, full throated, deep. My pussy
throbbed with yearning. “If my instincts are correct, you are most definitely
the right girl for the position. I will be riding for another hour. If you
aren’t waiting by my car when I leave, you won’t be going with me.” 


“Yes, Mrs. Hobbes.”


Diablo’s hoofbeats were soft
thunder on the mossy ground as she rode away.


An hour later, I was waiting beside her car. The chauffeur
glanced up from his newspaper as I approached. He looked me up and down, taking
in the faded tee shirt and jeans, the old canvas shoes that were beginning to
fray, the bedroll and bag. 


He favored me with a very smutty grin. Perhaps he had been a
witness to my humiliation earlier, or knew a dirty secret. He said nothing, but
he used the dashboard switch to pop open the trunk. I stowed my bags and closed
the trunk carefully. (I had never touched that much automobile before.) He
returned to his newspaper, leaving me to stand mute and anxious beside the
limo. 


Mrs. Hobbs took her time coming back to the car. Maybe she
wanted to give me time to change my mind. She could see me from the stable
doorway, where she stood chatting with Mr. Sanders. He glanced my way a couple
of times. He hadn’t seemed surprised or upset when I told him I was quitting,
and waved away my attempt to apologize for not giving notice. I was fairly sure
that they were talking about me at least part of that time. Just before she
left, she handed him something. 


The chauffeur started to get out of the car when he saw her
coming, but she called to him. “Don’t bother, Morris.” 


She glanced meaningfully at me. I opened the door with a
little hand flourish to cover my embarrassment. I realized that I had no real
understanding of my job description, and I would probably make a few mistakes.
Mrs. Hobbes raised one eyebrow, and my hand dropped. I dropped my eyes as well.
Apparently decorum was expected. I stood stiffly holding the door while she
settled herself in her seat. 


When she tapped the cushion beside her with one perfect
fingernail, I did my best to combine speed and grace getting in. The car glided
away.


We sat silently for so long that I became uneasy. Mrs.
Hobbes stared out the tinted windows, thinking.


“Was Mr. Sanders upset with you for taking me away?” I
asked. I knew he wasn’t, but I wanted her to say something.


“Not at all,” she murmured. “I was just paying him for
boarding my animal.”


I was about to say something complimentary about Diablo when
she seized the car phone and called someone.


“Mrs. Allen? Hello, this is Temi
Hobbes. I have just hired another girl to replace Marie. She is a bit smaller,
but I thought perhaps you could alter Marie’s wardrobe to fit her... That’s
right. The same uniforms, and perhaps a few other items as well. When can you
come in to get her measurements?... Two would be fine. Goodbye.”


She disconnected and dialed again. “Mrs. Griswold, we will
be home in ten minutes. Tell Johnny that we will be holding a staff meeting...
That’s right. I have hired a new girl” Mrs. Hobbes dropped her free hand to my
knee and stroked my thigh absently. It was the same way I had seen her stroke
Diablo while she was talking to me earlier.


She laughed into the phone. “Be patient. First we have to
see what her qualifications are.”


It was a Tudor mansion set well back from the road, screened
by thick hedges and defended from unwelcome visitors by a high iron gate. I
held the door for Mrs. Hobbes after I got out of the car, proud of myself for
learning at least this much of my job. Mrs. Hobbes rewarded me with a smile as
she emerged from the car, and turned to Morris. 


“Park the car and join us in the library.”


The huge front door opened as we approached the house and a
beefy older woman greeted us. “Did you have a pleasant ride, Mrs. Hobbes?”


“Excellent! I captured a woodland creature that was swimming
in the creek and brought it home.”


The maid turned her attention to me and studied me
critically. “Another stray? Do you think it can be domesticated?” she said
dryly.


Mrs. Hobbes paused in the doorway and turned to look at me.
“Oh yes. She is very responsive.”


I blushed. There was no way this woman could know what
passed between me and Mrs. Hobbes at the creek, but I was afraid that she would
read the whole story in my eyes.


Mrs. Hobbes crooked her finger and beckoned me into the
house. I was still looking at her vast foyer, thinking that I would need a step
ladder to wash the leaded window above the door, when she said: “The library is
to your left. In the middle desk drawer you will find notebooks and pens. We
will need three of each. I will be down after I shower and change.”


I took a moment to gawk at the house when she was gone. I
had only seen places like this in films. The ceilings were at least ten feet
high, and the walls were paneled with oak. Paintings covered the walls—not the
sort of cheap dime store prints I was accustomed to, but originals. I
recognized some of the artists.


The spiral staircase went up and up to a hallway that echoed
with her footsteps as she went into her bedroom.


The shelves in the library were so high that there was a
ladder mounted on a track around the top shelf so that they could be reached. I
understood why she needed help. Just dusting all this had to be a full time
job. 


I found the notebooks with no trouble. They were pocket
sized, with spiral binders. The drawer was filled with them. I wondered what
possible use she could have for them.


When I turned from the desk, I saw three people standing
behind me.


Morris, the chauffeur, stood with his hands clasped in front
of him. He was broad, inches over six feet, and fierce behind his reddish
beard.


On his left was the maid. A dwarf stood to his right wearing
coveralls that had been neatly tailored to fit his shortened limbs. There was
something flawed about the expression on his face. He appeared to be retarded,
or slightly schizophrenic. His hands were moving in his pockets. 


“She’s purty!” he drawled.


“Stow it, Johnny,” Morris growled.


The maid sniffed. “She doesn’t look very sturdy, do you
think she is up to the test?”


“She has mettle,” said Mrs. Hobbes ironically, as she swept
into the room. She threw me a cold smile, teasing me with the memory of our
interview. I smiled shyly back. I couldn’t meet those predatory eyes, but I
feasted on the rest of her. 


It was a simple dress, black, tight where it should be, a
soft knit that described the woman below with four letter words. I wanted her
to want me.


She turned toward the others, “This is Mrs. Griswold and
Johnny, my gardener, you already know Morris.”


“How do you do?” I bowed formally.


“This is Nymph,” said Mrs. Hobbes. I opened my mouth to
correct her, then thought better of it. This was a new life. I should enter it
with a new name.


The staff murmured a greeting. There was something
speculative in Mrs. Griswold’s eyes. Morris displayed nothing. Johnny licked
his lips


“Nymph, pass out the notebooks, please.” said Mrs. Hobbes.


I gave each of them a notebook, wondering if I should have
taken one for myself as well.


“As the junior member of the household, you will be
answerable to all of us,” said Mrs. Hobbes. “You will respect my staff as you
respect me, and obey their directions immediately without question or
complaint. You will notice that all of them are dressed in the uniform of their
office. You will be given a uniform to wear as well, as soon as Mrs. Allen
completes the alterations. Your attire will be a symbol of your rank. I expect
you to dress properly at all times. 


“Your performance will be graded. The rest of the staff will
use these notebooks to mark down any of your mistakes or infractions. Do what
they tell you.”


“Yes, Mrs. Hobbes.”


“Take some lunch. Then you may begin by polishing my boots.
They are dusty from the trail. The seamstress will be here to measure you at
two.”


I was giving the boots a final buff when Mrs. Griswold came
in. “The seamstress is waiting for you in the library,” she said. 


She picked up the boots and nodded at her reflection in
them. “Good job, hurry along now.”


The seamstress was a fussy little woman who reminded me of
my Aunt Edna. She smiled tightly when I entered the library. “Perhaps you
should close the door,” she said.


As I shut the door, she picked up a measuring tape and stood
fidgeting for a moment. “Mrs. Hobbes wants these measurements to be accurate,”
she said shyly. 


I frowned, perplexed by her hesitation. 


“Of course.”


“It will be necessary for you to disrobe.”


I giggled. It wouldn’t be the first time that day that
another woman had seen my charms. 


She was feeling more inhibited than I was. I shucked my tee
shirt and jeans and kicked out of my shoes. I wasn’t wearing socks.


“I think the panties can stay,” she said quickly, as I
hooked my thumbs in the waistband to pull them down. “They are rather thin.”


I smiled at that. My collection of panties had been selected
with boys in mind. This pair was little more than a black gee string. I was
getting a perverse thrill out of shocking her. 


With a nervous little cough, she set to work. I spread my
legs and raised my arms while she taped my waist, hips, and bust, my inseam and
sleeve. “You are a tiny little thing,” she remarked. Then she took measurements
that I hadn’t expected, my neck, wrists, and ankles. She flushed scarlet when
she passed the tape through my crotch to measure me from navel to tailbone. She
wrote my sizes down in a small notebook, just like the ones I had given the
staff earlier.


I wanted to ask her why she needed to be so thorough, but I
remembered Mrs. Hobbe’s warning about asking
questions. I didn’t know what else Mrs. Allen might enter into her notebook.


“It’s probably none of my business,” she said, as I started
to dress.


“Excuse me?”


“It’s just that—well—you seem like a nice girl, and I am
wondering if you know why you are here.”


“I’m the new cleaning girl,” I said brightly.


She shook her head. “I know there is more to it than that.
Mrs. Hobbes pays me a good deal more than this job is worth, and part of that
is to ensure my discretion and lack of curiosity. You’re not the first girl I
have dressed.Every few months there is another. I’m
not so sure that all of them simply quit and move on.”


“Maybe they just don’t measure up,” I suggested. I let my
tone of voice tell her that I intended to prove my worth. I was beginning to
suspect that this was a test. Maybe Mrs. Allen had been planted to see if I
could be frightened off. I decided to guard my responses.


“That may be all,” she agreed. “Please consider your choices
carefully.”


“I already have. This is where I belong.”


She sighed and packed her gear. “Youth is always so certain.
Just be careful, dear. There is something unnatural about this place.”


At seven o’clock, Mrs. Griswold led me upstairs to my room
in the attic. It had been a long and very strange day, taking me from stable
hand to cleaning girl in only twelve hours. My heart was soaring. True, I had
been kept busy through late afternoon into evening, doing chores that Mrs.
Griswold disdained, and had probably neglected since Marie left the household.
Mrs. Hobbes had not crossed my path since introducing me to the others before
lunch, but I knew that she was somewhere in the house. Being near her was
enough for now, knowing that the stove I cleaned would cook her breakfast
tomorrow, and the floor I scrubbed would feel the soles of her feet. Would she
think of me when she pulled on her boots in the morning?


The room was small and sparsely furnished, but a palace
compared to the loft I had been occupying. I thanked Mrs. Griswold for showing
me there and set my bags down to have a look around. The single bed was already
made up. I stowed my few belongings in the dresser. On top of the dresser was
an arrangement of silk flowers. A silk butterfly was clinging to the blossoms.
On the wall above was a painting of a young girl, running gracefully through a
forest. She was nude. Her head was thrown back in laughter, and she was
glancing back over her shoulder at the lover who pursued her. A shaft of
sunlight illuminated her, but the woods behind her were in deep shadow. I
couldn’t quite discern her lover, but I could imagine him, laughing as well,
aroused by the chase.


I set the alarm clock on the bedside table for six. My work
day was to begin at seven, and I didn’t want to be late on my first day. I had
given Mrs. Griswold no cause to report me yet.


Like most old attics, it was poorly insulated, and the heat
of the day had collected there, filling the room with the odor of dry wood and
dust. When autumn came, it would be chilly up there. The room had one small
window that would not open. I looked out of it and saw Johnny far below. He was
piloting a riding mower as though it were a full sized tractor, and singing off
color songs off key. 


The dwarf was like a fairy tale character to me, as were all
the people in this house. I remembered Rapunzel in
her tower, Cinderella hidden from the prince. Was there a happy ever after for
me here?


I wasn’t troubled when I noticed that there was no lock on
my door. No one in this household was likely to steal my pitiful belongings. If
Mrs. Hobbes trusted her employees, I could, too.


There were two doors opening off of my room. One was an
empty closet, where my uniform would soon hang. The other door revealed a
toilet and sink. Mrs. Griswold had already pointed out the shower I was to use,
one flight down at the end of the hall. I needed it now. The odor of the stable
was still in my hair.


I showered, and was headed down the hall in my bathrobe when
I passed Mrs. Hobbe’s bedroom and noticed that her
light was still burning. A quick glance up and down the hall told me that I was
alone, so I paused a moment with my ear to her door. I could hear a page turn
and a soft clunk as a drinking glass was set on a table. I imagined Mrs. Hobbes
in her bed, propped up with pillows, enjoying a nightcap and reading herself to
sleep. I had overheard Mrs. Griswold telling Morris that Mr. Hobbes would be
away on business for at least two more weeks.


Was she lonely without him?


Dangerous thoughts. I hurried up to my room where I settled
into my bed and was soon asleep in spite of the stifling heat.


In the morning, I reported to the kitchen and ate with the
other hired help. Their conversation was animated, but didn’t include me. I
didn’t mind. I planned to earn their respect, and didn’t need their friendship.



I was doing the breakfast dishes when Mrs. Hobbes left for
the stable, and I didn’t see her at all that day. Mrs. Griswold set me to my
tasks and only checked on me from time to time. I was still determined to prove
my worth, and she only nodded approval at my efforts. Her notebook stayed in
her pocket.


Evening found me standing outside Mrs. Hobbe’s
bedroom door again. Fretting in an agony of indecision. Did she sense me as
well? Was she waiting for me? There was only one way to rescue myself from this
madness. I took a very deep breath and tapped on the door.


There was no answer for a moment. I was beginning to think
that she had not heard me. She was asleep already. I was turning to leave,
grateful that my impulsive act had failed, when a voice came through the door.


“Yes?”


I began to tremble. What had I done?


“It’s me, Nymph.”


“Come in.” 


I opened the door with a shaking hand.


She lay upon a huge four poster bed. There was a brandy
glass on the table beside her and a book in her hand. I took two timid steps
into the room and stood waiting while she marked her place in the book and set
it aside.


“Well?”


“I was on my way to bed,” I began. Nervousness put a catch
in my throat. I cleared it with a cough and continued, “I noticed that your
light was still on, and I wondered if you needed anything.”


She stared at me so coldly and so long that I was considering
flight. I glanced up at her quickly, trying to read her temper. Her bedcover
was pulled up to cover her breasts. Her shoulders were bare above. How did she
dress for sleep?


“Why are you here?” she said at last.


“I thought you might need something.” I repeated. 


It even sounded lame to me.


“I want the real reason,” she demanded.


I looked down at my bare feet. “I wanted to see you.”


“Why?”


I shrugged, a child caught in a lie. “I’m sorry to disturb
you. I was out of line. I’ll be going now.” I turned toward the door.


“Not until you answer my question,” she snapped.


I froze. Why hadn’t I rehearsed this scene in my mind as I
stood in the hall? Had I really expected a warm reception? Words failed me.


“You came to tuck me in, didn’t you?” her voice mocked me.
“Were you hoping for a good night kiss?”


My fists were balled at my sides and tears were welling up
in my eyes. “I’m sorry!” I quavered. 


“Come here,” there was impatience in her voice. I wondered
if she would let me stay one more night in her house or send me packing
immediately. With dragging steps, I crossed the room and stood beside her bed.


“What are you wearing under that robe?”


I had been expecting a lecture, or worse, dismissal. The
question was a surprise. 


“Excuse me?”


“The robe, what’s under it?” I turned red. 


“Just me.” 


“Take it off. When you offer yourself to someone, you should
be properly dressed.”


I didn’t know if this was a prelude to some humiliation, a
real “dressing down” so to speak, or if she was actually considering my awkward
proposition. I untied my robe and let it drop.


“Well? What are you waiting for? You wanted a good night
kiss. Come and get it.”


A smile would have tempered her challenge, made it seem like
a lover’s game. Her face was implacable.


I was trembling and blinking back tears by now. Come closer
so Granny can see you better. A smile was tugging at the corners of my lips,
the terrified grin of a child who seeks to disarm an angry parent with a
display of helplessness.


I leaned over her, thinking that she might simply give me a
dry and dismissive peck before reminding me that she was, after all, a married
woman, and it never would do for her to be messing about with the hired help. I
would be admonished for my behavior, and forgiven. I hoped.


Her arm shot out from under the covers and grasped a handful
of my hair. I opened my mouth to cry out with surprise, but she covered my
mouth with her own. I felt her tongue dance lightly over my lips before
plunging deep into my mouth. I tasted brandy.


Fear and passion, the line between the two is fine. In an
instant, my puss was tight and wet and my body was humming like a plucked
string. Yet it wasn’t her kiss that drove me wild, it was the pressure of her
hand on the back of my neck. 


The kiss ended abruptly when she jerked me away by my hair
and stared into my eyes. Hers were blazing.


“This is what you want, isn’t it?” she used her free hand to
flip back her blankets. She was naked. “You like those breasts. You want to
suckle them. Go ahead. Take those nipples in your mouth. Bite them a little.
Make them stand hard.” Her voice was a menacing rasp.


Her hand in my hair directed me as she pulled me against
her, but I needed no urging. My mouth was already opening wide to devour that
silky flesh. My tongue was already darting out to worry her nipples.


She guided me down, letting me feel the strength of her arm
as I left a trail of eager kisses across the soft skin that covered the hard
muscles of her belly. Down, until the musky scent of her sex filled my nose and
pubic hair brushed my lips. My hands fluttered at my sides, wanting to caress
her, but afraid to profane her with a touch.


“Go on. Pleasure me.”


I raised my hands to her breasts, cupping them with my palms
and fingering her nipples; while below I fed on her nectar. Her clit was large,
swollen with heat. I could feel it pulse against my tongue. She had both hands
on my head now, gripping me hard, holding me captive while her hips bucked
against me. 


“Yesss!” she hissed. “Put your
tongue in my hole. Fuck me with it. Like that! Oh! Yes! Suck it!”


She arched her back and gripped the sheets beside her.
Looking up, I could see the spasms that wracked her, the veins swelling in her
forehead as she glared down at me with eyes that appeared to be filled with
pain or rage. 


“Enough!” she cried suddenly, and pushed me away.


I sat back on my heels at the foot of her mattress. glowing
with reverence and pride at my wonderful accomplishment. My face was slimy, yet
wiping it would have been sacrilege. I had been anointed. I would let it dry
where it was, in order to carry her scent with me. She had done nothing to
return my attentions. She had not even touched me below the neck. 


I felt complete anyway. The devil had heard my prayers and
sent this cruel goddess to be worshipped. It only seemed natural for her to
scorn my needs. Her power was increased by her indifference, even as mine was
diminished by my devotion. “In the morning,” she said drowsily, “you and I are
going to have a little talk.”


I watched her curl into a fetal ball and draw the bed covers
up to her chin. I waited for her to speak, to dismiss me or beckon me to her
side, several minutes passed before I realized that satisfaction had put her to
sleep. Wanting to be near her, but afraid to presume too much by crawling under
the covers to snuggle against her, I simply stayed where I was, and slept
curled at her feet like a spoiled pet.



 

Sir, I see that your glass is empty. Shall I fix you another
drink before I go on?
















Part Three



 

“Bad dolly! Bad! Bad!” My fashion doll was across my knees,
her evening gown was up and her panties were down. I was spanking her
energetically with my index finger. I couldn’t recall her sin, but it was
unforgivable. Hell wasn’t hot enough for her; she must suffer alive as well. I
set her down hard on the dollhouse porch. “You stay right there till I get
back!” I warned, then scurried downstairs. My tears of rage nearly blinded me,
and I stumbled the last two steps into the basement, where I took dad’s hammer,
(He was never home to use it anyway) and a baby food jar filled with brads. 


I stormed into the bedroom and tossed the hammer, nails, and
doll onto the bed. “Get right out of those clothes this very minute, young
lady!” I ripped her dress getting it off. “A bad little girl like you doesn’t
get to wear nice things!” I stripped her bare, until the scorched plastic
showed, the place where I had deflowered her with a hot paring knife. She had
the devil’s brand—like me.


Even my curses and abuse could not erase her plastic smile.
I threw her in the dollhouse where she tipped over a chair and landed ass up.
“You stay in there!” I screamed, as I slammed the dollhouse door. “You stay
just like that!” Most of my hammer blows were wild. “Forever!” Some hit home. 


“And ever!” Enough to drive the nails. “AND EVER!” I nailed the door shut.



 

***



 

“Coffee.” said Artemis Hobbes.


Someone was rapping on the door. A toe was in the cleft of
my cheeks, up against my anus, prodding me. I sat up, remembering, and turned
toward her with a smile forming on my lips. 


She snapped her fingers and pointed impatiently to the door.
“Coffee!”


I leaped from the bed and was bending to snatch up my robe
on the way when Mrs. Hobbes spoke sharply.


“Leave it.”


Reluctantly, I dropped the robe, but I managed an attitude
change on the way to the door. It was Mrs. Griswold out there, of course,
bringing the morning coffee. It would be fun to see the look on her face when I
greeted her. I threw the door wide and reached for the tray with a formal
little bow. “Thank you, Mrs. Griswold. I believe that I can take it from here.”


Her face registered no surprise. The fact that I was there
should have been enough to open her mouth. My nudity should have shocked her.
She only raised one eyebrow when she first saw me, and the frown lines in her
forehead deepened slightly at my flippancy.


Then I glanced down at the tray I was taking, and I was the
one who was surprised. On the tray were a silver coffee pot and a plate of
muffins. There were two cups and two saucers. Mrs. Griswold had known, somehow,
that she would be bringing coffee for two, even before the tray was set. Forces
were at work in this household that I was still unaware of. Like a rat in a
maze, I had been allowed to think that I was making choices, but the path was
inevitable, and my destination was already known. I looked up at Mrs.
Griswold’s face and saw mockery there, barely masked by condemnation. She
didn’t like my attitude, or me and she wanted to see me get what I deserved.


I hoped that she would leave and take her stuffy disapproval
with her, but I could see Mrs. Hobbes meet her eyes as I turned back toward the
bed. I saw the tight smile on her lips and the almost imperceptible nod she
gave the maid. I suspected that I was about to get my first comeuppance. I set
the tray on the nightstand.


Mrs. Hobbes remained on the bed, and I felt a little better
when I realized that she had made no effort to cover herself either. The sheet
was down around her hips, allowing me the sight of her flawless flesh in the
morning light, the heavy swell of her breasts, (How I savored the memory of
those large brown nipples stiffening under my tongue!) the dark pool of her
navel. I told myself that we were all women here, and it was all right to be
naked in front of one another. The room already reeked of our lovemaking. There
was no point to pretending that I had just stopped by for coffee.


“Cigarette,” she said, gesturing to the nightstand.


I found what she wanted, the thin black cigarettes I had
seen her smoking earlier, a lighter and ashtray. When she put the cigarette in
her mouth, I leaned across the bed to light it for her. She patted my ass
appreciatively. I curbed an impulse to nuzzle her and purr.


“Mrs. Griswold,” she drawled. “Could you take Nymph down to
the bathroom, please?”


My eyes flickered briefly to Mrs. Hobbe’s
private bath, only a few feet away. I might have wondered why my tongue was
good enough to lick her, but my ass wasn’t good enough for her toilet seat. We
were already beyond that. Her whims had the force of law. It would not be wise
to expect logic and consistency from her. It didn’t matter that I knew the way
to the bathroom, and was fully capable of getting there on my own. She wanted
to see me paraded naked up and down the hall. There was a victorious light in
Mrs. Griswold’s eyes as she took my unresisting arm and led me away. 


“Don’t let her linger too long,” Mrs. Hobbes called after
us. “I need her back here.”


The bathroom seemed much farther away than it had the night
before. Safe at last in its sanctuary, I started to close the door, only to
find that Mrs. Griswold had stationed herself in the doorway with her arms
folded. 


“I can manage now.” I mumbled, hoping vainly that I would be
allowed to salvage at least some of my self respect.
She leaned against the doorway. 


“Is this hesitation?” I saw her hand move toward her pocket,
where she kept the notebook. 


 I dropped my eyes and
sat down on the toilet. The best that I could do was pretend she wasn’t there.
She was going to watch me piss, and I wasn’t going to protest; because the
woman I loved was waiting down the hall, and she had ordained this humiliation.
Mrs. Griswold was her agent, and I suddenly found that even the most mundane
act can become sexually charged if it is dressed in ritual. I looked straight
ahead, blushing at the unmistakable splash that seemed amplified by the bowl.


“If you are thinking that you have gained privileges by
bedding Mrs. Hobbes,” she said curtly, “you couldn’t be more mistaken.” 


If my present mortification was a hint of things to come,
she was right. I was struck again by the suspicion that I was an unwitting
actor in a play that had been running for some time, the only one on the stage
who had not seen the script.


“Use the bidet when you have finished.”


It took me a minute to figure the thing out. I had never seen
a bidet before. There were two jets, brass fish that squirted water out of
their mouths, one for my front and one for my back. I washed my crotch while
Mrs. Griswold smirked from the doorway.


I took the time to run damp fingers through my tousled hair
in front of the mirror. Without a comb, it was all I could do to make myself
presentable.


I was led by the wrist back to Mrs. Hobbe’sroom.
She had put on a black silk robe and was sitting in a chair beside the bed
drinking coffee.


“Mrs. Griswold,” she said when we entered the room, “Nymph
and I have much to discuss this morning. Please tell Morris that I will not be
riding today. Nymph is excused from her housekeeping duties until noon.
Schedule a staff meeting for twelve. Mrs. Allen called last night. She has a
uniform ready for Nymph. Please hang it in her closet when it arrives.” 


“Certainly, Mrs. Hobbes.”


When Mrs. Griswold was gone, I relaxed a bit. 


Mrs. Hobbes pointed to the tray. “Help yourself.”


I filled the other cup with coffee. Aware of her scrutiny, I
kept my movements graceful and precise. My shoulders were back and my stomach
was in. I kept my legs straight when I bent to pour the coffee. I refilled her
cup as well. Sugar and cream were on the tray; though I noticed that Mrs.
Hobbes used neither. They had been placed there for me. Paranoia beckoned. Did
they even know how I took my coffee?


There were no other chairs in the room. Holding my cup and
saucer, I glanced at the bed.


“Don’t sit on the bed!” she barked, pointing, “over there,
in the center of the floor, you may kneel there and drink your coffee.”


It was another reminder of my status, if I needed one. My
robe still lay on the floor where I had dropped it the night before, forbidden
to me for now. It didn’t matter. I wanted to be naked for her, and it seemed
natural that I should assume the humble pose of a supplicant. I knelt,
balancing the cup and saucer carefully and setting them on the floor between my
knees.


“So—how long have you been a sexual submissive?”


There it was-so bluntly stated, the plain fact that she had
been so quick to recognize. This was no time to deny anything. An honest
question must be honestly answered. I grinned shyly.


“All my life, I think.”


She laughed. “Well, I was born to be a bitch, so I guess
that we are a matched pair.”


It was an oddly intimate moment, an exchange of confidences
between two women. It bonded me to her, but not as much as the fact that I was
kneeling before her to answer the most personal of questions. She knew
instinctively that I was more comfortable down there than I would have been
discussing this while dressed and seated. She was a natural dominant, and I had
known her on sight, just as she had known me.


“Have you submitted to others?”


I shrugged. “My boy friend in high school spanked me a couple
of times. I asked him to. His heart wasn’t in it.” 


“You’re not a virgin then.”


“No”


“Have you sucked cock?”


It was another job interview, I realized. She was asking me
to list my qualifications. The thought of refusing to answer never entered my
mind. “Yes.”


“Did you just nibble on the tip, or take him to the hilt?”


“All of it,” I tossed my hair saucily. She wasn’t going to
rattle me. “I enjoyed swallowing every inch.”


“Did you swallow his cum as well?”


“Yes. I didn’t like the taste, but I liked the idea.” 


“The humiliation, you mean.” She was smiling like a kitten
full of milk. I wouldn’t be allowed to hedge.


“I suppose.”


Her smile was replaced by sudden irritation. “Say it!”


I squirmed, partly because I was uncomfortable, but mainly
because the juice running out of my puss was starting to tickle. “I enjoy being
humiliated.”


“That’s better,” she nodded. “I want straight answers from
now on. Did you lick him clean?”


This was a sort of catharsis for me, the peace of
confession, shame was forbidden to me. “Every drop,” I murmured. Then I tossed
my head and looked past her. “I sucked up every last drop of his cum and smiled
while I did it. I thanked him for using my mouth and asked him for more.” She
wanted me to play the harlot for her. I would do my best.


“Have you ever been fucked up the ass?”


A sudden chill passed over me. Part of it was the fact that
anal intercourse was the one subject that I had not been prepared to discuss.
Some secret pleasures are too vile to admit. 


The other part of it was a sudden suspicion that this was
not a casual question, meant to season the stew of confession. She really
wanted to know.


I could feel my sphincter instinctively contract.


“No. Well—not with a—you know—a real...” 


Her eyebrows shot up. “Out with it! What have you poked up
your ass?”


I blushed. There was, after all, something that shamed me.
“A carrot,” I said sheepishly. “Oh, and a police matron’s fingers.”


“Of course, your drug bust. Don’t look so surprised, dear.
This is a small town. You don’t have a problem with drugs, do you?”


“No, Mrs. Hobbes. I used a little grass in high school,
that’s all.”


“Did you like having those fingers wiggling around inside
you?” Having found a subject that made me uneasy, she was determined to explore
it.


I took a deep breath. I sensed that this morning could
represent a turning point in my life. I didn’t want to blow it by refusing to
be candid. “The matron got really pissed off when she discovered that my pussy
was wet. She was rough when she looked in my ass. She reamed me out with two
fingers, calling me a damned dyke, and a slut.”


Mrs. Hobbes chuckled. “Still in the closet, was she?”


I grinned back. “Probably. Anyway, it was about the most
disgusting thing anyone ever did to me. I was scared and turned on at the same
time. Does that make any sense?” 


She nodded her approval at my answers, and pondered this
information while she broke a piece of muffin off and held it out to me. I
needed no command, and knew instinctively that it would be impolite for me to
simply walk over and take it in my hand. I dropped to all fours instead, and
crawled to her. I knelt between her legs and opened my mouth.


“An anal virgin then,” she mused. “I find the carrot
interesting. We can talk about it later, perhaps. Now I want you to listen.


“I knew who you were the first time I saw you.” She bit off
her words with sharp teeth. “You came from a nice family—a Christian family,
but all that mental health and good will never rubbed off on you. Who could you
blame except yourself? 


“So you sat in the back of the classroom in school. Your
shyness was a mask for the sick fantasies you nursed. You feared that you would
be discovered and punished for them. Yet you fervently wished for it, as though
some penance might free you. 


“I am the one you yearned for; the one who understands
enough to judge you fairly, to hear your confessions with a sympathetic ear, to
assign the proper penalty.”


She hand fed me as she talked, little bites I chewed and
swallowed daintily. “You have a sweet and sour quality about you that is
positively delicious. You’re a demure little slut, excellent raw material. You
were drawn to me like a moth to a flame, perhaps pheromones were involved. No
matter. I think your meekness disguises a deeply disturbed young lady. I have
no interest in the nature of your problems, only that I might exploit them for
my amusement. 


“Let’s cut the bullshit, shall we? Life is just a game. We
assume roles and accept the rules. For most people, that means pretending to be
someone they are not. A lucky few are able to live a genuine life. Would you
like to find out who you really are?”


I was chewing. I swallowed quickly. “Yes. I would.” I tried
not to sound too eager. She might think I wasn’t serious.


“I want you to be clear,” she continued. “I am an
experienced player and you are not. The game I propose is no game for sissies.
It’s serious, like professional sports or high stakes poker. There are rituals
to be observed, tests to be passed. You have no doubt played computer games.


“You understand the meaning of the phrase ‘levels of play’.
As your skill increases, the game becomes more difficult. There are risks, but
all worthwhile activities carry risk. I will take every precaution to protect
your physical health, but there are dangers to your psyche. You could become
too involved and lose your identity, growing dependent, unable to function
anymore in the real world. You might become reckless and ignore the warning
signs of trauma.”


“I’m not afraid,” I said.


“Not now,” she agreed, “but later on you may battle panic.
You will have one choice available to you—stay or go. You are free to leave my
employ at any time, but if you live in my house, you live by my rules.”


“I understand, Mrs. Hobbes.” I wanted to ask what the rules
were, but I knew that she would tell me when the time was right. Right now, I
wanted her to know that I was willing to bear whatever burdens she required, if
only I could be near her.


“What I propose,” she said, sipping her coffee and breaking
off another piece of muffin for me, “is a program of systematic deprivation,
humiliation, and corporeal punishment. The severity of your trials will
increase, until you have been reduced to a non-entity, with no desires of your
own, no rights or privileges, and no thought except blind obedience to my
whims. When you think that your powers of endurance have reached their limits,
I will be there to coax you a little farther. At times you will be struck by a
sense of the absurd. Sometimes you will wallow in self pity. You must banish
these feelings and trust me to know what is best for you. I could end the game
quickly by using drugs or hypnosis, but that would be cheating. The goal must
be reached honestly. 


“I will be strict. The rules will be arbitrary, and the
penalties for breaking them will be severe. You will surrender all rights and
privileges. You will be a toy that I play with, and I like to play rough.


“You have permission to fall in love with me, and you will,
even while you curse my cruelty. Don’t expect me to return that love.”


“I think I love you already,” I confessed.


She laughed and popped a morsel of muffin into my mouth to
silence me. “You are simply infatuated with me, because I represent the control
you have always craved. The love won’t come until you are well and truly
mastered.


“You seem wise beyond your years, perhaps a little saddened
by experience, but I suspect that you are still young enough to cling to a
belief in the power of love. I’m older and more cynical. I know that love
doesn’t always heal and redeem. It is just as likely to bring corruption and
betrayal.”


She stood up abruptly, removing her robe and draping it over
the back of her chair. I honored her magnificent nudity with a quick intake of
breath. “I will take a shower now,” she said, “use this time to consider your
choices carefully.” She opened the nightstand drawer and removed a roll of
money. 


“You may take this, collect your clothes from the attic, and
leave. A bright girl like you should find a new position in no time at all. If
I find you here when I return, I will assume that you have accepted my
proposition and treat you accordingly. Have another cup of coffee and think it
over. To help you with your decision, I will remind you that I haven’t
forgotten the lie you told me last night, and I don’t intend to forgive it.” 


She disappeared into the bathroom. I stood up as the door
closed behind her, and poured myself a cup of coffee with a shaking hand. This
scene had filled my dreams for years, but now that it was upon me, I didn’t
know if I had the courage to seize the moment. Her promise that I could leave
at any time heartened me. Had I been fooling myself for all these years with
empty fantasies? Would I fail her in the end? I knew that I would never be free
of my desires unless I played out this hand.


The roll of bills on the nightstand was fat. It would be
enough to pay rent on an apartment and keep me in groceries until I found work.
A world of possibilities would follow. I might find a good man who would
understand my perversity and indulge it. I could adopt children and have a
home. All I had to do was pick up the money and walk away.


I knelt on the rug and looked slowly around the room,
distracting myself to delay my decision. The night before, I had focused my
attention on the woman who occupied this room, now I actually looked at the bed
where I had spent the night. I noticed that iron rings had been screwed into
the bedposts about seven feet from the floor. Another pair dangled just above
the carpet. I could only think of one possible use for them.


The footboard was constructed of two pieces. Semi-circles
had been cut in both of them, so that full circles were formed when one board
rested above the other. A slot had been mortised into the bedposts so that the
top board could be raised and lowered. When in position, the board was secured
with bolts and wing nuts. There were three holes in the footboard. The one in
the center was about the size of a female neck. The two holes beside it were
just big enough for a pair of small wrists.


I carried my cup with me as I walked to the end of the bed
to examine it. It was low. The victim imprisoned in its grasp would have to lie
on the bed, or worse, kneel on the carpet with her face buried in the mattress.
Either position would render her vulnerable.


I told myself that this design was mere ornament; that only
my Gothic imagination transformed it into a pillory, but I knew, in that
moment, that curiosity and lust would have their way. I would stay, if only to
feel this yoke close around my neck.


When Mrs. Hobbes came out of the bathroom, my empty cup was
back on the serving tray. I was kneeling on the floor in the kowtow position,
forehead and palms on the carpet, ass high, letting my body language announce
my decision.


She ignored me, and dressed herself while I waited.“Horny
little slut, aren’t you?” she commented. I could sense her standing over me. I
didn’t dare to look up.


“Yes, Mrs. Hobbes,” I whispered, unable to trust my voice.


“Call me Mistress.”


“Yes, Mistress.” How natural the title sounded. It came
easily, a reverent susurrus, a mantra.


“Did you masturbate after I fell asleep last night?” 


“No, Mistress!” I wanted my tone to tell her that I
considered the idea unthinkable.


“Good. From now on, you must never cum without permission.”


“Yes, Mistress”


“You will think only of my pleasure. Your needs are of no
importance.” She placed the bare sole of her foot on top of my head. It rested
lightly there. She only had to shift her weight and my face would be ground
into the carpet. It was a test, I thought, of my capacity for trust.


“Yes, Mistress.”


“You will obey all commands without question, and accept all
punishment without complaint.” Her foot stroked my back, petting me.


“Yes, Mistress.”


“You will submit yourself to a program of physical
conditioning that will make you even more pleasing to me.” She stepped to my
rear, and I felt her bare toes tickling up and down my slit, feeling the
moisture pooling there. “You will strive to be accessible to me in all ways.” 


Her big toe poked at my anus.


 “Ah! That made you
clench, didn’t it?”


I didn’t say anything in reply. The question was rhetorical.
She had divined the one thing that I found both frightening and fascinating. I
felt certain that she would exploit that discovery. 


“Kneel up.”


I lifted myself and sat on my heels.


She smiled and poured herself another cup of coffee. “Play
with yourself.”


“Now?” The command had been delivered so casually that I
wasn’t sure I understood. Though my trip to the bathroom earlier had already
been a clue that privacy was one of the luxuries I would now be doing without;
it seemed insane that she would find entertainment watching me play with myself
on demand. 


She frowned. “Your hesitation has been noted. Yes, now!” 


I dropped my hand to my crotch and began to fondle myself.
Self consciousness made me temporarily numb, but in a few moments my body
remembered the familiar sensations of pleasure as my fingers automatically
stroked the most sensitive places. The knowledge that I was performing for her
was an added stimulus.


“Keep your eyes open,” she warned. “Play with your nipples
as well.”


I tweaked a nipple, twisting it hard. The thought occurred
to me that she was studying my technique to find out where my hot buttons were,
so I was deliberately rough, displaying my capacity for tolerating abuse. In moments,
I was panting and sweating. Ordinarily, my mind would be occupied by fantasies,
but now I had no need of them. The reality of masturbating in front of this
arrogant Mistress had more potency than anything I could imagine. Her eyes bore
into mine. They were filled with cruel humor. My eyes, I suspected, were glazed
and unfocused.


I began to quake—close, so close!


“Stop,” she said. 


Reluctantly, I let my hands drop. My unsatisfied puss
twitched with aftershocks of frustration. Sweat was tickling my armpits. My ass
was damp against my heels. She sipped coffee and watched me with obvious
amusement. 


With languid movements, she opened the nightstand drawer.
She picked up the roll of money, smiled at it, and dropped it into the drawer,
then reached in to take something out. It was neither glove nor shoe, but an
odd marriage of the two. The back was constructed of soft leather and well
fitted to her hand, but it had been sewn to a leather
palm that was as stiff as the sole of a shoe, keeping her fingers straight and
splayed. She could not have made a fist if she tried. Her eyes held mine while
she put it on.


“You lied to me last night,” she said softly.


“I’m sorry, Mistress.” The apology was for the sake of form,
of course. I had no illusions that she was about to pardon me. I had no desire
to be pardoned either. At least, I didn’t want to be pardoned right away. I was
too turned on to resist this temptation. Curiosity alone would have provoked
me. I had to know if any reality could match the power of my dreams. 


“You will be. Lie across my lap.”


I crawled to her, head down, ashamed to let her read the
heat in my eyes, afraid that it would inspire her to treat me even more
severely than she planned. I draped myself as gracefully as I could. In my
fantasies, I had never considered the intimacy of this position. I could feel
the warmth of her breath on my back, her hard thighs under my belly, and that
stiff glove sliding up and down my cheeks and thighs, not to explore the
territory, but to tell me where the hurt would be.


“Fingers and toes on the floor,” she murmured, “unless you
want me to start over.”


“Yes, Mistress.” I was still thinking that she had just
offered me a way to prolong the session if I wanted to, that I could double the
number of blows, and probably increase their force, just by letting my hands
obey a natural impulse. Then the first stroke fell.


My eyes had been heavy lidded and dreamy with the afterglow
of arousal, now they flew wide with shock. My self
inflicted love taps and half hearted slaps from a teenage boy had not prepared
me for this fiery explosion of pain. My immediate instinct was to leap from her
lap, clap my hands over the wound, (I was sure something that hurt so much must
have caused injury.) and head for the nearest exit. Instead I clutched the
carpet as though afraid that I might fall to the ceiling, letting the shock
wave pass, until I could control my voice enough to whimper, “Thank you,
Mistress.”


Already I was thinking frantically—how many? I hadn’t been
told!


“Don’t thank me yet, I’ll tell you when.”


She struck again on the other cheek. I jerked and whined,
but I was mindful of her warning, and kept my fingers and toes rooted to the
floor. There was no way I wanted to prolong this pain!


She paused then, and rubbed my cheeks with the glove. “Two
pink handprints on your bottom,” she observed. “My signature of ownership.” 


I might have retorted that she didn’t own me, or that the
marks would be temporary, but a sudden flurry of smacks drove any rebellion out
of my mind. She hit the same spot over and over, while my whine rose in pitch
and volume. When I was sure that I could take no more, she switched to the
other cheek and repeated the attack.


 


Mama always told me to be careful about the things I prayed
for, because I might not like what I was given. Now I was learning that she was
right. The pain was more than I had bargained for, perhaps more than I could
stand.


Yet, I did tolerate it, telling myself that this was
everything I deserved for my recklessness. I was curious, too. There was a need
in me to find out if submitting to a spanking would pay erotic dividends, or
simply cure me of my unrealistic fantasies forever. It didn’t take me long to
find out.


As her hand continued to flail my buns, I felt a warmth
growing in my loins. Some mental switch was thrown, transforming pain and
humiliation into lust. I began to raise myself for her hand, offering myself
for more.


In the years that have passed since that morning, I have
learned to seek that glorious mental refuge, where the pain doesn’t matter and
the whip is as welcome as a lover’s hand. Lestrade
calls it an endorphin high, but no cold clinical language can describe this
transcendent state.


Abruptly, she stopped and stripped off the glove. I heard it
land on the nightstand as she tossed it aside. Then I felt her fingers playing
up and down my slit. She slipped her index finger into my puss and fucked me
with it, then withdrew it and reached under me to press it against my lips. I
opened my mouth for the finger and sucked it clean, tasting myself.


She chuckled and returned her hand to toy between my legs,
adding her middle finger to the penetration. “My pussy,” she murmured, as her
ring finger danced feather soft against my clit. I felt her thumb dip into my
slit to gather moisture, then slide between my cheeks to slip into my anus. I
stiffened.


“Don’t resist me,” she cautioned. “Your ass is mine as
well.” She wriggled her thumb inside me to emphasize the point.


I tried to relax as her hand worked me, and felt myself
rising toward orgasm again. “Permission to cum, Mistress,” I whispered.


“Permission granted,” she said.


It was all I needed. In moments I was clawing the carpet
with my fingers and toes and arching into her hand as I was rocked by the most
intense spasms I had ever experienced.


I slumped across her thighs, limp and spent; while she
withdrew her hand and wiped it with a tissue.


“Now that you are no longer distracted,” she said casually,
putting the glove back on, “I think that you will find the rest of your
punishment salutary.” 


I was horrified! Until that moment, I had not taken her talk
of strict training seriously, and had considered the spanking no more than a
bit of rough foreplay. For the first time, I was facing the fact that
gratifying my fantasies was not her goal here. 


My ass was already blazing, and I could no longer depend on
the numbing effects of arousal to make the hurt bearable. When her hand
descended again, my true chastisement began. 


Yet somehow, during the hellish, white hot half hour that
followed, when little points of light were dancing in front of my eyes and
howls were burning my throat, I felt a familiar stirring within as my heat
began to rise again. Perhaps it was the way she reached under me with her free
hand to torment my nipples with finger flicks and pinches, or the way she
positioned her knee against my pubic mound as I rode her lap. No—the truth is
that I was turned on because of the relentless way her hand smacked steadily
on.


She was merciless. My pleading left her unmoved, and my
tears only seemed to goad her. I was approaching hysteria when she pushed me to
the floor, where I lay in a sobbing heap. Earlier, I had been concerned that
she see me as a graceful sylph. Now I wallowed on the carpet and thought only
of my pain.


“Take your hands off your ass right now!” she said sternly,
“unless you want me to start in on you again!”


I put my hands over my face instead. I was shamed by my loss
of control, but my sniffles were already subsiding. I was noticing for the
first time how quickly the pain from even the most severe thrashing ebbs away,
leaving only warmth and heat. I should have been angry; instead I felt an
overwhelming gratitude toward her. I don’t remember the name of the boy who
took my virginity, but I still remember that moment, sobbing on the floor with
blazing buns and a craving inside me that mere sex would never satisfy,
groveling like a punished child, wallowing in the luxury of my tears. I would
have sold my soul, right there, just to feed this ravenous addiction. 


“Kneel.”


I raised myself from the carpet and knelt at her feet,
composing myself as best I could. The hands I placed upon my widespread knees
were cold and trembling. Through a blur of tears, I saw the glove appear in
front of my face and flinched back.


“You’re supposed to kiss it, stupid!”


I pecked at it gingerly, then the message sank in that this
ritual signaled the end of my punishment, and the scent of warm leather
perfumed my senses, and I was moved to leave a trail of grateful kisses across
her knuckles.


“You’re a natural,” she crooned, “not one of those
dilettantes who go all to pieces the first time I give them a little taste of
discipline.”


A tissue fluttered to the floor between my knees. I scooped
it up and used it to dry my eyes and blow my nose.


 “Go clean yourself up
and get dressed,” she said impatiently. “The staff meeting will be in the
library in half an hour.” I was dismissed, simple as that. I was not comforted
or coddled, her few words of praise would have to sustain me.


I stood up and staggered to the door on wobbly knees,
sniffing.


“And shave that snatch,” she called after me. “I don’t like
fur on my pets.”


“Yes, Mistress.” Tears made a quaver of my voice.


A pair if scissors and a razor
were waiting for me on the dresser after I weaved my shaky way up the stairs to
the attic. There was a little hand mirror beside them; which I cradled between
my legs while the razor scraped away every trace of pubic hair. 


I thought about that razor, how it had been placed there in
anticipation of my task. I was beginning to suspect that Mrs. Hobbes had
dominated other girls before I arrived, and that the members of her household
staff were accomplices. They knew what she had planned for me, and were
watching my progress. I was the only one here who was ignorant of a program
that had been established and practiced before I arrived. The course I followed
only seemed to be my choice. In fact, it was inevitable.


I washed up in the sink, examining myself for missed stubble
and scraping it away. My poor puss was unused to shaving, and I nicked myself
in a few places, but I was determined to be thorough. My throbbing ass was all
the incentive I needed to get it right. 


My uniform was hanging in the closet. It consisted of a grey
jumper with a knee length skirt and a white blouse with long sleeves. I dug a
pair of panties out of my knapsack and found a pair of sneakers that looked
okay with it. My legs were suntanned enough to do without stockings. I dressed
quickly, combed my hair, and hurried downstairs.


Morris, Johnny, and Mrs.Griswold
were standing in the library when I came in. Mrs. Griswold looked me up and
down critically. “Were you given those shoes to wear?” she snapped.


A cheery greeting had been on my lips. I swallowed it and
answered instead. “No Mrs. Griswold.”


“Take them off.”


I kicked off my shoes, remembering what Mrs. Hobbes said
about clothing and status. I was the only one in the room who was barefoot, a
subtle but important difference.


“Lift your skirt,” she commanded. 


I glanced quickly at Johnny and Morris. I didn’t like the
idea of flashing my panties at them, but I didn’t want to pay a penalty for
hesitation. I raised my skirt to waist level.


“Just as I thought,” sniffed Mrs. Griswold, taking the
notebook out of her apron and writing. “Remove those as well.” 


I hooked my thumbs under the waist band of my panties and
started to draw them down. I couldn’t look at the two men who were watching.


“Turn around first,” Mrs. Griswold said impatiently, as
though I had forgotten something obvious.


When my back was to them, she took a quick step forward and
held my skirt up. I heard Morris whistle when I dropped my panties. “Red butt!”
said Johnny. Mrs. Griswold held my skirt up for a long moment and let them look
their fill. I was grateful when she let it drop.


When Mrs. Hobbes entered the room, I was standing awkwardly
in the center of the floor with my shoes and panties in my hand. A faint smile
curled her lips. “Off to a bad start, I see.” 


“Yes, Mistress.” I wondered if she would wait until we were
alone to punish me for my error, or simply order me to bend over right here. I
was beginning to realize that anything was possible in this house. Apparently
she had more pressing matters to attend to.


“By demonstrating special initiative,” she announced to the
room, “Nymph has earned a change of status. She will no longer be the cleaning
girl. She is now serving girl.” 


She turned to me. “From now on there will be no hesitation,
no questions, no complaints, and above all, no insolence. You will eat only
what you are fed and wear only what you are given to wear. You will use the
bathroom only with permission. You will experience orgasm only with permission
as well. Violations of these rules will be severely punished.”


I looked at the floor. “Yes, Mistress.” This was a bizarre
situation. Obedience and initiative had earned me a demotion of sorts, a harder
path to follow. Yet I feared the consequences of insubordination. I was damned
either way. 


“You will never know when one of us is checking up on you,
so it would be safest to assume that you are always being watched; even when
you think that you are alone.” She held my chin between thumb and forefinger
and stared into my eyes. I was melting inside. The rules were impossible,
arbitrary, and subject to change without notice. We both knew that I would
break them often. Her smoldering stare told me that she was looking forward to
my next correction. I nibbled my lip and dropped my eyes, just to let her know
that I was also looking forward to it. 


“Tonight,” her promise whispered.


She turned to the rest of the staff. “Nymph will be spending
her mornings with Ms. Geller for the next few weeks. Put her to work after
lunch. She is to be excused from her duties at seven so that she has time to
clean up and report to me.”


She took my chin in hand again. “I will expect you to be
kneeling naked at the foot of my bed no later than eight. You will attend me
until you are dismissed. If I am out when you enter the room, you will wait for
me.”


My puss was throbbing. Every night! With her! The probability
that this time would be measured by my suffering dampened my enthusiasm only a
little. I would take what she gave me, and I would earn her affection with my
courage. 


“Yes, Mistress.”


My body was weary when I showered that evening, but
anticipation gave me new energy. Mrs. Griswold had given me a rather meager
lunch before putting me to work, but I knew better than to complain or ask for
more. I had not even spoken when she explained that serving girls were not
allowed to eat at the table with the rest of the help. I ate standing at the
kitchen counter. Sitting would have been uncomfortable anyway. The heat in my
bottom had faded by then, but it was still sensitive, and an odd prickling
sensation reminded me of that morning’s punishment from time to time. Tender as
I was, I knew that the spanking I faced this evening would be more keenly felt.


My lack of panties made me always aware of my bottom, just
as it was intended. Every passing breeze seemed to find its way up my skirt,
and the fabric caressed my skin every time I moved. The afternoon had been
spent cleaning bathrooms. Most of the day, I had been left alone with my work,
but I would feel eyes upon me from time to time and look up to see Mrs.
Griswold checking up on me. She inspected when I was finished, and found many
places that I had missed. All of my errors were recorded.


When I was assisting in the kitchen before dinner, she sent
me to the cellar for a can of peaches. “It’s at the bottom of the stairs,” she
told me, “the door on the right.” 


Johnny was sitting at the kitchen table, having a beer to
celebrate the end of his work day, and staring holes in me as he watched me
work. He laughed. “Badroom down dere!”
he said.


I paused at the top of the stairs and frowned to express my
confusion at his words. 


“Don’t be silly,” Mrs. Griswold told him. “The bedrooms are
all upstairs.” She caught my eye and glanced up at the ceiling to express her
annoyance with his stupidity. “Don’t bother with the door on the left,” she
told me. “Mrs. Hobbes keeps her collection there. You won’t enter that room
unless you are sent.” 


“Yes, Mrs. Griswold,” I replied dutifully. I wondered what
Mrs. Hobbes collected, wine perhaps. Being forbidden to ask questions can be
exasperating. 


I found the peaches with no trouble and was about to go
upstairs when I glanced at the door on the left and froze. The door was covered
with sheets of rusty iron that had been riveted on. Heavy strap hinges
supported it, and a large padlock secured it. As a further precaution, the door
was barred by a two by four that had been threaded through iron brackets
screwed into the jambs. It took me a moment to realize that this did nothing to
keep anyone out, since the two by four could be easily slipped out of its
brackets. The bizarre thought entered my mind that this door was an exit from
hell, and it had been barred to contain demons. 


I ran up the stairs as though pursued.


The memory of that door haunted me as I left the shower and
dried myself. Perhaps it was merely the entrance to a coal cellar, and had been
reinforced to withstand the stress of coal tumbling down the chute, but I
couldn’t shake the feeling that Mrs. Griswold had been lying when she said it
was of no concern to me. The badroom, Johnny called
it. I shuddered.


I had not bothered to bring a robe to the bathroom with me,
since I had been instructed to report to Mrs. Hobbe’s
room naked. So I simply toweled my hair until it was nearly dry and combed it
out. I had considered wearing make up, but rejected
the idea. I sensed that my Mistress wanted me to be unadorned in any way. 


Still, I hurried down the hall to her room, hoping to avoid
giving a free show to anyone else who might be happening by. The door to Mrs. Hobbe’s room was ajar, inviting me. A fire had been kindled
in the fireplace, casting raw shadows into a room that was otherwise dark. I
entered the room cautiously, half expecting someone to jump out at me without
warning, but a quick glance around told me that I was alone. I knelt at the
foot of the bed, posing prettily with my head high, my shoulders back, and my
hands resting on spread knees.


I waited; while the great clock in the hall boomed out the
half hour, then the hour. The fire burned down to popping embers and the room
darkened. A fly landed on my thigh, tickling me, and I broke my pose long
enough to whisk it away.


That fly, a small sign of reality in an unreal situation,
triggered a moment of doubt. This wasn’t just one of my daydreams. I was
waiting for a real live Mistress to come and punish me. Only the hope of pleasure
to follow kept me from fleeing.


I never knew when she entered the room behind me, and
startled slightly when she spoke. 


“Admiring the bed?” she asked. “You have no doubt already
noticed that it is designed for more than sleep.”


“Yes, Mistress.”


“Build up the fire while I slip into something more
comfortable,” she said.


I was grateful for the command. A cold wind out of the north
had blown summer away. Rain was tapping at the windowpanes. With the fire
dying, the room had grown chilly. My knees had become stiff while I knelt, and
it was a relief to be moving again.


I watched my Mistress out of the corner of my eye as I
placed logs on the fire. She had entered the room in a plain grey suit. She
stripped it off and went to her closet naked. She took only a black leather
vest and a pair of boots out of the closet, slipped the vest over her bare
shoulders, and sat beside the bed. “Help me with my boots.”


I hurried over and knelt between her legs to hold her boots
while she slipped her feet inside. They were different from her riding boots,
higher in the heel, with laces running from instep to knee. She didn’t need
help putting them on, of course. Dressing her was part of the ritual, and it
gave her more time to admire my body while she enjoyed my humiliation. I took
my time, carefully tightening the laces and tying them into neat bows before I
bent before her to plant a kiss on each toe.


“I like to see a girl who knows her place,” she murmured.


I looked up and let her see the adoration in my eyes. “I
try, Mistress.” She was still bare from waist to knees, and my face was close
enough to her crotch to see the dew of arousal glistening in its dark nest. She
had dressed for action, I knew. Her loins were bared for my tongue. Her arms
were bare to allow her freedom of movement. The boots were her symbol of
authority. Such an outfit might have been ridiculous on a woman of less
magnificent proportions. On her it was the raiment of a barbarian queen. 


She was dressed and I was not.


“You wish to taste me,” she taunted, “but you must wait
until after you have been punished. I want you to wet my thighs with your tears
while you pleasure me.” I started shaking, not with fear, but with a much
stronger and more indefinable emotion.


“Stand at the foot of the bed,” she snapped. “Face the bed.”


I rose and centered myself between the bedposts, arms at my
sides, eyes straight ahead. “Hands and feet against the posts,” she said.


The bed was wide. I had to spread my legs very far apart,
and my arms were almost level with my shoulders as I gripped the posts. 


She took something out of the nightstand drawer and stood
up. As she advanced on me, I could see that she was carrying a thick leather
strap about a foot and a half long and two inches wide. My knuckles turned
white around the posts. I had been expecting the spanking glove again. This was
an unknown threat.


She noticed my alarm and grinned. “You will find this
experience to be quite different,” she said, and struck.


The glove had stung, the strap bit. The sudden sharpness of
the pain froze me, and it wasn’t until she had delivered two more quick
slashes, backhand and forehand, that I yielded to reflex and tried to cover my
scorched buns with my hands. 


“I knew that you would have no self control,” she growled.
She spun on her heel and returned to the drawer. When she came back there were
two pair of leather cuffs in her hands. “The next time that you are tempted to
misbehave,” she promised, “you will remember this night.” 


As she spoke, she was threading my hands through the cuffs
and buckling them tight. She clipped the cuffs to the rings on the bedposts. I
had to stand on my toes while she did it. When she cuffed and spread my ankles,
my wrists and shoulders had to take most of my weight. I was nearly suspended.
I didn’t struggle while I was bound, and I didn’t do anything to assist her
either, but I was secretly pleased that I would finally cross this threshold. I
would be bound and helpless for punishment that could not be endured otherwise.
I was hot. I was ready. I was terrified.


She had been right about my self control. It took all that I
had to stand passively while she bound me. When she was finished, I strained
one hand toward the post, seeking enough slack to free myself, and was
gratified when I discovered that escape was quite impossible.


She ran her hands down the taut skin of my tractioned shoulders and cupped my breasts. “It will be
much harder for you now,” she whispered. Her breath was hot on my neck.


I whined softly with terror. I wanted her to get on with it.
Anything was better than this agony of anticipation.


She stepped back. I closed my eyes and made fists of my
hands. From the first stroke, I knew that she was swinging harder. The second
had me hissing and tugging against my bonds. The third took me to the edge of
panic.


She paused. “A bit more than you bargained for, is it?” I
nodded, grateful for a chance to catch my breath.


“I know that you covered your ass deliberately, just to
provoke me. You wouldn’t think of asking me to be more severe, but you believe that
you can manipulate me by breaking the rules a little. I know all of your tricks
and games, you aren’t the first girl to try them out.”


She slipped her hand between my legs and toyed with my
pussy, pinching the little lips while I winced and writhed. Her hand was making
me uncomfortably aware of my vulnerability. I could neither close my legs nor
cover my breasts. So far the strap had landed squarely on my ass, but my
position made everything a potential target. 


It went on. When my ass was glowing and swollen, she
discovered virgin territory between my legs, the thin skin inside my thighs,
terrifyingly close to my pussy.


And on—I could look down and see the red stripes appear on
my thighs, painted by a swift, magic brush. I was outside the pain now, observing
my own torture, hearing my involuntary cries, wondering at my tears.


And on—a hot progression, my ribs, my armpits, the tip
seeking my breasts, finding them, a tongue of fire, lapping steadily.


And on—it curled around my hips from the sides, bruising my
hip bones, the tip snapping at my belly. It swept up from below, finding my
most intimate places. It was unthinkable, excruciating; I was too lost to care.


And on—I was weakening, my cries no more than breathless
barks now, as I swayed and twitched, leaning into the blows, offering my most
tender spots.


I remember a pause in the thrashing, when she lifted my head
from my chest to press a glass of ice water to my lips. I gulped greedily,
choking, sobbing. She tilted my head back by the hair and stared into my eyes.
I saw no mercy in hers. 


“What do you have to say for yourself now?”


It was time for me to apologize, thank her for her
attention, promise to do better. I surprised us both.


“More, please, Mistress.” 


The cold amusement in her eyes changed into something harder
and darker. “Very well,” she said softly. 


Her tone of voice made me regret my audacity immediately.
What had I done? I was too proud to change my mind and beg for mercy. I doubted
that it would have done me any good. Reason could not cancel what lust
demanded. She let go of my hair and my head sagged. 


I was dimly aware that she had returned to the nightstand,
trading her strap for a perforated wooden paddle. I took a deep, shuddering
breath and flexed my aching shoulders, preparing for agony.


She didn’t disappoint me. The paddle was too heavy for
anything except my ass and thighs, and that was where it fell. Each time the
paddle landed, I was aware first of the heavy impact, then the unbearable
sting. She paused after each blow, giving me time to savor the exquisite pain.
I howled without shame, not caring that my cries would fill the house, perhaps
giving Mrs. Griswold reason to smile, or stiffening Morris as he lay in his bed
listening. Was Johnny stroking himself with stubby fingers, hearing my
serenade? I didn’t care. My screams were cleansing, expressing guilt released,
need fulfilled, lust denied. I surged against my bonds as each popping impact
connected.


Lost in my anguish, I didn’t hear the telephone ringing. It
was only when my sobbing subsided that I realized Mrs. Hobbes had gone to the
nightstand to answer it. 


“Harry! How good of you to call!- No, nothing important. I
was just breaking in a new serving girl.”


She flopped down on the bed in front of me and flashed me a
knowing smile. “That’s right! I only hired her a few days ago, but she shows
promise.” There was a leather loop on the handle of the paddle, she twirled it
around her index finger while she talked. 


She was flushed and exhilarated, as though she had simply
finished a round of golf. I was the one who had found the experience wrenching.
She had remained in cool control while I squirmed and gasped under her hands.
It was as though she had nourished herself by draining me.


Her voice seemed far away, her chatter a counterpoint to the
swirling confusion that claimed me. I was streaming with pain and sweat,
shaking damp locks out of my eyes, as I struggled for my emotional center and
inventoried a thousand hurts. My skin felt abraded and burned. Over-stimulated
nerves were announcing the places where the paddle and strap had bruised me,
warning pings on my mental radar screen. I was making animal noises, sniffing,
gulping air, twisting in my chains to ease the cramps that threatened tense
muscles. Still, at some deep level, I sensed that I had suffered no real injury
here, and mere endurance had earned me the right to claim a sort of victory.


“She’s rather inexperienced in that regard,” she laughed.
“You might even say that she is rather narrow.”


The toe of her boot insinuated itself into my cleft,
burrowing in search of my clit. I pressed against her and smiled through my
tears, grateful for the attention.


“I plan to send her to Ms. Geller in the morning, That
should expand her horizons, so to speak.” Her smile was cruel as she looked up
at me. “Of course, Dear, I am always thinking of you. Come home for your
birthday and I will make it a gift. Two weeks? Wonderful! I’ll have something
special arranged.”


Her words finally filtered through my pain fogged mind, and
I raised my head to stare in shock. I didn’t know exactly what was being
discussed, but I was fairly sure that Mrs. Hobbes had just offered my sexual
favors to her husband. I was only eighteen. I was obsessively in love, and had
simply pushed Mr. Hobbes into the back of my mind. Naively, I had assumed that
our affair would be a secret, and that I would only be having sex with my
beloved. My first impulse was to feel betrayed, but I chided myself. I was
hers, and would do whatever she required of me. At least I wouldn’t have to try
to pretend that there was nothing between us.


She was studying me as she put the phone back in its cradle.
“Something is troubling you. What is it?”


I almost laughed. Wasn’t the fact that I had just been
flogged reason enough? “I didn’t know that you would be sharing me with others,
Mistress.”


Her leap from the bed was so sudden that I flinched. She
threw the paddle back into the nightstand drawer and came up with the strap
again. I whimpered. How foolish I had been to think that a phone call would be
more than a brief distraction. I lowered my head and closed my eyes.


It was her hand I felt first, stroking between my legs,
probing the wet folds of my bare pubes. I opened my mouth, but no sound came
out.


“I might forgive that lie,” she whispered, “if I like the
sound of the truth. Try again.”


I cleared my throat. “I forgot that you were married,
Mistress.”


Her hand stopped moving for a moment, then she chuckled and
dipped a finger into my throbbing puss. “It has been so long since I was a lovestruck eighteen year old, I have nearly forgotten how
single minded obsession can be. You only had eyes for me, and ignored
unpleasant realities. Yes, I have a husband, and we are very much in love. We
share everything, including an appetite for tender young female bottoms.”


Her finger eased back to circle the tight opening of my
anus. “Of course, we have different ways of enjoying them.”



 

“Sir, I see that my story has stiffened you. Would you care
to make use of me again before I continue?”
















Part Four



 

When Mistress Hobbes finally tossed the punishment strap to
the bed and released me, I collapsed at her feet.


I had not been punished for lying; she had forgiven that.
She had even forgiven my stupid inability to understand that I was, as she
expressed it, her ‘bitch’. No—she had simply punished me again because she
could. 


While the strap whistled into me, she made it quite clear
that I was available to anyone she gave me to—at any time—in any way.


Apparently, Mr. Hobbe’s preferred
way was the back way. An anal virgin would be a real treat for him on his
birthday. Mrs. Hobbes broke this news gently. Knowing that I might find it
upsetting, she used soothing blows to ease my distress. 


She paused only long enough to trade the stiff strap for one
made of suede. It was deceptively soft at first, but abraded my skin as stroke
lapped stroke and kindled fresh flame in my already blazing bottom.


I was still screaming when she set the whip aside and
slathered some sweet smelling cream over my body. It was cool at first, then
hot. I writhed under her hands, exaggerating my motions, telegraphing the
message I could not have expressed in words. Ah! The delicious agony those
hands could bring! Every inch of my skin was glowing with re-awakened pain.
Every nerve ending sang.


While her hands busied themselves with my body, twisting my
nipples and sliding lower to plunder my openings and pinch my soft folds; she
taunted me with promises.


Harry would plow my ass deep and wide by the hour, she told
me. Ms. Geller would condition my body to accept this outrage as graciously as
possible. My Mistress would be on hand to consecrate the happy union with her
whip. An hour earlier, I had considered her husband a rival, if I thought of
him at all. I listened to my beloved gleefully detail how I would bend over and
spread my cheeks for him. If you think that she dropped in my esteem for this,
you still do not understand who I am.


For the hand that seized my hair and pulled me up to kneel
before her was sure of the love it commanded. She knew that I craved the power
of those muscular thighs against my ears. The puss that smothered me was wet
and hot from this knowledge. She was too ruthless to let me pretend she loved
me. By exercising her power, she reminded me that she understood the enormity of
my gift.


And yes, I wet her thighs with my tears while I pleasured
her.


Dismissed at last, I staggered up the narrow stairs to my
quarters. The autumn chill had been quick to penetrate the unheated room, and I
was eager to burrow into my bed.


It took me ten minutes of frantic searching to decide that
my alarm clock had been taken away. All of my belongings were gone, I
discovered. During the day, someone had entered my room and taken my knapsack.
I didn’t miss the clothing, I was forbidden to wear it anyway, but my wallet
was gone as well. My driver’s license and SocialSecurity
card were two things I really didn’t want to lose. They told the world who I
was. I felt like an unperson without them. Unable to
ask where they had gone or demand their return, I would have to trust that they
would be given to me when I decided to leave. The suspicion nagged that I would
never see any of these things again.


Losing the alarm clock was my most pressing concern. Tired
as I was, I had no hope of waking in time without it. Resigned to the certainty
of starting the day with demerits, I curled up naked and composed myself for
sleep. Just before I closed my eyes, I looked again at the painting over the
dresser. Tonight it seemed that the girl wasn’t laughing after all, and it
wasn’t her lover who pursued. Her mouth was open in a silent scream of terror,
I thought, and whatever followed her was too horrible for the painter to
reveal.


I fell asleep until Mrs. Griswold pounded on the door to
wake me.


I was rolling out of bed as she opened the door and heading
for the bathroom without thinking. 


“Where are you going?” she demanded.


“I have to-oh!” Still groggy, I had forgotten the rules.
“May I use the toilet, please?”


She was writing already. I was really starting to hate that
notebook. “Be quick about it,” she snapped, “we want to see you dressed and
downstairs in ten minutes.”


She was gone when I came out of the bathroom. I had washed
in the sink and examined my welts in the mirror. They were fading already, but
I would still be sore when I reported to Mrs. Hobbe’s
room that night.


At first, I thought that my uniform had shrunk in the
laundry. The skirt was shorter, inches above my knees. It was tighter in the
waist and lower in the neckline. Then I noticed that the blouse had short
sleeves, and realized that my uniform had been altered, or a substitution had
been made. I had been warned that my circumstances would be steadily reduced,
but I had not realized that the program would include every detail of my life.


When I made it to the kitchen, Morris and Mrs. Hobbes were
waiting. She was dressed for the stable as she tapped her foot and glanced at
the clock. “I would say that you can expect another unpleasant evening,” she
commented dryly.


“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I mumbled. 


I was allowed to wash a dry slice of toast down with a glass
of milk before we left. I was hungry enough for steak and eggs.


The driveway was cold on my bare feet as I held the car door
open for her and waited for her to beckon to me. She said nothing as we pulled
out of the drive, and stared out the window while I fidgeted beside her. Fear
of punishment was already forming my demeanor, making me cower and fawn when
she was near. I searched her manner for clues to her temper. I yearned for a
word of approval or praise.


But when she spoke, it was to tell about my destination. “It
used to be a dancing school, until I bought it. Ms. Geller is the tenant now.
She is a personal trainer for a few select clients. Now and then she takes on
special assignments for me.”


The old brick building was covered with ivy, well screened
from the road by acres of trees. My Mistress put her finger to my nose when the
car stopped.


“Do what Ms. Geller tells you. We will return for you at
eleven thirty.”


“Yes, Mistress.”


I let myself out of the car and stood facing the structure
as the limo pulled away. The autumn breeze lifted my skirt and goosed me with
cool fingers. I shivered.


The double doors were impassive. They were modern steel
doors, painted beige, with only a bit of wire reinforced glass at the top to
let in light. A security camera examined me as I raised a timid hand to ring
the bell, and the door opened before I could touch it.


It was the smell I noticed first. Antiseptic, filtered air,
a trace of menthol greeted my nose. It summoned memories of visits to the
dentist, and inspired the same fear.


The woman who stood in the doorway wore a white smock and
baggy slacks. Her shoes were soft white oxfords with rubber soles. She smiled
warmly and took my hand.


“Hi!” she chirped. “I’m Cathy Geller. My friends call me
Chatty, but you can call me MS. Geller, or Mistress, if that comes more
naturally. You must be Nymph.”


“Yes—Ms. Geller.”


She pumped my hand energetically and pulled me inside,
putting a familiar hand on my backside to guide me. I saw that she was only a
little older than I, and only of average height, but she had the same cool,
self assured air I have observed among soldiers and athletes, an attitude that
warns others to be prudent.


Her blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail, making her
seem perky and younger than she probably really was. There was a coldness in
her pale blue eyes that a young woman seldom fosters. There were too many teeth
in her smile.


As she led me down a tiled corridor by the hand, she
continued to prattle on. “Look- Artemis has the market cornered on this whole
Bitch Goddess thing. That’s not my style. I like to see our time together as a
bit of naughty fun between us girls, so I won’t give you a lot of ritualistic
histrionic bullshit to deal with. That doesn’t mean that I’m easy. You follow
the same rules here that you do there. Watch your mouth. Do what I tell you.
Yes, I have a leather strap, and yes, I have the right to use it, and no, I
don’t need to have a reason.” 


“Yes, Ms. Geller.” I was amused and terrified. Her energy
was intimidating, an elemental force.


“I’ll make it easy on you,” she said without irony. “If I
plan to do something that really hurts, I’ll tie you down first so you don’t
have to worry about misbehaving, okay?” 


“Thank you, Ms. Geller.” Mrs. Hobbes had spoken about absurd
moments earlier. I was experiencing one now. She really expected me to be
grateful. What a favor! I would be helpless when she punished me. Unburdened by
bravery, I might struggle and scream if I wished. I wouldn’t have to hold still
for it.


The room she led me to had once been a common shower, big
enough to wash a troupe of tired dancers. White tile still covered the floors
and walls, and the floor still sloped down to a central drain. Some of the
showerheads had been removed; others had grown hoses, which terminated in spray
heads or stainless steel douche nozzles. A sink had been added.


A long and narrow stainless steel table had been placed so
that one end was near the drain. Leather straps had been riveted to the legs.
Unbuckled, they writhed like snakes nailed to a post. There were stirrups
folded down the side of the table, waiting to be raised into position if
needed. There were straps on the stirrups as well. 


A medicine cabinet stood against one wall, filled with
bottles, jars, and tubes, syringes and speculums, dildos and anal plugs.


On the wall across from it, hanging from the hooks where
bathrobes would normally be, were paddles of leather, wood, and rubber, whips
and cats, plus a well worn taws.


Mistress Geller giggled. “Like it? I redecorated it all by
myself.”


“Yes, Mistress.” I wasn’t just being polite, though I had to
hold my tongue against the temptation to answer her banter with some quip.
“Contemporary De Sade, isn’t it?” -something along that line. Impertinence
might be inferred from wit- and punished. To be honest, I must confess that
this cold, terrifying room, invoking images of surgical theatres and abattoirs,
was a stage where the wettest of dreams might play out.


She took a step back and faced me with her hands on her
hips. “Strip off. Let’s see what we have to work with.”


I undressed, hanging my jumper and blouse on hooks beside
the door. Stripping for strangers was already becoming routine. She smiled her
approval as she circled me slowly to appraise me.


“Petite, just the way Harry likes them,” she mused. “You’re
a bit flabby, but we can take care of that. Jump up on the table so I can
examine you.”


The table was icy, and I gasped when I sat down. The room
was cool as well. She had set the temperature for her own comfort, not mine. I
shivered, feeling very bare. 


She started with a standard medical examination, taking my
blood pressure and listening to my heart, checking my eyes and ears. She tied a
surgical tube around my arm and drew a little blood. I didn’t flinch or look
away when the needle went in. She nodded her approval.


“According to your file, you are sterile. Is that right?”


“Yes, Mistress.” I had to wonder what resources these people
had. Mrs. Hobbes had managed to get my medical records, and she already knew
about my arrest. I was flattered that she had been interested enough to
investigate me, but troubled by the probability that I had no secrets left.


She shrugged. “It hardly matters, considering Harry usually
likes to plant his seed where the sun don’t shine anyway. Still, birth control
can be a drag. No VD in your past?” 


“No, Mistress.”


Her hands were busy as we spoke, probing my vulva with an
interest that was first clinical and soon carnal. She held up her damp fingers
between us and grinned as she slipped them into my willing mouth for me to suck
clean. I cast my eyes down, knowing that it would turn her on to see me
demurely accepting this humiliation. I glanced up once, quickly, to confirm the
heat behind her stare.


“You like playing doctor, don’t you?”


My mouth was full. I nodded.


“Good! That means that you won’t give me a lot of virginal
nonsense when I start training you.” She took her fingers out of my mouth and
wiped them on my thigh.


“No, Mistress!” I was starting to feel like a trained
parrot, with my repertoire of responses so limited, but reading this woman’s
temper was difficult. Her easygoing attitude could be a trap, inviting me to
take liberties that would land me in trouble. At least formal replies were
safe.


“Turn around and bend over.”


When I obeyed, it was my front that felt the cold touch of
the table. I sucked in my stomach to minimize the contact, as my nipples shrank
to rubbery points.


Mistress Geller had moved away from me, and I turned my head
to watch her don a long rubber apron and pull on matching gloves before
selecting a jar from the shelf. I faced front, looking elsewhere the way I
always did when nurses prepped me in the hospital. I felt somehow that it would
be rude to confront people that way—show them my anxious face while they did
something necessary and unpleasant to me.


Her gloved palm was impersonal against my cheek as she
spread me, and I went rigid when an icy glob of gel touched my anus. “Relax,”
she cooed, “it’s just a bit of lube. We’ll save the hot stuff until you do
something to deserve it.”


Her finger speared into me, twisting, exploring inside.
“You’re pretty tight, all right,” she observed. “The first thing you have to
learn is how to relax, honey. When you’re touched here, you need to open
wide—for whatever anyone decides to poke into you. You’ve got to assume that
the longest, fattest cock you can imagine is about to come in. Like as not, it
will be. That sucker better GAPE, honey, unless you want it to hurt.”


As she spoke, her fingers were alive inside me. Two now,
wiggling and scissoring. The stretching sensation was painful at times, but her
hands were clever, finding areas that relaxed me, soothing the tense muscles
that gripped them, triggering the flutter of arousal. She fell silent, intent
on her work. It was a solemn moment, the preparation of a virgin. This
beautiful stranger was handling me in the most intimate possible way.


“How does it feel?” she murmured.


I moaned. “I think I like it!”


Her free hand smacked me, and I jumped, clenching against
the fingers inside me.


“Mistress!” I added quickly.


She chuckled and her fingers slithered out of me. I lay
gasping, staring straight ahead, all of my tension centered in my tight fists
as I strove to relax for whatever she might decide to do next. Her hot
handprint on my ass, delivered with such enthusiasm, warned me that I might
expect more, but apparently she had more pressing business to take care of
first. 


The nozzle was cold as it entered me. I gasped, then
whimpered as I heard a hiss and felt it swell inside. I threw an alarmed glance
rearward and caught sight of Ms. Geller holding a rubber squeeze bulb in her
hand. A length of tube descended from the bulb and ran down below my field of
sight, but I could feel it tickling my cheeks. She grinned at me and gave the
bulb another squeeze. The swelling inside me increased. My apprehension grew
with it. I had no way of knowing how much this device could be inflated, or if
she would continue to pump until I suffered injury. 


Seeing the panic on my face, her expression became less
feral and she softened her smile. “No need to freak out. I’m just sealing you
for leaks.”


She gave the bulb two more quick squeezes. I caught my
breath and began to pant like a woman in labor, slumping over the table and
bending my knees as I strove to relax the internal muscles that tightened
reflexively against pain. It was like having a balloon inside of me. 


“That should do for now,” she said. I felt her hand between
my cheeks, rotating as she turned something. “I’ll just close this check valve
here and disconnect. Then you’ll be ready for stage two.”


She set the hose and squeeze bulb aside, leaving the
inflated plug inside me, and left me bent over the table as she went to the
sink. “That dilator has two inputs,” she explained. “One is for air. The other
is for water.”


The enema bag was swollen as she hooked it to a stand and
wheeled it across the room. The bag was clear. Something she had added to the
water inside had tinted it blue.


I was very still as she attached the hose and released the
water. I didn’t expect it to be so hot. It took me a moment to realize that it
wasn’t scalding me, and a moment more to feel the pressure begin to build. 


And build.


Before long I was watching the bag with a sort of horrible
fascination as it gurgled and emptied—filling me. The thought crossed my mind
that this was as close as I cared to get to the sensation of advanced
pregnancy.


The diabolical purpose of the inflated plugwas
rapidly becoming painfully clear. I could not do what my hysterical bowels
insisted I must. Cramps clutched my belly.


She disconnected the hose. “Kneel down, over the drain.”
Shaking and silently imploring haste; I crouched over the drain.


I watched crestfallen as she stood back and surveyed me a
minute, reading my urgency with a cruel smile as she untied her apron and let
it drop. “Make it good, dear.” She stepped out of her slacks. “Your performance
will be graded.” 


She trailed her panties across my nose, teasing me with the
perfume of her scent, before she took my head in her hands and straddled me.


My distended belly gurgled and whined while I worked my
tongue frantically to pleasure her.


I told you that I was perverse. Can you understand me if I
tell you that the agony was sweet? Sweeter still was the nectar I lapped, and
knowing I had primed it.


When I was three, I soiled my training pants for the last
time. I still cringe, remembering the shame. Squatting naked over a floor
drain, under the unnatural sun of florescent bulbs, with a now fully dressed
and satisfied Ms. Geller looking on, I relived the humiliation.


When the check valve was released, the plug shriveled. Ms.
Geller centered me over the drain and worked the plug out of me with a twisting
motion, as though unscrewing a light bulb. 


“Take your hands off of your face!” she admonished, as she
hosed me off and flushed everything down the drain. “You don’t have the right
to privacy of any kind here. Just go with it. I’m in control of your functions
now. I’ve seen you at your most disgusting, and I don’t care. I still intend to
play with you, the way a kitten plays with a mouse. I’m gonna
make you squirm and sweat and scream until your throat hurts. Let’s not pretend
that we aren’t loving every minute of this. Don’t insult me with false modesty.
In the future, you will attend to this chore yourself, before you come here.
That way we will have more time for fun and games.”


She sterilized her equipment and sprayed air freshener
around the room. She scrubbed me with a harsh soap that burned, lathering my
ass and rinsing me with a douche nozzle. When she was done, I felt as though I
had been scoured inside.


I was passive and numb, a good little patient. 


She smiled encouragement as she took my hand and raised me
to a standing position. She invited me to bend over the table again. Bending, I
became aware of the air, cool against my cheeks. She had left me wet. When she
lifted my unresisting hands and strapped them to the legs of the table, my
worst suspicions were confirmed. 


She secured my ankles next. The edge of the table extended
beyond the legs. To reach them, she pulled my ankles apart and forward until my
feet no longer reached the floor. There was a strap for my waist as well,
snugged down until my belly was tight against the icy table and my cheeks
yawned. My ass couldn’t be more open—nor a more inviting target.


She wet a wash cloth with cold water and draped it over my
cheeks, leaving it there until the chill penetrated my flesh and stiffened it.
She didn’t dry me after the cloth was removed. I was spanked wet. Her taws
hummed and splatted. The pain is sharper on wet skin.
The sting lasts. She already knew that. I was learning quickly. The tiles
echoed the impacts, and my yelps.


“For future reference,” she remarked pleasantly, using the
leather for punctuation, “I prefer a faster rhythm on my clit, and concentrate
your efforts lower down. Dip your tongue into my hole from time to time. If you
really want to show your appreciation, you’ll rim me as well.”


“Yes, Mistress!” My voice rose on the last syllable. The
taws prompted my reply as it raised my pitch. The table was bolted to the
floor; otherwise I would have toppled it, recoiling from the blow.


“From the looks of that ass,” she said, “I would guess that
you are no stranger to this kind of foreplay. If you learn to relax and get
into it, you’ll find yourself acquiring an appetite for the lash. Breathe deep;
raise yourself up for it. Trust me to know how much you can take. Welcome the
pain.” 


She reminded me of my high school diving coach, who used to
drive us to exhaustion sometimes. When some overwrought girl would finally
dissolve into tears, she would remark coldly, “No pain—no gain.”


“Yes, Mistress!” I took her words to heart. You can
understand how persuasive someone can be when they have claimed your full
attention. She could have told me that extraterrestrials had selected me for
cross breeding with fish, and I would have looked around for the aquarium tank.
When you’re strapped down tight and someone is roasting your ass over a slow
fire, you listen to them. You heed every word, because they can make the pain
go away.


When she shouted, “Right cheek!” I raised my hip from the
table and strained to present it to her. “Left cheek!” Even though the breath I
had just drawn exploded from my lungs as a tortured bark, I rocked on the table
to show her the clearest possible target. She accepted the offer by wrapping
the leather around my hip.


“Center!” she coached. “C’mon, show me that crack!” I pushed
up and out, gooseflesh rising, my eyes shut tight and my jaw clenched in
anticipation of the awful stroke. I howled.


“Again!”


While my mind silently protested the impossibility of
enduring another like that, my legs contrived to spread themselves a little
more and expose the tenderest flesh. It wasn’t the
lash that found me, however, it was her finger that slipped between my scorched
cheeks with a thick glob of lubricant and tucked my assinside.
I flinched at the unexpected touch, then sighed and pressed myself back upon
it.


“Good girl,” she beamed. “I told you we were going to have
fun.”A humming vibrator replaced her finger, entering me with sensuous
slowness. “Open wide now, swallow it down.” Her rising inflection carried a
warning.


Threats were unnecessary. The sensations that resonated
through my loins stimulated my clit indirectly; while the psychological effect
of being so rudely forced in this unnatural way—the sheer obscenity of this
act, was taking me rapidly to the edge. Why would I want to deny this seductive
depravity? I couldn’t really tell if the vibrator was being pushed into me, or
sucked in. 


“Harry is really going to enjoy you!” Ms. Geller cackled
gleefully. I actually felt proud because she was pleased with me. The sluttish
ways that had damned me in the outside world were celebrated here. Perhaps it
was this acceptance I felt that kept me from running while I still had the
chance. Among the righteous, I had always felt a fraud. A little physical
torture seemed a small price to pay for all this approval and attention. No
pain—no gain.


When I could feel the cool palm of her hand against my
heated cheeks, she murmured, “Squeeze it out.”


I tightened obediently, blushing furiously at the familiar
act this suggested, and felt the vibrator shoot out of me and into her waiting
hand. The tip had just cleared my sphincter when she began to push. “Open.”


A rhythm was established, a give and take, in and out. She
made me an accomplice to the violation. It was a kindness, really, allowing me
to feel that I had some measure of control.


“You do this around a real dick,” she giggled, “and you will
milk it dry in no time. Tighten up now. Stay that way. Try to keep it out.”


She continued to pump the greased shaft. Though my clenched
channel failed to slow the assault, the sensation was increased. I began to sweat
and pant like the proverbial bitch in heat. Now the impression of rape was
greater. This plastic lover would not be denied.


“Good! Now relax completely, loose as a goose.”


I sighed, letting her have her way with me. She pumped
faster. “You have permission to cum,” she laughed.


I let myself go, escaping into that cozy and familiar world
of my dreams. The fantasies were intensified now by the promise that they would
soon be real. The shudders caught me unaware as my empty puss quivered and my
throbbing clit jolted me. 


“Congratulations!” she crowed. “Honey, you are about to
become the most popular piece of ass in town!”


She let me have a moment to compose myself before she
resumed her thrusting. It was painful at first; in the afterglow of orgasm, I
wanted only to rest, and the insistent buzzing of the shaft driving into me was
irritating.


“Please!” I whined. “Haven’t I had enough?”


“Your poor attitude has been noted!” she said stiffly. “You
can be sure that it will go on your report.” She began to thrust deeper and
faster. “When you are serving a real cock, you won’t be the one who decides
that you’ve had enough.”


It was exactly what I needed, of course. I had to learn that
it wasn’t just about me. I was a masochist, but I was also a willful
adolescent. She was teaching me that I had no control over my body, and they
were the ones who would choose whether I would know joy or suffering.


I tested her, I suppose. The same way I strain against my
shackles when I am bound, to reassure myself that escape is impossible.


It was her merciless response that stirred my treacherous
loins again. I grew silent, except for the rhythmic panting that was forced
from me as I rocked upon the sweat slick table. 


“Permission?” I whispered, after a long pause.


“You haven’t earned another,” she said.


She helped me to stand after removing my bindings, and let
me massage my chafed wrists while she buckled a belt around my waist. “Spread ‘em.”


I spread my legs and looked over my shoulder at her. She was
smearing grease on an anal plug that was thicker than the vibrator. “You’re
making excellent progress,” she said. “We’ll start you off with a number
three.” 


Wearily, I rested my elbows on the table and stoically
endured yet another penetration; though I caught my breath when she threaded
the crotch strap carefully between my pussy lips and buckled it in the rear,
driving the plug in deep and pinching my clit. 


She stripped off her rubber gloves and threw them in the
trash, then removed her apron and tossed it over a hook. Seizing the taws, she
swept it across my bottom to get my attention.


I had remained bent over the table, letting my body adjust
to the large foreign object invading me, weak from the dual assaults of pain
and humiliation. The taws brought me to attention. There was outraged protest
in my cry.


“Do you have a problem?” Ms. Geller asked sweetly.


I remembered my manners in time. “No, Mistress!”


“Good. Let’s hit the gym.” She pointed to the door. I walked
ahead. The taws steered me.


“Stop walking like a baby with a full diaper!” The taws
snapped against my thigh. “One foot in front of the other! That’s right! Make
it twitch! Shoulders back and tits out! You are to move gracefully at all
times. I don’t care if you’re tired and sore, just strut your stuff like a
little whore. Show the world what a nasty, dirty slut you are. That plug up
your ass isthere to improve your posture.” The
whirring leather strap punctuated every sentence. It licked at my thighs and
calves as I tried to stride like a runway model and ignore its sharp bites. The
crotch strap sawed into me and the plug shifted with every step I took. It was
another absurd parade, but I never felt less like laughing.


The room had been built for dance rehearsals. Smoked glass
mirrors covered one wall, and a waist high brass rail ran the length of the
room on the opposite side. The ceiling was high and full of echoes. The floor
was gleaming hardwood. Sunlight streamed in from high windows. 


In the center of the floor was an exercise mat. Equipment
had been placed around its perimeter; rowing machines, stationary bicycles,
treadmills, and weights.


The naked girl handcuffed to the brass rail stole my
attention away from this.


When Ms. Geller opened the door and pushed me into the room,
the girl raised her head off of her chest and turned toward the sound of the
steel door booming against the stop. She couldn’t see us through the hood,
which covered all but her nose. The hood bulged around the area of her ears and
mouth, and I assumed that she wore a gag and ear pads under it. She was sitting
on the floor, her knees drawn up under her to cushion her seat, and her hands
gripping the rail to take the pressure off from her chafed wrists. She was not
comfortable, and I think that she had been there for some time. The angry
ridges on her buttocks and thighs told me that she had been whipped hard with
something vicious.


I felt pity for her, even as I was grateful not to be in her
place. She was essentially deaf, blind, and mute, but still aware that someone
had entered the room. There was nothing about her condition to suggest that she
might consider this good news.


“This is Junebug,” said Ms.
Geller, scornfully. “She is in disgrace.” She slashed the taws hard across the
naked back, wrapping it under an arm to snap at Junebug’s
breast. Even through the gag and hood, I could hear the despair in her muffled
cry. 


Ms. Geller wheeled around to face me. The mischief in her
grin was a warning sign I had already learned to dread. “Here’s the plan,” she
giggled. “You’re going to do a little work out. I’ll tell you what exercises to
do. Every time you fuck up, Junebug collects a few
more marks. We’ll start with pushups, give me ten, knees off the floor, the way
the guys do it.”


I was never very strong. I managed three before my arms
refused to lift me more than halfway off the mat. Ms. Geller made me watch
while she delivered seven savage blows to the mewling victim. Cuffed to the
rail, and unable to see the source of her agony, Junebug
could only thrash helplessly, twisting and curling in a vain attempt to protect
her tender places.


“Sit ups,” said Ms. Geller. She spun away from the sobbing
girl and snapped her taws against the floor for emphasis, regarding me with
wild eyes. “Give me twenty five!” 


The next hour was a nightmare. I sweated and strained, but I
never had the endurance to complete the exercises she demanded. Many of the
exercises involved sitting up and bending over, positions that caused the plug
to stab deep or shift inside me, a subtle aggravation I could only try to
ignore. I was soon sobbing with frustration. Protecting my own hide would never
have made me so desperate to succeed.


When my cramping stomach refused to lift me after only
fifteen sit ups, I had to stand at attention while Junebug
paid for my weakness. Dissatisfied with her victim’s freedom of movement, Ms.
Geller shackled Junebug over a padded exercise horse,
legs wide and ass high, before giving her ten solid strokes with a leather
paddle.


“Bicycle!” she shouted, blowing a strand of hair away from
her face. “Don’t let that speedometer fall into the red zone!”


I pedaled furiously. The plug churned within. It was a race
against my own exhaustion.


Junebug lost. A single tailed whip
was applied to her upraised bottom, flailing mercilessly.She
surged against her bindings as the strokes found her. The hood muted her
screams, but her clenched fists and straining limbs were eloquent. 


I wanted to comfort her or apologize for my weakness. It
never would have occurred to me to protest that this was unfair, or to
rationalize that I had no real responsibility for Junebug’s
suffering, since Ms. Geller planned to hurt her anyway, and was simply using me
for an excuse. I had accepted the rules of this game, and by those rules, the
fault was mine. I couldn’t ask Junebug if she had
agreed to these terms as well. I couldn’t even beg her forgiveness. I could
only watch and flinch sympathetically every time the whipping girl paid for my
frailty with her own hide.


Who was Junebug? Was she here by
her own choice, as I was? Had she been blackmailed or forced? I sensed that
Mrs. Hobbes, Ms. Geller, and I were only a small part of a vast network of
people devoted to dominance and submission, cruelty and surrender, a web that
spans cultures, continents, and time. The heart of this network is Domain, but Lestrade isn’t the architect of this secret subculture, any
more than Mrs. Hobbes is. They only use it to further their own ends. I know
the spider’s real name. 


I never saw Junebug’s face that
day, and our paths never crossed again. Ms. Geller chained her to the rail once
more before she led me off to be showered. I looked back on my way out the
door, seeing the welted shoulders shake with muffled sobs as Junebug crouched on the floor.


Tomorrow, it could be me.


Kneeling over the floor drain, with Ms. Geller spraying hot
water over me, I washed the plug. She had eased it out of my swollen hole and
tossed it to the floor between my knees. Scrubbing it, I discovered that it was
smaller than most real cocks, but not by much. She had called it a number
three, so apparently there were smaller ones available. I suspected that I
would be cleaning larger ones in the future. I was to be opened, and I feared
that the process would be painful. 


“Feeling a little high?” asked Ms. Geller. “There is nothing
like a good workout to get the endorphins pumping. We’ll have you in shape in
no time!”


The cruelty she had demonstrated in the gym was gone now,
replaced by her cheery enthusiasm. I felt drained by the intensity of the
experience, yet tingly and exhilarated as well. My buttocks glowed and the hot
water scorched them. My anus felt cored and scoured, aching and oddly empty. My
stretched sphincter would throb and contract for hours, reminding me of the
outrageous things she had done to it.


I dried the plug and myself while she watched.


“Thank me and get dressed,” she said.


I walked across the floor on my knees, holding the plug out
to her in uplifted hands. “You’re not mocking me, are you?” she said sharply.


I turned scarlet and dropped my head a bit more to underline
my sincerity. “No, Mistress. Thank you for training me.”


She let me squirm awhile before she accepted the plug. “When
you thank me tomorrow, be more creative. Praise me. Make promises. Ask for
more. Be crude and obscene.”


“Yes, Mistress.”


“Time’s up for today.” She clapped her hands. “Get into your
togs. Artemis will be here any minute.”



 

***



 

She made me wait outside. The cold concrete chilled my bare
feet. My skirt felt rough against my buttocks, and made my thighs itch where it
brushed against my welts. 


While I was waiting, a long white car stopped at the curb. I
couldn’t see through the tinted windows, and I thought for a moment that Mrs.
Hobbes had come to pick me up in a different car. Then the rear door opened and
a girl got out. 


She was about my age, very pretty, draped from neck to
ankles in a black cape. As she hurried past me, I saw that her feet were bare.
She didn’t look at me, but the terror I saw on her face probably blinded her to
my presence. 


The door opened as she approached it, and a hand emerged to
take her inside. 


Morris arrived as the white car was leaving.


When I opened the door to get in, I saw that Mrs. Hobbes
wasn’t in the car. I should have known. She seldom rode for more than an hour,
and I had been with Ms. Geller all morning. Morris had been sent to collect me.


I sat gingerly on the seat, soft as it was, it sent a
prickling sensation racing across my welted cheeks. Morris saw me wince in the
rear view mirror, and chuckled. I shifted in my seat to get out of his field of
vision, and found myself staring at my own reflection. My damp hair was lank,
framing my skull and jaw and emphasizing the bone structure. I studied the
exhausted hollows under the eyes. Who was this dissipated angel? 


As the limo pulled out into the street, I watched the world
passing by, feeling more than ever that I was a stranger to it. All those
clean, righteous people, their hopes and sentiments; none of this had meaning
for me. I was something other; a debauched innocent, a victim accomplice, a
wakeful dreamer.


I didn’t notice right away that we were not taking the
shortest route home. It wasn’t until Morris turned down a narrow gravel road
that I became uneasy. 


Questions were forbidden. I could only assume that my
Mistress had approved this side trip. I had to have faith in her omniscience.
Nothing was accidental anymore.


He left the road, pulling the car behind a grove of trees
and shutting off the engine. I waited silently while he got out of the car and
opened the rear door to get in the back with me.


It took all of my self-control not to pull away when he
placed a rough hand on the back of my neck. “Let’s see what that mouth is good
for,” he said, unbuttoning his trousers. He was an intimidating figure in his
dark uniform and visored cap. The indifference he had
displayed toward me earlier had lulled me into a false sense of security,
allowing me to deny the possibility that he would also have the authority to
use me. The act he commanded was familiar to me, but the adolescent boys I had
known before had been awkward and grateful. They had never been so forceful and
demanding. 


Or so big.Reaching into his fly,
he produced an organ that made me catch my breath with sudden alarm. It was
circumcised, and the head was large and red, like a ripe plum. The shaft tapered,
thickening toward the root.


“I would call that hesitation,” he rumbled.


I knelt on the seat beside him to adjust the angle of my
body and reach him better, a position that raised my bottom. As I opened my
mouth wide to engulf him, I could feel him flip my skirt over my back to expose
me. He filled my mouth, arching his hips to urge me deeper. I took a deep
breath and swallowed when I felt myself begin to choke. 


His fingers toyed with me, dipping into my slit to gather
moisture, then teasing my sore anus. “Did Chatty stretch your butthole good
today?” he taunted.


Mama always taught me not to talk with my mouth full. I spit
him out with difficulty, seeing a string of saliva connecting us. “Yes,
Master.”


His hand on my neck pulled me down. The penetration was
swift, I retched, and the pressure of his cock against the back of my throat
brought tears to my eyes.


“Look at me!” he growled.


I raised my eyes, seeing his blurred face, slack with lust.
“I like to see girls cry for me,” he said. A thick finger, slick with my own
juices, stabbed into me, making me mewl around him. “Mrs. Hobbes measured me
the day I was hired. She said that she wanted a man big enough to make a whore
scream for mercy.”


In that moment, I knew that Mr. Hobbes might be the first
man to claim my anus, but he would not be the only one. 


I licked Morris clean when he was finished playing with me.


Mrs. Griswold, Morris, and Johnny sat at the kitchen table
to have lunch. They ate spaghetti and meatballs. It smelled delicious. I stood
at the counter and watched them while I devoured my cup of plain yogurt,
lapping the inside of the carton shamelessly after scraping out what I could
with a spoon. Semi- starvation was part of my training. When I realized that
Mrs. Griswold was grinning at me, I discarded the carton and washed my
yogurt-smeared face at the sink, thinking ruefully that I had just traded what
little dignity I had for a few calories. Hunger and exhaustion were becoming my
chronic state, clouding my judgment and making me apathetic. I was uncritically
accepting conditions that became more insane every day.



 

***



 

“Come here, Nymph,” snapped Mrs. Griswold.


I dried off and presented myself at the table. 


“Would you like some dessert?” she asked solicitously. I
nodded emphatically, though I suspected that a cruel jest would follow. I was
right. Mrs. Griswold slumped in her chair, sliding her ass to the edge of her
seat and raising her skirt. She wasn’t wearing panties either.


“Lick that,” she said.


I had earned enough demerits for one day. I dropped to my
knees and crawled under the table. My shortened skirt made sense to me now. My
groveling wouldn’t soil it.


The lips of her pussy were thick; the cleft within smelled
fishy. Her pubic hair was grey. She interrupted my servicing of her cunt once
to send me for a coffee refill, and sipped it while I worked. Morris sat on her
left, the toes of his glossy black shoes just touching my knee. Johnny sat on
her right; kicking my buttocks playfully with his little feet and laughing like
a maniacal child. When Mrs. Griswold finally shuddered and pushed me away, I
heard the buzzing of Johnny’s zipper being opened. I turned to him without
waiting to me told.


His hand was under the table, holding out a meatball for me.
I was careful not to snap at it, a good bitch, grateful for her tidbits. He let
me suck his blunt finger a moment before he pulled it out and reached into his
pants.


Johnny was a dwarf, not a midget. His arms and legs were
stunted, but he had the head and torso of a full sized man. His cock, I soon
discovered, was fully developed as well. Perhaps Morris had been telling the
truth when he said Mrs. Hobbes hired men for their girth. It was all that I
could do to get my aching jaw around it. It was darkly pigmented, ridged and
gnarled as an old root.


“Dey call me Johnny Three Legs,”
he giggled.


I had to work him for a long time, I think that he delayed cumming just to prolong my misery. His discharge was heavy
and bitter, dribbling past my lips and off my chin. 


Mrs. Griswold pointed to a white drop of semen glistening on
the floor. “Clean that up.”


As I licked the floor, I was aware that she was making
another entry in her notebook. I had committed the sin of spilling seed upon
the ground.


“When you are finished with that, you can start on the
dishes,” she said. 


Bone weary, I stripped and put my uniform in the closet.
Tomorrow it would be replaced, perhaps with something shorter and tighter. The
serving girl wears what she is given. 


The painting had disappeared from the wall. An enema bag was
hanging in its place, a reminder that my daily hygiene would include a new
routine. My eyes were haunted in the mirror. I looked over my shoulder at my
own backside, yesterday’s bruises showed through today’s crimson flush. I had
every expectation that I would be physically punished again before bedtime.


When my scrubbing and scouring were done for the day, Mrs.
Griswold had called a halt and handed me an envelope filled with torn out
notebook pages. 


“Take this with you when you report to Mrs. Hobbes.”


She let me read them. Hesitation, failure to ask permission
to urinate, impudence, poor posture, every slip had been catalogued by Mrs.
Griswold or Morris. Johnny had scrawled “Durty gurl!” on his page. Ms. Geller had faxed a cryptic note.


“The spirit is willing. The flesh is out of condition. I
recommend a number four for now.”


Earlier, she had filled me with a plug she called a number
three. My anus still throbbed with the memory, but the swollen opening would
soon harbor a larger one.


I knew that this dreadful progression of torments and
humiliations would continue. I felt like a helpless addict who knows that his
habit will eventually destroy him, but I knew that I must follow the path that
had been set before me. The devil baptizes with fire.


Yet I hummed a tune as I showered and shaved my pussy, and
regretted only that I could not perfume my naked skin before presenting it for
the pleasure of my Mistress. 


Exhausted, ravenous, and sore, I clutched the envelope with
trembling fingers, feeling like a terrified child with a bad report card as I
tapped on her bedroom door.
















Part Five



 

When a knock sounded on the door, Nymph, moving with her
unearthly grace, slipped out of the chair and dropped to her knees in the
center of the room. Her eyes lowered, and she arched her back as she placed her
hands palm up on her widespread knees.


For a few moments, Gordon was unaware that anyone had even
knocked. He had been deep in concentration over his painting, with Nymph’s
strange and terrible tale playing as a jarring counterpoint to the beauty
appearing on his canvas. If he hadn’t been a witness to the event, Gordon would
have sworn that the painter’s hand was not his own. Creating an image of such
heart breaking purity was beyond his ability.


Gordon set his palette down and turned away from his easel.
“Who is it?”


“Lestrade,” boomed the voice from
behind the door. Reckless humor was evident in his tone. “I can come back later
if you’re . . . occupied.”


“No!” said Gordon testily. “Come in. I need to talk to you.”
He got up and opened the door.


Lestrade swept past him to enter
the room. A girl entered behind him. Like Nymph, she was collared, but her
collar was a simple leather band. She was dressed in a brief silk shift, more
like a nightgown than a dress. The way it was clinging to her body left no
doubt that she wore nothing underneath. Sandals were on her feet.


Gordon deduced that she was a menial of some sort, a
personal aide to Lestrade. She might also be a slave,
but one with some sort of rank. 


He had been ready with harsh words for Lestrade,
but the girl gave him reason to pause. He was a stranger in a complex society
that he didn’t understand. His travel experience had taught him to reserve judgment
in a foreign culture, and respect the local laws and customs.


“I trust you have had a pleasant stay so...” Lestrade’s hearty greeting broke off when he saw the
painting that Gordon had left uncovered. The temperature in the room seemed to
drop a few degrees.


“Nymph!” Lestrade said evenly.
“You are in disgrace.” Nymph paled, and her chin dropped against her chest as
she quavered.


 “Yes, Master.”


“Is there a problem here?” Gordon asked. All of his well
prepared recriminations were suddenly forgotten. He had been ready to take Lestrade to task for the inhumanity of keeping slaves and
offering them to his guests like party favors. Now he feared for Nymph’s
welfare, and wanted to defend her. 


Lestrade wheeled on Gordon and
stabbed an angry finger toward the painting. “Slaves are never allowed to use
the furniture. She should have told you that!”


“She did.”


Some of the anger seeped out of Lestrade.
When he spoke again, he used the reasonable tones of a father explaining ethics
to a child. “I told you that things were different here. We have our own laws,
and we have them for a reason. You don’t understand how it is with slaves. They
need constant reminding of their place. You let them lounge around on the
furniture and the first thing you know, they will be calling you by your first
name. Inside of a week they get sassy. If you don’t use the rod regularly, this
one will spoil quickly. This little stunt is her way of asking for a whipping.
She is feeling neglected, I fear.” 


He nodded in the direction of the girl in the leather
collar. “If Nymph doesn’t get what’s coming to her, it will set a bad example
for the others.”


“She told me about the rule,” Gordon said. “I ordered her to
ignore it.”


“Did you force her?” Lestrade
raised an eyebrow. His ironic sense of humor was returning. Gordon knew he was
making a point.


“I don’t force anyone!” Gordon said.


Lestrade laughed. “You’re soft on
her! By tomorrow, you will be asking me to set her free so that you can marry
her. Don’t set yourself up for that sort of aggravation. Treat her like a queen
and watch her turn sulky. Inside of a year she will strip herself at the gates
of Domain and beg us to take her back. If you want this slut’s heart, you had
better whip her before bedtime and wake her in the middle of the night with
your dick in her ass. Face it, Gordon. She is only a slave, and it’s all she wants
to be.”


Gordon gnawed a thumbnail, knowing that Lestrade
was probably right, but seeking some argument that would save Nymph’s beautiful
skin. “Perhaps Nymph should have something to say about all this.” 


“Good idea.” Lestrade turned to
Nymph. “What do you have to say for yourself?”


Nymph spoke to the floor. “The fault is mine, Master. I
encouraged Master Wheeler to treat me as an equal. I failed to impress upon him
the seriousness of this infraction. I


ask to be punished.”


“She’s lying!” Gordon cried. How could he help her, when she
refused to act in her own defense?


“Perhaps,” Lestrade agreed. “But
she knows that she has no need to protect you, so she is only lying to condemn
herself.” He nodded to the other girl. “Strawberry, take Nymph to the dungeon.
Put her in the smallest cell we have vacant.” He handed a pair of wrist cuffs
to the girl. 


Gordon watched helplessly as Strawberry advanced on Nymph;
who rose and placed her hands behind her to be shackled.


“How did she fit?” asked Lestrade.


“What?” Gordon was distracted, watching as this trembling
nude was prepared for a confinement he could only imagine. Every finer instinct
he had ever been taught rebelled against this outrage, yet he could not deny a
perverse anticipation.


“Her ass,” barked Lestrade
impatiently. “Did you have any trouble getting in?”


“No,” Gordon was confused by his own roiling emotions. “But
what...?”


“Better make sure.” Lestrade cut
him off.“Strawberry, let her wear a number five plug while she waits. She will
be whipped later this evening.” 


“Yes, Master.”


Gordon watched as Strawberry led Nymph away. She was only a
slave, fallen from grace. Tonight, she would be whipped.


Perhaps Lestrade would invite him
to watch.
















Book Two
















Part One



 

The Stable Boss leaned against the doorjamb, smoking a
cigarette and watching Domain go about its business. Her leg was cocked
casually, the booted toe digging into the stable yard dust and the spur pointed
skyward. A pair of muscular arms, sleeveless in the heat, were folded across
her chest.


She had a full view of the intersection at Desade and Torquemada, the heart of Domain. Across the
street, two guards were drinking coffee in front of The Training Center.


Discipline was lax at this season, with no trainees expected
until next month, and the cells emptied by the most recent auction, they had
practically nothing to guard.


The guards were superfluous anyway. Only a single escapee
had ever made it as far as the main door, a panicked girl with a soap gun who
actually bluffed some of the guards before she was tackled and hauled back
inside. 


Bored, the guards were staring without interest at the
scaffolding in the main square, where a naked girl had been standing
spread-eagled since sun up. She had enough slack in her chains to stand flat
footed and flex the stiffness out of her shoulders. The Whipmaster
wouldn’t draw her up on tiptoe until the whipping began at noon. “Impudent” had
been printed neatly across her back and breasts with a marking pen. She would
receive the standard hundred stroke penalty. Her thoughtful Mistress had locked
a plug in her anus to dilate her, anticipating the Whipmaster’s
usual gratuity. He would have a key to fit the chastity strap when he carried
his sobbing victim away.


As the Stable Boss watched, a fly landed on the girl’s ass.
Unable to swat at it, she twitched to shoo it away. Her body was glossy from
the sun block that she had been slathered with, and someone would bring her
water before long, but the tropical sun would still torture her as she waited.


Traffic on the streets was light at this hour—not that it
was ever heavy on this island—where the off season population of three thousand
souls and visitors came by invitation only. Now and then a two-wheeled cart
would clatter past her, and the Stable Boss would languidly wave at the
occupant.


She glanced down the street, checking the progress of a
building under construction there. Like all buildings in Domain, it would be
built of stone, following the imposing Gothic style that was their motif.
Domain resembled an Old World city from the Middle Ages, transported in time
and space to a tropical jungle in the electronic age.


As the Stable Boss watched, the forewoman looked up from the
blueprint before her and beckoned to a mason. He set his trowel down and
hurried to stand before her. The Stable Boss couldn’t hear what the forewoman
said, but the mason dropped to his knees and crawled under the drawing table.
The forewoman reached down and unsnapped her codpiece before turning back to
the plans, and the Stable Boss could see her slow smile even at a distance.


A leather collared farm hand was selling fruit from a kiosk.
He was cute. The Stable Boss wondered if his contract made him potentially
available to her. He might be exclusive to his Master or Mistress, or reserved
for the use of other men. She was thinking that she would ask around and find
out. Then she noticed Lestrade’s girl, Strawberry,
was approaching from the direction of the castle.


The Stable Boss didn’t much care for Strawberry. The girl
was much too timorous for her taste. She preferred vertebrates.


When the girl was a few feet away, she paused and waited
with her eyes on the ground.


“You have permission to speak,” growled the Stable Boss.
Sometimes observing all this protocol could be a real pain in the ass.


“Master Lestrade requires a cart
and a driver for the day. There is a visitor who wishes to see the caves.” 


The Stable Boss knew that Lestrade’s
“requirement” was probably not as imperative as Strawberry’s phrasing made it
sound. In the eyes of a lowly Class B, Lestrade was a
deity. He had founded Domain, and owned the land it was built upon. His efforts
had created the sovereign nation status they enjoyed. In a way, he was a king,
but it was a title he refused to take seriously. His kingdom extended a mere hundred
square miles, and his army couldn’t have defeated Luxembourg in a fair fight.
As far as the Stable Boss was concerned, Lestrade had
all the power and authority of a small town mayor, so she didn’t race to do his
bidding.


“Is it a man or a woman?” asked the Stable Boss. She was
thinking about weight. She wasn’t a large woman, though compactly built, and
could drive the cart herself, but a heavy passenger would limit her choice of
ponies.


“A man, Mistress.”


“Big man?”


The slave flushed a little. “Bigger than Master Lestrade, I think.”


The Stable Boss tapped Strawberry’s forehead with her
finger, to wake up her brain. “Get your mind out of the gutter for a minute,
slut puppy. I want to know how much he weighs.”


Strawberry looked chagrined. “Sorry, Mistress. I think he
might weigh about two hundred pounds, perhaps more. He is rather muscular, so
it’s hard to guess.”


The Stable Boss turned and looked down the aisle between the
stalls, thinking. “Tell him I will have it ready in an hour.” 


“Yes, Mistress,” Strawberry scurried away. The Stable Boss
shook her head contemptuously. Class B slaves! They lacked the nerve to take
the plunge and achieve Class A status, so they settled for the lives of worker
bees. Many had contracts limiting their sexual use to certain partners, or
certain types of partners. They had safe words to protect them from the trauma
of real discipline, and they could only be punished for cause. They were
dabblers, as far as she was concerned, and could never compare to the fine
fillies confined in her stable.


She turned and entered the stable, her heels clopping softly
on the aisle as she considered her choice. Velvet and Satin had been run hard
yesterday, by a couple of insensitive clods who returned them winded and
dehydrated. They deserved the day off. Ajax and Achilles would have been a
great team; if a turned ankle hadn’t put Ajax out of service for the rest of
the month.


He was getting exercise of another sort these days, bound to
a bench with a striped ass and both ends filled with
cock, waiting for Achilles to recover enough to take another turn. It wasn’t
punishment, just a simple change of job description. There is more than one way
to hire a gelding out. 


So there was only one team available.


They were burrowed into the straw like two pink piglets. One
clutched the wire mesh while she slept, and cradled her sister for warmth. When
the Stable Boss rapped the mesh with her riding bat, the vibration woke them,
and they stared up at her with four huge brown eyes, startled at first, then smiling,
her mares in heat, Flora and Fawna.


They were a matched pair—twins actually. They had been born
deaf and refused to attempt speech; simple souls who preferred silence, hard
work, and discipline. They were of one heart and mind, and could not imagine a
happier life than the one they shared. Both were natural athletes, enthusiastic
libertines, and incorrigible masochists. She cared much more for them than she
would ever let them know.


Training had been no problem. Once the Stable Boss had
worked out a system of commands based on gesture and touch, they had proven
themselves quick studies. They were Class A slaves, and the only proviso in
their contract was that they never be separated. She ran them hard. She whipped
them often. She invited the stable hands to sodomize them at will. They
worshipped her for it. She could command them to run off the edge of a cliff,
and they would still be in step when they went over.


They were lithe and tawny, beautiful work animals, browned
by the sun. Their temples had been shorn, leaving a chestnut mane growing down
the center of their heads. The rest of them was smooth and bare, hard muscle
that flowed gracefully at canter and gallop, small breasts that didn’t flop
when they trotted.


The Stable Boss unlocked the stall door and beckoned. She
wondered again why she locked them up at night. No thief could ever smuggle
them off the island undetected, and they weren’t about to wander away. Perhaps
she locked them in for the sake of form, to let them know that she valued them,
or because the sound of the key in the lock made her wet.


She pointed toward the sanitary area, and the two girls
eagerly set about cleaning each other. Boredom was the only aspect of their
lives they found irksome. They were experienced enough to know that they would
be in harness soon. The Stable Boss had no need to direct them or urge haste.
She simply sat on a stool in the aisle with her legs extended and watched.


Their lavatory was primitive, a hole on the floor that
carried wastewater away, and a douche nozzle on a length of hose. The Stable
Boss considered hot water an indispensable amenity for hard working ponies, and
allowed them to adjust the temperature for their own comfort. Some girls
giggled when they washed each other, but the twins shared their delight in
silence, only grinning as they took turns flushing each other out inside. They
were always attentive to their Mistress, however, and shut the water off
quickly when she signed to them.


They shook themselves to shed as much water as possible,
since towels were a luxury denied them. The Stable Boss touched one of the
twins on the elbow, a signal that she should spread her legs and bend to touch
her toes. The slave girl’s eyes widened slightly, but she had neither the right
nor the ability to ask why her Mistress was about to punish her.


In fact, she was being punished for no good reason at all,
unless it was because of the way her pert little behind tempted her Mistress.


When Fawna was bent over, the
Stable Boss touched Flora between the eyes. It was a warning not to look away.Because the girls were so inseparable, the Stable Boss
never punished one without punishing the other. If a customer complained, there
was no need to identify the guilty party, since both would suffer. The Stable
Boss appreciated the psychological effects of anticipation; so one slave would
be punished in the morning; while the other stood witness. In the evening,
after twelve hours of waiting, the second girl would endure the same treatment.


With new girls, especially those who shared emotional ties,
this technique was very effective. Many otherwise stubborn girls would become
hysterical. The brave ones begged to take the blame and punishment for both.
The more cowardly begged to be spared.


These girls had been through all that. The girl who watched
displayed only interest. The girl who bent over was only slightly apprehensive,
though she gnawed her lip when she saw the cane taken down from its place on
the wall. Beads of water glittered on her tawny bottom, spread wide by this
posture. Her bare puss was displayed for her Mistress. The anus above clenched
with unease.


The Stable Boss was in a hurry, and needed to deliver hard
punishment in a short time. The cane whickered and snapped against the tightly
stretched bottom. The slave’s fingers scraped the floor, her legs quivering,
and toward the end she began a weird bleating that the Stable Boss had come to
know. The twins never screamed, perhaps they were not vocally equipped, or had
never heard other voices and protested their pain in a more primal way. Fawna cried like a wounded doe. The flurry of blows was so
swiftly delivered that the first had barely begun to color before the last was
given. When it ended, the girl was still clenching and hissing, lost in her
pain. The Stable Boss knew that the agony of the cane continued to grow after
the fact, and allowed Fawna a few moments to ride out
the burn. She used the time to glance meaningfully at Flora while tapping her
wristwatch with the cane. The slave girl smiled shyly and bowed, grateful for
the reminder. She would have her turn as well, spiced with foreboding. She felt
blessed.


The color was rising now. The force of impact made the skin
blanch at first, but now the double lines appeared where the flesh had bruised
above and below the mark. A couple of strokes had been shortened, so that the
tip could bite hard at the high point of each globe. It was an affectation the
Stable Boss indulged. A kiss for each cheek, the lucky slave would feel them
burn as she ran.


The Stable Boss tore at the snaps that secured her codpiece,
baring her crotch. Fawna knew the routine by now, and
dropped to her knees without waiting for the touch that would command her. Even
a mute has ways of expressing gratitude. Her tongue was eloquent.


She lapped eagerly at the pink folds that had been bared for
her. She was always insatiable for the taste and feel of this beloved flesh.
She didn’t need to be urged on by the hard hands that gripped her hair, but she
welcomed them anyway, and thrust her tongue deep into the sweet nest 


 


The cart was a type of sulky, a stylized creation of
Fiberglas and aluminum that was light and strong. Flora and Fawna
stood between the shaves. Fawna had the lead today,
so that Flora would have her sister’s striped rear constantly in view. They
wore bits with rubber cylinders, easier on the teeth than steel, and their high
collars were an extension of their bridles. They wore no blinkers. The Stable
Boss had chosen safety over style. Deaf girls depend on their eyes more than
others do.


Their arms were bent and secured along the length of the
shaves, but they had been provided with vertical grab handles to push against,
so that the harness would chafe less. The designer of the cart had fashioned
the handles to resemble male organs.That way, the
ponies could travel about with a cock in each hand.


Some of the load was carried by the wide waist belts that
also secured the ponies to the cart. A crotch strap anchored their conical anal
plugs; which flared widely at the base, keeping their cheeks separated so that
the plugs would be deeply seated. When they ran, the movement of their buttocks
would shift the plugs inside them. As the cart bounced down the road, the
shaves would jounce against their belts. Every gallop down a rutted road inevitably
and effectively forced the ponies to sodomize themselves. The Stable Boss
thought it provided an excellent incentive for avoiding potholes.


The tails that sprouted from the bases of the plugs were a
perfect match for the manes above, having been fashioned from the girls’ own
hair.


Because the caves were out of town, the Stable Boss had
buckled sandals on their feet. Their soles were tough enough to run bare on
pavement, but she didn’t want them getting stone bruised feet.


The Stable Boss was leading the team out of the stable as Lestrade approached. A stranger was beside him. The Stable
Boss grinned when she saw how he was rubbernecking. Domain took some getting
used to. She was curious about him. He lacked the arrogant air most tops
affected, but he walked beside Lestrade, rather than
behind him; so he wasn’t here to audition for a place on the bottom either.


He was a big man, middle aged, but fit and rather handsome.
He wore a sleeveless vest with several pockets. She usually saw this garment on
fishermen and photographers, but doubted that he was here for either reason.
His slacks and shoes suggested that he was more interested in utility than
fashion. Most visitors to the island were real fashion plates, showing off
their finery, or worse, affecting costumes.


“Gordon Wheeler,” said Lestrade,
“this is Sonya Herweyer, the Stable Boss.”


She shook his hand firmly, taking his measure. The way he
met her eyes told her that he was no bottom, but he seemed too confused to be a
top. “Bringing in tourists these days, Lestrade?” she
asked dryly.


Lestrade chuckled. She was
familiar with his unorthodox ways and practical jokes, only a free thinking
absurdist could have conceived of this bizarre realm, but only a pragmatist
could have made it real. “Mr. Wheeler is an art historian. I have given him
permission to explore the caves and write about his findings, as long as he
takes no photographs and tells no one about our local customs.”


“Local customs,” the Stable Boss snorted. “We keep sex
slaves here, if you haven’t figured that out yet.”


Gordon seemed to relax a little. The Stable Boss was gruff,
but she had a sense of humor about herself that put him at ease. “I know. The
young lady I found kneeling in my hotel room last night explained it to me.” He
glanced sharply in Lestrade’s direction, letting her
know that he hadn’t appreciated the surprise.


“Lestrade!” the Stable Boss
chided, “you didn’t send him one of those red silk whores last night, did you?”


“I wouldn’t insult a guest that way,” Lestrade
was enjoying the banter, sharing a joke on the outsider. “I sent Nymph.”


“Nymph!” she crowed. “It’s a wonder he can walk without
help.” She turned to Gordon with a nudge. “A word of warning, that little mink
will screw you straight to a coronary if you don’t watch out.”


Gordon found this locker room talk embarrassing. “I was told
that you might be able to arrange transportation to the caverns, and a guide.
If you give me directions, and it isn’t far, perhaps I could walk there.” 


“Nonsense!” said the Stable Boss. “I wouldn’t think of
letting you tire yourself out. You will need your strength tonight, unless Lestrade has other plans for Nymph.”


“Nymph is in disgrace,” said Lestrade.
“She let Mr. Wheeler here talk her into lounging around on the furniture while
he painted her portrait. She is caged right now, under strict restraint, and I
intend to whip her later, but I think she will still have enough spunk to show
Gordon a good time tonight.”


The Stable Boss nodded. “There’s nothing like a few stripes
to make a girl eager to please.”


Lestrade clapped Gordon heartily
on the shoulder. “Don’t be late for lunch.” He turned to the Stable Boss. “If
you two can take it from here, I’ll be running along. I have a kingdom to run.”



 

“Magnificent beasts, aren’t they?”


Gordon had been numbed by the things he had seen on the
streets of Domain, naked slaves on leashes, a girl thrown over her Master’s
knee and spanked at a sidewalk cafe, bound slaves used as decorations and
ornaments, or living billboards, and pony girls.


“I was expecting something with a motor,” he said.


“We have a few,” she said, “emergency vehicles mostly. Life
is lived more slowly on Domain. We find this mode of transport so-genteel.”


“Where did you find them?” there was a note of awe in his
voice. They stood at attention, strength and beauty, under control.


“They found me. I have a web site, encrypted to keep out the
do-gooders and curiosity seekers. I only want to deal with serious horse
traders, but these two managed to hack into it while they were still in high
school. I told them to go away and come back when they were of age. Damned if
they didn’t. I gave them a week to try them out, then extended it to a month.
When I was satisfied with their sincerity and talent, I brought them here and
slapped on my brand.”


She gestured at the U shaped scars on their left bottom
cheeks. “This is my personal mark, they wear it with pride. Pony girls are a
special breed. The horse shoe brand is a badge of honor.”


She gathered up the reins and stepped up into the cart. “We
should get under way, if we want to be back by noon.”


As Gordon climbed aboard, she lifted her driving whip out of
its socket. The whip was six feet of stiff rod with six inches of nylon tail.
Out of the corner of her eye, the Stable Boss saw the look of horror on Gordon’s
face and laughed. “Don’t worry. This is only for giving directions. I don’t
intend to peel the hide off these two lovelies.”


To demonstrate, she touched Fawna
on the flank. Responding to the command, the girls began to trot, easing
forward with barely a jerk. Gordon noticed that they moved in synch, leading
with the right foot and matching the length of their stride perfectly. They
tossed their heads, not in rebellion, but to express their high spirits.


“So—what do you think of Domain so far?” she asked.


She had to raise her voice above the clopping of their
sandals. A horseshoe shaped plate had been nailed to each heel. In soft ground,
they would leave backward hoof prints. On pavement, they clacked like pacers.


“I find it hard to believe that the slaves feel honored to
be here,” Gordon said. “It sounds like a rationalization.” 


“Didn’t Lestrade say that you were
an artist?” 


He shrugged. Was she trying to change the subject? “I make
my living as an art historian, painting is something I do.” 


She tapped the lead girl in a different spot, and the stride
lengthened to a canter. She allowed them to have their heads. Their muscles
flowed smoothly as they ran, and even the swishing tails failed to make them
ridiculous.


“Think of Domain as a creative enterprise,” she explained.
“Everyone here is a sort of artist, sculpting a world where sexual dominance
and submission are a way of life. There is no hypocrisy here, and art is truth.
The people here are free to realize dreams, become who they really are, and help
shape a society in their own image.” 


“That’s very poetic,” he sniffed, “but not very persuasive.
I can’t help thinking about an innocent girl who is being punished like a
political prisoner for breaking some asinine rule.”



 

***


 


“But she agreed to the rule!” she reminded him.


The central city of Domain was left behind and dense growth
lined the road. The Stable Boss turned the girls down an unpaved side road,
urging greater speed. She enjoyed seeing their spines stiffen as a series of
washboard ruts jolted the wagon. The side to side swish of their tails became a
dance, up and down, in and out. She would give them to the stable hands tonight
after Flora’s caning. The boys seemed to like buggering them more when they
were already a bit saddle-sore. They were tighter and more responsive that way.


“Listen!” she said impatiently. “Do you know how hard
dancers train? They drive themselves for hours each day, forcing their bodies
to go beyond normal limits. It’s the same with gymnasts, bronc
riders, and figure skaters. To do art well, one must sacrifice something.
Sometimes the price is paid with blood. How many men have died building
cathedrals?


“The student doesn’t hate his mentor, even when the lessons
are hard. He knows that the rules of the game must be followed, no matter how
silly or unfair they seem. He is grateful for his corrections. They improve
him.”


She drew back on the reins, stopping the cart. “Here we
are.”


When the motion of the cart and the sound of the pony’s
hooves ceased, Gordon was struck by the silence. They were far from the bustle
of the main city now, surrounded by jungle. Insects buzzed and the wind
whispered in the foliage. The only other sound was the panting of the two
sweating girls. One of them snorted and stamped her foot to chase a fly away. 


They were halfway up the side of a hill. Above them, the
cave entrance was a narrow cut in a limestone cliff, nearly hidden by the
undergrowth. Down slope, a waterfall broke over the edge of the cliff and
dropped some thirty feet as a stream filled a lagoon before continuing out to
the sea.


The Stable Boss hopped out of the cart and began to unhitch
the ponies. “These two need a break,” she said.


The girls stood passively while she unbuckled their
harnesses. Gordon was about to offer his assistance, until the Stable Boss
removed Fawna’s belt and bent her forward to ease out
the anal plug. It hadn’t occurred to him that the tails were attached to them
in this way, and he had no desire to handle them so intimately.


When both girls were completely naked, the Stable Boss
pointed toward the lagoon and made a little shooing motion with her fingertips,
dismissing them. The girls knelt as one to kiss her boots before joining hands
and running down to the lagoon. The Stable Boss draped the harnesses over the
shaves. 


Gordon stared at the plugs that had tailed them, shocked by
the cruel impalement they had been forced to endure. He remembered the way the
cart had bounced through ruts and potholes, yet the ponies had displayed
nothing of the distress this must have caused them.


Below them, the girls reached a boulder at the base of the
falls and plunged in, diving expertly and entering the water with a single
splash. They were as sleek and playful as otters. When they surfaced, Fawna pushed Flora back under and swam quickly away. Gordon
was captivated by this idyllic scene. The devil has a garden, too, he thought. 


“Is the water deep?” Gordon asked. 


“It is near the falls,” she said. “That’s why they knew it
would be safe to dive into. I let them swim here often. It’s a peaceful spot to
watch my little mermaids play.” 


“Aren’t you afraid that they will run away?” he asked.


 “Don’t be absurd,”
she said. “Let’s look at the cave.” 


The cave entrance was low and narrow. They had to turn
sideways and bend to squeeze through. The floor sloped upward. An ancient
streambed had cut it through the limestone. Perhaps the stream the girls were
swimming in had altered its course over the years.


Abruptly, the corridor widened and they found themselves in
a room-sized chamber. Gordon took a flashlight out of his pocket. Some light
from the entrance penetrated the room, but the bright sunlight outside had
night blinded him. Stalactites dripped from the ceiling, and the walls had an
ochre cast. Gordon thought that it was like being inside the mouth of a huge
beast. 


“The paintings are over here,” she whispered. The atmosphere
of the place had affected her as well.


Gordon turned with the light. “That’s Quetzalcoatl,” he
said, pointing with the beam. “The Aztecs worshipped him as the God of
resurrection.” 


“These are pretty old then,” she was impressed. 


He nodded. “Centuries old . . . the Aztecs had an empire
while Europeans were still wearing tin suits.”


“What about this?” she asked. 


The water that cut the cave had flowed around a formation of
less soluble stone, leaving a sort of natural table. Human hands had altered
its shape. Holes had been drilled near the edge in four places, and a shallow
groove had been cut into the perimeter. The stone was darkly stained. Gordon
shuddered. “The holes were bored so that rawhide strips could be passed through
for binding a victim.” 


He pointed to the groove. “This is a blood gutter, see the
spout at the low end? The blood was collected.”


The Stable Boss hugged herself. “Are we staying long?I don’t like this place.”


Gordon sympathized with her. Yesterday, he had asked Nymph
about the cave, and she told him it was an evil place. Even if he didn’t know
what happened here, the tortured souls of the victims would make their presence
felt. No wonder the falls were not a popular spot for swimming. They were
tainted by their proximity to the cave. “I don’t mind if you wait outside,” he
said.


When she was gone, Gordon fished a notebook out of his
pocket and began to take notes. He even made rough copies of some of the more
interesting figures. His work took him deeper into the cave, through corridors
so narrow he could barely squeeze through, until he found himself in a dead end
passage that was of no interest.


He was about to turn and leave when his flashlight blinked
off. He knew a moment of panic, as he imagined finding his way back by feel. He
shook the flashlight and the light came back on, but not before he made a
discovery.


During the second or two when his light was off, he noticed
that the darkness wasn’t total. A faint glow seeped through a narrow crack in
the wall of the cave. He examined the crack, using his finger to scrape some of
the loose material away from its edges, and placed one eye against it to peer
within.


His first thought was that he had discovered an ancient
cache of diamonds. Then he realized that he was looking at something far less
valuable, but just as extraordinary. By following the ascending bends of the
cavern, he had traveled beneath the falls. The crack he was looking through had
once been a watercourse feeding the same stream. Now it was a dry shaft that
looked down at the base of the falls. The shaft widened at the bottom to the
size of a large drainpipe. What he saw was sunlight filtering through the
falling curtain of water where it shattered the surface of the lagoon. The
constantly shifting pattern of light sparkled. It was like looking through a
natural kaleidoscope. Most of the shaft’s lower opening was under water. When
the evening tide came in, the water level in the lagoon would rise, and the
entrance would be completely submerged. 


He realized that the somber nature of the cave’s anteroom
had probably discouraged anyone from exploring this deep. He was probably the
first person to discover this phenomena.


 


 Fawna
stood waist deep in the water, hands outstretched, turning this way and that.
Suddenly, Flora broke the surface of the water behind her. Flora had filled her
mouth with water, and sprayed her sister with it before diving again. 


Above them, Gordon and the Stable Boss looked down,
squinting in the brightness as their eyes adjusted. “They hardly seem
traumatized, do they.” she said. “Flowers don’t mind a little rain.”


She was right. The twins appeared to have no cares at all,
no fear of the future. Even the one who wore the marks of the cane was
unconcerned. Gordon knew this magical place from his childhood memories. He was
in never- never land.


His comments about the unfairness of slavery had rankled
her. “They do seem content now,” he said. “What happens when the blossoms
fade?”


She glanced at him, quick and sharp, then answered casually:
“Oh, when they begin to show signs of aging, we take them out to sea and use
them for shark chum.”


“You’re kidding!”


She punched his shoulder. “Of course, I’m kidding! Don’t you
understand that there is a very special relationship between slave and
Master?”She turned her back on him and began to fumble with her belt. “I’ll
show you!” 


When she dropped her trousers and mooned him, his first
thought was that she intended an insult. Then he saw the old white scar,
horseshoe shaped, on her left cheek.


“After ten years of service my Master gave me my freedom.”
She buckled her pants as she spoke. “He offered me a million dollars and a
ticket home. I took the cash, but I couldn’t imagine living anywhere else. With
his help and advice, I began to assemble a stable of my own. Who is better
equipped to understand a slave than another slave? We are the most
understanding of Masters, and often the most cruel.”


“So slaves become Masters themselves?” Gordon was having
trouble with this concept. Why would someone with first hand
experience of slavery choose to inflict it on others? 


“Not always. Some slaves return to a life on the mainland,
where the discipline and efficiency they have learned here serve them well.
Some marry their Masters, trading slavery for a commitment that is less
demanding and more secure. Did you really think that all that loyal service
counts for nothing? Would all that training be wasted? We may be barbarians,
but we aren’t fools. You want to know what becomes of slaves? It’s the same
thing that happens to all of us. They find moments of happiness, and endure the
bad times. Their circumstances change. They age. They die.”


“I’m sorry,” he said. “I misjudged.” It wasn’t contrition he
felt, however. He was elated. He had assumed that Nymph’s fate was sealed. Now
he realized that it might be possible to free her somehow. The little boy
lurking within his middle-aged body clapped his hands and cheered. He still
believed in happy endings.


“It’s all right.” She beckoned to the ponies. They waded
ashore, pausing to shake off, and came at a lope. “How would you feel if I told
you that the study of ancient art seems useless, frivolous, and...” she jerked
her head in the direction of the cave, “in some cases—morbid.”


The pony girls dropped their grins as they stood before
their Mistress. They dropped their eyes as well, and opened their mouths for
the bits and bridles.


He nodded, “Point taken. I need to keep my mouth shut and my
mind open.”


They stepped into their sandals, which were swiftly
fastened.


“The secret to a happy life.” she said.


She buckled on their belts, then seemed to remember
something. “Oh! Be a dear would you? There is a box under the seat.” She
sounded like a wife sending her husband to fetch a forgotten purse. Smiling to
himself, he lifted the seat cushion.


“And a pair of rubber gloves from the dispenser beside it?”
she added. “That’s it, thanks”


She snapped on the gloves. Gordon suddenly realized that she
had neatly invited him into this operation. He was beginning to suspect that
she and Lestrade were conspiring to seduce him.


“Open the box.”


He had seen enough of the casual depravity that tainted this
place to suspect that the contaminated were cheerfully spreading the contagion.
Thinking that his own immunity was seriously in doubt, he opened the box.
Inside of the box were eggs. They were smaller than hen’s eggs, and appeared to
be made of a soft gelatin shell with an amber liquid inside. He plucked one
out, curious to examine it, and rolled it between thumb and forefinger. The
capsule split and bled an oily substance on his fingers. Tempted by the
pleasant, spicy aroma, he licked the substance experimentally, and was
surprised by its peppery bite on his tongue. He spat. “What the hell is this?”
he asked.


She took an egg from the box. “Don’t worry, it isn’t toxic.”
She tapped a finger against the crack of Fawna’s
backside, and the girl bent over obediently to place her hands on her spread
knees, arching her back to open herself.


The Stable Boss used her thumb to push the egg deep into the
ponygirl’s anus as she cupped the girl’s mound with
the rest of her fingers. Gordon could see her wrist rotating as she worked the
slave, who began to undulate and purr. The Stable Boss nuzzled the wealed bottom, and planted a kiss on a vivid cane track.
“It’s ginger,” she said. “A trick I learned showing horses.” She reached
between Fawna’s welted thighs for the crotch strap
and tail. “I want these ponies to prance all the way home.” She jerked her
thumb out of Fawna’s anus and replaced it with the
tail plug, spreading her cheeks carefully around the flared base to make sure
it was in deep.


Fawna stood passively as she was
buckled into her harness, but she raised one leg slightly and clenched her
buttocks around the plug as the hellish suppository began to melt inside of
her. 


The Stable Boss seized Fawna’s
chin and jerked her head around to glare her displeasure into the girl’s eyes.
She slipped the rubber paddle from the holster at her hip and disciplined this
unseemly lack of control on the spot. 


Gordon flinched as she thrashed the girl with a series of
short rapid blows. She didn’t swing with her whole arm, just snapped from the
wrist, yet the color rose immediately to the punished flanks. 


The Stable Boss looked at the other girl and made a circle
in the air with her forefinger. Flora turned and assumed the position required,
thrusting out her buttocks to invite the same attentions.


“Hand me another one, would you?” the Stable Boss asked
Gordon sweetly.



 

The city square was crowded when they returned. Hundreds of
people were jammed into sidewalk cafes, or leaning out of open windows, or
simply standing in the street.


“What’s happening here?” Gordon asked.


“It’s almost noon,” she said. “Time for the whipping.”
Gordon’s eyes were drawn to the scaffolding, where two guards in brown uniforms
were attending to the naked girl who stood there. She had been dozing in the
heat, but her head came up when she heard the sound of boot heels ascending the
wooden steps. They said nothing to her. She knew why they had come. They drew
the slack out of her chains until she was stretched taut between the posts,
widely spread. Her ribs and hips became more evident in this cruel posture. Her
bare mound seemed even more exposed and vulnerable. Her toes scraped at the
floor, striving to ease the strain on her shoulders and wrists.


Gordon stepped out of the carriage when it stopped. “What do
I owe you?”


The Stable Boss shook her head. “Lestrade
is taking care of it.” She wasn’t looking at him. Her eyes narrowed with
arousal as the scaffolding held her rapt. Gordon noticed that even her ponies
had turned to look. A hush had fallen over the crowd.


When the doors of the training center opened, the crowd
began to cheer and applaud. The Whipmaster strode
out, waving and grinning. He wore a sleeveless black tunic above black tights.
Gordon noticed that there was a rather impressive bulge alongside the man’s
right thigh. Contemplating his task had given him an erection. He carried a
broad leather strap in one hand, and a bundle of supple willow switches in the
other. He was a large, muscular man with a shaven head and a full red beard.


Someone whistled through his teeth. “Gordon!”


Gordon looked around and saw Lestrade
sitting at a sidewalk cafe, beckoning and gesturing to a vacant chair beside
him. Strawberry knelt on a cushion to his right. A male slave knelt on his
left. Both of them had been leashed to his chair. Gordon shouldered his way
through the crowd. 


“How did you like the cave?” There was irony in Lestrade’s tone. Gordon felt somehow that his passion for
the past was a boyish phase that older and wiser men would expect him to
abandon in time. In this place, morality and human rights had been turned
upside down. The past and future counted for nothing here, and culture was an
act of performance art.


Up on the stage, the actors were starting the play. The Whipmaster unlocked the waist belt from his victim. The
leather strap had been drawn tight between her legs, and left a red furrow in
her skin when he peeled it away. A guard held out a bucket while the Whipmaster busied himself between her cheeks for a moment.
Then he removed the plug and held it aloft for the crowd to admire. Gordon
muttered an oath when he saw what had been stuffed into her all morning. The
crowd roared its approval.


The plug clattered into the bucket, followed by the harness,
and the guard took it away. Tonight, or more likely tomorrow morning, when the Whipmaster and his attendants had finished with this slave,
she would have the task of cleaning all the equipment that had been used on
her.


“I saw what I hoped to see,” Gordon said. “Thank you. I know
we had words this morning, and I regret that. This whole place has sort of
taken me by surprise.”


Lestrade chuckled. “It’s already
forgotten,” he waved the thought away. “Although I am cynical enough to think
that you are only trying to suck up to me so that I will pardon Nymph.”


Gordon couldn’t give Lestrade’s
quip the attention it deserved. He found himself mesmerized by the drama
unfolding on the scaffold. He might have expected that a girl about to be
whipped would be frantic with fear. When the Whipmaster
stared down at her, (Was she a midget, or was the Whipmaster
a giant?) she only averted her eyes politely and took a deep breath. Gordon
realized that she had probably experienced the lash many times. She even
managed a tired smile for the man who would punish her, and kissed the whip
avidly when it was presented to her lips.


Gordon looked at the people around him, expecting to see
outrage in their faces. Surely someone would protest this obscenity. All he saw
was calm interest. They might have been attending a concert in the park, or a
sporting event. They were dressed in modern clothing, shorts and tee shirts,
sandals and tube tops, yet their entertainment was the sort of spectacle he
might have expected from more barbaric times. They were mainly Americans and
Europeans, though he saw a few Asians among them.


Many of the spectators were accompanied by leashed slaves.
He wondered if they had been led here to witness this punishment and learn by
example.


“Please whip me as I deserve, Master.”


Her voice carried clearly above the stilled crowd. The Whipmaster set the switches aside and chose the leather
strap. The crowd applauded him as he drew back to swing. The slave lowered her
head and closed her eyes, going to a private place where agony would be forced
to seek her. 


Gordon turned, feeling eyes upon him. Lestrade
was the only person in the square who wasn’t watching the first stroke burn a
path across the girl’s stomach. He was studying Gordon instead, and a slow
smile lit his face.


The crack of the whip brought Gordon’s eyes to the front
again. The girl was sucking air through her nose, letting her body hang in its
chains so that the lash would not find her muscles tensed by fear. She even
remained silent until the fifth stroke swept up between her legs to find her
vulva. Gordon noticed that the blows were delivered with less force when the target
was tender, and the Whipmaster took a closer grip on
the strap to shorten his swing. She would be spared serious injury, but the
stinging strap still wrenched whimpers from her pursed lips.


“Would it be so difficult?” Gordon asked carefully. “You know
that she was obeying my orders when she broke your rules. Which Master would
you have her disobey?” Already he had conceded the principle of slavery itself.
The debauched attitudes that pervaded this place were working on him. He
accepted the incongruity of young girls employed as draft animals. He could
watch without protest as a girl was savagely whipped.


The man was behind her now, swinging with his full strength
against her bottom. She had discarded courage and was howling lustily. The
crowd was responding to the mounting intensity of her distress. Her initial
stoicism made this loss of control all the more poignant. He struck hard and
fast, forehand and back. She tossed her head and twitched left and right,
letting the rhythm of the blows set the cadence, as her swaying became a sort
of dance. The color rose on her flanks as though painted by a swift brush.


“The rules are just an excuse; we both know that,” said Lestrade. “She will be whipped today because I want to do
it, she needs it, and you need to see her knocked off that pedestal you have
been building for her.”


Whipped. The thought had been unpleasant enough, but
imagination fell short of the casual cruelty Gordon was witnessing today.


The Whipmaster worked her thighs,
swinging to the inside, bringing the lash up from below to lap at her belly and
snap her mound.She seemed to beg for mercy, but her
cries were inarticulate and mindless.


“Good one!” someone shouted from the crowd, when the tip of
the strap shot directly between her cheeks and struck the bulls eye of her
anus. The ripple of laughter that followed this outburst was drowned out by her
scream.


The Whipmaster tossed the strap
aside and picked up a bouquet of willow wands. One of the attendants stepped
forward with a bucket and poured water over the sagging girl. She opened her
mouth and whooped in air. Some of the spectators shrieked and stepped back to
avoid sharing her ice bath.


“Could I at least talk to her before...” Gordon hesitated at
the word. “Could I see her?”


The switches struck swiftly against her breasts, whirring
home again and again. The Whipmaster ordered her to
open her eyes and watch herself being whipped. She opened her eyes wide, but
they were focused somewhere else.


Lestrade shrugged. “She isn’t in
solitary confinement. People come and go from the dungeon all the time. All you
need is a pass.” He fished through his pockets until he found a dog eared book
of passes. “I don’t need these for myself, of course, but sometimes the
condemned have outside visitors.” His grin was full of mischief. “Usually it’s
someone they would rather not see. The offended party, perhaps, or his agents.
When a Master or Mistress gets really pissed, the prescribed penalty isn’t
enough to satisfy. Many slaves are already well marked before the Whipmaster is summoned.”


The Whipmaster was behind the
slave again, making his final assault. She was too hoarse to scream any more,
and barked out air as she thrashed and surged against her chains. The switch
was swinging in lazy arcs, striping her from neck to knees. 


“The shrimp here is excellent,” said Lestrade.
“You should get a take out order. Nymph is probably
getting hungry about now.” He signed a pass, tore it out of the book, and
handed it to Gordon.


The Whipmaster turned to the crowd
with an elegant bow. Behind him, two guards released the slave girl and draped
her arms over their shoulders to support her. Her toes dragged on the ground as
they took her into The Training Center. Her owner would claim her in the
morning. She would spend the night demonstrating her gratitude to her
torturers. The Whipmaster jerked his thumb in her
direction and grabbed himself crudely between the legs, making the audience
laugh. 


“She is in the hotel dungeon,” said Lestrade.
“Just take the elevator all the way down and turn right when you get off. Show
your pass to the Dungeon Keeper.”


“Press buzzer to summon guard,” read the sign.


It wasn’t what he expected. The dungeon was lit with
florescent fixtures recessed into ceiling panels. The walls and floor were
ceramic tile, and the main door was wire-reinforced glass with an electronic
lock. The buzzer was loud enough to startle Gordon a little. After a pause, a
door down the hall opened and a woman strode down the hallway to the other side
of the door. She was tall and rawboned, with an angular beauty. She wore a
black tank top that was stained with sweat and baggy trousers with large patch
pockets. Her broad garrison belt was hung with keys, a radio, handcuffs, a
sheathed rubber truncheon, and a whip. She jangled when she walked, and mopped
her face with a towel. “May I help you, Sir?” There was real curiosity in her
voice. She probably


didn’t see many strangers here.


“I’m here to see Nymph.”He set a carton down and fumbled for
his pass.


“Nymph?” she searched her memory. “Oh yeah, end of the hall,
but The Chamber won’t be available till tonight.”


He didn’t know what The Chamber was. “I just want to see
her.” 


She looked in his cartons of take-out shrimp and raised a
quizzical eyebrow, but made no comment as she buzzed him in.


“Down there, women’s section, last door.”


The first cell he passed contained nothing but a naked girl.
Her back was to him and she was weeping softly. The sight of her brought him up
short. There was no part of her that had not been marked in some way. From her
lashed back to her welted legs, she was a portrait of suffering endured. The
lights had been dimmed in her cell. As she knelt on the floor, Gordon was
temporarily tricked by the color of her hair and the tilt of her head.


“Nymph?” he said softly.


At the sound of his voice the sobbing ceased. She turned
swiftly, spreading her knees and straightening her spine, assuming the
submissive posture that Nymph had been in the first time he saw her.


“How may I serve you, Master?”


“Sorry,” he said sheepishly, “wrong cell.”


The next room, he guessed immediately, was The Chamber. He
passed slowly by, and might be forgiven if he paused.


Through the bars, he saw four men and a girl. She was locked
naked into a sort of pillory, her neck and wrists yoked together as she bent
over a padded trestle. Her spread legs had been lifted up and forward until
they were nearly touching her elbows. She rode the trestle as a jockey rides a
horse, head down, ass high. Her head had been shaved bare, and blue white semen
was shining on her scalp. She was only semi-conscious. Semen bubbled out of her
mouth and down her chin. Her hips and thighs were scarlet, with darker patches
that were turning to bruises.


Behind her, one of the men was pumping and sweating, leaning
across her back now and then to flick the small weights that had been hung from
her nipples and set them swinging. The other men were sitting around a card
table drinking beer. One of them was laying out a hand of solitaire. 


The rapist spasmed, Gordon could see the hard muscles of his
abdomen go tense as he thrust one last time, deep and brutal. The girl raised
her head and moaned. There were no more screams left in her. The man backed
away, shaking his cock against her scorched buns, adding to the spatters that
already decorated her. Some had dried to a white crust that the whip had scored
in places.


Her anus gaped briefly as he stepped away, as though pouting
for more. The opening was as red as the rest of her. 


“Your turn, lover boy,” he said to the man dealing cards.


“Hell! I don’t think I can any more!” he tipped his bottle
and threw the rapist a towel.


The rapist tucked himself away and closed his codpiece.
Shrugging, he bent to lift the tawse out of a bucket
of brine. Then he looked up and noticed Gordon.


“Wanna turn?”


Gordon coughed, caught looking.


“I’ll pass,” he said, and turned away.


“Better poke that boner in someplace,” the man called after
him, “‘fore it explodes!” Their laughter followed him down the hall.


The door was so low he almost overlooked it, thinking that
it was merely a large vent, then he noticed movement beyond the wire mesh and
stooped to look. It was Nymph. She could neither sit up nor lie flat. She was
lying on her side with her knees drawn up toward her chest. Her hands were
still cuffed behind her back, and her ankles had been joined as well. Five
sides of the enclosure were covered with tile. Only the door let in light and
air. She was a girl in a box. 


“Good afternoon, Sir.” She sounded less tired than she
looked. He dared to believe that she was glad to see him. She wasn’t calling
him by his first name anymore either. He suspected that she was watching her
tongue carefully, now that she was in disgrace.


Gordon’s first impulse was to drag her out and set her free,
but the heavy, padlocked door foiled that. He entertained a brief fantasy of
finding the woman with the keys and wrestling them away from her. He would
never make it to the ferry with Nymph, of course. He would simply be
overpowered and sent home alone, with a reminder, perhaps, that Nymph might pay
the price if he broke his oath of secrecy. Nymph herself would resist him,
fearing the penalty paid by runaways. He could only see her if he obeyed the
laws of Domain.


“Are you all right?” he asked. 


She shrugged. “I have been here before, Master. It isn’t as
bad as it appears. The worst of it is the way my chastity strap tightens when
my legs are raised like this. It’s cutting me in two, and the plug feels like
it’s coming through my belly.” She lowered her voice and giggled a little. The
taste of freedom he had allowed her in his hotel room had given her reason to
believe that he would not punish her for complaining, but Masters could be
fickle.


Gordon set the cartons down and flexed his hands helplessly.
Nymph sniffed the aroma coming from the packages and looked hopeful.


“I brought you some shrimp,” he said, “but I don’t think...”



She smiled sadly and wriggled forward until her face was
near the mesh. “May I have some shrimp, please, Sir?”


He would have to feed her. Lestrade
had known that, of course. That was why he suggested shrimp. He had been set up
again. Hand feeding would bond him to her all the more, impress him with the
fact of her dependence, and make their time together more intimate.


He opened one of the cartons. Inside were shrimp and a paper
cup filled with sauce, paper napkins and plastic forks. Twentieth Century fast
food, in a place where ancient barbarism survived.


She opened her mouth and he popped in a shrimp.


She ate slowly, with dainty bites. After a few moments of
this, she ignored the offered shrimp and kissed his fingers instead. “I
shouldn’t have any more, Sir. Lestrade will want me
over the frame. If my stomach is full, I could become nauseous.”


Gordon imagined Nymph bound as the other girl had been, her
bottom stretched and open, an invitation to probing cocks and hard whips. The
thought stirred ambivalent emotions in him. He was afraid for her, but aroused
by the image.


“What can I do?” he asked helplessly.


“Would you like to stay with me awhile, Sir? I could tell
you more of my life story. Perhaps it will help you to understand me better.” 


He packed away the food, finding his own appetite suddenly
gone, and sat on the floor with his back against the hard tiles.


“The Dungeon Keeper could bring you a chair,” she said. He
smiled sadly. How ironic that a girl who had been cruelly bound and stuffed
into a tiny cage was thinking of his comfort. He couldn’t explain to her that
he chose this small way of sharing her distress. It seemed like an adolescent
conceit. 


“I’m all right,” he mumbled.


He looked at his hands. “I’m confused,” he said. “I have
seen many things here that shocked me, and I’m not sure how I feel about them.
I only know that I care for you a great deal, and wish to see you happy.”


His confession struck her silent. When she spoke, it was
with the carefully chosen words of a slave girl. “I must love the one who owns
me.”


He searched her face for some sign that she shared his
feelings, but it was closed to him. Even her heart was not hers to command.


He accepted this unhappy truth with a nod. All he could do
was stay beside her and distract her from the waiting whip.


“Tell me your story then.”
















Part Two



 

“Come in,” said Mrs. Hobbes.


She was sitting on a piano stool in front of her vanity when
I opened the door. She didn’t turn around to greet me, but she studied me in
the mirror. I shifted uneasily, waiting for her to give me a command—approach,
stand, bend over, kneel—anything. I would rather follow an order, however
unpleasant, than have no orders to follow. The devil finds work for idle hands,
that’s what Mama always said.


“I see that you have brought along your report card.”I felt
even more naked, seeing myself in the mirror behind her, seeing her smile at my
image. I looked so pink and pale in the dim light of the fireplace. She reached
over her shoulder. “Give it to me.”


I handed her the envelope that Mrs. Griswold had given me
earlier, filled with slips cataloging my deficiencies—hesitation, tardiness,
failure to request bathroom privileges. She took them out and spread them in a
fan atop her vanity. I sucked in a breath when she picked up a hairbrush,
anticipating her intention, but she only handed it to me.


“Brush my hair while I find out what a very naughty girl you
have been.” 


She was teasing me, letting me sweat while she played the
bad report card game to the hilt. It was her little way of reminding me that
the games we played were only sport. In the three days that I had been with
her, I had already started to forget. I could forfeit the game at any time by
simply claiming my human rights and walking out the door. I could lose the game
by failing to meet her increasingly unpleasant demands. I could stay in the
game by striving to please, accepting without question, and enduring without
complaint. I didn’t think that it was possible for me to win. 


I brushed her hair, carefully, lovingly, until it was spun
brass. The brutal punishment I expected momentarily was less important than the
silk running through my hands, the scent of her musk, the cruel eyes that met
mine in the mirror.


“Don’t stare at your betters!”


I dropped my eyes. I had forgotten my manners, but she would
remember the lapse. I squeezed my thighs together, to quench the fire. My slit
was getting positively squishy. 


She reached up and took the hairbrush away from me. She
still had not turned to face me, but I had been constantly in her sight. “Turn
around.”


“Here it comes,” I thought, but I heard the hairbrush
clatter to the vanity before she spun on the stool. Our positions were reversed
now, she was sitting behind me, but I had no mirror to see her. 


Her fingertips were light on my bottom. I could feel the
goose flesh rise in their wake. I no longer wondered why the rules of the game
required me to take my meals standing. I felt tight and bruised from my knees
to my waist. I had been spanked and strapped by Mrs. Hobbes morning and night
yesterday, but that hadn’t dissuaded Ms. Geller from using a strap on me this
morning during our training session. I had welts on my welts.


“I see that you have misbehaved for Ms. Geller today,” She
said, tracing my more recent marks with a fingernail. I hissed from the
freshened pain. “Bend over.”


Her finger followed the furrow down, stopping at my asshole.
“Is this sore as well?” She tapped at the door with a sharp nail, and I felt it
open. “You’re already learning,


good! We can’t have you going all tight when Mr. Hobbes
wants to use you. There is less than two weeks before his birthday party, and I
want you to be well opened by that time.” She opened a jar on her vanity, and a
moment later I felt something cold and greasy being pushed in deep with a hard
finger. “Ms. Geller wanted me to remind you to clean yourself thoroughly before
you report to her tomorrow.”


“Yes, Mistress.” I had noticed the enema bag hanging on the
wall in my attic room. As Ms. Geller had so delicately explained it, she
planned to do some deep drilling tomorrow, and she didn’t want to strike paydirt.


Mrs. Hobbes added a finger and twisted. I whined. “You are a
bit sore,” she observed. “That’s good. You should be very sensitive by the time
you’re ready for a real cock. Harry likes a girl to wriggle and squeal, and I
know you wouldn’t want to fake anything for him.” 


“No, Mistress.”


She smacked my ass with her hard palm. I bit my lip. “Turn
and kneel.”


Her red silk robe was open in the front, and she was naked
under it. She leaned back with her elbows on the vanity and hooked her knees
over my shoulders.


“Eat.”


It was a sweet duty. She had power over everything in my
life. I had made a gift of it, surrendering it all for love. There was only one
time when I could exercise control—by stealing hers. When my Mistress gnawed
her lips and sank her claws into my shoulders, the power to cause it was mine. 


Practice had improved me. I knew that the flutter of my
tongue over her clit should be back and forth rather than up and down, that I
should begin with a deep tonguing of both holes, that taking her mound into my
mouth and sucking could make her clutch my hair and growl. I paused when she
came, but she murmured urgently: “Again! Again!” and pressed her heels into my
back.


It was over too soon. It always is.


She stood up and patted the top of my head. “Crawl to the
bathroom and pee,” she said. There was no tenderness in her voice. I was the
only one in love here. She had made that clear from the beginning. 


I knew that I was not allowed to use her bathroom, so I
crawled down the hall naked, past bedroom doors that might open at any time to
reveal Morris the chauffeur, Johnny the gardener, or the maid, Mrs. Griswold. I
no longer cared at this point. I had serviced all of them with my mouth. They
had seen my whipped ass and no doubt heard my cries in the evenings. They knew
what plans had been laid for my future, and I could only guess that they would
be a part of those plans. It was humiliating. It was supposed to be.


She was waiting at the foot of the bed when I returned. The
footboard of the bed was a low pillory. The top board had been raised in its
slot, leaving three open half circles for my neck and wrists. An ottoman had
been placed in front of it for me to kneel over. I had never occupied this
device before, but I only needed to see it to know how it worked.


“I saw you admiring this earlier,” she said. “It’s time you
tried it out.”


I started to crawl toward the bed, but she stopped me and
ordered me to stand. She buckled a chastity strap around my waist and up
between my legs. The crotch strap was narrow where it divided my puss, and she
took her time making sure that it nestled between the lips without pinching.
The strap was stiff and wide between my cheeks, spreading them. She buckled it
loosely, leaving the tail of the strap out of its keeper and tossing the
padlock on the bed.


“Get comfy,” she gestured to the hassock.


The jaws of the pillory closed over my neck and wrists, and
I knew a moment of blind panic at my utter helplessness as she secured it. The
ottoman was a kindness. Otherwise, the strain on my spine would soon be
unbearable. My trip to the bathroom was all the hint I needed. I was going to
be here for awhile.


Her mattress was right in my face. I had to turn my head to
one side or the other to breathe. The position of my arms was awkward, and I
knew that my elbows and shoulders would ache before long. Behind me, Mrs.
Hobbes was busy binding my knees to the legs of the ottoman. 


“This little bottom is marked enough for one day.”She
pinched my cheeks. Tomorrow you may ask Ms. Geller to settle the account.”


“Thank you, Mistress.”


I had been mentally preparing myself for a good hard dose of
woodshed style thrashing before bedtime. Everything that had happened to me up
till now had taught me to expect no mercy. I was almost disappointed.


She wasn’t finished with me, however. I felt her hands
working the buckle on the crotch strap. When it was open, a hand appeared in
front of my face, holding something for me to admire.


“I like to let a girl see what’s coming.” 


The plug was bigger than the one that Ms. Geller had stuffed
me with during my morning workout. They were sized by number. This one looked
like it might be a number four. She made me kiss it. 


She let me wait for it, while she took her time greasing the
monster and packing more lube inside of me. I have learned since then that
lubricant tends to be absorbed by the anal membranes after awhile. If I knew it
then, I would have guessed what was in store for me.


I took a deep breath and pushed back when I felt the point
of the plug begin to nose into me. The tapered shaft seemed to grow as it
advanced, until stretched muscles protested the impossibility of this
accommodation. She backed off a little and cooed encouragement. I breathed out
and slumped over the hassock, commanding my body to relax. When the plug
advanced again I felt the mouth open. There was a brief flare of pain as the
widest part of the plug oozed inside, then the ring of muscle contracted upon
the narrower neck, holding it fast.


I shifted my hips, feeling the muscles flex and adjust
inside me as the pain subsided. The strap between my legs was pulled tight
enough to make me jump, then buckled and locked. She went into the bathroom to
wash her hands. I rested my head on the mattress and watched her return,
breathtakingly naked now, and crawl between the covers. She broadcast tremors
through the mattress as she fluffed her pillow and settled herself. Her toes
emerged from the blankets and stroked my face. I kissed them.



 

“Sweet dreams,” she murmured.



 

***



 

“Dirty, dirty girl!” said Mama.


I was naked from my tee shirt to my bare feet, doing a
little jig while my hands fluttered around my ass to ward off blows.


“I’m sorry!” I was blubbering hysterically.


Mama had my soiled panties in one hand and my ear in the
other. She twisted the ear. “Do you know where dirty girls go? Do you?”


Something exploded behind me, something red. I lurched against
the bed, awake and instantly aware of my condition. My wrists and neck were
chafed from the yoke that held me; though someone had sanded and varnished the
wood to minimize friction. My neck was stiff, and my elbows and shoulders
ached. The chastity harness was squeezing my clit, keeping me in a constant
state of mild arousal. I had to pee. These were the minor discomforts.


The plug, I was sure, had doubled in size during the night.
The hole around it was throbbing. My full bladder didn’t help.


“This is your wake up call,” said Mrs. Hobbes. 


There was another explosion behind me. I couldn’t see what
she was using, but I had enough experience now to guess that it was something
flat and flexible, a paddle, leather or rubber; something that rebounded with a
sharp crack. The impact was followed by an expanding ball of pain.


Yesterday a spanking had still been an erotic novelty. Today
it just hurt. Staying awake half the night with a wedge in my guts didn’t help
my disposition any. Mrs. Hobbes had warned me that the game wouldn’t always be
fun. My reasons for being here made less sense all the time. Love? Sex?
Penance? Why was I squirming in a pillory, getting my ass beat by a woman I
hardly knew? It was just too much, and too early in the day.


But I pursed my lips and clenched my fists and took it, a
dozen blows more or less. I didn’t count.


Then her hands were moving to release me, and the plug was
gently twisted and pulled until my ass loosed its grip enough to let go. I
sighed and rolled off the ottoman to collapse on the floor, flexing my arms to
relieve the stiffness. She straddled me and bent down to take my head in her
hands and kiss my forehead. My resentment evaporated, along with my decision to
abandon this madness while I still had the resolve. You wonder that I was so
easy, that she could simply kiss it and make it well. I was eighteen then. I
was in lust. I still believed in happy endings and deathless love. I returned
the kiss.


She spent a moment grinning down at me, reading every
thought, seeing the exits closing behind my eyes, like windblown doors. Then
she took my hands in hers and put them down at my sides where they would be out
of the way. She put a knee on either side of my head and played with her
nipples while I licked her fore and aft, like a sleepy kitten grooming a
littermate.


When Mrs. Griswold knocked with the morning coffee, Mrs.
Hobbes stood and jerked her thumb in the direction of the door. I rose
unsteadily to obey, remembering how cocky I had been when I answered the same
knock only two days earlier. This time I kept my eyes down when I took the tray
and set it beside the bed.


“Thank you, Mrs. Griswold. Could you take Nymph down to the
bathroom. I’m sure she needs to use it by now. Make sure that she cleans
herself inside and out this morning.” 


I blushed. There was no privacy for me here.


Mrs. Hobbes spoke sharply to snap me out of my fit of self
pity. “Take the plug with you and wash it,” she said. “We won’t be needing it
again until tonight.”


Mrs. Griswold took her supervision of me seriously. She
filled the bag for me—twice. The first time she added soap, the second time it
was vinegar. Both times the water was steaming. I felt hollow inside when it
was over.


After I rode the bidet and shaved everything below my neck,
combed and brushed, and cleaned everywhere, I presented myself to Mrs.
Griswold. She nodded her approval and bent me over to receive a thick glob of
mentholated cream up my behind. 


“Go and get dressed,” she said.


I could hear her behind me, chuckling at the mincing way I
ran up the stairs. The menthol felt like a hot poker inside me at first, then
the irritation subsided to a sort of cold burn. Mrs. Griswold had no practical
reason for thumbing liniment into me. It was just another minor cruelty, part
of the routine. It kept me focused.


My uniform of the day was waiting upstairs in my closet. The
first day, I had been given a plain jumper and white blouse. My costume became
more revealing and humiliating each day. This time there was no blouse, and the
jumper had become a low cut mini-dress. It covered my ass, as long as I didn’t
have to bend over, and I would show plenty of cleavage. Shoes and socks and
underwear were things I had already learned to do without.


I looked around the room, taking inventory. The room had
been fully furnished when I arrived, but items had been disappearing. Now the
silk flowers were gone from my dresser, though the silk butterfly remained. The
room had been Spartan before, like a room in a cheap motel. It was starting to
feel like a cell.


I hurried downstairs to help with breakfast. I made muffins
and scrambled eggs with cheese for Morris and Johnny. Morris squeezed my ass
when I reached across the table to set it. Johnny cackled like a maniacal
child. I made pancakes and sausage for Mrs. Griswold, and crawled under the
table to service her cunt while she ate it. Johnny hooked the toe of one of his
tiny shoes under my skirt and flipped it over my back so that he could look at
my ass while I licked the maid. I could feel cool air on the smarting ointment
that was smeared on my inflamed hole.


The demented little dwarf was beginning to frighten me. I
would be in real trouble, I suspected, if I found myself at his mercy. All of
the people in this house seemed to regard me with scorn. I was only there to
clean up their messes and take their abuse. They had no sympathy for me.


I was allowed a cup of strawberries and dry toast. I chewed
slowly, savoring every bite, but my stomach was still growling while I washed
the dishes.


I was wiping down the counters when Mrs. Hobbes bustled into
the kitchen and draped a cape over my shoulders. It was time to go. She would
be going to the stable to ride Diablo, but first she would drop me off at Ms.
Geller’s.


“It’s nearly nine,” she said, “and you still haven’t done
anything that deserves punishment.”


I wasn’t sure what response was required. Should I apologize
for selfishly depriving her with my good performance? “Thank you, Mistress. I
only wish to please you.”


She shrugged. “The day is young. You still haven’t paid for
yesterday’s faults.”


I dozed in the car on the way to Ms. Geller’s training
facility. I should have been wide-awake with anxiety, but it is impossible to
maintain a state of constant terror. I was becoming apathetic from hunger and
exhaustion. Robotlike, I followed directions and
responded as required. Psychologists say that it is easy to drain away anyone’s
free will and personality, just by keeping them tired and stressed and giving
them one simple truth to believe.


I was being emptied, in every way. I was an open vessel
waiting to be filled, a meditating supplicant at Satan’s altar.


Mistress Hobbes slapped me awake. I was still confused, and
nearly raised my hands to defend myself before I remembered where I was. She
took my shoulders in her hands to arrest my attention and spoke sharply until
she was sure that I was listening to her.


She gave me specific instructions, smiling in reply to the
growing apprehension she read in my eyes. Then she patted my head and pushed me
out of the car.


The old dance academy that Ms. Geller used for her training
facility was set well off the main road. Morris had halted the car only halfway
down the long driveway. When I got out of the car, a cold wind lifted my skirt.
I shivered. The building seemed very far away.


I had orders. I threw a quick glance in the direction of the
highway. It was well screened by trees. The people in the cars whispering past
would not see me, but Ms. Geller would. The day before, she had opened the door
without waiting for my knock. I knew that she was probably looking out the
window at me now. I pulled the mini-dress, my only garment, over my head,
folded it, and handed it to my Mistress.


She took it without a word and slammed the car door. Morris
threw gravel driving away. I hugged myself for warmth. The air was bracing,
cold fingers caressing me between my legs. Even my shaved pussy had goose
bumps. I shook back my hair. This was not the way that I should present myself.
I lowered my hands to my sides and marched, head up, shoulders back, one foot
directly in front of the other to make my hips sway.


When Ms. Geller opened the door, I dropped to my knees on
the porch and touched my forehead to the concrete. I knew that my petition had
to be flawlessly delivered. Even my inflection had to be purged of irony. I had
been half asleep when Mistress Hobbes told me what to say, and had lacked the
temerity to ask her to repeat herself.


“Mistress Geller, this girl has been lacking and deserves to
be punished for her faults. Please spank my ass very hard with a leather
strap.”


“Bare ass,” she corrected. I wondered if this litany was one
she had heard many times, the standard form, or if she and my Mistress had
written it together this morning over the phone.


One way or the other, I had varied the script, and could
expect the severity of my punishment to be adjusted accordingly. I repeated my
request with chattering teeth, including the missed word. I should have been
reluctant to enter, knowing what waited within, but I was getting chilled. 


She leaned against the doorjamb and crossed her arms. She
was wearing a sweatsuit, enjoying the brisk autumn
air. “How many strokes do you think I should give you?”


I was flustered. No number had been mentioned. If I asked
for leniency; cowardice might only earn me more, but I had felt the strap
before, and courage came hard.


“Fifty, Mistress?”


“Wrong answer. Try again.”


I closed my eyes. “Seventy five? Please, Mistress!”


“You try my patience.”


My lip started to tremble. It wasn’t fair that I should have
to decide! How could I be expected to play when the rules were decided by whim?
Then I got it.


“As many as you wish, Mistress.”


She reached down and took a handful of my hair, pulled me to
my feet and dragged me inside. “Don’t ever forget it either.”


I was a living hammock, hanging from the ceiling by wrists
and ankles. A spreader bar kept my legs wide open. A sling supported my back,
without protecting my ass. I was almost comfortable, and a hundred percent
helpless.


Ms. Geller took her time adjusting the tension in the
chains, until my ass was lower than the rest of me. Then she rolled a stool and
a utility cart over and sat down between my thighs. I couldn’t see everything
on the cart, my left leg was blocking the view, but the things I could see made
me swallow hard. 


She snapped on a pair of rubber gloves and picked up a
flashlight and a speculum. She sniffed, catching the odor of liniment. “Who
gave you the hot load?”


 “Mrs. Griswold,
Mistress.”


 She laughed, “I
should have known.”


 She probed me with
her fingers first, working lube into me and massaging me inside until I began
to relax. “Sore?”


“A little, Mistress.”


She nodded. “We’re asking your sphincter to do things it has
never done before. It’s a muscle. Training will condition it.”


She slipped the speculum into me. I think she had been
storing it in the freezer. When she opened it, I gritted my teeth. 


“Relax.” She used the flashlight to inspect me. “No damage.
I would say you’re good to go. I can’t decide whether to start with the asshole
stretching or warm you up with the strap. I guess I’ll trade off, it will be
less boring that way.”


She stuffed me with a string of beads. Perhaps beads isn’t
the right word, these orbs were nearly the size of golf balls. I did a fair
amount of gasping and squirming, but she was patient, and teased me open as she
pressed them home. They were stainless steel, heavy and icy cold. My guts felt
packed. When there was nothing outside of me except a loop of string for
retrieving them, she stood up and stripped off the gloves.


“That should hold you for now.” She picked up a wide leather
strap that had been split into tails at the end. “Keep your eyes open. I want
you to watch it coming.”


I don’t know what was worse, seeing the strap swinging
toward me, or reading the glee on her face. I had asked for an ass whipping,
but the choice of targets was up to her, of course. My open thighs were
irresistible, and she lashed enthusiastically to the inside, where the skin was
tender and thin.


She paused to move the stool out of the way and give herself
swinging room. Then she started on my ass. Would my poor buns ever have time to
fully recover between thrashings? The first stroke reawakened the dormant pains
of yesterday. I twitched and twisted until my chains rattled and she had to
hold my ankle to stop me from swinging and spoiling her aim.


But the time came, as it usually does, when my mind shifted
over. Unendurable pain became a sort of excitation, a jolt to my nerves,
transformed by a weird masochist alchemy into pleasure.


“Push out the first ball.”


I stared in confusion for a moment. She laid a hard one
across one cheek, enforcing her command with a shot of pain. 


“Come on! Lay an egg for me!” Another flare of pain
encouraged me.


I pushed, thinking absurdly that this was like giving birth,
with my feet over my head and a coach between my legs. I felt the first ball
pop free and nestle between my cheeks. It felt hot. My body had warmed it.


She hit me again. “Good girl. Show me another.”


The second ball emerged. Now I had a sort of absurd tail swinging
below. She tapped it with a fingertip and set it swinging. “Again.”


When there were three, she used them for a handle and jerked
the rest of the string free. I yelped. She just laughed and tossed the greasy
bauble into the sink for me to clean later. 


She set the strap aside and greased the inflatable plug that
I had already learned to dread. “You can hold this while I get down to some
serious ass paddling.”


There was still time that morning for a session in the gym.
The day before, an anonymous hooded girl had served as whipping girl, and
absorbed every penalty I earned. Today there was only Ms. Geller and me.


No military drill instructor was ever so demanding. I
sweated through calisthenics and raced on a treadmill. I rode a bicycle and
lifted weights. The entire time, I wore only a chastity harness to retain the
thick plug that invaded my anus. Ms. Geller encouraged me with good natured
applause and a wooden paddle. At the end of an hour, I was wheezing, striving
to force leaden limbs to try a bit harder, and my ass was a glowing ball of
fire.


“That will do for today.”


I collapsed on the floor, too exhausted to care that I stank
of sweat, or remember that I should thank my trainer for her attentions. A
bucket of cold water restored me. I sat up with a gasp when she poured it over
my head. She set the bucket down and handed me a glass of some thick grey
liquid. 


“This is your diet until further notice. Vitamins, minerals,
and predigested nutrients in a delicious, low calorie liquid.” She giggled as she
parodied the language of promotional patter. “Drink up, honey.”


Lunch. It was disgusting, of course, some concoction of
soybeans and whey, but I was thirsty. I gulped it down and rinsed out the
glass. She slipped out of her sweat pants and draped them over the rowing
machine. The sight of her strong thighs made me instantly wet. I had one more
task to perform before she took me to the shower.


 My dessert tasted
much better than the main course. 


 She used a stiff
brush with a long handle to scour me down. It felt like sandpaper on my buns
and thighs. I knelt on the floor over the drain to scrub the things that she
had used on me. After I dried them and put them away, she bent me over the
examination table and spread a sharp smelling liniment over the area she had
whipped earlier. The stinging was fierce for a moment. Then I felt only a
penetrating heat. 


“It makes the sting last,” said Ms. Geller, “but it will
help you heal.”


My hair was still wet when she ordered me outside, where I
hugged myself and pressed my scorched bottom against the cold brick wall,
shivering, naked. Everything was a test. Morris was at least ten minutes late.
It seemed much longer.


The days passed swiftly. I was never left alone or
unoccupied. Every afternoon was spent scrubbing and cleaning, with Mrs.
Griswold hovering to check my work. She abandoned the pretense of reporting my
faults to Mistress Hobbes, and traded her notebook in for a thick strip of belt
leather. She would show up without warning, swooping silently into the room like
a bird of prey to call me from whatever task I was busy with at the time.
Usually she had discovered some microscopic or imaginary dirt speck I had
overlooked. Sometimes she didn’t even tell me what I had done wrong. I would be
bent over the nearest item of furniture—table, dresser, bed, toilet stool, and
given a dozen vicious strokes. 


She displayed no emotion at such times, not even the anger I
might have expected. Punishing me was just part of the routine. I began to
cringe every time I heard her striding down the hall. One day she showed up
with her strap a dozen times. Toward evening I was greeting her with my
forehead on the floor and my clasped hands extended to beseech mercy. I could
not ask for it. That would break the rules. I could only hope to inspire
compassion. She never displayed any. 


Morris and Johnny also crossed my path often, but their
demands were easier to satisfy. I listened for the sound of lowered zippers
when they entered the room. After the first couple of days I didn’t even wait
for the command. They never fucked me. I think Mrs. Hobbes had reserved my puss
for her own use, and Mr. Hobbes had an appointment with my anal virginity,
technical though it was.


It was my mouth they wanted. I learned to relax my jaw
completely, like a python. I sucked them down past my gag reflex and went to
work. Morris seemed to consider me nothing but a convenient orifice; though he
did like it when I stared up at him with my mouth full of his cock. The
pressure against the back of my throat primed tears, and my eyes were streaming
by the time I choked down his cum. He told me that he liked to see tears in a
girl’s eyes. I was careful never to allow a drop to spill, and licked both men
clean before they buttoned up.


Johnny liked to hold my ears or reach under me to pinch my
nipples while I serviced him. He was so short, I had to get down on all fours
to reach him when he stood, but his cock was long and thick. He called me names
and fucked my face roughly.


Neither man favored me with a word of praise for a job well
done. They would both zip up and turn away without comment. I might have been a
urinal for all they cared.


Every evening I showed up in front of Mrs. Hobbe’s bedroom door promptly at eight, scrubbed and naked
as she required. My ass was usually throbbing already, but that didn’t buy me
anything.


I would attend her. Sometimes she simply ignored me. I would
kneel beside her while she talked on the phone or worked at her desk. She
smoked thin cigars and tapped the ashes impatiently into the tray I held for
her. She spoke to her husband often, telling him how much she missed him, and
urging him to wrap up his business and come home. He asked about me one night,
and left instructions concerning my future. She promised him that his birthday
would be special. She was looking at me when she said it.


Sometimes she would have me groom her. I learned manicure,
pedicure, and massage. I treasured these times, when I could perform such
intimate chores, and make my beloved even more beautiful.


More often than not, I would be sent to fetch some implement
for her. She had a closet full of them, and I learned the inventory quickly.
Her collection of anal plugs was as varied as Ms. Geller’s, and I spent a good
part of most evenings wearing one. She tested me with her fingers before
deciding on the diameter. She always selected one thick enough to hurt. 


The ubiquitous plugs, so painful and alien to me at first,
became almost comfortable as they nestled deep inside. The forced muscles
abandoned resistance, and yielded to the pressure, relaxing and inviting these
visitors inside, where they were greeted with a hug. When I knelt beside her,
my position snugged the crotch strap tighter, deepening my impalement and
tormenting my clit with exquisite friction. When nothing inhabited me, I felt
abandoned. My plugs were a gift from her, a continual reminder that I was being
prepared at her pleasure, that my body was acquiring new functions. 


She had noticed the sensitivity of my nipples earlier, and
tormented them with clips of various types. She would hang weights from them
and drive me around the room with a


paddle, or bell me like a cat, so that my screams would have
a musical counterpoint.


I would lie across her strong thighs while she spanked me or
fiddled with my loins. She would wring orgasms from me that left me limp, then
revive my lust with her hairbrush or a paddle, then satisfy me again with a
strap-on dildo, fucking me slow and deep. I would gasp beneath her with my head
turned away to hide my overwhelming lust and watch her feral grin from the
corner of my eye.


Lust is the greatest sin, Mama said. It held me in thrall
when I should have run. It didn’t matter that Mistress Hobbes was taking
control of my mind and body, my soul had always been forfeit.


My arousal was intensified by every feature of my existence;
my exposure, the arrogance of my keepers, their ruthless attentions. Sexual
need was a constant pulse that turned my nipples into hard buttons and made my
puss weep with frustration. Yet Mrs. Hobbes often let me remain unsatisfied for
days. She would torture me by commanding


me to masturbate before her and stopping me short of
release. My self-control became incredible. Even when I slept unbound, my hands
never strayed. I confessed my wet dreams and asked to be punished for them.


So when she bound me spread-eagled between her bedposts on
some nights, I wasn’t bothered by my chafed wrists and aching limbs. I stared
down at my beloved and thought only of how lovely she would be in the morning
light.


As promised, my circumstances were constantly reduced. My
uniform of the day became steadily smaller, tighter, and more absurd. The
mini-dress shrank to a bustier with a skirt that left my pubes showing. The
skirt was replaced by a corset.


One day, just for comic relief, or a change of pace, or
maybe just another humiliation, I was given a child’s sleeper suit to wear. It
was pink wool, full length. It even had feet in it. The most useful feature
from their point of view, of course, was the drop seat. I was paddled repeatedly
the day I wore it. Mrs. Griswold made a little ritual out of it, ordering me to
unbutton and bend over. Buttoned up again, I was able to fully appreciate the
effect of coarse wool on skin that is already hot and sensitive.


 The day came when
there was nothing hanging in the closet except my chastity strap and a padlock.


The furniture in my bedroom continued to disappear. Soon the
dresser was gone, though the silk butterfly remained on the floor where the
dresser had been. When my bed frame went, the mattress and box spring soon
followed. On the nights when I wasn’t bound to Mrs. Hobbe’s
bed, I learned to sleep on the floor. I made a pillow of my arm, and found a
corner of the room away from the window where the chill wasn’t as bad. In my
constant state of exhaustion, I didn’t need a blanket to huddle under.


In the end, there was nothing in the room at night except a
naked girl and a silk butterfly. I kept waiting for her to fly away, but she
never did. 


Every morning, combed, polished, and purged, I reported to
the kitchen. I sipped my disgusting nutrient drink while I cooked bacon and
eggs, or sausage and muffins, or French toast. Stomach growling, I would set
these luscious delicacies before my superiors and kneel beside the table to
await further orders. I never even considered stealing a bite while no one was
watching.


After a few days of shivering, I tapped into my own
biological furnace, and running around naked no longer chilled me. Modesty
became a dim memory.


I lost some weight, but my liquid diet provided calories
without bulk. My body simply became more firm, as trained muscle replaced baby
fat. I came to actually enjoy being empty all the time. Maybe saints and
anorexics have discovered something. Diogenes threw away everything except his
cup, then saw a boy drinking water out of his own hand. My Spartan existence
became a sort of spiritual journey. My bare room became a hermitage.


After breakfast, I was allowed a cape to cover myself while
Morris drove me to Ms. Geller’s academy. 


It was a strange school I attended there. In addition to the
muscle building exercises, I was instructed in yoga, physical control, and
posture. She taught me some belly dancing moves. I learned to bump and grind.
She didn’t have enough time to make a real dancer out of me, of course. She
told me that it would be enough if I could entertain when required. “When you
twitch your ass and smile pretty, most men get stiff enough to ignore a few
missed steps,” she said. “If you stumble around like a cow, they start to think
about finding another way to enliven the party.” 


There were positions I learned to assume on command. “Stand
for inspection” meant that I was to clasp my hands behind my head and spread my
legs. The order to “Present” meant that I was to spread my legs and touch the
floor. There were other poses, kneeling with my hands on my knees, or clasped
behind my back, kneeling up with my ass off of my heels and my back straight.


I practiced the kowtow position, with my forehead and palms
on the floor and ass high. When she shouted “Corner” I had to put my nose into
the nearest corner of the room and stand at attention. All of these postures
were humiliating, and served to enhance my availability and vulnerability. She
would bark these commands at random times, in the middle of a workout, or while
I was being hosed down after. I would be punished if I was slow to respond or
careless in the arranging of my limbs. I was to keep my back straight and
shoulders back, so that my breasts were thrust out. My eyes were always to be
kept down. Looking into the face of a Master or Mistress was a sin; except when
it was demanded. 


One day, she tied a piece of string between my ankles and
had me walk up and down a flight of stairs. She left a foot of slack in the
line, so that I could take small steps without strain. I was overeager the
first time I tried it; I stepped too high and broke the string. When I tried
again, I had a glowing ass to improve my concentration, and I did better. When
I could walk without tangling the string or breaking it, she told me to run. I
learned to take the stairs quickly, with a sort of straddle legged hop.


“Excellent,” she applauded, after I had negotiated the
maneuver perfectly several times, “Now we will do it again with a chain.”


There was a purpose to all of it, beyond the physical
conditioning and humiliation. I have become graceful at all times, in the most
demanding of circumstances. I have been hauled on a leash, with my wrists bound
and my ankles shackled, down dark and unfamiliar stairways, by impatient
Masters. Even when tears blurred my eyes, I have never stumbled. I have leaped
from the floor, where I had been wallowing in misery and exhaustion, to follow
commands or assume positions as required. Obedience has become a reflex. 


When only a few days remained before Mr. Hobbes was expected
home, I was given a new routine to learn. Ms. Geller gave me a script to
follow, and choreographed a performance for me. I had to hide a smile behind my
hand when she showed me the costume that I would wear to the birthday party.


I was neither spanked nor whipped during these final days.
No reason was given. I could not hope that my faults were pardoned. More likely
my punishments were merely postponed. The bruises and welts faded, and I knew
that I would be presenting Mr. Hobbes with an ass that was pink and pristine.


The night before he arrived, Mrs. Hobbes invited me into her
bed and cuddled me under her arm until I slept.



 

***



 

While Mrs. Griswold and Morris wheeled the cardboard cake
into the dining room, I was crouched inside, mentally reviewing the script I
must follow. I could hear singing through the thin walls, many voices, wishing
Mr. Hobbes a happy birthday.


When the singing ended, it was my cue to burst out of the
cake. I was dressed as a cheerleader. Ms. Geller had giggled when she told me
that I resembled a girl who had once spurned Mr. Hobbes in high school. This
performance would have a private, symbolic meaning for him. Mrs. Hobbes had
planned it all to amuse him. My own mortification was a side effect.


I wore a pleated blue skirt that barely covered my ass.
Above that, rough against my bare nipples, was a wool sweater. Where the school
initials should be, embossed letters spelled SLUT. I had three pom-poms. Two
were in my hands. The third, its handle formed in the shape of a large blunt
cone, had been stuffed into my ass, so that the pom-pom looked like an absurd
bunny tail.


I stole a quick glance around the room. Mrs. Griswold and
Morris had taken their seats. Johnny was beside them. Mrs. Hobbes sat on her
husband’s right. Two strangers sat on his left, a young couple who seemed only
pleased to see me, not shocked by the fact that a nearly naked girl had come
out of a cake in a formal dining room. They laughed and applauded. The woman
raised a video camera and aimed it at me. Beside them, Ms. Geller threw me a
warning glance. This was no time to gawk.


Raising my pom-poms high, I shouted: “South High girls are
nothing but trash!”


I shook them to the left. “Spank me hard and fuck me up the
ass!”


I shook them to the right. “Come on boys, stand up and
cheer!”


Hands above my head, I called out: “South High girls like to
take it in the rear! Bone me! Bone me!”


I leaped from the cake and landed lightly on the floor
beside Mr. Hobbes. “Yeaaaa! Bone me!”


He was laughing and slapping his thigh by then.“Temi, you have really outdone yourself this time!”


Mrs. Hobbes beamed, happy that her husband was pleased. My
part in this gathering was just beginning.
















Part Three



 

“She is such a pretty package, it seems a shame to unwrap
her.” Said Mr. Hobbes. 


I knelt between him and my Mistress, wearing my skirt and
sweater, the bunny tail of my pom-pom tickling my cheeks. I kept my eyes down
out of respect, but I had already learned the trick of seeing others
peripherally, and used this moment to steal a glance at the man who would claim
my anal virginity tonight.


 He was tall and lean,
with a deeply lined face. His features were strong, and displayed the same
implacability that I had learned to love on the face of my Mistress. His hair
was thinning, but time had not dimmed the cold light in his eyes. It had not effected his virility either. The bulge that strained the
seam of his pant leg suggested an organ of truly frightening proportions. I was
suddenly grateful for the thick plugs and training exercises that had prepared
me for him.


“Stand up, sweetheart,” he said gently. “Let me have a look
at you.” 


I did not trust his kindly manner. It was a mask. There was
cruelty lurking within. He planned to lull me with tenderness, and spring upon
me when I was no longer wary.


Yet his manner was seductive. I had known such coldness
here, even from my beloved Mistress. When he stroked my cheek with a strong
hand, I leaned into the touch, hungry for the affection it promised.


His hands moved down to caress my throat. “You would be
lovely in a collar,” he murmured. He frictioned my
nipples through the rough wool of my sweater, and they stiffened
appreciatively. His hands circled my waist before he lifted my skirt to cup my
mound and slip a finger into my slit. 


“She’s already wet,” he commented.


“I told you she was born for this,” said Mrs. Hobbes, behind
me.


He lifted my sweater, and I raised my arms and leaned
forward so that he could slip it over my head. “I think you know that it isn’t
your cunt that interests me.”


“Yes, Master.” No one had told me that I should address him
that way, but it came naturally to my lips. He smiled and tugged my skirt over
my hips. I stepped out of it.


“Present,” said Mrs. Hobbes.


I turned my back to him, spread my legs, and touched the
floor with my legs straight. He grasped my bunny tail and twisted, twirling the
plug inside me. I tightened against it. There was no chastity strap to hold it
in, and it had been heavily greased. I feared that it would come shooting out
of me. “There is a bow on my gift,” he chuckled.


Mrs. Hobbes turned to Mrs. Griswold. “Is dinner ready?”


“It’s in the oven,” said Mrs. Griswold. “Shall we serve it?”


“Yes. Take Nymph to the bath first. I’m sure that Mr. Hobbes
will want to enjoy her after he eats. Her ornament has served its purpose.”


I scooped up my costume and followed Mrs. Griswold down the
hall. She had me bend over the sink in the bathroom while she jerked the plug
out. She seemed more brusque that usual, twisting the tassel off the plug
impatiently. I thought that she was resentful, because tending to me was taking
her away from the party. I looked down at the brass faucets and mumbled. 


“I’m sorry to be so much trouble. I didn’t want to take you
away from the fun.” I hoped that she wouldn’t read unintended sarcasm in my
tone. 


She smacked my ass with a hard palm, sharp enough to bounce
my hips off of the sink. “No trouble at all,” she said. “You are the fun.”


In hindsight, I realize that she was just getting into the
mood. She threw the pom-pom into the trash and tossed the greasy plug into the
sink. “Clean it.” 


While I washed the plug, I could feel her behind me,
spreading my cheeks and working a fresh dollop of lubricant up my ass. She used
two fingers and twirled them around until I stood on my toes. 


“You’re tense,” she muttered. “Nervous?”


“A little,” I admitted. Was she being sympathetic?


“You should be,” She grinned, “Corner.”


I stood in the corner while she washed her hands. My mind
was blank, numbed by fear. I saw a spider up near the ceiling. She was
patiently beginning her web.


I could feel the lube, slippery between my cheeks, as we
carried platters of food into the dining room and set them down. Stark naked
now, I filled glasses and carried the food from place to place until every
plate had been filled. My stomach was growling. I had been allowed nothing
since breakfast.


When everyone had been served, I was directed to kneel
between Mr. and Mrs. Hobbes. Their dinner conversation was animated, but none
of it was about me. The young guests had just returned from a ski trip, and
were full of tales about their adventure. The woman used her video camera to
record the festivities, chattering into the microphone to provide narration.
She had me stand and turn while she told the camera: “This is Harry’s gift from Temi. Maybe he
will be good enough to share his little package with us later.”


“I’m not greedy,” said Mr. Hobbes. Everybody laughed except
me.


Kneeling again, I waited through the meal. From time to
time, Mrs. Hobbes reached down to me with a scrap from her plate, tiny bites of
gristle, potato skins, bread crusts. I licked her fingers clean when she was
finished.


“Clear the table, Nymph,” she said. “Then you may ask Mrs.
Griswold to prepare you in the library. You can wait there while we have
coffee.”


It took all my courage to stand up and follow Mrs. Griswold
out of the room. I knew instinctively that tonight would mark a turning point
of some kind. I would enter a new phase of humiliation and terror. My abasement
would be total. My limits would be tested. It was going to hurt.


The library had been rearranged. The desk had been moved
aside to make room for an apparatus similar to the ones you may have already
seen on Domain. It was a metal framework, like a carpenter’s horse, with a
wider, sloping top. Semi-circles and holes had been cut out of the top, which
was padded and upholstered with black leather. A padded bolster had been added
at one end. Rings dangled from the struts supporting it. 


Before we started, Mrs. Griswold had me help her bring
things in from the kitchen, ice buckets filled with wine, trays of snacks. We
set them on end tables beside the chairs and sofa. She had me bring a bar stool
in and set it near the frame.


“In the bathroom,” she said, you will find a box of items
that will be needed tonight. You might as well piss, too. Don’t forget to wash
yourself after, and don’t dawdle.”


“No, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”


When I used the bidet, I was careful not to wash away the
lube on my bottomhole. I suspected that I was about
to need all the help I could get back there. Drying myself, I caught my hands
lingering with the towel. My pussy hadn’t forgotten why I was here, and was
enjoying the friction of the rough terry cloth a bit too much. I placed the towel
over the bar with shaking hands. Could I bear this? All I had to do was tell
Mrs. Hobbes that I wanted to leave. She had promised me that the door would
always be open.


Was it love, really, that kept me here, or only my raging
hormones? Had I already passed the point of no return? Could I really ever hope
to be happy with a normal life? 


 The box had no cover.
I was meant to see the things inside. I carried it into the library. Mrs.
Griswold had placed a table beside the frame, and told me to unload the box
there.


I took out several condoms, a tube of liniment, and another
of lubricant, an inflatable plug, two pair of spring clips, a penis gag, and a
collection of dildoes. Some were ribbed, some covered with warts, some were
designed to vibrate or squirm, and all of them were thick.


I was preparing for my own torture, laying out the items
that would make me moan and thrash. 


When the box was empty, Mrs. Griswold opened a cupboard and
took out the things I was to wear. I held out my hands while she slipped
leather gauntlets over my arms. They buckled just above my elbows. The ends
were like mittens without thumbs, tight enough to compress my fingers into a
bouquet. At wrist, elbow, and fingertip, “D” rings dangled like jester’s bells.
When she commanded me, I raised my feet, like a horse waiting to be shod, one
at a time, a hand on the trestle to balance me. The stockings were made like
the mitts, with rings at knee, ankle, and toe. She collared me as well. She
buckled a belt tightly around my waist. There was no crotch strap with this
one, only rings at the sides. Everything else, all my tender places, were left
bare. She took my arm and stood me at the end of the trestle where the bolster
was. “Bend over.”


I was helpless in a matter of seconds. She clipped all of
the D rings to the struts of the frame. My belt was snugged down until my spine
arched. My legs were spread and pulled forward. My hands pointed at the floor.
My chin rested in the little hollow that had been provided for it, tilting my
head up. My breasts protruded through two holes in the top surface of the
bench. Even though I was belly down, my nipples would still be available. The
frame was designed to thrust my ass out and open it. The skin on my buttocks
and thighs was stretched tight. I could wiggle a little, but I wasn’t going
anywhere.


Mrs. Griswold tripped a hidden catch in the paneling facing
me and slid the panel aside to reveal a shallow closet. The back of the closet
was mirrored. Above that, a row of implements dangled from hooks- paddles,
whips, canes, leather straps. I could see my own reflection in the glass, my
face flushed and slightly puffy from being lower than the rest of me, the twin
moons of my ass rising behind. The girl in the glass bit her lip as she
surveyed the array before her. I wasn’t even aware of Mrs. Griswold’s soft
tread as she left the room, only the click of the door latch. She had run a
languid hand over the array as she passed it, setting the wicked things
swinging. They drew my gaze like a hypnotist’s pendulum.


 I took a deep breath
and let it out slowly. This was like sitting in the dentist’s chair with a
paper bib around my neck, waiting for the doctor to arrive and make small talk
while he hurt me. I wondered again at the foolishness that brought me here.


I suppose that when I first agreed to submit to Mrs. Hobbes,
I nursed some hope that playing her game properly would earn affection from her
in time. I had imagined quiet evenings by the fire, snuggled under a blanket
together. Seeing her with Mr. Hobbes had killed that dream. I only needed to
see her face when she looked at him. The love she was capable of giving, she
reserved for him. I was only here to satisfy their appetites, like the wine
that cooled in buckets beside their chairs. I feared that I would be empty and
discarded when the party was over. There was no room for me in her desiccated
heart.


I should have been filled with envy, sorrow, and rage.
Instead I felt a coldness settle over me. I had been deluding myself, dressing
my naked lust in the modest clothing of romance. 


So I could no longer lie to myself. It wasn’t love that kept
me here, only my own depravity. I wanted this. I was using her as well. With
sudden clarity, I realized that she was right when she said I only was obsessed
by the control she represented. The creatures of my fantasies had been
faceless. It didn’t matter who they were, or what they looked like, only what
they could do to me.


The door opened.


They entered the room in high spirits. Their party clothing
had been discarded for dressing gowns. I could catch glimpses of them in the
mirror, moving behind me to admire the view or pluck a snack from the serving
trays. Someone popped the cork from a wine bottle. 


“Would you like to enjoy her right away, or warm her up
first?” asked Mrs. Hobbes. 


Mr. Hobbes chuckled. “I wouldn’t think of depriving her of
the full experience,” he said. “Anyway, I know that you are itching to hear her
scream and beg for it.”


His cool fingers stroked my taut skin. “I see that you don’t
have much area to work with. It won’t be long before you run out of skin.” He
patted my bottom, a blank canvas, waiting for the artist to begin a portrait of
pain. Her palette would be shades of red.


Mrs. Hobbes moved in front of me and stood looking at the
closet wall, choosing her weapon. “We’ll start with a paddle, heat her up first.” 


The paddle was wood. I could hear it bump the wall as she
lifted it from it’s hook. I looked straight ahead as
she moved behind me. My eyes were comically wide with fear.


It sounded like a gunshot, and my first sensation was the
thump of impact. The sting followed. She struck again, on the other cheek,
delivering another bright flare of stinging agony. I was too proud to let them
see how much it hurt. I clenched my teeth and let the air hiss in and out of
me.


“She can really take it!” It was the voice of one of the
dinner guests, the young woman they called Libby. She was tipsy, flitting about
the room with the video camera, playing with the zoom lens. The others ignored
her antics.


Mrs. Griswold, Morris, and Johnny made themselves
comfortable, like patron’s at a theater, nibbling pate and crackers and helping
themselves to the wine. Even they were in robes. Johnny dangled his blunt feet
and bounced in his chair. The male dinner guest, a large, affable man named
Ken, leaned against the wall and looked embarrassed by his wife’s behavior.
They were politely standing by while Mr. and Mrs. Hobbes amused themselves with
me.


“I’m going easy until she gets more into the mood,” Mrs.
Hobbes explained. “She will be singing soon.”


Her comment was for my benefit, of course. She wanted me to
know that courage was useless here. Intense as it was, this paddling was only a
prologue.


I stared at the mirror, seeing the outrage on my face. Anger
is always my first reaction to a beating, even when I know I deserve it. All my
training hasn’t banished this defensive reflex. I surged against my bonds in a
futile effort to cover myself, fight back, rise up and run!


The bench squeaked as I shifted and squirmed. Horror was
creeping into my face, the certainty that I would be unable to bear this. My
heart would explode. My lungs would collapse. I would spontaneously combust. My
mouth was a frozen rictus.


Lust rescued me. It always does. The steady popping impacts
still scorched me, but the pain became bearable as the warmth crept into my
loins. Mrs. Hobbes sensed the change, and paused to toy with my puss. I strove
to impale myself on her fingers, just as I had tried to climb the trestle a few
moments before. The result was the same, a shifting of my hips, a flexing of my
knees and elbows, a lot of straining and frustrated gasping. 


“Poor little puss,” she taunted, “does it want something?”


“Permission to cum?”


She laughed. “Not freedom?” she asked. “How about a squad of
policemen? Cab fare home?”


She was offering me another chance to end this,
simultaneously reminding me of my options and narrowing the choices with deft
fingers. She knew I couldn’t refuse the pleasure, no matter how frightened I
was of the ordeals that were its price.


“No, Mistress,” I murmured.


The paddle fell again, hard. I yelped. 


“I can’t hear you!”


I wasn’t sure what she wanted to hear, so I shouted out the
first thing to enter my head. “Thank you, Mistress. May I have another?”


She gave me another, and another, and still more, until the
eyes staring from the mirror were wide with shock and gleaming with tears.


Her hand found my puss again, stoking the fire below, even
as the paddle continued to fan the fire above. “Permission to cum, Mistress!”


“It’s much too soon for that,” she mocked, “Ask me for
something else.” She used the paddle to put a period on the end of each
sentence.


“May I pleasure you, Mistress?”


“Oh ho!” she guffawed, “You would like that, wouldn’t you?
We could take a break, share a bit of wine. Maybe I would be sleepy afterward
and less inclined to finish this.” 


She returned the paddle to its place on the wall and took
down a tawse. Libby aimed the video camera at her and
she spoke to it, as though doing television commentary. 


“Too much paddling will just make her numb. I need to use
something a bit more extreme. Libby, perhaps you would prefer to have her
pleasure you later. She can do it right where she is now.” She ran her fingers
gently through my hair. I turned my head as much as I could, and managed to
kiss her wrist.


“Ask permission to lick Libby’s pussy.” 


I asked. I was very sincere. I had slipped into a state of
terrified bliss, prepared to endure any trial if I might be allowed to please
my evil Gods. 


Libby taped my petition, weaving and giggling. “This is too
much!” she gushed. She kept the tape running while the leather whirred and
snapped.


Awareness of her faded. My world narrowed to a sharp point
of focus. There was only me and the sharp tongue that burned lines across my flanks.


Her rhythm was steady now, and the chatter in the room
ceased as this unholy communion held us all transfixed. I followed the progress
of the lash; down from my waist, where the skin is close to the bone and the
pain is frightful; over the sweet spots, thicker flesh that rode the sting like
a lover’s tongue; my thighs, stretched until the tendons sang, pale and
tempting flesh quivering between the knees I could not close.


When the tail of the strap was clicking against my
leather-clad knee, she moved to the other side and traveled up. Her aim was
incredible. The way it felt, each new stroke half lapped the one before, so
that the burn was a slow wave washing over me.


Several shots came from above, aimed into the crack. She
used less strength when she worked my pussy, but nothing was spared.


By this time, I was more or less hysterical, calling out
impossible promises with a voice raspy from screaming, blubbering incoherently
most of the time. When I risked opening my eyes, the face before me was
daunting.


My eyelids were red and puffy. My cheeks were glazed by
tears I could not wipe away or check. My nose was running. I was barking out
hoarse, hopeless cries each time the strap whistled in. My eyes were distant
and dazed.


Then I felt her hands on my blazing buns. Her fingers seemed
cool by contrast, but I was sensitive, and even her touch scraped me like
sandpaper. I think I could feel her fingerprints. 


“I believe her temperature is about right,” she crooned,
leaning over me to speak into my ear. I was hoo-hooing,
not yet even fully aware that the thrashing had stopped, but I sensed her
moving around me, until I could see her hang the tawse
on the wall and squat down to face me.


She took my face in her hands. She swabbed at my tears with
her fingertips and popped the fingers into my mouth for me to taste. “Libby,”
she said solemnly, “bring that camera over here. I want to record this moment.”



Libby leaned over her shoulder, aiming the camera at my
face. I could hear it whirring softly, and smell the wine on their breath.


“Look into my eyes,” she said. “Don’t close them. I want to
read every emotion that you feel when it happens.”


I could hear the rustling of cloth behind me, as Mr. Hobbes
untied his robe and opened it. Libby looked over my shoulder, seeing something
that made her forget her assignment and lower the camera. “Holy shit!” she
breathed. Then she realized that I had seen her reaction and flashed me a look
of sympathy and apology. “Poor kid.” 


I heard a ripping sound as he opened a condom.


Mrs. Hobbes slapped me. “I said look at me!” 


A pair of thumbs slipped between my cheeks as he gripped me,
prying me open. I let all the air out of my lungs and slumped. Total relaxation
was my only defense.


Thick! I was quickly aware that I was being filled as I
never had been before. Yet the pain was bearable. I had been prepared for this,
otherwise he would have injured me.


He oozed in slowly, letting me feel his length. The first
flash of pain was fading now. I could loosen up enough to enjoy the soft-
hardness of him, the heat, so different from the plastic and steel that had
dilated me. I could feel our shared pulse.


It was a pivotal moment, that final surrender. This was
ritual degradation, being painfully, deeply, publicly fucked up the ass. My
wail was inspired more by emotional release than pain.


At last I felt his pubic hair tickling me, his balls bumping
my puss, and he reversed. My tight channel seemed to close up behind his
retreat, so that the next thrust, coming with more speed and energy, caught me unprepared.
I yelped, and yelped again as he grasped my hips and began a steady rhythm.


Mrs. Hobbes was delirious with pleasure, seeing the parade
of shock and humiliation cross my face. “Thank him.” Her voice was raspy. “Tell
him how much you love it.”


“Thank you, Master!” It came out a croak. I cleared my
throat and tried again. “I love how your big cock feels in my tight little
hole!”


Ms. Geller called it verbal crawling. The general idea was
to debase myself, ask for the very things I most feared, and flatter my Master
and Mistress. She had taught me well. Even on the verge of hysteria, I wallowed
and begged for more.


“Please fuck me hard and deep, Master!” Mrs. Hobbes was
swimming out of focus, drifting away on a sea of tears. The trestle creaked
steadily. Reamed, cored, I could feel him where my belly met the bolster under
my hips, pressing against the walls of my vagina. It wakened my hungry clit. I
could see the blurred white of Mrs. Hobbes’ grin. She could tell that I was
beginning to quicken. “Go ahead,” she nodded. 


It was all I needed. A moment later, I clenched my fists and
gasped out a cum. Mr. Hobbes gasped too, feeling my grip on him go tight as I
spasmed. “So hot!” he moaned.


I paid for my moment of pleasure. He never paused in his
thrusting. My orgasm finished, I melted into the trestle and endured while he
pounded away. He paused now and then, when he felt his own climax approaching,
and remained deep in me. As he caught his breath, I could feel his sweat drip
onto my back. He massaged my scorched bottom, reawakening the sting of my
welts. When he was rested, I would feel him swell again. “Beg for it.” 


Even as I recited my litany, I could feel my own heat begin
to build, fueled by anticipation, and I only had to frame the question in my
eyes to draw a knowing smile and an indulgent nod from my spellbound Mistress.


“You fuck me so good, Master! Please do it again!” I meant
every word of it. That’s how debauched I had become.


He thrust deep and fast, while I warbled a rising note. Then
he stopped suddenly, buried to the hilt inside me, and I could feel his shaft
pulsing as he came.


He unsheathed himself, and I could feel my anus gape and
pucker, as though silently begging him to return. I rested, gulping air like a
winded sprinter. When my vision cleared, I could see Mrs. Hobbes again. She was
seated on the barstool, leaning back and lighting one of her thin cigars. A
sheen of sweat made her brow glossy, and loose hair had tumbled across her
face. 


“Was it good for you, too?” she asked ironically.


“Yes, Mistress,” I confessed.


She turned her head and blew
smoke. This was one of those absurd moments she had warned me about. I had just
been thrashed and buggered for her amusement. My ass was throbbing and itching,
like a healing wound. Yet she was sparing me the minor inconvenience of
breathing her second hand smoke. Affection feeds on such small considerations.
She plucked a tissue from the table beside her and mopped my tears. She held it
under my dripping nose so that I could blow into it.


“Thank you, Mistress.”


She put a soda straw in a wineglass and held it for me while
I sipped. It burned in my raw throat, but it was warm in my belly.


“It appears that you have earned another promotion,” she
said.


When she first hired me, my job title had been “cleaning
girl”. When I shared her bed, I became the “serving girl”. My change of status
had brought stricter rules, harsher punishment, and reduced comfort. I knew
that things were about to get worse.


“From now on, you will be called ‘Toy’,” she said. “You will
be naked at all times, except when you are being transported off the estate.
You’re used goods now, no longer chaste in any way. So you will be available to
everyone in this household, and anyone else I choose to share you with. You
will be moved to new quarters downstairs, where you will sleep bound and
caged.”


Johnny bounced in his chair and clapped his hands. “Badroom! Durty girls go to da badroom!”


She silenced him with a sharp look. “I am reserving her
pussy for my own use. You may use the rest of her whenever you like.”


She turned to me again. “Now that Mr. Hobbes has returned,
you will be attending us both in the evening. You will spend one day a week
with Ms. Geller. She will continue your training. Mrs. Griswold, Johnny, and
Morris will take turns with you during the other days. I’ll leave it to them to
work out a rotating schedule. Refuse them nothing.” 


She covered a yawn and stretched. “If you’ll excuse us now,
Mr. Hobbes and I have a lot of catching up to do. So we will be retiring early.
I think that you can keep the party going without us. Libby, would you like to
have our toy pleasure you now?”


Libby set the camera down and threw another questioning
glance to her husband. Seeing it, Mrs. Hobbes added: “Perhaps Ken would like to
enjoy her also, now that Harry has opened the way, so to speak.”


I could see him behind me in the mirror, shrugging and
grinning. “What the hell...”


Mrs. Hobbes stood up and moved the barstool so that it was
positioned under my chin. She unhooked my collar from the trestle and lifted my
head by the hair. “Eat her ass, too,” she warned me.


To Libby she said: “Have a seat. Enjoy the ride.”


Libby sat on the barstool and draped her legs over my
shoulders, wriggling forward in the seat until her thick bush was in my face. From
the corner of my eye, I saw Mr. Hobbes come to his wife’s side and take her
hand. 


 “Did you have a happy
birthday?” she murmured.


He raised her hand to his lips and held it as they left the
room.


Then a firm hand on my nape reminded me that I had work to
do. Libby’s voice was husky. “Do it good, or I’ll whip you myself.”


 Behind me, I felt an
erection nuzzle the entrance to my anus. I opened for it.


 He wasn’t as big as
Mr. Hobbes, but I was already sore, and he lacked the finesse Mr. Hobbes had
treated me to. I was used now, no need for gentleness anymore. His cock was a
relentless piston, and I moaned into the crotch before me. They came at the
same time. I rocked between her bucking hips and his pounding cock, gasping as
the force of his thrusts drove the air out of me and the steaming puss
smothered me.


 Libby rested a
moment, glancing self consciously at the hired help who had just witnessed her
display. She was starting to sober up, becoming ashamed of her wanton abandon.
She turned away from them, still shaking with aftershocks as she belted her
robe and ran her hands through her hair.


“It’s late, Ken,” she mumbled. “We should be going.”


“Sure,” he said, perhaps reading her mood and understanding
her sudden haste. “I’ll call Carl and have him bring the car around.”


When the door closed behind them, Morris set his drink aside
and stood up, fishing a coin from his pocket.


“Heads.”


“Tails!” shouted Johnny


Morris flipped the coin. “Heads it is.”


Johnny scowled. “You always win!” He hadn’t actually seen the
coin. I suspected that Morris had cheated.


Morris shrugged and took a condom off the stand beside me.
“Make it hard,” he said, as his already rampant cock appeared before me. I
opened my mouth and took the entire choking length of him. When he removed it,
gleaming with saliva, it was engorged with blood, bobbing in rhythm with his
heartbeat, purple and red.


His cock was a battering ram in my ass, a bruising assault
that had me barking each time he slammed it home. He would withdraw completely
sometimes, then punch back in deep. 


Mrs. Griswold seated herself on the barstool and forced my
face into her crotch, but not before I noticed the two feet of braided whip
that dangled from her hand.She worked my back,
neglected till now, laying down a pattern of burning stripes lengthwise. With
my arms extended, my ribs and shoulder blades were prominent, and it was
against these anvils that the lash bit with its greatest fury. I screamed
around my working tongue.


Awareness became confused for me. I wasn’t sure when Morris
finished and Johnny took his place. The dwarf had to stand on a chair to reach
me, and played patty cake on my bottom as he jabbed me with a cock that was all
out of proportion to the rest of him.


“Purty girls laugh at me!” he
giggled. “They call me stoopid and ugly! Who’s laffin now? Hey! Who’s laffin
now?” 


“You are, Master!” I shrieked, raising my head from the wet
crotch that two orgasms had failed to satisfy. He churned his hips from side to
side, rotating in, skewering me, using his cock like a weapon to hurt me.


It was all too much. Maybe it was oxygen deprivation, Mrs.
Griswold’s free hand forced my mouth deep into her snatch. Maybe it was the
pain of the whip slicing across my back. Maybe it was just exhaustion. Whatever
the cause, the room closed up like a telescope and everything went black.



 

***



 

I was roasting on the Devil’s fork, spitted like a hot dog
at church cookouts. He held me over the fire and laughed. The fork was huge and
hot in my anus. My ass and back, the part of me that was nearest the flames,
sizzled and blistered. I struggled with immovable arms and legs, unable to
escape this impalement and drop into the purifying flames below. The smoke
burned my streaming eyes and nose. I lifted my head, seeking air.


The chain connecting my collar to the trestle snubbed taut.
The bite of ammonia was sharp in my nose.


“Just the two of us now,” said Mrs. Griswold.


I shook my head, banishing my nightmare, and traded it for
another. Mrs. Griswold was naked. I had never seen her that way before, though
I had spent hours under her skirt, seeing her most intimate places up close.
Her breasts were pendulous and her belly sagged, but her arms and legs were
thick with hard muscle developed by a lifetime of labor. She wasn’t entirely
naked. A large pink dildo was strapped around her waist and thighs, leaving her
crotch open. The dildo was convoluted and glistening. Bobbing near enough to my
face for me to detect the odor of the mentholated liniment she had used for
lubricant. The tawse was dangling from her fist.
Under other circumstances, I might have found the sight comic.


I became aware of fresh pains filtering up through the old.
My nipples burned. Glancing down, I saw a small weight, like a fisherman’s line
sinker, swinging below the trestle. My nipples had been clipped and joined with
a weighted chain to increase the tension. Shifting my hips, I felt the pull of
more weight dangling from my clipped labia. The pain in my bowels was too acute
to be left over from the gang sodomy I had just endured. I had been stuffed
with the inflating plug. She had pumped it up until my distended hole
protested. It felt like a balloon in my bowels.


“Please!” I whimpered, “I’m so sore! No more. Please!” 


She held up the penis gag. “Open wide, you simpering slut. I
don’t want you disturbing the Mistress with your screams.”


She took off the clips eventually, but only so that the
multi-thonged cat she was using at the time could lap
my breasts and pussy unimpeded. She removed the plug as well, deflating it and
ripping it out of me to make room for the dildo that ploughed into the
distended orifice. 


When she peeled me from the bench, I was a mindless, sobbing
wreck. The sweat soaked leather clung to me as she took my shoulders and lifted
me to a standing position. I was unable to assist. She had shackled my legs
before freeing my hands, and cuffed my hands behind me before releasing my
collar. I had been efficiently transferred from one form of bondage to another,
with no chance to fight or escape. 


There was no fight left in me anyway. When she pushed me out
of the room, I shuffled forward in an awkward, bowlegged stagger, unable to
bear the friction of my thighs touching one another. Gone was the graceful
glide that I had practiced for Ms. Geller.


Gone as well were the illusions that brought me here. I was
the devil’s child, pure and simple. His agents were teaching me that. My
corruption was too great to be deferred to eternity. I was damned to suffer on
earth as well. Silently, as one offers sincere prayer, I gave thanks. She
supported me as I negotiated the cellar stairs with little hops, and she had to
lean me against a wall while she unbarred the door. She had told me earlier
that valued things were kept inside, and that I would only enter the room if I
was sent there. Johnny called it the badroom, a place
for dirty girls.


Unbidden, I knelt to kiss Mrs. Griswold’s feet before
crawling into the cage. I had difficulty getting in, my wrists were still
locked behind me, and my ankles shackled, and the cage was very small. Mrs.
Griswold assisted me with the sole of her foot.


In the morning, it was Ms. Geller who bounded down the
stairs and opened the ironclad door of my prison.


I had been awake for some time, roused from my stupor by the
demands of my bladder. I had been wondering if I might be forgiven, just this
once, for wetting myself.


The blackness of my prison offered no distractions. I had
been left alone in my misery; while two floors above me, my Mistress enjoyed a
happy reunion with her husband. I had been mad to dream
that I might replace him, or even share her affections, but it all seemed
irrelevant today. The simple demands of survival were uppermost in my mind now,
hunger and exhaustion, pain and fear. I hurt all over, and dreaded what I might
see in the mirror. I stank of sweat and I had to pee. Yet even as I fought my
cuffs with aching arms and sought a position of lesser discomfort, my clit
throbbed with need. How much abuse, I wondered, would be required to rob this
mad game of all enjoyment? I knew that I would find out if I remained, perhaps
if my nightmares were lived in their full extreme, I would be purged of my
longings and heal my dreams forever.


Ms. Geller opened the door with a bang, cradling a big tray
under her arm and reaching ahead of herself to turn on the lights. Darkness
would have been better.


The badroom. My cramped cage was
in the middle of a round well. Two steps down from the main cellar, it was deep
enough to be clammy. Chains dangled from the ceiling, spreader bars, harnesses.
The furniture was frightful. A low pillory, a huge table with a winch bolted to
each corner, a trestle like the one I had occupied the night before, posts hung
with rings, a high stool with a narrow saddle that had sprouted twin dildoes.
The walls were hung with instruments that would punish in a thousand ways. Home
sweet home—at last.


“I’ll bet you’re about ready to come out and piss,” she said
cheerfully.


“Yes, please, Mistress,” I murmured gratefully. I wasn’t
simply grateful for the relief she offered, I was glad to see a friendly face.
I didn’t realize until that moment how abandoned I felt. I was learning
something else about myself, that I was likely to fall in love with anyone who
chose to dominate me, and an act of simple kindness at my time of greatest need
was enough to trigger it. Sluts are fickle.


She opened my cage and supported my shoulders as I knee
walked out. There was a floor drain just outside the cage. She positioned me
over it.


“Spread your knees and let it go,” she said brightly. This
was my toilet now. The enema bag that I had already noticed hanging from a
stand nearby made that clear. My need was too great for shame.


She douched me with a garden hose,
adjusting the spray pattern until icy needles stabbed my welted loins. The
water left me mercifully numb. She set the tray in front of me.


It was food, real food! Strips of bacon, fried crisp, boiled
eggs, toast spread with jam and cut into bite sized pieces, a glass of orange
juice with a soda straw in it. There were no utensils. “Chow down,” she invited.


I didn’t hesitate. Hunger has a bad effect on table manners.
I buried my face in the plate like a pig at a trough.


Behind me, Ms. Geller was running delicate fingers over my
marks. “They worked you over pretty good last night,” she observed. “I had to
leave early and miss the fun. How many times were you ass fucked?” She snapped
on a pair of surgical gloves.


I washed down a mouthful of egg with orange juice to avoid
mumbling. “I don’t remember, Mistress.”


She took a penlight out of her pocket and pried me open,
probing gently and feeling around inside. “No real damage, plenty sore I’ll
bet.” I heard her opening a jar behind me, and felt a cool balm being rubbed
into my skin. She worked some of it into my sore rectum as well.


She peeled the gloves off and tossed them in the trash.
“This is scheduled to be your day for me to play with, but you need a break, so
I’m going to go easy.”


She let me finish my breakfast, even gave me time to lick
the plate, before unlocking my fetters. “Do some stretches,” she said. “You
need to stay limber. Start with the kowtow.” She directed me while I stretched
my stiff limbs. She didn’t stand over me with a whip. Instead she sprawled in a
chair and talked to me quietly and seriously.


“You can check out of this, you know.”


I stood on my toes and reached for the ceiling, realizing
that the room was high enough for me to be hoisted off the floor. “I know,” I
said softly.


“That’s it, breath in,” she interrupted herself. “I checked
out your family history. Your Mom is a religious nut, if you’ll forgive the
expression, and your Dad goes out chasing pussy most every night. Pretty
dysfunctional I would say. You shouldn’t be down here being tortured by a bunch
of perverts. You should be in therapy, choosing a career, getting married. You
don’t have some hopeless crush on Temi, do you?”


“Not anymore,” I admitted without bitterness.


“Then you must have some kind of suffering saint trip going,
redemption through penance, some weird shit like that. Otherwise you would be
begging me to let you go instead of flashing that shy, beatific smile that
makes me want to grow a cock and fuck you.”


“Sorry, Mistress,” I slipped in a smile, to let her know I
wasn’t really. I sensed that today was a sort of time out for the game, and the
usual rules might be bent. 


“That’s what I’m talking about, you saucy imp! You’re
supposed to be quaking and cowering by now, instead of teasing me when I’m
trying to talk to you. Do I have to put you over the bench again to make you
listen? Spread your legs and touch your toes.”


“Sorry, Mistress.” This time I was. I expected her to hurt
me now, but she stayed in her seat.


“You aren’t the first girl Temi
has played her sex games with. Most of them think it’s going to be a bit of
kinky fun, with maybe a chance to become a rich woman’s pampered pet at the
end. They don’t last a week. One gal didn’t stick around long enough to get
dressed. Temi is testing you, but I feel that I
should warn you. There isn’t any prize for passing. The game is an end in
itself.”


“It’s not a game for me, Mistress.”


She looked intently at me. I could see her, upside down,
between my legs. “I guess when you’re striped like a zebra and fucked silly,
things can seem pretty serious all right. You’re tougher than you look, honey,
but don’t let it make you reckless. Consider your choices carefully.”


“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”


She sighed. “Stand up.” 


She wasn’t going to hurt me today. She wasn’t in the mood. I
stood at attention while she connected my cuffs to my collar in front, keeping
the chain short enough to prevent me from playing with my nipples. Masturbation
would continue to be an impossible dream, but at least my hands were more
comfortable in that position. She shackled my ankles again and spread a futon
on the floor for me to sleep on. I wouldn’t have to be in the cage today
either, but she chained my ankles to a ring set in the floor. “Comfy?”


I nodded, already dozing. My belly was full, my cushion was
soft, and my bladder was empty. I was a contented puss. 


She touched my cheek tenderly. “Next week, I’ll teach you
some new tricks.” It sounded vaguely like a threat.


The door boomed shut and the light went out.


Lying in the dark, I had plenty of time to think about our
conversation. I suspected that Ms. Geller’s visit had been part of the plan. Like
an angel of temptation, she had been sent to offer me salvation. It was another
test. I hoped that I had passed it.



 

***



 

The policewoman was unfailingly polite, even while she
fingered her baton. “Remove your underclothing, please.”


I hesitated, not yet having the benefit of Mrs. Hobbes’
training to guide me. I was scared, sobbing, troubled by a suspicion that this
impassive matron was inhaling the incense of my fear and savoring the aroma.


“I don’t have anything! There was only one joint, and we
smoked that. Please listen to me!”


“Remove your underclothing please.” It was a monotone. I was
just another unit to process.


Stoned, terrified, I hugged myself. “I want to call my
parents!” I tried to ignore the undercurrent buzz that dampened my panties.
This was real, not one of my fantasies. Maybe the fact that it was real was
what made my reaction so intense. I couldn’t let her see the evidence between
my legs. It would shame me.


She sighed. “You won’t like it if I have to do it for you.”
She opened a fresh box of surgical gloves. Why was the slither and snap of
those gloves such a familiar sound? I was just a high school kid, who smoked
grass in the parking lot and nursed my secret need. She slammed the box on the
counter for emphasis, suddenly angry. “I told you to strip naked, now!”



 

The door banged open and Mrs. Griswold flipped on the light.
My vacation was over. Without a word, she hauled me to my feet and fastened my
collar to a ring in the floor. I was over the drain. I folded my hands
prayerfully and rested my forehead on them. She nudged my feet with the toe of
her shoe and I spread them as far as my shackles would allow. She used a large
nozzle, and flooded me until I was ready to burst. The water was cold. I cried
out when the nozzle burrowed into me, partly because I was sore, but also
because I realized that I was being cleaned for use.


Jogging up three flights of stairs with my ankles shackled
was enough activity to warm away my fit of shivers. My hands were cuffed behind
me for the trip, useless for balance, and the constant tension on my leash bent
me forward, but Mrs. Griswold set a rapid pace. I clattered behind her as
gracefully as I could, and managed not to stumble. My cheeks felt slippery as I
walked. I had been heavily greased.


It was evening, time for me to entertain my Master and
Mistress. 


Mr. Hobbes sat in his favorite chair and watched television
while I sucked his cock. I started out kneeling, but after a time, Mrs. Hobbes
had me stand up with my legs spread and bend to my task. My hands remained
locked behind me, since she had no need of them, and my back stiffened quickly
in that posture.


While I choked on the thick erection, Mrs. Hobbes worked my
pussy thoroughly and deeply with a strap on. I wasn’t given permission to cum. 


Later, I was sandwiched between them on the great bed, with
my face buried in her sweet pussy while he worked into my aching ass. While he
ploughed me, he told me that, from now on, I would be given permission to cum
only when I had something up my ass. He wanted the two sensations to be linked
forever in my mind. 


Mama always told me not to talk with my mouth full. I didn’t
raise my head to thank him or beg permission. It was given anyway.


When they retired, I was locked into the pillory at the foot
of their bed. I pillowed my face on the mattress and dozed until Mr. Hobbes got
up in the middle of the night to use the bathroom.


When he emerged, he was holding a condom and a tube of
lubricant. I filled my mouth with the corner of a blanket and waited. He
dropped a pillow between my knees and knelt between them. I was swollen, and he
had to force his way in. I cried out softly, mewling into the wad of cloth.
Mrs. Hobbes stirred.


He leaned across my back to whisper in my ear. “She will be
very angry if you disturb her.”


His thrusts drove my shoulders against the footboard, gently
rocking the bed. Rocking, rocking, hard as a rock, rock of ages, cleaving me,
rocking, rocking my Mistress to sleep. 


The devil rocked my cradle, that’s what Mama always said.


Lust is the deadliest sin.
















Part Four



 

The household staff took turns with me. Each morning I would
be released from my cage, or more often, from whatever position I had been
bound in for the night, and used unmercifully. There was business to be taken
care of first, of course. Pets are always a lot of work. The feedings and
hose-downs were a morning ritual. Then my keeper of the day would take me in
hand and use me to act out all of his or her perverse whims.


Mrs. Griswold took me out of the pillory and put me back to
housework. I spent most of the first day scrubbing tile grout with a brush. The
handle of the brush was a rubber mouthpiece. My hands were cuffed behind me. I
was beginning to realize that I had been constantly bound to one degree or
another since I had left the trestle. It was all just part of being a sex toy,
my new role.


The handle of the toilet plunger was well greased, and the
movements of my hips as I worked shifted it inside me and made it difficult to
retain. Clenching it only squeezed it out sooner, but my hole had been so well
opened by now that relaxing around it was no better. Sooner or later, the
handle would slither out and clatter to the floor. 


Mrs. Griswold would cluck her tongue and step away from the
door jamb she leaned against, or the toilet she sat upon, to give me a dozen
slashing strokes with her tawse before reinserting
the handle, twirling it into me until I arched my back. She had painted a red
stripe around the handle to mark the proper depth. By my measure, that was
about half an inch longer than painful.


“Can’t you learn any control, young lady?”


I shrieked muffled apologies around the brush handle.The fact that I was being punished was no excuse for
slacking, of course. I kept the brush moving at all times. 


There were seven bathrooms in the house. All of them were
tiled. I was working the brush with aching jaws before four of them were clean.
I couldn’t see my work through my tears. Mr. and Mrs. Hobbes went out for the
evening, so Mrs. Griswold let me put in a little overtime with her. She greased
my ass inside and out with something that generated


a maddening itch. She kept my hands fastened to my collar
behind me, otherwise I would have clawed myself furiously to relieve it,
instead of mewling into her crotch and rubbing my thighs together. It was a
tight, prickling sort of itch, like poison ivy or peeling sunburn.


She dangled the tails of a whip across her pubic hair,
giving me a good look at the suede strands. “That’s for scratching your itch.”
she growled.


She spanked the end of my nose with a wart covered dildo.
“That’s for the other itch.”


She scratched them all. The strokes of the suede flogger
were pleasurable at first, then the steady slap of leather began to roughen and
sensitize my skin, until I screamed and fought my chains. She put me in the
sling to flog me, the better to see my terror. She played with the rubber dick,
greasing it, spanking me with it while I begged, then drawing away and raising
the whip again.


She rode me hard, until that itch had been scratched as well,
and the auguring prick became a torturing device. A discarded doll, I was cast
into my cage, where I shivered myself to sleep.


It was Johnny who dragged me out of my cage the following
morning. He connected my collar, cuffs, and ankle shackles with a short length
of chain. I could crawl, but not stand erect. He didn’t want to have me
towering over him, I suppose. He fed me dog food straight from the can and used
too much water pressure in the hose when he flooded my bowels. The cold water
made me cramp. He didn’t bother to dry me off. I left a trail of water crawling
up the stairs, urged on by a leather paddle. 


We went outside, where he whistled up the old mastiff Mrs.
Hobbes lets him keep and rode it like a cow pony while he drove me around the
yard with the paddle. The dog considered it great sport, and woofed excitedly
when they raced in from behind so that Johnny could deliver the stinging blows
with all the speed and impact of his charge.


I was worried that Johnny had trained his dog to perform
other tricks as well, and was relieved when a stolen glimpse between the dog’s
legs revealed that there were two bitches in the field that day. Being bullied
by a retarded dwarf was all the humiliation I needed.


He drove me across the driveway, where sharp pebbles scraped
my knees, and through long autumn grass that snagged between my fingers and
toes and dragged on the chains. “Can’t you go no faster?” taunted Johnny,
riding circles around me and striking each time he orbited my moon. 


He halted me at the foot of a willow tree, where he
shortened my chains until I was crouched in a ball, smelling the sweet grass
and looking between my knees. In that position, I was all ass and thighs.


He plucked wands from the willow and whipped me with them.
When stripe was lapping stripe, he tired of that and took my ass. Whipping my
ass was all the foreplay he needed. It was all the foreplay I got. The dog
licked my face to console me while I whimpered and crushed the grass with my
face. My starving puss was soon weeping tears of hot frustration. When I asked
for permission to cum, he refused it.


We passed the garden on the way back, and he let me rest
there a moment while he rummaged through the carrot patch. He plucked a handful
of roots from the ground. They were short and thick, the pride of his garden.


He shortened my neck chain again. “Stay!” he chirped
unnecessarily. He went up to the house and turned on a water spigot. I spread
my ankles to the limit of my shackles and peeked between my knees to see him
wash the carrots. Something for the kitchen, I supposed.


He came back holding the carrots by their greens and shaking
the water from them. He tucked all but one of them, the thickest, under his
arm.


He had greased me well before he screwed me. My cheeks were
still slick with it. He had no trouble getting the carrot in, but he took his
time anyway, twisting it in as though my ass were threaded, then yanking it
back out with a giggle and starting all over again. He left it in, finally, all
the way in, until the ring of muscle tightened around the stalk and the wet
greens brushed my thighs.


Mrs. Griswold cleaned me up when we got back, with a scrub
brush and a hose. She had sharp words for Johnny, and sharper words for me. She
was not gentle when she scoured the grass stains from my knees and elbows, and
spent a lot of time on my ass and thighs, a procedure that made my stripes
announce themselves with fresh vigor. 


She brightened considerably when she saw the carrot tail,
and chuckled over Johnny’s sense of humor. When I first confessed my submissive
nature to Mrs. Hobbes, I told her that my only experience with anal sex had
happened while I was masturbating with a carrot. I wondered if she had shared
that knowledge with the staff. Were they all laughing at me? It is a toy’s function
to amuse, after all.


She plucked the carrot out of me so that she could hose me
out inside, and took it with her when she left.


That night I attended at dinner, serving up broiled lobster
before kneeling between Mr. and Mrs. Hobbes. Mrs. Griswold changed my cuffs
from front to back before bringing in my plate and setting it on the floor in
front of me.


It was boiled carrots, of course.


I spent that night tied between the posts at the foot of the
Masters’ bed. With my hash-marked ass on view to inspire them, their lovemaking
was passionate. 


In the morning, Mrs. Griswold cuffed and leashed me, and led
me to the cellar to be cleaned and fed. When we were finished, she took me back
upstairs and tied me again in the same place, this time facing the bed.


Mrs. Hobbes strode into the room. She was dressed for the
stable, tapping her riding bat against a high black boot. 


“I heard you sniveling last night. You weren’t being
jealous, were you?”


“No, Mistress. I was only frustrated.”


She tossed her hair and narrowed her eyes. “When I have
finished here,” she spoke over her shoulder to Mrs. Griswold, who had remained
to enjoy the show, “Take her downstairs and bend her over the trestle. Morris
has the afternoon off, and he will want her as soon as he brings me back from
my ride.” 


She turned back to me. “Frustration is not allowed,” she
hissed, drawing back her arm.


I waited on the trestle for an hour before Morris showed up.
He was lowering his zipper when he walked through the door, impatient that his
time with me should be so short, and determined to make the most of it. I
dutifully sucked him erect and huffed on the trestle while he speared me. He
was, he explained, taking the edge off. Mrs. Hobbes had asked him to make sure
my ass was burning brightly when she saw me again. He knew that time and care
were required to do the job properly, and didn’t want to be distracted by his
libido. 


“Wouldn’t want to short change you, darlin’,”
he mocked. He ran his hands over the red lines the riding bat had made, only a
token dozen, but swiftly and savagely delivered. An hour had gone by, but I
could trace the path of each cut with my eyes closed, three on each cheek,
three on each thigh. A reminder that emotions were luxuries I could not afford.


These welts overlaid the fading red lines the willow wands
had inflicted the day before. I would soon have marks on marks on marks. My
powers of recuperation surprised me, and I knew that Ms. Geller would be
keeping an eye on my physical condition. There was something horrifying about
the revelation that this sort of treatment was not only regarded within safe
limits, but likely to be my routine for some time to come.


The strategy Morris employed to remain focused and cold
blooded while he thrashed me was a failure. He had hardly warmed up his arm
properly before he was opening his pants and stepping behind me again.


Such was the progress of my days and nights. In the cage,
time is measured by the fullness of the bladder, the growth of hunger, the ache
of bound limbs.I knew that winter was coming, because
the furnace at the other end of the cellar snored softly in the night, but I
seldom saw a clock or calendar. 


My world continued to shrink. Except for an occasional trip
to the garden with Johnny, or up to the bathrooms, where I polished endlessly
under Mrs. Griswold’s supervision, I spent most of my time either in my cage in
the cellar, or in Mr. and Mrs. Hobbes’ bedroom. I was always bound in some way.
My leg shackles were heavily padded, but still rubbed sore spots on my ankle
bones. My wrists were nearly as chafed, and my elbows protested the strains
imposed on them. My hands were behind me, or over my head on a hook, or linked
to my collar, but they were always useless to me. I did things with my mouth
when required, fetching, unzipping, lapping. Without my hands, I became an
animal, and began to behave as one, gulping my food and napping easily in odd
times and places. I learned to sleep curled in a ball and use my own breath to
warm myself. Most of the time, I was mute.


I was conditioning to this life, adapting and transforming.
Punishments that would have delivered me into hysteria in the beginning were
endured with stoicism eventually, when panic faded and I realized that I would
live through it. Making a fuss only wasted my strength. Calluses formed on my
palms and knees from crawling. I became flexible enough to rest in the
unnatural positions bondage imposed. Concrete was as good as goose down. My
anus was still perpetually sore, but less after a few weeks. I was still
sensitive and responsive to those who used me, but able to tolerate their
constant demands.


Ms. Geller was a frequent visitor. She would examine me,
looking into my eyes and ears, checking my heart and blood pressure. If I
showed signs of becoming overstressed, apathetic, or just plain sick, she would
insist that I be given rest and better rations. More often than not, she would
declare that I was “Good to go,” and I would be taken away for more abuse.
Whatever her verdict, I began to look forward to Ms. Geller’s appearances. She
was the only person in my life who showed me any kindness. She was always
friendly and easygoing, inviting confidences. Even her cruelty was playful.


It was Ms. Geller who provided me with a toothbrush and
safety razor to use during my morning hose downs. It gave the ritual some
semblance of normalcy. When my hair became a snarled mat, she cut it to a
pageboy length and styled it for me, though she joked about the fact that my
boyish look was likely to encourage Mr. Hobbes to use “his little lad” more
often.


One morning, when the normal rotation should have brought
Ms. Geller to my cage to let me out for my morning constitutional, Mrs. Hobbes
showed up instead. She greeted me warmly and removed my shackles and cuffs. I
stood numbly, staring down at my unbound limbs with a sort of wonder, turning
my hands this way and that, as though I wasn’t sure about what use I might make
of these new appendages.


“Come and take a shower,” she said gently. 


I traveled the stairs unsteadily, aware that some major
change was about to come into my life, and fearing it. I took mincing steps, as
though my shackles still hobbled me. 


She held my arm to support me and helped me into her own
bathroom, where she invited me to use her toilet and bathed me like a child. The
hot water was soothing, though it re-ignited the flames in my backside. I
washed my bottom hole carefully. It was itching and pinging as though to ask
why it was so neglected today.


I looked at myself in the mirror while she rubbed me down
with a soft towel, surprised to see that I was not the shambling wreck I
expected. Under the freshest welts, my bottom and thighs were mottled with
bruises, though most had already faded to yellow blotches. Left alone, the
deepest would be gone in a week. There were hollows under my eyes, and I had
lost weight, but I had the look of one who has been tempered rather than
broken.


We breakfasted together in her bedroom. I sat across from
her in a chair. She told me that we would be having another discussion soon,
but she wanted me to rest first. I was clumsy with the knife and fork. She had
to cut my ham for me. When I could eat no more, she put me in her bed and
kissed me on the forehead. I was asleep before she left the room.


When I woke up, the clothes that I had worn on the day I
arrived had been laid out for me. The sweatshirt and jeans had been cleaned and
pressed. Even my socks and underwear had been returned to me. It took me a long
time to dress. Clothing felt awkward and confining now, and I fumbled with
buttons and zippers like a child.


I suspected that I was being dismissed. I felt nothing yet,
certainly not relief, perhaps grief would come later. I used her toilet again
without looking for someone to grant me permission. I really had to go. If the
old rules still applied, I might find out by breaking one. No one came charging
into the bathroom to catch me in the act.


The bedroom door was open, and no one had instructed me to
stay. So I stepped cautiously into the hall and followed the sound of voices to
the dining room.


When Mrs. Hobbes looked up and saw me standing in the
doorway, she called: “There’s my sleepyhead! You’re just in time for supper.”
She patted the empty chair beside her. 


I glanced warily around the room before entering, suspecting
some trap. Her sudden gentleness was unnerving. I knew enough of her methods to
expect a new wrinkle in her cruel game. She appeared to be dining alone.
Perhaps Mr. Hobbes was away on business and she wanted company, or her
conscience had inspired her to spare me. I sat carefully, as though the chair
might be booby trapped. The place had already been set, with crystal, silver,
and china. It was a total change from the tin plate I had grown accustomed to. 


As soon as I was seated, Mrs. Griswold entered the room and
set a plate before me. It smelled delicious. I picked up my knife and fork with
the wrong hands, then remembered and traded left for right. Mrs. Hobbes smiled
and filled my wineglass. The thought crossed my mind that I was not yet legally
old enough to drink, and I almost laughed. We had broken so many commandments
together that we existed outside morality now. This was an unholy place.


“Did you sleep well?”


“Yes, Mistress.”


“Oh, call me Temi, please.” She
giggled, a sound I had never heard from her. “Everyone else does.”


“May I ask a question?”


Again she answered with that maddening giggle. “That’s a
question already, isn’t it? Sorry dear, go ahead.” She waved at me to continue.


“Am I being sent away?”


She dropped her pretense, posing the question had spoiled
her charade. “No need to be so melodramatic about it, dear. Our game has been a
good deal of fun, but now it must come to an end. You have passed every test I
put you to. You have surrendered your clothing, your body, and your self respect. The price for entering the next level of
play is much too high, even for you.”


It was a challenge. I had to ask.


“What price is that?”


“Your freedom, of course.”


The room was suddenly very still, and about ten degrees
colder. I could hear the grandfather clock down the hall boom out the hour.


“Your food is getting cold, dear,” she said softly.


I ate without tasting.


“You have always been free to come and go, and we both knew
that,” she explained. “It was very courageous of you not to exercise that
option, but it made the whole thing rather silly, don’t you think?”


“I suppose so.” My lower lip began to quiver. “Will I still
be able to see you?” I was trying to imagine something in the vacuum my future
had just become.


She handed me her handkerchief. “Well, really, I mean,
what’s the point?”


“What if I told you I was ready to take that step?”


She tapped her spoon against her plate, pretending to think.
I knew that she had played this scene before, that the entire production had
been scripted toward this final act.


“This is nothing to be decided lightly,” she warned sternly,
before putting her friendly face back on. She fished a hundred-dollar bill out
of her pocket and tossed it to the table between us. “Why don’t you go out for
awhile? Clear your head, go shopping, take in a show. You need to be grounded
in the real world.”


 She stood abruptly,
excused herself, and left the room. I wandered outside. The sun was setting. I
had slept away the whole day. A low fog drifted across the driveway. I walked,
practicing my movements until I no longer shuffled like a chained felon. I
still lacked the natural self-confident swing I once had, but I wouldn’t
attract attention on the street. There was a weariness in me that I could feel
in my neck and the backs of my knees, a peaceful feeling, like mild fever.


I walked past shopping malls and used car lots, seeing the
aimless bustle and feeling apart from it. In Mrs. Hobbe’s
thralldom, I had found each moment to be charged with significance, the outside
world seemed meaningless and sterile by contrast.


The traffic made me nervous, and I scampered from curb to
curb like the old ladies who passed me going the other way. I scanned their
faces, wondering what it would be like to grow old and wear one of those tired
monkey faces. I was eighteen. I couldn’t imagine that far into the future.


Was it possible for me to redeem myself? Could I find help
somewhere, purge the evil, release my superego, something? More likely I would
only fail to be healed, and pretend success to please others. I would mask myself with normalcy and seek satisfaction through
some dangerous underworld channels. Would I find contentment living a lie, or
die regretting a wasted life?


I tried to pray, mumbling as I walked, the way Mama used to,
but the cadences were scrambled and some of the words seemed changed.


(Is it as earth, undone?) 


I stopped in a fast food place and asked for a cheeseburger,
then I remembered that I had only a hundred-dollar bill to pay for it.


(Evil… from us deliver.)


“Would you like fries with that?” asked the girl behind the
counter. I couldn’t decide. I fled in confusion. 


(Ever and forever.)


Like a singed moth returning to the flame.


(Temptation… into naught us deliver.)


I left my muddy shoes at the main door. She didn’t hear me
come up the stairs, and I had the advantage of studying her in the firelight
before she looked up and noticed me. 


 Imagination had
inflated her before, now I saw her as she really was, just a woman, approaching
a bitter middle age, procuring young girls for her husband to bugger, and playing
nasty games with them to punish them for being so beguiling. I wasn’t bitter.
We each had something to give the other- even now.


“Was that a serious offer?” I said.


Her smile was a trifle sad. “Absolutely.”


“I would belong to you completely, no safe words, no escape
clause.”


She nodded. “No property, no rights. I could pamper you or
have you strangled. Send you to college or ship you to the Middle East. It’s
more of a commitment than any marriage.”


 I stepped farther
into the room, and knelt before her. “I do not wish to be free, Mistress.”


She lit one of her thin cigars and dropped the match in the
tray beside her. “So be it.”


I began to tremble uncontrollably. I had just given away my
freedom, and she had accepted the gift as though it were a matter of no great
importance, only her due.


“At times like this,” she said, “ tradition requires me to
offer a last request. Consider your choices carefully.” She pressed the buzzer
beside her to summon Mrs. Griswold.


On my knees, I thought about the things I was giving up. I
would never drive a car again, or go shopping, marry, have a career. “I would
like to write a letter to my mother, Mistress,” I said at last.


“A reasonable request. You understand that I will read the
letter before I send it.”


“Yes, Mistress.”


She gave me notepaper and an envelope to address. I was
allowed to kneel at the coffee table and use it for a desk. I told Mama that I
had been called upon to serve a power greater than myself, and that I might
never see her again. She would believe what she wanted to, that my fate was in
divine hands. I told her that I loved her. I didn’t ask her to pray for me.
Prayer is wasted on the damned. I handed it to my Mistress. She read it and
nodded,


stamped the envelope and sealed it.


 “You can trust me to mail
this for you first thing tomorrow.”


“Thank you, Mistress.”


She was all business now. I heard Mrs. Griswold enter the
room behind me. “You called, Mrs. Hobbes?”


“Would you be so kind as to bring Nymph’s restraints? It
appears that she will be needing them again.”


I could hear the delight in the maid’s voice. “Right away,
Mrs. Hobbes!”


To me, Mrs. Hobbes said: “Give me your wallet.” 


It was in my hip pocket, right where it was when my clothing
had been taken from my room. I took it out and handed it over.


She removed the money from it, the unspent hundred and a few
singles that had always been there. She handed it back to me and jerked her
head in the direction of the fireplace. “Empty it out and burn everything.”


It was a cleansing ritual, meant to drive home the total
nature of the change I was going through. I crawled to the fireplace and took
all of my stuff out of the wallet. I burned it one item at a time—my library
card, social security card, a picture of a dog I once had. I took one last look
at the certificate of achievement my swimming coach gave me for winning the
high dive trophy. I watched my driver’s license curl up as my smiling face
blackened in the flames. The wallet was one I made myself in Bible school camp.
There was a cross embossed in the leather, a coded message to myself hidden in
the secret pocket. I threw it into the fire. Ashes to ashes, everything that I
had ever been was gone.


“Now your clothing as well.” 


I sat on the floor and peeled everything off. The flames
roared around the new fuel. In an hour, nothing would remain but the zipper
from my jeans.


Mrs. Griswold came in carrying a large canvas bag. “I
brought everything that I thought you might need.”


Mrs. Hobbes grinned. “Excellent! Nymph, stand in front of
me. I can explain your new situation while you are restrained.” 


I stood in front of her, holding up my hands so that they
could be cuffed. When they were locked behind me, Mrs. Griswold shackled my
ankles together and shortened the chain so that my steps would be very small.
She snapped a heavy steel collar around my throat.


“You have been chosen,” said Mrs. Hobbes. “You answered the
call of your own volition, but now your consent is no longer required. I intend
to sell you. Your new owner will take you to a place where escape is
impossible, and your status will be known to all. It will no longer serve you
to claim that you have changed your mind. Everyone around you will deny your
appeals for mercy and freedom, and punish you for uttering them. Escape
attempts will be severely punished. You are now a slave.”


Sold! The possibility had not entered my mind. I had assumed
that I would enter into service here, and that the demands of my Masters and
Mistresses would be no more extreme than I had already endured. Now I faced a
terrifying unknown. 


 Mrs. Hobbes laughed
at my reaction. “Did you think that I was going to keep you? Silly girl! You’re
a commodity far too valuable to be hoarded. Perhaps now you will understand
what you have given up.”


She looked over my shoulder at Mrs. Griswold. “Take her to
the cellar. We will amuse ourselves with her until the buyer arrives.” 


As I was being led away on a leash, I twisted around to face
her. “I love you, Mistress!”


She recognized that it was a lie, but understood the
desperation that motivated it. I didn’t want to be sold.


“You must love the one who owns you, dear.”


I was covered from head to toe in a latex body suit. A hood
covered my head, and I breathed like a snorkler
through a tube in the penis gag. My eyes and ears were padded to shut out light
and sound. The mittens and stockings hugged my fingers and toes so tightly that
I could hardly wiggle them. 


 I was spread and
suspended. Rubber cables had been attached to rings at the end of my mittens
and stockings. I was similarly supported at waist and shoulders, elbows and
knees, my weight divided between these attachments so that there was no strain
at any point. I was a cocoon trapped in a spider web.


There was a zippered drop seat in the rear of the suit. I
had smiled when I saw it, thinking of the sleepers I wore as a child. When I
was secure, the seat was opened. I had already started to sweat in the airless
confines of the suit, and the breeze felt cool on my dampened buns.


A hand reached under me, delivering a thick dildo, which was
forced into my puss. The hand stroked me until I moaned into my gag, then
abandoned me, only to return moments later with an anal plug. The seat was
raised and zipped, sealing the shafts inside of me.


Time passed, a timeless time, while I dreamed and sweated.
Panic made me struggle against my confinement at first, a claustrophobic fear
of immersion or live burial. Exhaustion calmed me. In time I welcomed the
darkness and immobility. All but one of my senses had been taken from me,
leaving touch alone to fill my awareness. I drifted into a peaceful state of
contemplating my helplessness.


When the zippered seat was opened again, something sharp and
narrow assaulted my bottom, whips or canes. I could not hear them cut the air,
but felt the wind preceding the blows. Two weapons, one from each side, a
rapid, constant rhythm. To my numbed senses, it seemed that a swarm of gigantic
bees droned in and out, darting out of the darkness, stinging me with each
pass. The flow of sweat down my back bathed my bottom, so that the implements splatted as they struck, increasing the fury and duration
of the pain.


I thrashed and mewled appreciatively. The bright blazing
pain grew until it filled my sight under the blindfold, excruciating,
exquisite.


When the flap was closed again, the salty sweat trapped
within marinated the wounds.


From time to time, my anal plug was eased out so that I
could be sodomized. Strange hands would grip my waist, drawing me back upon the
impalement. When my visitor was satisfied, the plug was lodged within me once
more.



 

***



 

Mrs. Hobbes draped a cape over my shoulders before leading
me out to the limo that idled by the front door. Night was falling, and there
was the smell of snow in the air. The cold wind lifted the cape behind me like
wings. I turned to look at the house one last time before I got into the back
seat, and a flutter of movement attracted my eye.


Up in the attic, in the room I had once occupied, something
pale seemed to dance across the windowpane, as though someone up there was
waving goodbye. Perhaps it was only a trapped moth, beating frantically against
the glass.


I sat silently beside my Mistress as Morris drove to the
airport. When we got there he drove straight to a hanger, where a huge door
rolled up to admit us and closed when we were inside. A private jet was parked
inside. Two men stood beside the plane talking. One of them was the pilot. The
other was the man who would buy me. They called him Lestrade,
but I knew his real name. I had seen his eyes glow at the foot of my crib. I
had heard him whisper to me in the darkened nursery.


Mrs. Hobbes positioned me before him and whisked away the
cape, leaving me shivering in the frigid air.


Mrs. Hobbes had not bound me in any way. A simple leather
collar adorned my neck. I thought perhaps she wanted the buyer to know that I
was here of my own free will. More likely she wanted to remind me of that same
fact. It didn’t matter. I was already a slave in my own mind. Struggling and
protesting were options I would never consider. Panic was just one more emotion
for me to examine and store away in that private place all slaves keep their
thoughts.


“Stand for inspection,” she barked.


I put my hands to the back of my neck and spread my legs,
head up, eyes down, back arched. He walked a slow circle around me.


“No tattoos, piercings, or brands,” he commented, “that’s
good. We prefer to attend to those matters ourselves.”


When he touched my lips, I opened wide. He peered into my
mouth, pulling my lips to the side and turning my head this way and that. Such
cold eyes he had. I felt my puss begin to freshen.


“I knew you would approve,” said Mrs. Hobbes proudly. 


“Where do you find them?” A fingertip traced my spine. I arched into it. He was behind me again.


Mrs. Hobbes laughed and touched her nose. “I sniff them
out.” She snapped her fingers. “Present!”


I bent forward and put my palms on the concrete floor.


I heard him snap on a pair of rubber gloves. “You have her
medical file?” 


“I faxed it to you this afternoon. She’s clean.”


While he talked, he opened a tube of lubricant and squirted
some on his fingers. I recognized the small sounds, magnified in this cold,
echoing amphitheater. Icy fingers stroked my puss before two fingers probed.
“Do you cum being fucked, slave, or do you need to play with your clit?”


“I have been permitted to cum only while my ass is used,
Master, but I am capable, Master.”


He continued to work me, checking my response. “I see many
marks on your ass. Are you a bad slave?”


It had been two days since Mrs. Hobbes had shucked me out of
the bodysuit and washed away my sweat and tears, baptizing the newborn with a
garden hose, but the mark of the cane on my rump was still vivid.


“No, Master. I have been punished for pleasure.”


He withdrew his hand and moved up, working the fingers into
my ass and turning them, exploring. “Tighten.”


 I clenched against
him while the fingers sawed in and out, testing my grip. “You’re well dilated.
Open enough to take a man in easily, but tight enough to give him a good ride.”


“Thank you, Master.”


He put out his hand and the pilot handed him a thin cane. I
saw the exchange from the corner of my eye. I tightened my grip on the floor.
He kept one hand planted firmly in my ass while he used the other to deliver
one cruel stroke across the back of my thigh. “That didn’t require a reply,” he
said softly.


I pursed my lips and clenched my teeth to trap my scream.
With a cane, the hurt grows for awhile. I swallowed my instinctive apology,
thinking that silence was expected.


He struck the other leg. “What do you have to say for
yourself?”


“Sorry, Master!” I quavered, curling my toes to contain the
agony that made me want to kick and dance. It was a test of my self control,
the sort Mrs. Hobbes loved. Any response I gave was wrong. Whether I apologized
or not, I would be punished. Damned if I did or didn’t—damned anyway. It was my
humility he was really testing. The only bad answer would have been an insolent
one.


The blow I tensed for never came, satisfied, he patted my
bottom. “Stand up.”


 “Well worth forty,
don’t you think?” asked Mrs. Hobbes.


 “What do you think,
Jack?” Lestrade asked the pilot. 


 The pilot shrugged.
“Her tits are kinda small.”


“Twenty five,” said Lestrade.


“Oh, come on!” snorted Mrs. Hobbes. “This girl isn’t just a lovestruck airhead with something to prove, or a
dilettante. You know quality when you see it. Sure, you can get two virgins
from the East for that, but they won’t even speak a language you can
understand.”


“Thirty.”


“Done.”


I closed my eyes and shivered. “Cold?” asked Lestrade. 


“A little, Master,” I admitted, with chattering teeth. Cold
was only part of it. An avalanche of emotions was thundering down on me;
terror, mortification, gratitude, and an overwhelming lust.


“You’ll be happy to know that the climate is plenty hot
where you’re going,” he said. The pilot chuckled.


I dropped to my knees before Lestrade,
and felt his hand on my hair. “Do you ask to enter my service?”


I bent to kiss his boots. The toes were square and gleaming,
like hooves. “I was born to serve you, Master.” 


“You understand that the service will sometimes be hard.”
His cane caressed my upturned ass to tell me how hard it would be.


“To suffer for you is my joy, Master.”


“You will never be allowed to leave.” 


“I will refuse you nothing, Master.”


What was going through my mind when they loaded me into the
plane? Only that it would be warm in there. I was numb to thoughts of
anticipation or speculation, accepting the moment—a true slave.


There was another girl on the plane. Her nostrils flared
around the large ring that dangled from her nose. A short chain connected that
ring to two others in her pierced nipples, forcing her chin against her chest.
Her hands were cuffed behind her, and her seat belt was snug. A chastity strap
divided her loins, and I guessed from the tilt of her pelvis that at least one
of her holes was deeply impaled. Because she was gagged, I couldn’t ask her why
she was so painfully bound, even if I had permission to speak during the
flight. I gathered enough from conversations between Lestrade
and the pilot to understand that she had been sold by a Master who was
displeased. He had made it a condition of sale that she should suffer during
the journey. It was hard to read her face, with her bindings distorting her
nose and mouth, but there was a strange, peaceful look in her eyes.


Here is where my story ends. By dawn, Master Lestrade had accepted me into his personal stable of
slaves, and completed me with his brand. The letter “D” is for Domain, of
course, the kingdom of slaves. I prefer to believe that it is the devil’s
brand, the mark of Cain. It announces to the world that I am among the damned.
It advertises my fitness for suffering.


I hear the guards down the hall now, making preparations for
my whipping. This slave humbly requests that you attend, Master. I am very
responsive to the whip, and will hold nothing back unless so ordered. I am
confident that you will find me most entertaining.
















Part Five



 

“That’s the problem I always have with outsiders,” chuckled Lestrade, lifting a wine glass from the girl who served as
his end table. He held the glass to the light to check its clarity. “They
search for the truth, and start out asking all the wrong questions. Getting
Nymph out of my evil clutches isn’t the hard part.”


Gordon felt toyed with. Nymph had explained to him how Mrs.
Hobbes had seduced her, offering choices at every stage, yet presenting them in
ways that left one option inevitable. Lestrade had
been manipulating him in a similar fashion. Gordon felt as though his whole
visit to the island had been choreographed, his every reaction anticipated and
planned for.


“Why?” he asked. “How?”


Lestrade gestured to Strawberry,
and she took a cigar from his humidor. He leaned back in his “throne”, a black
iron chair that he had instructed his craftsmen to make as gaudy and satiric as
possible. They had come up with a sort of Hollywood version of the Devil’s
rocking chair, with rails like ribs and faces writhing around the backrest. 


He puffed the cigar into life and nodded to Strawberry, who
knelt again beside him. “You think that because Nymph has become precious to
you that she has worth for me as well. Hell’s bells, Gordo! Look around you!
How much value does a man of my means attach to a bauble like her? You came to
me to plead for her skin, why not offer me a bid on the whole package?”


Gordon was dumbfounded. “Are you offering to sell her to
me?”


Lestrade held up a cautionary
hand. “Don’t sound so eager. It’s a lousy way to negotiate a good price. Think
this over. What will you do with her when you have her? Are you going to take
her home to meet your family?Will you bring her with
you when you take another teaching job somewhere? I’ll bet she would be the
talk of the campus, especially after the other faculty wives see her in the
shower down at the racket club.


“Sure, she would promise to keep her mouth shut and play
whatever role you assigned her, but everyone would know that you were no
ordinary couple. Her reactions would be just a bit too robotic. Sooner or later
she would misread a cue and do something that would embarrass you, get you
censured, arrested maybe. Then what? Maybe some nice quiet institution where
they will tell her how sick she is and turn her into a drug zombie.” Lestrade grinned and shrugged. “I suppose that you could
just chain her up in the basement like your mad Aunt Sally. Is that what you
want?”


“Of course not!” Gordon shuddered.


“Then understand that I am offering you a way out of this.
You can stay on the island. Forget the teaching, the world needs more art and
fewer art historians. I’ll trade you Nymph for the portrait you painted in your
hotel room. A great deal, I would say, the real thing for a faithful
representation. I could send you other clients as well. You could earn a good
living right here, doing what you love, and you wouldn’t have to hide the
nature of your relationship with Nymph.” 


Gordon checked the joy that threatened to bubble over inside
him. He was too old and cynical to trust such luck. Even in Eden, there were
snakes. “What’s in it for you?” 


Lestrade roared with laughter.
“Would you believe I’m a patron of the arts? No? How about a sentimental old
fool who thinks that the two of you look good together? Okay, how about a man
so perverted and debauched that he only gets off on corrupting the innocent?
Aha! That you’ll buy!”


 Gordon grinned.
“You’re an evil man, Lestrade.”


“Flattery isn’t going to lower the price,” Lestrade grinned back. “I still expect you to have that
painting delivered to me first thing in the morning, and you had better
remember to sign it.” 


Gordon still hesitated, biting a thumbnail, trying to
imagine their future. “I still see one problem. We haven’t even considered how
Nymph feels about all of this.”


Lestrade snorted. “Get it through
that thick skull of yours! She is a slave. What she wants doesn’t matter
anymore.”


“It matters to me.” Gordon’s jaw was tight. “If she is to
remain with me, it must be her own free choice.”


Lestrade sighed. “Principles,” he
mused. “I don’t run into them much any more. They can
be a real pain in the ass. You could simply buy her and grant her freedom, of
course, but then you would never know if she really stayed with you out of a
sense of obligation. The doubt would eat away at your peace of mind and drive a
wedge between you. Chances are, she would end up leaving you to find someone
who would Master her properly.” He snapped his fingers. “I have it!” 


“What?” Gordon felt hopeful again. Lestrade
might actually be sincere about helping them after all.


“A hunt!” said Lestrade. “We have
a tradition on Domain. Now and then we let the slaves draw lots to be hunted.
We give our prey a half hour head start, and then we try to capture them. If
they aren’t captured by nightfall, they are free. The first hunter to lay hands
on the slave counts coup, and leads the captive home on a leash. It belongs to
him for two days before it is returned to the original owner. It’s great sport.
We usually have quite a celebration when the winner comes riding into town with
his prize.”


“What sort of celebration do you have when the slave wins?”
Gordon asked guardedly.


“I wouldn’t know,” Lestrade
chuckled. “It hasn’t happened yet.” Seeing the expression on Gordon’s face, Lestrade clapped him on the shoulder. “Buck up, lad! If
anyone can do it, Nymph can. She has been hunted before, and damn near got away
more than once. Anyway, if she loses, you will still have a chance to buy her
from me in a couple of days. I’ll even sweeten the deal. If Nymph gives us a
good chase, I will cancel her whipping.” 


Gordon considered the offer. He remembered that the Aztecs
had a similar custom. An escaped slave could legally claim freedom by making
his way to the royal palace. Then he had a sudden thought that lit his face
with a smile. “It’s a deal,” he said. 



 

***



 

Hotbuns used the toe of his boot
to nudge Boycunt awake. “Up and at ‘em,” he drawled, in his best Texas accent. “Ya’ll got work ta do.”


Boycunt stirred, then snapped into
wakefulness. A class “A” slave learns to wake quickly and completely. When he
saw that it was only Hotbuns, he relaxed a bit. A
leather collar didn’t inspire the same terror that The Tracker would have.
“What’s up?” he asked, looking around the barn. He retained enough respect for Hotbuns rank to get to his feet.


Boycunt was naked, as always,
except for the steel toed sandals that protected his feet from careless hooves,
and the chastity harness that imprisoned his cock. The harness forced his cock
up and tight against his belly, so that it was always standing at attention.
Only the tip was exposed. Boycunt had perfected the
art of peeing dog fashion, down on all fours with one leg lifted to direct the
stream away from himself. Today his harness also secured a large plug that Hotbuns had inserted this morning, complying with The
Tracker’s orders. “Keeping the door open for later,” The Tracker called it.


Boycunt had been snatching a few
hours of sleep while The Tracker was away. He deserved it. The Tracker and
several friends had used him savagely the night before. His bed was a blanket
spread over a pile of straw near the doorway, and a few stray stalks poking
through the blanket had stabbed into his tenderized hip like knives, reminding
him of his lingering soreness. It had been poker night at The Tracker’s ranch. Hotbuns had been kept busy hustling beer and snacks, when
he wasn’t under the table working somebody steely hard. Boycunt
had a less pleasant task. He had been bent naked over a trestle to satisfy the
player’s other appetites. A tooled leather belt had painted broad red stripes
across his ass and thighs. Stripes that lapped and merged. His hole had been so
swollen this morning that Hotbuns had been obliged to
loosen him up by hand before the plug would fit.


“There’s a hunt this afternoon,” said Hotbuns.
“Tracker needs some nags saddled up pronto.”


Boycunt and Hotbuns
regarded each other a moment with mutual contempt. Hotbuns
disdained Boycunt for the usual reason. The class “A”
was the only creature on the spread who was lower than he was. That included
the horses. The Tracker never raised a hand against his nags. He didn’t even
own a pair of spurs. All of his aggression was reserved for the slaves. Hotbuns had been on the receiving end of that quick temper
often enough to enjoy lording it over someone else for a change.


Boycunt resented the airs that Hotbuns affected. He dressed in glitter cowboy style, all
pearl buttons and rhinestones. Only his leather collar told the world that he
was still The Tracker’s property. They got along for the same reason that
siblings do, because they were stuck together, and still both subject to
outside control.


Boycunt was wide awake now. A hunt
was always an event. It was even more fun than a gauntlet race.“How many does
he need?”


“Three.” Said Hotbuns. “The
Tracker’s ridin’ out with that sissy boy Bradley and
Ms. Demond. They’re huntin’
Nymph ag’in.”


Boycunt hastened to obey, even as
he wondered how The Tracker would react if he were there to overhear Hotbun’s comment about Bradley. The Tracker didn’t like
sass, even from an uppity class “B” like Hotbuns. No
doubt he would reward it with a trip to the woodshed. Boycunt
would never tell, of course, even if no code of silence existed between slaves.
Hotbuns would have too many chances to even the
score.


Hotbuns watched Boycunt saddle the horses, enjoying the way that tight ass
twitched as he led the horses around the barn before tightening the cinches,
admiring the way that the glossy scar of the double tee brand showed against
its field of scarlet. He had enjoyed that ass on more than one occasion, as
often as The Tracker gave him permission. He liked variety though. Tomorrow,
when The Tracker and his companions had tired of their sport with Nymph, Hotbuns would get a crack at her. Unlike Boycunt, he liked girls as well as boys. As The Tracker was
fond of saying, one ass was as good as another. When it came to buggery, Hotbun’s opinion was that giving was always better than
receiving. 


He almost felt sorry for Boycunt.
The moron hadn’t been allowed to dip his wick for years, but a day didn’t go by
that he didn’t get pronged. He had cum a few times, always without permission,
when his over stimulated prostate couldn’t take it any more.
Severe punishment had followed. The chastity harness only came off for scrub
downs and enemas. It was in his contract. Hotbuns
couldn’t begin to comprehend that level of slavishness, let alone understand
it. 


The horses were saddled and bridled now. Hotbuns
checked the horses over to make sure it was done right. It would be his ass if
one of the horses developed saddle sores. He nodded his satisfaction, then
checked his watch. It was a gift from The Tracker, a little reward for two
years of loyal service. Being a foreman had its perks. 


“One more thing,” he drawled, reaching into his pocket for a
key. “Tracker said he wouldn’t be needin’ you
tonight, so he left me with the key to the kingdom.”


Boycunt eyed the key to the
chastity harness and sighed. “Where do you want me, Sir?” There was a trace of
irony in his voice. He had to obey Hotbuns, but he
didn’t have to pretend to enjoy it.


“Jes’ bend over the hitchin’ rail. I reckon we got time for one quick ride.” 



 

***



 

Bradley leaned against a fence rail, unconsciously imitating
The Tracker’s pose. It was Bradley’s third visit to the island. He had met The
Tracker during his first trip, at a dinner party in Lestrade’s
castle. Feeling alone, adrift, and a bit culture shocked. He had attached
himself to The Tracker immediately, seeing the man as a mentor and father
figure. He would have been outraged if anyone suggested that he felt a physical
attraction for the man. He had also chosen to ignore the fact that The Tracker
kept male sex slaves. Denial was Bradley’s strong suit, and this rugged man
didn’t fit his notions about queer behavior.


Sounds had been drifting faintly from the barn behind them
for several minutes. When Bradley first heard a male voice yelp with pain, he
had startled, looking over to The Tracker for a cue. The Tracker had recognized
Boycunt’s cry and knew the cause, so he just kept on
staring at the horizon and smoking, though a slow smile curled his lip.


“Those horses better be ready on time,” was all he said.


Bradley had seen enough of Domain to realize that a slave
was being raped in the barn, but he hadn’t yet learned to accept it with
indifference. He found the rhythmic keening disturbing, and was tortured by a
vivid mental image of the brutal sodomy that it implied. He resisted an urge to
stroll into the barn with studied casualness and see it for himself. 


The Tracker finished his cheroot and flicked it away. “We’re
burnin’ daylight,” he grumbled.


“Yep,” said Bradley, feeling in character.


As though in reply to The Tracker’s complaint, three figures
rounded the corner of the barn and stepped into view. Bradley recognized Lestrade, of course. The girl in the middle was Nymph, a
slave he had seen serving in Lestrade’s castle. The
man on the left was a stranger.


Bradley was still unaccustomed to seeing people walk about
in public naked, and stared unabashedly at Nymph. Lestrade
and the stranger were big men, and she looked elfin and fragile beside them. He
noticed that she seemed to lean slightly toward the stranger, instead of
clinging to her Master. There had to be something interesting going on there,
but he knew better than to ask.


There were pressure marks on her wrists and ankles. She had
been bound recently. Similar marks circled her waist and bisected her belly, an
indication that she had worn a chastity harness as well. Bradley wondered if
she had been plugged, as The Tracker’s slaves so often were, and felt himself
stiffen as he imagined the possibility.


She was not as terrified as he had expected her to be. In
fact, she only betrayed the nervous excitement of an athlete before a
competition. He had expected her to arrive caged, or dragged to her fate
kicking and screaming. Her calm acceptance was a bit of a disappointment.


Lestrade introduced the stranger
as Gordon Wheeler. Bradley liked his handshake.


The barn door rattled open behind them. Hotbuns
and Boycunt emerged leading three saddled horses. Boycunt was red faced. Hotbuns
was grinning.


“Tie ‘em in the shade for now,”
said The Tracker. “Don’t give ‘em too much water.”


“I know that everyone else here knows the rules,” said Lestrade. “I’ll just run through them quickly for Gordon
and Bradley. Nymph gets a half hour head start. Official sundown is eight oh
five. We’ll round it off to eight. If she leaves in ten minutes, you will have
four hours to catch her. First one to lay a hand on her keeps her for two days.
I’ll expect to have her returned to me in serviceable condition.”


“What if they don’t catch her by nightfall?” asked Gordon.


Bradley saw The Tracker grinning, so he grinned, too. Lestrade waved a dismissive hand at the question. 


“She will go free of course.” His tone told them all that he
considered this quite impossible, but Gordon looked carefully at Bradley and
The Tracker, as though to remind them that they were witnesses to the promise.


The Tracker just shrugged. “Four hours is plenty of time.”
He went to where his horse was tethered and rummaged through his saddlebags
until he found a tube of muscle liniment. He tossed the liniment to Hotbuns. 


“Rub ‘er down.”


Bradley thought he was talking about the horse, but Hotbuns approached Nymph as he twisted the top from the
tube. Nymph was expecting it, apparently, and waited for him with her hands in
the air and her legs spread. 


He detected the odor of menthol as Hotbuns
spread a thick coat of the salve over her body and rubbed it in well. It was an
act of thoughtfulness, he thought, to ease the soreness that would follow her
long run. 


The Tracker swiftly shattered that illusion. “Put some up
her ass, too,” he suggested. “It’ll make her run faster.” 


Hearing this, Nymph winced, but she bent her body forward
and placed her hands on her knees to invite the penetration. Hotbuns squeezed a generous dollop of cream on two fingers
and jammed them into her. He leaned against her as the fingers twisted within,
letting her feel the erection under his jeans, and whispered in her ear.


“I expect by tomorrow mornin’ I’ll
have more than jes’ fingers up there.”


She stared politely at the ground, but a swift intake of
breath through her teeth told everyone watching that the fiery ointment was
making itself felt.


“I would like to have a private word with Nymph before she
leaves.”It seemed to Bradley that Gordon’s voice sounded a little strained.


Lestrade shrugged and looked at
his watch. “Wish her luck and say your goodbyes. You have five minutes.”


Hotbuns was pumping Nymph
vigorously with his fingers now. His other hand was closed over the nape of her
neck, pulling her back against his thrusts as he added a second dose. Bradley
was growing a raging erection just watching it.


“That’s enough fer now,” drawled
The Tracker.


Hotbun’s face clearly showed his
displeasure, and he twisted his fingers around as he removed them. “Later,” he
promised, as he pushed Nymph away.


She stumbled toward Gordon, looking down, partly because of
her station, but also because she was ashamed to have been so humiliated in
front of Gordon. He took her arm gently and led her aside.


Bradley couldn’t hear what Gordon was saying to her, but he
was speaking rapidly, as though he had much to tell her in the time allowed.
Nymph’s eyes flickered up to him briefly. Then she looked quickly down, smiled,
and nodded.


“Should be a good hunt,” said The Tracker. “That little
piece runs like a doe.”


“She will run even faster on ze
way back.” It was a woman who spoke.


Bradley had been watching Nymph as she impulsively rose up
on tiptoes to kiss Gordon on the chin, and hadn’t heard the woman approach. He
turned now to look at her.


She was dressed for riding, but unlike The Tracker, who wore
denim and flannel, western boots and a cowboy hat, (Bradley had washed his own
outfit several times, trying to match that faded look.) she had dressed for the
show ring. She was wearing a riding helmet with a chinstrap, jodhpurs, and a
white blouse with puffed sleeves. She swiped at the air with a slender,
flexible cane, making it sing. “I shall whip her bottom all ze
way back to Domain when I catch her,” she said.


“If you catch her,” said The Tracker. 


She sheathed her cane. Bradley noticed that the grip was
carved into the shape of a cobra’s head. The shaft was some space age plastic,
like the stuff that fishing rods are made of. The woman followed his eyes and
flashed a knowing smile at The Tracker.


“Is she serious?” Bradley asked The Tracker, keeping his
voice low.


“I expect she is.” The Tracker didn’t seem to care if she
heard him. “I saw her cuff a gal’s wrists to her collar once, so she couldn’t
cover her ass with her hands. She ran that little filly till she dropped.”


The woman sniffed. “The trollop deserved it.”


The Tracker ignored her. “Then she dismounted and thrashed
that gal some more while the poor thing flopped and gasped like a beached
fish.”


“Ms. Demond,” said Lestrade, “meet Bradley Thornberg.”
Bradley shook her hand. It was a large hand with a strong grip. Her eyes bored
into his. She was at least forty, and coarse featured, but Bradley felt
instantly attracted to her. He could not have said why. Perhaps it was the aura
of cruel power that seemed to emanate from her. 


“Who is ze uzzer
gentleman?” she asked. 


“Gordon Wheeler,” said Lestrade.
“He won’t be riding today. As you can see, he has a conflict of interest.” He
gestured to Nymph to get her attention and pointed at his watch. 


“Time.”


Nymph spent a precious second and gave Gordon’s hand a last
squeeze before she turned and slipped into the jungle.


The Tracker turned to Hotbuns.
“Fetch the dogs.” 



 

“Most slaves jes’ go blind with
panic and crash around in the jungle till we run ‘em
down. Not much sport in that,” The Tracker was saying. “This little vixen is
too smart for such nonsense. One time she found a tree bending over the creek
and climbed way up into it. Even the dogs didn’t notice her till the wind
shifted. I told her that if I had to send for an axe, her ass would pay. She
came down like a good little girl. ‘Nother time she
went up into the rocks where the dogs couldn’t follow. I was waitin’ when she reached the top. Nothin’
like a squirmin’ arm full of sweatin’
buck naked girl to git a man’s juices flowin’. I threw her over a log and plowed her right there afor headin’ back. I reckon we’ll
all need a siesta when this is over. Like as not, I’ll jes’
cage her up till mornin’. Then we can start on her
fresh.”


“Poof!” sniffed Ms. Demond. “You
men have no stamina. By morning, she will be begging for my feast!” She winked
at Bradley as she spoke and formed her hand into a cone to demonstrate. The
cane sheathed at her hip bounced and swayed as though alive.


They were trotting, a pace that was comfortable for the
horses but not the riders. The dogs ranged ahead, noses to the ground. The
Tracker had explained to Bradley that the dogs would not harm Nymph. “They’ll
just raise a ruckus when they find her.”


 Bradley had been
reviewing the things his riding instructor had taught him, heels down, butt tucked, but he was still bouncing hard and trying to
keep his hands off the saddle horn. He had been admiring The Tracker’s hands,
so light on the reins, strong hands, ridged with veins. He thought about those
hands on Nymph’s body, the callused palms kneading, those thick fingers
invading her openings.


 “What brings you to
Domain?” Ms. Demond asked.


 “I really don’t
know,” he answered, snapping out of his reverie. “A fraternity brother introduced
me to Lestrade, and they thought that I could be
trusted with Domain’s secrets, but I’m not sure where I fit in here.”


Ms. Demond stared at him with her
cold eyes until he had to look away. “Perhaps zay
detected a potential in you zat you have yet to
realize.” 


The Tracker spared Bradley the necessity of a reply by
coming to a halt. “Jes’ as I thought. She took to the
creek. The smart ones always do.”


The two dogs separated and began ranging up and down the
stream, splashing in the shallows and sniffing.


“Can’t rightly tell if she headed upstream or down,” said
The Tracker. “Best thing is to split up.” He nodded to Ms. Demond.
“Bradley and I will take one dog upstream. You go down.”


“Ha!” Ms. Demond pointed a finger
at the sky. “I am wise to your tricks, Meester
Tracker. If you want me to go downstream, you must have reason to believe she
has gone ze uzzer way. I
shall go upstream.”


The Tracker looked down and scratched his head, the gesture
of a child caught in a lie. He sighed. “Suit yourself.”


Ms. Demond whistled for one of the
dogs and rode triumphantly away, pausing only to speak to Bradley. “When I
capture my leettle prize, I will be taking her
straight home. I won’t share with zat peeg.” She shot an irritated glance toward The Tracker.
“Good luck to you Bradley. Perhaps we meet again.”


They would meet again, on that day eighteen months in the
future when she would outbid The Tracker and three other hopeful buyers. She
would cane Bradley savagely while the branding iron was heating.


He would go through many changes before that day came.


When she was out of earshot, The Tracker snorted. “Dumb
bitch! Ain’t no way that gal is gonna
walk against the current.” 



 

The Tracker rode slowly through the patch of cattails
growing in the shallow water along the bank. He looked down into the water as
he rode. 


“Sometimes they hide in the water and use a reed for a
snorkel,” he explained. He shook his head. “Nothin’
here.”


They traveled a half mile downstream before the dog picked
up the track again, bounding up the bank with a bark and heading into the
trees.


“I didn’t think she would stay in the water long,” said The
Tracker. “It’s hard sloggin’.”


They followed a narrow game trail. Away from the stream now,
Bradley became more aware of the riot of noise around him, the screech and
hoots of birds and monkeys, the drone of insects. They had to duck under limbs
and push foliage aside. In one place, they had to dismount and lead the horses.
Bradley was becoming tired and irritable. He had expected a quick romp through
the woods. His legs were sore from riding. His clothes were sticking to his
skin. He itched.


The Tracker halted when they found the trail blocked by a
deadfall, a place where a great tree had blown down in a tropical storm, taking
others with it. The dog circled the tangle, pausing to sniff and bark
periodically.


The Tracker dismounted and peered into the deep shadows
within. 


“Is she hiding in there?” asked Bradley.


The Tracker picked up a tattered leaf and sniffed it, then
held it up for Bradley to smell. The odor of menthol was faint.


“The little vixen rubbed herself down and scattered the
leaves through the deadfall to confuse us.” The Tracker seemed proud of her
cleverness.


“Then where is she?”


The Tracker vaulted into his saddle. “She backtracked herself.
We’ll have to go back to the creek and start over.”


They rode with a bit more haste now. The sun was getting
low, and The Tracker looked a little worried. They reached the water and headed
downstream again.


Bradley was beginning to drowse in the saddle, wondering if
this silly game was really worth the effort, when a few soft words from The
Tracker brought him suddenly alert.


“There she is.”


She was only about a quarter mile ahead of them now, jogging
along the stream bank. Even from this distance, Bradley could see that she was
glossy with sweat and limping slightly. The dog caught her scent at the same
time and began to bay.


Hearing the dog, Nymph turned to look at her pursuers. Her
teeth were bared. It might have been a grimace of exertion or terror, but the
expression Bradley read was a sort of wild glee. She raised one hand in a
salute.


“Let’s go!” Bradley crowed.


The Tracker continued at a trot. “No hurry. She’s trapped
herself. The cliffs are ahead. Even that little monkey couldn’t make it down
that overhang.”


Nymph turned and splashed into the water. There were large
rocks in the stream, and she used them for stepping stones, leaping from one to
another. 


Suddenly alarmed, The Tracker urged his horse into a gallop.
“The devil take that bitch! She’s headin’ fer the falls!” 


Unable to keep up, and already aware that the race was
hopeless, Bradley reined to a halt and watched.


Nymph seemed fearless, negotiating the slippery rocks with
no thought of the roiling current nipping at her toes, moving with the dancer’s
grace that Gordon had found so enchanting. With a final bound, she stepped on
to a boulder at the edge of the falls, teetered there a moment, and leaped.


There was an image that Bradley carried with him to the
grave, a mental snapshot of a naked girl hanging in mid air. Her body was arrow
straight. Her feet were together, her arms thrown wide to embrace the sky. It
seemed for one insane moment that she was taking flight.


Then she plunged headfirst over the falls.


During the nightmarish hour that followed, while the
reflection of the setting sun turned the water to blood and the two riders
splashed through the lagoon in vain search of her body, Bradley had time to
wonder if it was freedom or death she had been seeking.



 

***



 

“If you walk South on the beach,” she had told him, “you
will come to a place called The Devil’s Horns.”


He had recognized it immediately. It had been a single great
rock once, but some natural force had split it, and the wind and sea had eroded
the space between the halves. Now two pillars rose from the beach, narrowing
upward from wide bases, arching toward one another at the top, cradling the
full moon between them. Time changes everything.


Gordon sat down with his back resting against a palm tree to
study the scene and breath the salt air, thinking that this was a good place to
contemplate love and mortality.


He had been a wanderer until he met Nymph, losing himself in
the world, seeking distraction from new places, alone and anonymous in the
crowd. His loneliness had been so chronic that he had become unaware of it. Yet
he had been nagged by a great need, not to be loved, but to love. Nymph had
awakened a hope in him. He dared to believe that somehow these two empty souls
might salvage a remnant of happiness together. Love sometimes arrives disguised
as a harlot.


She seemed to rise magically from the sea, striding up the
slope of the beach to stand between the pillars, a ghostly silhouette in the
moonlight, shaking out her damp hair to let the wind comb it out.


Her shoulders, he noticed, were slumped with weariness, and
she limped slightly. He could only imagine what she had gone through during
these last hours.


She had huddled shivering in the cramped stone hollow behind
the falls, a pipe too narrow for a larger woman. It must have been like live
burial, the dark earth pressing in upon her, the air within the shaft growing
stale, hiding until the searchers had been forced to conclude that she had been
killed or injured and her body washed out to the sea.


She had no way of knowing if the ruse would work. A
determined swimmer might have felt his way underwater to the same opening. At
any time, a hand might have emerged from the waters to clasp her ankle and drag
her down. Only when she was absolutely certain that darkness had fallen did she
slither out of her burrow and drop into the water to be baptized and reborn. 


Yet even as the hunters were returning to Domain with the
unhappy news, Gordon had been slipping away to keep this rendezvous.


He wished that he could have been there to see her dive, and
wondered if she had indulged in aerial acrobatics on the way down, or simply
entered the water cleanly, diving deep to find calm water and swimming to her
sanctuary.


She hadn’t seen him yet. He sat motionless, reluctant to
reveal himself and disturb this moment as he drank in the sight of her
heartrending beauty. She looked like a girl who had never known pain or fear,
regret or disappointment. 


Nymph stood a moment, facing the sea and caressing one of
the pillars with a fingertip. Gordon remembered the touch of those fingers and
shivered as though he could feel them upon his own skin. She lowered herself
slowly, until she was kneeling in the sand, and placed her hands palms up on
her knees. She didn’t move when he stood and brushed the sand from the seat of
his trousers before approaching. Even as his footsteps crunched the sand behind
her, she continued to stare at the moon.


He was opening his mouth to remind her that she was free
now, and no longer had to kneel for any man, but she was the first to speak.


“There is nothing out there for me.” 


“You have the whole world!” he said, startled by her
hopelessness. “I can be there beside you—if you like.”


“That world doesn’t want us,” she said. “This is a place
apart.”


“Didn’t you win the hunt to earn your freedom?”


She shook her head. “I only did it to please you. Well, not
entirely, I enjoyed the chase.” She shrugged. “I can never be free. Slavery
isn’t just a state of being. It’s a state of mind. All that I have earned is
the right to choose which Master I will serve. I wish to belong to you, Gordon.
If you will not have me, I will present myself at the gates of Domain in the
morning. Lestrade may take me back, or decide to
auction me.” 


He circled her slowly, considering the arguments that might
change her mind and rejecting them all. Nymph couldn’t be happy with any other
life, and he couldn’t be happy without her.


He stopped in front of her. “Stand up.” His voice was
sharper than he intended it to be.


She stood unsteadily, emotionally and physically drained by
her long day. Distracted and jittery, she looked down at her sandy knees and
moved to wipe them clean. He was leaning down to kiss her at the same time.
They bumped heads.


The collision seemed to break the solemn spell and awaken Gordon
to the absurdity of their situation. In his travels, he had learned that one
man’s nonsense might be another man’s dogma, and all games are foolish to the
objective eye. Only the participants take the game seriously. On Domain, the
institution of sex slavery was an earnest game, but one that he could learn to
play.


Nymph jumped back, rubbing her scalp and giggling nervously.
“Oww! OH! I’m sorry, I…”


He cut off her apology with a kiss so tender that it left
her bewildered. When he finally broke off the kiss, she threw her arms around
his waist and clutched him tightly, burying her face against his chest.


He could feel her quaking in his arms. He thought that she
might be frightened or chilled, but it was a shudder of pure pleasure.


“Marry me, Nadine,” he whispered.


“I can never be your wife,” she murmured. “But I would be
honored to serve as your slave.”


He didn’t say anything right away, but she could feel him
stiffening against her belly, and knew that she already had her answer.


He put his hands on her shoulders and stood back to regard
her. Even in moonlight, he could see that his dark hands were beginning to
leather with age. They seemed blasphemous against her perfect flesh. So be it.
They would be damned together. If he could not have her as a loving wife, he
would take her as a beloved pet. 


“At times like this,” he said, “It is customary to grant a
last request.” 


She raised her head to look at him, and he thought that he
could see the celebratory gleam of tears in her eyes.


“Please whip me, Master.”



 

Dawn was breaking when Gordon and Nymph arrived at Lestrade’s castle. They were prepared to face Lestrade’s wrath if necessary, but his exuberant greeting
took them by surprise. 


“Nymph!” he exclaimed, “it’s good to see you alive and well.
I thought that something was afoot when Gordon disappeared last night.”


He took Nymph’s hand in one great paw and kissed it.
“Congratulations, Nymph. You know that I am a man who honors his word. You are
free to choose your own future now.” He winked at Gordon. “Perhaps a generous
dowry would be in order.”


He lowered his voice conspiratorially and leaned toward
Nymph. “I’m not going to ask how you managed to win the hunt, but I would
appreciate it if you didn’t tell anyone else.”


“She may consider that an order,” said Gordon.


Nymph blushed and lowered her eyes.


Lestrade looked from Gordon to
Nymph and a slow smile split his face. “I see,” he said. “It would appear that
Nymph has already made her choice.”


“Yes, Sir.”


She called him “Sir”. He noted the subtlety. It was Gordon
she would address as “Master” from now on. 


“I’ll have the ownership papers drawn up immediately.” He
clapped Gordon on the shoulder. “This calls for a ceremony of some kind, or at
least a party!”


Gordon cleared his throat. “Actually, I had a more private
celebration in mind.”



 

 They needed to rest.
Gordon’s first impulse was to invite Nymph to join him on the big soft bed in
his hotel room, and hold her while she slept, but he had second thoughts. The
dark business at hand required a distance between them. There was understanding
and acceptance in her eyes when she was sent to a holding cell in the basement.
Gordon compromised by providing for her comfort. She was given a mattress to
lie upon, and she was not bound. She fell into a deep, untroubled sleep until
the attendants arrived to prepare her.



 

***



 

She couldn’t turn her head to look at him when he slammed
the iron door. “Greetings, Master. Please whip me hard.”


Her tone of voice was entirely too cheerful for someone in
her situation. Gordon was struck again by a sense of the surreal. 


Lestrade had made recommendations
and suggestions. With his help, Gordon had issued orders for Nymph’s
preparation. Lestrade had watched with amusement as
Gordon assumed the peremptory tones of a Master. The two leather collared
slaves he commanded had hurried to do his bidding. 


From where he stood, she was all ass and thighs. The trestle
gripped her and held her aloft, head down and legs wide. The thin ivory toned
skin between her cheeks was glossy with oil. A spicy aroma perfumed the air. A
ginger suppository had been pushed into her bottomhole,
anticipating the act her posture was certain to inspire. Her irritated anus
winked at him. It was an invitation that he knew he could not refuse for long.


He moved around the trestle until he was before her, and
crouched to take her face gently in his hands. His voice was dull with
amazement. “I own you now.”


A proper slave, she would neither meet his eyes nor let her
expression betray her, but behind the screen of her lowered lashes, Gordon
thought that he could detect the ghost of an impudent glee.


“Thank you, Master. I will serve you well.”


 He turned slowly in
the cell. The Dungeon Keeper had simply withdrawn after admitting him. For now,
he had no one to turn to who might advise him. Lestrade
had given him a brief tutorial on the use of the weapons that covered the wall.


 Young as she was, she
still had the most understanding of who they were—and how it had to be. Joy and
beauty, youth and love—such rare and ephemeral things these were. In this one
intoxicating moment all these miracles were conjoined. He couldn’t change the
past for her, or turn back his own clock. The future might deliver a thousand
heartbreaks. They only had this moment—and it was good.


Like a man in a trance, he moved to the wall and selected a
paddle, trying to find one that would damage her the least. In that moment, he
could not have said whether it was in his mind that his choice would ease her
suffering or merely prolong it. He turned the paddle in his hand, marveling at
how natural it felt there—almost alive. He remembered Lestrade’s
words.


“This one stings like fire, but it doesn’t leave much in the
way of marks. You can wale the tar out of her with it, and her butt will only
be pink in the morning. It’s good for a warm up.” 


He suddenly had a need to strike and strike, until the
perfect canvas of her bottom was a savage portrait of agony. A sort of madness
seized him, a passion too strong to find expression in anything but violence.
He wanted to see tears flowing from those beautiful eyes, and pause to kiss
them away before he primed the flood again.


He wanted to take her with deep, slow strokes that would
grow faster and harder as his excitement mounted. He wanted to plunder her
again and again.


He wanted her to scream and squirm and beg.


As the first humming stroke blazed across her stretched
bottom—a satisfying impact like the ring of a nail driven true—he found himself
pausing to watch the vivid mark rise through her branded cheek.He
sighed, not grieving for lost innocence, only expressing the solemn beauty of
this moment. 


“I probably shouldn’t tell you this.” He said. “This may be
the last time that I do.”


“Yes, Master?”


 He hit her again,
harder. “I love you, Nymph.”


She relaxed into her bindings, content, waiting for the pain
to begin in earnest.


“I love the one who owns me, Master.”
















Epilogue



 

Patience is the predator’s virtue; the only one she knows.
As she sits her branch above the watering hole, waiting for thirst to trump
caution in the doe’s mind, her tail forsakes the self indulgent twitch. 


“Morris, stop the car!”


The limo slid to a halt. “Go back!”


Morris reversed. The hour was late. Their car was the only
one on the bridge. The windshield wipers tic-tocked
softly. 


 “Here! Stop here and
wait for me.”


When the car stopped moving, Artemis Hobbes leaped out and
strode across the walkway toward the pale figure she had glimpsed earlier.


The girl wore the soggy remains of a wedding dress. There
was a wilted rose in her hair, which was plastered wetly to her skull. She had
kicked off her shoes, and teetered now, sobbing, on the handrail, as she stared
down at the black water.


“Don’t try to stop me!” she wailed.


I wouldn’t think of it,” said Artemis casually. “I’m only
here to watch.” She leaned over the railing and peered down.


“From this height,” she said, “it doesn’t really matter
whether or not you can swim. If you take a swan dive, you’ll break your neck.
Feet first is best if you can manage, but an updraft might turn you and,
well... Do you think you can swim with broken ribs? 


The girl’s sobs were becoming more hysterical now. Even
death had ceased to be an attractive option. “I gave up everything for him! I
have no career- no friends! I can’t face my Mother again. I can’t let her say
she told me so! There is no reason for me to live!”


“Perhaps I can give you one.”


There was something in her voice, that intriguing hint of
danger, which caused the girl to look up and study the woman for the first
time. “What?”


“Dry clothes, for a start,” said Artemis, “a hot meal and a
good night’s sleep.” She nodded at the river “It beats the hell out of a cold
bath. I can give you a job and a place to stay. It could be the start of a
brand new life.” 


The girl studied Artemis, and gnawed her lip. She was no doubt
remembering all the admonitions she had heard about riding with strangers. The
sight of the chauffeur waiting beside the car reassured her, as though wealth
magically bestowed respectability and safety. The friendship of a wealthy woman
was nothing to be feared.


“You can’t change your mind on the way down,” Artemis
reminded her.


Persuaded at last, the girl timidly extended her hand and
Artemis helped her step down from the rail.


“Thanks,” she mumbled. “I think that I will be grateful in
the morning.” 


Artemis put an arm around the shivering girl. “Things will
work out.”


 The girl moved to
bend over and pick up her shoes. “Leave them!” said Artemis sharply. “They are
a part of the past.”


“You’re right. I don’t need them anymore.”


Artemis took her barefoot bride by the hand and led her to
the car. “I don’t believe I caught your name, dear.” 


 “Kathleen.”


“Oh, that won’t do at all! I believe that I shall call you
Kitty.”


Mrs. Hobbes caught the chauffeur’s eye and answered his
smirk with a wink.“Home, Morris.”


The hunting was good.
















Domain
















Prologue



 

There were sixty links in the chain. Kim had counted them
several times, following them back until the last link was swallowed into the
concrete floor. The other end of the chain was padlocked to a shackle around
her ankle. Each link was an inch of freedom. She could reach the seatless toilet when she needed it, the bare mattress she
slept on, and the slot in the wall where food appeared twice a day. A ten-foot
circle was her world.


Overhead, a bare bulb burned constantly, and two video
cameras watched her every move. She wasn’t alone. Boredom and fear were
constant companions.


She knew the isolation was meant to break her. As a
reporter, she had heard enough of brainwashing techniques to know loneliness
and uncertainty are potent weapons against the will. Knowing this did nothing
to lessen its effect upon her.


There was a spigot in the corner, which she used for
drinking, and washing. She bathed often, fearing that a lack of cleanliness was
the first sign of surrender, and she was determined not to give in to despair.


The food was a monotonous gruel, which always left her
hungry. It came on a tin plate without a spoon. The first day she only picked
at it. The second day she ate it all. The third day she licked the plate, not
caring if the cameras overhead saw her lapping like an animal.


At first she had calmed herself with thoughts of the story
she would write after she escaped. “Domain, Coterie of Kink”, the headline
would read. Later she amended the headline to say “My Vacation in Hell”.


It was impossible to know how long she had been there, but
she estimated three days had passed when she heard footsteps in the hall.
Cautiously, she approached the door to the limit of her chain and peeked
through the tiny, barred window into the hall. Three men went by, striding
purposefully, wearing the brown uniforms of guards. She heard a key rattling in
a lock, and a female voice whimpering softly.


The men returned, leading a naked girl on a leash. Her hands
were bound behind her and cinched up high between her shoulder blades with a
strap connected to her collar. One man held the leash. A second held one of the
girl’s elbows and propelled her along. The third man walked behind with a
leather strap. When the girl balked, he would strike her unprotected rear with
the strap to urge her along. As they passed by, the girl turned her head and
looked into Kim’s cell, then the strap connected again, making the girl face
front and step smart. The guards made crude jokes as they marched her down the
hall. A door slammed.


The screaming went on for days.


From time to time there would be a pause in the screaming
and Kim would hear other things, the creak and clank of some dreadful
machinery, barked demands and whimpered capitulations, wet rhythmic sounds that
went on and on. Then the screams would start again.


Kim heard it all. Putting her hands over her ears could not
shut out the sound, so she gave up. She kept remembering the brief glance she
had of the beautiful, tear streaked face and the horror in those eyes.


I won’t be able to sleep, she thought, then chastised
herself for her selfishness. A girl was being tortured in that room. She had no
right to complain about noise. She did sleep, and woke to more screams when the
food arrived.


She had never felt so alone, vulnerable, and naked.


There are many ways to be naked, she reflected bitterly.
Being naked in the bath is a comfortable thing. Being naked with a lover is sensual.Being naked with a doctor is clinical. Now she was
naked for a new reason. Clothing is an armor protecting us from the eyes and
hands of others. A naked woman knew no privacy and kept no secrets. She had no
shield against the whip. Kim shivered under the camera’s unblinking gaze.


She heard steps again in the hallway, the men passed by and
returned with another girl. This time Kim couldn’t see her face. She was slung
over a guard’s shoulder like a grain sack. Her bound hands dangled over his
legs. Her bound legs were wrapped inside his right arm. His left hand was
busily burrowing into her loins.


Kim ate seven meals before the screaming stopped.


In the silence that followed, she heard footsteps. This time
she knew that they were coming for her.
















Chapter One


 



 

“I need to talk to someone.”


Kim Victor looked up from her typewriter at the voice,
irritated at the interruption. She could feel the delicate threads of her last,
unwritten sentence separating.


It was one of the girls from the back of the newsroom. Kim
wasn’t sure what she did, obituaries or something. She was one of those
invisible worker bees who speak to others only when their job requires it, go
directly home at the end of the day, and make no lasting impression on those
around them. Kim struggled to remember her name.


“I’m Charlene Weaver,” the girl offered helpfully. “You
don’t know me; nobody does. I’ve never asked for help from anyone, but I need
help now. I know you’re very busy right now, but could you come to my place
tonight to talk?” The speech sounded rehearsed.


Kim looked skyward, as though seeking help from heaven, then
flashed her famous “just kidding” grin and asked, “Why me?”


“I know, it’s not fair to ask.” Charlene looked down and
started to turn away.


“Wait a minute,” Kim stopped her. This was a girl who
expected rejection. She would have to be handled like an egg.“Where do you
live?” she asked, wondering if it was concern or curiosity that prompted the
question.


It was a small apartment, Spartan as a monk’s cell.
Charlene’s personality had made no impact on the place. Kim sat in one of two living
room chairs. Charlene knelt on a cushion at her feet, explaining cryptically
that she was more comfortable that way. Kim had coffee. Charlene had none.


“I’m avoiding caffeine,” she said.


Kim looked at the girl on the floor, discovering that she
was pretty. Somehow she had managed to go unnoticed by all those predatory
males down at the Herald, or maybe they had noticed and her shyness had turned
them away. Office romance seldom went unobserved, but Kim had never heard
Charlene’s name mentioned by any of the office gossips.


 She remembered how
much of a stir her own break-up with Larry had caused. The stares of pity from
her friends had been bad enough. The opportunists circling to offer her
“comfort” had been worse.


Charlene stared at her own clasped hands as she spoke. Kim
thought that she looked as though she were praying or confessing.


“I’m a very shy and submissive person in all ways. I don’t
have many friends, and none of them are close. My father died when I was a
child. My mother died last year. I’m alone most of the time. I had a brief
affair with a married man about a year ago. The details of the affair are not
important, but the man I was going with introduced me to a friend, and the
friend told me about a place called Domain.”


“Domain?” Kim interrupted, her reporter’s instincts aroused.


“It’s a secret place, not a religious cult, but they’re
jealous of their rituals there. I met one of their representatives, and he
explained to me what Domain was about. After a time I asked to join them. I was
interviewed and tested. When they were satisfied with me, I was given a month
to put my affairs in order before going with them. I suppose they also wanted
to give me time to change my mind.”


She shuddered slightly and muttered to herself.


“Excuse me?” Kim prompted. She was intrigued and longed to
be able to take notes.


“I was going to be a Class A.”


“I don’t understand.”


Charlene shook her head. “I’ve told you too much already.
Believe me, some things are better left secret. I know your reputation as a reporter.
You won’t let go until you have the truth. That’s why your column is the first
thing people read when they pick up the paper.”


“The second,” Kim amended, “they read the comics first.”


Charlene smiled, then sobered again. “I only told you about
Domain so that you would understand my problem. I promised myself to these
people. They were going to come for me on Saturday. Now I want to break that
promise.”


“Why?”


Charlene put her hands to her mouth. It was the gesture of a
child bursting to tell a happy secret. “I’m in love.”


“Aha!” Kim laughed. “Is it anyone I know?”


“No,” said Charlene quickly, “but you should. He’s a very
special man. He seemed like an old friend the first time that we met. I never
felt wanted and needed before. I realize now that I was looking for this when I
promised myself to Domain. I had to belong somewhere.”


“Well, it doesn’t sound as though you need help making up
your mind,” Kim laughed. “I don’t see that you have any problem at all.”


Charlene stared at the floor. “Only one, I feel it’s my duty
to let Domain know I’ve decided not to come. My fiancée wants me to leave with
him for Brazil on Thursday. I’ve no way to contact Domain. They are so careful
with their privacy they wouldn’t even give me a phone number to call. Someone will
be here to pick me up on Saturday, and I’ve no way of telling them not to come.
I can’t just leave a note on the door. I’m afraid they may believe that I’ve
betrayed them somehow.”


Kim said, “So the only way to handle it is for me to be here
on Saturday morning to make apologies and explanations for you.”


Charlene nodded unhappily, “It’s too much to ask.”


Of course, Kim didn’t think it was.



 

***



 

Kim finished brushing her teeth, spat, and wiped her face
with a towel, suddenly catching herself off guard in the mirror and really
seeing herself as she was.


She was beautiful, but not vain, and usually glanced in the
mirror only when grooming made it necessary. Now she looked hard, and tried to
be objective about what she saw. Fresh from the shower, she was naked, innocent
of makeup, which she had little use for anyway, and stark looking with her wet
hair plastered tight to her skull. It looked dark now, but would dry to the
color her mother called “dishwater blonde”, an unglamorous shade that never
came in any bottle. It was glossy with good health, but cut short for the sake
of convenience. Style and beauty were things she had never worked at. There was
deodorant on her dressing table, but no perfume.


Yet the face that greeted her was striking, with fine features,
high cheekbones, dimples when she smiled, and intelligent and determined blue
eyes. She admitted to herself that she was probably not centerfold material.
Her breasts were well formed, but not as heavy as most American men seemed to
prefer. At five feet five, she lacked the long grace of a fashion model. She
patted her hips and decided that losing five pounds would be a good
idea—tomorrow. 


Today she had to deliver a message and try to wheedle an
interview out of some very secretive people. She still wasn’t sure how she
would go about it, but asking questions was her business. She knew the world
was full of people who were bursting to tell a secret or confess a sin. It was
just a matter of finding the right trigger.


Dressing, she reflected that she would be twenty five in two
weeks, and wondered uneasily at what age a woman might begin to consider
herself a spinster. Only last month she had seen the last of her college
friends married off. This latest wedding had been a particularly bitter
experience. She and the bride had been roommates at school, and had tumbled
into bed together one night after splitting a bottle of wine. The next morning,
they rose and dressed without looking at each other, and by unspoken agreement
neither of them ever mentioned the incident. At the wedding, there had been an
awkward moment when Kim kissed the bride to congratulate her and saw her blush
at an unwelcome memory.


Kim wondered if she was one of those closet lesbians who
don’t discover their true nature until late in life. There had been no man in
her heart since her breakup with Larry months ago. She wasn’t even looking
right now; the bitterness of their parting had left her gun shy.


It was Charlene Weaver, or Kim’s envy of her, which conjured
these thoughts. Charlene had found Prince Charming. Kim wondered if she would
ever meet a mysterious stranger who would whisk her away to a magical place.


After dressing, Kim paused for a moment at the door to make
sure she hadn’t forgotten anything, and found herself examining her apartment
with the same critical eye she had used on herself. It was only slightly less
Spartan than Charlene’s, furnished for utility rather than beauty. Only an
overloaded bookcase and a few cheap prints on the walls told anything about the
personality of the girl who lived there. Later she would wonder if it was a
premonition that made her stand looking at the room for a moment before she
locked the door.


She walked to Charlene’s apartment. It was a beautiful
autumn day, the distance was not great, and the neighborhood was safe.


She unlocked the door with the key Charlene had given her
and left it open. The apartment was bare now; not even a chair remained. Kim
sat on the floor with her purse on her lap, all her movements echoing in the
emptiness. She wished she had thought to bring a recorder. She had a thousand
unanswered questions. Where was Domain? Who lived there? What did they do that
had to be kept secret?


She knew that secret societies usually centered on politics,
religion, or sex. Charlene had told her it wasn’t a religious cult. That left
politics or sex, or a mixture of the two. Maybe it was a genetic breeding farm,
selecting its human stock carefully and pairing them by bloodlines. Naturally,
the first reporter on the scene would resurrect memories of Nazi Germany and
twist the facts for maximum shock effect. The fear of that sort of
misunderstanding would make them publicity shy.


Maybe it was a fiefdom of some kind. The name Domain
inspired thoughts of the Middle Ages. Maybe someone was being deliberately
atavistic like the Pennsylvania Dutch. Were the woods full of people in tin
suits, sharpening their broadswords for the next crusade?


Kim looked up and saw two men standing in the doorway.


“Are you Charlene Weaver?” one of them asked her.


Kim stood up, clutching her purse. She hadn’t planned what
she was going to say, but with the moment upon her the words came easily.


“Yes,” she said. “That’s my name.”
















Chapter Two



 

Kim studied the two men. One was about forty, bald and
bearded, with a wiry build, which spoke of hard work and hidden strength. She
suspected he seldom spoke or smiled. The other man was much younger and
heavier. His face was earnest and boyish, a college football player, she
decided. The other one looked like a retired soldier. Mentally, she gave them
nicknames, “Baldy” and “Muscles”. Both men wore brown shirts and slacks that
could have been work clothes or uniforms.


“Come with us,” said Baldy.


He turned and led the way. Kim followed, wondering how she
would go about pumping them for information. Baldy looked too taciturn, but
muscles might open up and tell her what she wanted to know. Neither of them
seemed inclined to introduce himself.


Muscles stood aside in the doorway and let her pass, then
fell into step behind her. The move could have been accidental or planned. Kim
felt like the filling in a girl sandwich, and it made her uneasy. She almost
felt as though she were marching under guard.


There was a huge refrigerator truck parked in the alley. The
side door of the truck was open, and a stepladder was set up in front of the
door so that it could be entered easily. A woman was standing by the door
wearing a brown uniform. She had high cheekbones and a sharp chin. Her dark
hair had been braided and wrapped into a bun. The way she stood suggested to
Kim that she was very fit. Even in low shoes she towered over Kim.


“The express to Domain is about to leave,” she said
cheerily. “All aboard.”


The cheerfulness seemed false, like the patter of a guide on
a cut-rate tour who doesn’t want the tourists to realize they have been
cheated.


Behind the gaiety was the suppressed eagerness of a hunting
cat, a sort of dark joy. Alarm bells were starting to go off in Kim’s head, but
curiosity shut them down. Members of the press are used to getting grudging
respect, even in unfriendly third world countries. If things got hairy, she
could always flash her press card and give up the game. It would mean the bum’s
rush, probably, if Charlene had been right about Domain’s passion for privacy.
Before she let that happen, Kim wanted to find out as much as she could. There
was no way she was going to waste the entire morning without getting a story of
some kind. Holding her purse like a shield, she stepped into the truck.


The interior of the truck had been hastily outfitted as a
camper. There was a table and chairs, cupboards, a refrigerator, a stove, and
three beds made up with clean bedding. An area in one corner had been
partitioned off for a small bathroom. In another corner was a bare mattress. It
lay as though it had been cast aside, an afterthought.


All the changes were utilitarian rather than cosmetic.
Behind the spare furnishings was the riveted sheet metal that covered the walls
when the truck was manufactured. Iron rings were bolted into the floor and walls
for tying down cargo. Two heavy chains, equipped with hooks, dangled near the
ceiling. A meat truck, Kim decided, wondering at the carelessness that left all
this hardware inside it. The four of them stepped into the truck together.
Muscles came in last, closing the door behind him.


“We have a long drive ahead of us,” explained the woman,
observing Kim’s curious inspection. “This suits our needs.”


Kim wondered if it was poverty or a miserly spirit which
kept the citizens of Domain from chipping in together to buy themselves a
proper camper.


“We have a formality to take care of before we get under
way,” said the woman briskly. “There is a paper for you to sign. Since you’re
here, I assume that you intend to come with us.”


Kim wanted to start firing questions, but she had to play
along just a little longer. Maybe she would overhear something really important
if they thought that she was one of them.


“Yes,” she said.


The woman handed Kim a document. “Read and sign.”


Kim read:


“I, the undersigned, do consign myself to Domain, trusting
my body, soul, and mind to its dictates, and pledging complete obedience to its
laws. I shall hereafter be identified by my new designation CAS 123.”


That was all. A simple printed form with no address,
masthead, or logo at the top. The number at the end had been typed in.


Political nuts, Kim decided. She hoped they weren’t another
survivalist group. The Herald had carried a survival nut story last month, and
wouldn’t want to bother with another one for a while. Whoever they were, they
seemed to take themselves very seriously.


There was a space at the bottom for her to sign. Kim
shrugged. In for a penny, she thought. She took the pen that the woman held out
to her, then realized that she would have to empty her hands to sign the paper.
The woman ended her confusion by relieving her of her purse.


“I’ll hold this for you.” 


 She almost signed her
own name, then caught herself and wrote “Charlene Weaver”.


She turned, startled to see the three people crowded closely
around her. Their faces were intent. Trying for levity, Kim asked, “Do I get my
I.D. badge now?”


“How about an I.D. bracelet?” said Baldy. Something cold
closed around her wrist. Kim turned to look at a heavy metal band about three
inches wide and half an inch thick. She couldn’t see any catch for removing it,
only a ring riveted to its side, and a narrow slot like a keyhole.


“Hey!” she turned, confused, to look at Baldy, and Muscles
snapped another bracelet upon her other wrist.


“HEY!” she said it louder this time. Grasping her forearms,
the two men lifted until her feet lost contact with the floor. They used the
rings on her bracelets to hang her on the hooks dangling overhead. Kim started
to scream for help, remembering everything she had been taught in self defense
classes, and wishing vainly for the can of pepper spray in her purse. There was
enough slack in the ceiling chains for her feet to reach the floor. She stood
on her left foot and tried to kick Baldy with her right, but he saw the kick
coming and sidestepped. Her shoe came off and sailed across the room to bounce
off the wall. Her struggles robbed her of breath, and her screams grew fainter.


“This truck is insulated,” the woman said calmly, when Kim
paused to draw breath, “no one can hear you.”


They gagged her anyway. The rubber gag they forced into her
mouth and strapped in place resembled a short, thick penis. The two men
stripped away her remaining shoe and socks, spread her legs, and shackled her
ankles to rings set in the floor.


The woman fished through Kim’s purse, found her wallet, and
removed the cash. Then she threw the wallet and purse into a trash barrel. It
was the last thing that Kim saw before the blindfold descended.


They cut off her clothes with a knife.



 

A diesel truck rolled south, carefully observing all traffic
laws. There was no company name on the truck to tell what sort of cargo it
might carry. The “cargo” swayed in her chains, rocked by the truck’s motion.
She had been allowed enough slack to touch the floor with feet that were
fastened far apart. If she stood on her toes, it eased the strain on her wrists
and chest, but her leg muscles tired, and most of the time she would hang limp,
her joints silently protesting the traction. Mute and blind, she could only
endure and wait.


A cool hand touched her breast, causing her to stiffen and
try to draw away. She heard a soft chuckle.


“Don’t be so timid, sweet thighs,” it was the woman’s voice.
Her cheeriness was gone now, replaced by husky menace. “I know it took courage
to come here. Let that courage sustain you. You’re a Class A Slave. You have
status now, a place in an orderly system. I offer you acceptance and affection.
I offer you penance and absolution.”


The hand returned to toy with Kim’s nipples, teasing them
into erection with pinches and finger flicks.


“I offer you pain and pleasure.”


Two hands worked her now, stroking and teasing, bringing
responses from the wracked and trembling captive.


“The life of a Class C is not for you. They are only painted
whores, insolently parading in their finery, red silk on their throats,
invitation in their eyes, and a sneer on their lips. I don’t care for them at
all.”


The hands tested the firmness of Kim’s flanks.


“You’re much too pretty to be a Class B. I would hate to see
your lovely hands grown rough with work, your leather collar stained with
sweat, your eyes dulled by a life of drudgery.”


A fingertip teased Kim’s navel.


“Your life will be a glorious adventure. Your steel collar
will be a badge of honor proclaiming to one and all that CAS 123 dares everything, endures everything, and
surrenders everything. When you bow down to kiss your Master’s feet, you will
wear a secret smile.”


A feather light touch against her belly made Kim damp. She
strained to close her legs.


“You will not be punished merely for disobedience, but for
our pleasure as well. Though one Master will own you, you will obey everyone.
There is nothing you have the right to demand or refuse.”


As she spoke, the woman’s hands had traveled down until one
of them was cupping the furred mound of Kim’s sex, while the other stroked her
buttocks. When a finger slipped into her slit, Kim was anticipating it and
actually leaned into the touch. The hands were exciting her, even while the
woman’s words were inspiring fear.


They wanted to make her a sexual slave! It was hard for Kim
to believe that Charlene had volunteered for such a fate. Then she thought of
Charlene’s humble nature, her need for love, and her desire to please.


Kim hardly noticed the hand trailing down the cleft of her
buttocks, for the busy fingers that pleasured her in front absorbed all her
attention. She was caught unaware when a finger suddenly burrowed into her
anus. She lunged forward and sought to evade the assault. Her muscles clenched
against the invading finger, attempting to expel it.


Suddenly the hands were withdrawn and Kim stood swaying, her
panting breath whistling through her nose.


“So!” said the woman softly. Kim could hear her cross the
room, open the refrigerator, pop the top on a can, and slide a chair away from
the table to sit down. The woman’s gaze upon her body was something Kim could
feel. She was naked and afraid, stretched open painfully, displayed like a
butterfly; and this woman was sitting down to have a drink and enjoy the show.
The knowledge of just how cold and merciless her captors might be was beginning
to sink in.


“You’re trembling,” said the woman. “You should be. It’s my
job to examine and observe you on the way to the training camp. I am the one
who decides just how unpleasant your stay there will be.” Papers shuffled. “I’m
writing on your chart right now. It’s quite obvious that you are an anal
virgin. This is a very bad thing for a Class A slave to be. Your ass is going
to be in great demand. Any Class C can be fucked in the usual way, and most of
them are experts at fellatio. If a man’s pleasure is sodomy, he seeks out a
Class A, and a lovely ass like yours is almost certain to attract attention.”


She delivered this lecture with utter seriousness, though
she could not keep the delight out of her voice. The prospect of Kim’s
suffering seemed to please her.


“So that little asshole that you guard so jealously is in
for some heavy treatment. The muscles must be stretched and trained to relax.
Not a day will go by when you are left unpenetrated.
You will be fucked with objects and by some of the biggest cocks you have ever
seen.”


She stood up then, and Kim could hear her moving about the
room, gathering something up. Kim felt arms reaching around her as a belt was
buckled around her waist. A cold buckle dangled against her belly, a leather
strap tickled the cleft between her cheeks.


The finger was back at her anus. This time it was covered
thickly with lubricant and slid in deeply in spite of her resistance. The
finger felt alien as it squirmed inside of her. When a second finger was added,
she felt pain, and protested inarticulately into her gag. The fingers turned
and wiggled, stretching, making her twist against her chains as she struggled
to free herself of the impalement.


When the fingers were removed, Kim was empty for a moment.
Then she felt something else being forced in. It was a smooth, hard cylinder.
Unable to see, Kim could only estimate its size by the pain it caused her. The
fingers at least had been warm, living tissue. The object now being introduced into
her most intimate orifice was unyielding and cold.


“Relax your muscles,” the woman commanded. “Unless you want
it to hurt going in.”


It went in deep, deeper than any fingers could have reached.
Kim could feel her flesh settling around it, making way, warming the intruder
with its own heat.


“It won’t fall in,” the woman assured her. “The base is
flared.”


The strap between Kim’s legs was drawn up between her cheeks
and her labia before being buckled tightly in front. The strap divided her
loins in a grip both painful and stimulating, driving the object deep into her
and holding it there.


“You see,” said the woman. “You didn’t like my little
fingers, so now you have a big plug up your ass. This is lesson number one.
Slaves should never complain, because things can always get worse. I have
larger plugs for you to wear later, but right now I want you to ponder the
futility of resistance while you are being whipped.”


“There’s a rest stop ahead, I’m pulling over.” The male
voice had a tinny, mechanical sound. Kim heard a click and the crackle of
static. Then the woman said, “All right, I’ll put the coffee on.” Kim decided
that there must be radio communication between the cab and trailer.


The woman’s hand patted Kim’s bottom affectionately, then
delivered a series of rapid, stinging slaps to both cheeks. Kim lunged forward
in surprise, seeking escape from the sudden pain.


“It looks as though you have to hang around a bit longer to
wait for your whipping,” the woman said regretfully. She walked away.Kim could hear her rummaging through cupboards,
running water, and lighting the stove. The truck slowed and stopped, idling.
There was a knock on the side door. The woman spoke into the radio.


“Otto?”


“All clear here.”


The woman unlocked the door and let him in.


“We’re making good time,” said Otto, coming in. “Is she
behaving?”


“Does she have a choice?”


Though she couldn’t see them, Kim could feel their eyes upon
her. She was completely exposed in this position. This fact had brought her
shame before, now it brought terror. She was going to be whipped, and every
inch of her body was an available target. In her fear, a memory came, the
memory of a summer that she had shut out of her mind until now.
















Chapter Three



 

Like most children who grow up in comfortable circumstances,
Kim had been naive and immature. Though her parents had always tried to teach
her high moral values, they had been indulgent and permissive as well. She had
attended church every Sunday, and a parochial school during the week. She was
an obedient child, not because she feared authority, but because she believed
it was proper to honor the wishes of her elders. In school she avoided the
corporal punishment common there, and ignored the internal imps that urged her
to misbehave, just once, to find out what punishment was like.


There had been boys, though she had never loved any. During
her seventeenth summer she had surrendered her virginity to a boy whose name
she had since forgotten.


It was during her eighteenth summer she went to stay with
Aunt Sarah and Uncle Emil.


They were a strange couple. Kim only knew them from family
reunions, where they patted her head and bottom and remarked at her growth.
They weren’t even really related to her. Aunt Sarah had once been married to a
former husband of a half sister or something like that. Kim had always been a
bit hazy when it came to the family history. It was a complete surprise when
they showed up at her high school graduation and offered to pay her college
tuition that year in exchange for her help as a live in housekeeper on their
farm. It seemed to be a generous offer to a family barely climbing above the
working class. Kim wasn’t getting along that well with her parents just then
anyway, since her mother had discovered the two joints Kim thought were safely hidden
under her dresser drawer. At the time, getting out of the house seemed like a
good idea.


She had been shy at first, a bit afraid of the strange old
couple. They had no television, only listened to hymns, and only read the
Bible. Kim’s attempts at levity met only dark looks, and all conversations
seemed to end with Uncle Emil’s ranting. Kim decided it would be best to do the
work expected of her and keep to herself. It was soon obvious no one ever
visited the isolated farm, and the old couple seldom went anywhere.


Kim was expected to help Uncle Emil in the barn morning and
evening, and clean house during the afternoons. The work was hard, and Kim
never seemed to do anything well enough to satisfy. She was reprimanded
severely for minor mistakes, and constantly lectured on the evils of laziness.
Nevertheless, Kim remained cheerful, her spirits buoyed by open spaces and
contact with animals.


It all came apart the night she refused to eat turnips.


Her eating habits had never been an issue at home. Never a
“picky” eater, she had simply been allowed to select from a variety of good
foods. She wasn’t a child any more, and found the old couple’s insistence on
her cleaning her plate laughable.


Uncle Emil wasted no time arguing. Instead he announced in a
chillingly quiet voice what Kim needed to set her straight was a good
stropping.


“Oh, come on now!” Kim said, getting irritated.


Suddenly, Kim found herself being wrestled to the floor by
four gnarled and work roughened hands. At first she only tried to get away, but
when they began to strip off her clothes, she fought. A lifetime of hard work
had given the old couple more strength than Kim had expected them to have, and
in minutes the girl had been stripped naked and dragged into the bedroom. There
she was thrown face down on the bed. Aunt Sarah held her wrists while Uncle
Emil struck her naked bottom several times with his belt. Kim thrashed
helplessly, unable to twist free of her Aunt’s iron grip. Once she managed to
flop over, only to catch a savage blow that bit at her hipbones and touched her
pubic mound. Then she had been forced back into position and given an extra ten
strokes for resisting.


She was sobbing hysterically when the beating ended. Aunt
Sarah crooned softly to her and kissed away her tears, planting a final kiss
full on the girl’s lips before releasing her.


Then Uncle Emil seized her wrist and dragged her into the
kitchen. Since she still had a tender bottom, she was allowed to stand while
she ate the turnips cold, gagging on every bite. Despite her distress, she was
expected to clean the kitchen that evening. Uncle Emil sat in his favorite
chair with his belt draped across his lap as a reminder the punishment could
continue at any time. Aunt Sarah sat beside him with her knitting.


Kim had not been allowed to dress, and her naked welted body
was in full sight of the old couple while she did the dishes and scrubbed the
kitchen floor on her hands and knees.


Finally Aunt Sarah took the girl to bed and tucked her in.
Kim was given a lecture and told to pray for forgiveness for the trouble she
had caused. When Aunt Sarah kissed her goodnight, Kim thought she felt the old
woman’s tongue flicker across her lips.


She cried herself to sleep that night, more from shame than
from the already ebbing pain. Though she was mature enough to see that her Aunt
and Uncle were mentally unbalanced, she was still young enough to feel that she
was somehow at fault. Her parents had almost never punished her, and certainly
never like this, but not because she had never deserved it. She was still
impressionable enough to concede guilt. Until now, she had tried to be
respectful and obedient, thinking her elders were wise and just. Now, faced
with an intolerable situation, she knew she should get far away from this place
as soon as possible.


Sometime during the night, she woke alone in the darkness.
The lingering warmth in her bottom had triggered an unexpected response. Her
fingers trailed over her body, examining the welts with wonder. Then the
questing fingers found an area that gave her pleasure, and stayed there until
she shuddered and fell asleep.


She woke the next morning filled with guilt. Her response to
the beating had been inappropriate, she thought. She was no stranger to sexual
pleasure, but the circumstances were all wrong. Her religious training was no
help to her in this situation. Sex was for reproduction, she had been taught,
and self induced pleasure was a certain sin. She knew only confusion and a need
to go home.


Morning brought surprises. Kim’s eyes were hardly open when
the old couple entered her room without knocking, and set to work with hardly a
glance at the girl in the bed. Kim watched, unbelieving, as Aunt Sarah opened
her suitcases and began to take Kim’s clothing out of the closet and dresser.


They’re sending me home, Kim thought with relief.


Then Kim noticed what Uncle Emil was doing, and suddenly
nothing made sense any more. He was putting a deadbolt lock on the door.


If I’m going home, she thought, they don’t need to lock me
out of this room. Then she realized that the lock was keyed on both sides. They
weren’t planning to lock her out.


They intended to lock her in.


Kim leaped from the bed. “What are you doing with my
clothes?” she demanded.


Aunt Sarah was unruffled. “I’m putting them away. You won’t
be needing them for a while. We have decided that you will remain naked while
you are here.”


Wishing to avoid another beating, Kim stood helplessly and
watched as her clothes were packed up and taken away.


Kim really didn’t think that Uncle Emil would make her go
out to do the morning barn chores without letting her dress, but half an hour
later she was carrying buckets of water to the cattle, shivering in the early
morning chill. It was this indignity that convinced her. She no longer doubted
her Aunt and Uncle were as mad as hatters.


Her escape attempt was unplanned, but probably would not
have been successful if it had been. When her Uncle’s back was turned to her
for a moment, Kim ran to the pick-up truck parked in the driveway. There were
no keys in it. Reasoning that she would be easily overtaken on the road, she
set out at a run across the open field behind the barn. The stubble of the new
mown hay was sharp under her bare feet, forcing her to pick her way carefully.
She aimed for the gate on the far side of the field, hoping to lose herself in
the woods beyond. She wondered how far it was to the nearest road, and whether
she would be able to reach the police before some passing farm boy decided to
take advantage of a naked girl wandering down the road.


Looking back, she saw Uncle Emil standing in the barnyard
with his hands on his hips. A moment later, she heard an engine roar to life,
and Uncle Emil came racing across the field astride the three wheeled off road
vehicle she had once heard him affectionately call his “mule”. She ran faster,
knowing that the race was already lost.


A naked girl on foot was no match for a man on a machine.
Kim’s mad flight turned into a nightmare. Whenever she came close to a gate,
the three wheeler was there ahead of her, charging at her and turning her
aside. Uncle Emil herded her home like a stray cow, and it was a sobbing and
thoroughly dispirited girl who surrendered herself to Aunt Sarah in the
barnyard.


This time they tied her to the bed before they beat her.


In the evening, Aunt Sarah came in to check on her. Kim had
been bound to the bed all day. She had been thinking hard, and found that a
burning bottom was a potent aid to meditation. She was a prisoner. Her parents
would come for her in ten weeks, but until that time, she had no serious hope
of escape. She had reached the unhappy conclusion that her safest course was
cooperation. She had to appease her captors, humor their madness as much as
possible, and come out of this situation without suffering serious harm.


So, when Aunt Sarah felt the subdued girl’s forehead and
pronounced her feverish, Kim did not contradict her. She even managed to hold
her tongue when the old woman prescribed an enema to “purge the bad humors”.


Crouching naked in the old bathtub, Kim cringed as the
greased nozzle slid into her tight behind and filled her with soapy water. She
was not even allowed privacy while she expelled it.


After that day, everything changed. Sensing their power over
the girl, the old couple became increasingly dominant and abusive. Uncle Emil
began to wear two belts, one to hold up his pants, the other to correct his
young charge. The slightest balkiness or clumsiness on Kim’s part was instantly
punished. Leather straps were installed at the corners of her bed so Kim could
be secured there three or four times a week when the old couple found a
sufficient excuse to give her a severe beating. After one long and savage
whipping with a supple green birch limb, Kim had been left strapped to the bed
for the entire night.


She was no longer allowed to sit in a chair, and had to take
her meals kneeling on the floor. Denied utensils, she ate with her hands.


The enemas became a frequent ritual, which never failed to
shame and humiliate her, though she secretly came to enjoy the nozzle’s warm
penetration, and the relaxed feeling she had after she had been thoroughly
purged.


In the darkness, locked in her windowless room, Kim came
more and more to find comfort in the pleasure her own hands provided. While the
punishments were a stimulant to her senses, Kim would never admit to herself
the pain was in any way connected to her secret pleasures. She told herself the
punishments were just, though not for the reasons that the old couple gave. The
thrashings became a sort of penance on account, granting her license.


A week before Kim was to return home, the beatings ceased.
The morning Kim was expecting her parents to come for her, Aunt Sarah came into
her room.


“Go and stand in front of the mirror,” she commanded.


Kim got out of bed and did as she was told.


“Turn around and look over your shoulder. What do you see?”


Kim looked, turning this way and that. Her bottom had
healed. Even her thighs, once so badly welted, no longer bore the faintest
trace of a mark. 


“Nothing,” she said, surprised.


“If you go to the police today and tell them that your old
Aunt and Uncle whipped you, what evidence will you have?”


Kim looked in the closet and found her suitcases had been
returned. She knew before her parents arrived the straps would be off of the
bed, and the lock would be off of the door.


“None,” she admitted, ruefully.


Aunt Sarah smiled smugly. Suddenly, she didn’t seem so crazy
after all. “I have a large check to give you today,” she said. “It will be more
than enough to cover your expenses for an entire semester of college. In three
months I will give you another check for the same amount. Do we understand each
other?”


“You are buying my silence.”


Aunt Sarah’s smile was warm. “I knew you were a sensible
girl. Nothing has been injured except your pride. We have had our fun, and you
have made two old people very happy. Now you can go off to school and forget
that the whole thing ever happened.”


Kim dressed and said nothing. She was imagining the
difficulty she would have proving that two pillars of the community were sexual
sadists. She had no physical evidence and no witnesses. No doubt her Aunt and
Uncle were fully prepared to tell stories that would make her look like an
ungrateful slut.


When she was dressed, Kim took the check, feeling like an
accomplice. Then she carried her suitcases outside and waited.


When her parents came they were surprised at the quiet way
she greeted them, and the submissive manner she displayed. Her mother held her
silently on the way home, and thought it was homesickness that caused Kim to
sob into her shoulder like a child.


Now, years later, Kim found herself a prisoner again. With
the memories of that summer came a return of the confusion she had felt then.
She was about to be punished, and could not shake a secret feeling that she
deserved it somehow. In her mind she was nothing but a naughty child.
















Chapter Four



 

The smell of coffee and food brought Kim back to the present
again. Terror had driven all other thoughts from her mind, but now she realized
how hungry she was. How long had she been hanging in these chains? It had been
long enough to make her shoulder and hip joints ache, long enough for her
fingers and toes to grow cold.


“John is going to take over the driving after we have
coffee,” said Otto.


“It’s ready,” said the woman. “I’ll run a cup up to him.
Keep an eye on tits.”


“No problem.”


The door opened and closed. Kim felt hands fumbling with the
strap holding her gag in place. The rod of rubber filling her mouth was
removed. Kim swallowed and worked an aching jaw.


“I thought maybe you could use some soup,” Otto said gently.
“Take it slow. It’s hot.”


It was hot, but she was hungry and drank greedily, burning
her tongue as he held the bowl to her lips.


“Listen carefully,” she spoke rapidly, hoping that Otto
would be a sympathetic ear. “I’m not Charlene. I’m Kim Victor, a reporter. I
took Charlene’s place because I wanted to write a story about Domain. I thought
it was a cult or something. I didn’t know what I was getting into. If you let
me go, I won’t tell anyone what happened here.”


“Where’s Charlene?” Otto was obviously having trouble taking
all of this in.


“She went to South America to get married. I was supposed to
tell you that she wasn’t coming, but I was nosy. I lied to you and I’m sorry.
Please let me go! I’ve made a terrible mistake!”


The door opened and closed again.


 “I didn’t tell you to
feed her,” said the woman angrily. “Put that gag back in.”


Kim began to protest and plead her case, but the gag was
forced back into her mouth, cutting her off in mid sentence.


Otto repeated what Kim had told him, as well as he could
remember it. The woman only laughed.


“You’re new here,” she told Otto, “so I will take the time
to explain this. When we start to get rough with new slaves, they panic.
Usually they try to bribe us. I’ve been offered huge sums in exchange for a
suit of clothes and a ticket home. Sometimes they get creative and tell really
credible lies. One girl told us that her father was a Mafia Don who would kill
us all when he found out where she was. She was so convincing I actually ran a
check on her. She was a Jewish orphan, and didn’t even have a friend with a
police record. Naturally, she paid for that lie.”


There was the sound of a drawer opening. When the woman
spoke again, her voice was directed toward Kim.


“Telling lies is a serious offence for a slave.I
promised you a whipping earlier. You’re going to get it now.”


Kim’s blindfold was removed and she blinked her eyes into
focus. The woman stood before her, looking at her intently.


“I’m Sarah Gyve,” said the woman.
“You will address me as Mistress Gyve, but only when
you are spoken to. I think you should know who is whipping you.”


Kim’s eyes widened at the name, and the woman noticed.


“Ah, the name is familiar to you. A former lover perhaps, or
an enemy? It matters not. You shall come to love me, even when I bring you
pain.”


She held the whip up where Kim could see it. 


“Beautiful, is it not?” she asked. “It’s rubber, three feet
long. It hurts, but the marks it leaves are not deep, and fade quickly. They
tell me that the sting lasts longer. I’ll let you be the judge of that. With a
whip like this I can beat you long and hard without doing you any lasting
injury. You will be fit for more tomorrow.”


She drew back her arm and struck. Kim lurched frantically
against her chains. The whip had wrapped itself around her ribs, and the tip
had nipped at her breast.


“This is going to be a memorable experience,” promised
Mistress Gyve.


It was. Kim was whipped slowly and deliberately from neck to
knees, front and back. Her bottom was saved for last, and it was there most of
the blows landed.


Mistress Gyve paused to wipe the
sweat from her brow. Kim was sweating, too. Pain had raised a bright sheen of
dew over her entire body. Her skin sang with burning agony. Her throat was raw
from unvoiced screams the gag had muffled; though she couldn’t remember
screaming. She had only been aware of the awful pain, and the terrible
whistling sound the whip made as it cut the air. Her wrists and ankles were
chafed and sore. She had tugged against her cuffs trying to curl up into a
protective ball, but the chains had kept her splayed wide, and no part of her
had been unmarked.


“You have been whipped for punishment,” said Mistress Gyve, panting. “Now I will whip you for my pleasure.”



 

Kim lay on a mattress in the corner of the truck. Sarah and
Otto had taken her down from her chains. She had been too exhausted to resist
when they dragged her to the corner and secured her wrist cuffs to the wall,
leaving enough slack in her chain so she could roll from side to side. Sarah
had removed the gag and chastity belt, gently easing out the anal plug. Kim
wanted to use the chance to repeat her story, but thought better of it. She
knew they would not believe her, and she didn’t want to suffer any more.


She was fed and allowed to use a bedpan. Mistress Gyve stood by and watched her urinate, then emptied the pan
into the toilet without comment. The ritual reminded Kim of her summer with
Aunt Sarah and Uncle Emil. How quickly she had reverted to the servile state of
that far off time. She wondered if she wasn’t secretly submissive in the depths
of her soul. Perhaps she continued to fall victim to sexual dominants because
her own unadmitted desires exerted a sort of mystical
attraction, drawing them to her like the scent of prey.


No, she told herself. It was blind fortune. She had to
submit because circumstances allowed her no other choice, then or now. When she
saw her chance, she would explain her plight; failing that, she would find a
way to escape. She would not surrender again.


Thinking, she fell asleep.


When she woke up, Otto was there, turning her over on to her
belly.


“I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s orders, nothing personal.”


One strong hand against the small of her back held her
firmly against the mattress, the other hand smeared her anus with grease. She
flailed her legs without effect, trying to roll over.


“Relax,” Otto advised helpfully. “If I don’t do it, Sarah
will, and the rubber prick she uses is a lot bigger than mine.”


He buggered her.


She screamed into the mattress with pain and outrage as she
felt his erection burrowing into her. It was hot, and hard, and impossibly
thick; but she was well lubricated, and her resistance did little to keep him
out.


“Try to relax,” he repeated. “It won’t hurt so much.”


She willed the tension out of her muscles and the pain began
to subside. He stayed inside her for a minute, enjoying the grip of her tight
channel around him. Then he began to ease in and out with a slow rhythm. He
lasted a long time, and before he had finished, Kim was discovering to her
horror she was actually beginning to enjoy the silky hardness, which plumbed
her. A wetness pooled between her legs.


“Please,” she moaned, not believing the sound of her own
voice. “Please put it into my pussy instead.”


“Sorry,” he grunted. “Sarah said you should only get it in
the ass until she says otherwise.” 


When he left her, she was sobbing into the mattress, filled
with shame at what he had done, and even more ashamed by her reaction. She
could not deny to herself that the attack had aroused her sexually. With her
hands bound as they were, she couldn’t use her fingers on herself, and her sex
throbbed with a desire that she could not satisfy.


They had her controlled. She would eat and eliminate when
they let her. She would do what they told her to do in order to avoid pain. She
would be aroused and satisfied at their whim.


Sleep came again. She dreamed that her old Aunt Sarah was
giving her an enema, but the tube she had selected
was as big as a fire hose. Kim protested that it would kill her. Uncle Emil
came in with a rubber whip.


“I don’t have to use this, do I?”


She was awake. The bald man was standing over her with the
same whip that had scalded her earlier. 


“Hard or easy, it’s all the same to me.”


Kim knew what he was there for. With a tired whimper she
rolled over on to her face and spread her legs.


“Good girl,” he said. “Lift your ass.”


He was rougher than Otto. She felt as though she had been
attacked by a torturing machine that drove into her aching orifice with brutal
piston strokes.


The truck rolled on into the night.
















Chapter Five



 

The sun was hot and blinding.


Kim had been roused from her brief, troubled sleep by the
rough hands of her captors unchaining her and lifting her to her feet.


“I’ll do what you want,” she said tiredly. “Please don’t
hurt me any more.”


Her hands were locked behind her and the two men urged her
toward the door. After the darkness of the truck her eyes took some time to
adjust to the brightness outside.


The truck had been parked on a gravel cul
de sac. From the open door she saw beach, emerald green water, and a pleasure
boat bobbing at a small, wooden dock.


Mistress Gyve stood outside, and
reached out to assist Kim to the ground. The sand was hot under Kim’s feet. She
wondered how far they had come. They had been driving long enough to be outside
of the States by now. She wondered if they had the audacity and resources to
smuggle her across the border, and decided that it didn’t matter where she was.
She was a naked captive, and her captors enjoyed hurting her. That was all that
really mattered.


“I’ll take care of the truck,” said Otto.


Mistress Gyve and the bald man
grasped Kim’s arms and hurried her down the beach toward the dock. She
pretended to stumble and twisted free. She ran.


The bald man was sporting. He let her have a head start. She
had a brief glimpse of the truck heading back the way it had come, disappearing
into jungle, before her legs were swept out from under her and she landed
heavily in the sand. The handcuffs dug into her wrists as she fell, and the
sand scraped her shoulder.


Her captors stood over her.


“She has spirit,” remarked Mistress Gyve.
“I admire that. It seems a shame we have to break her.”


The whip sang and Kim thrashed madly in the sand as blow
after blow landed on her defenseless body. Whether she curled up like a baby or
threw herself flat, the lash followed and found her, striking her most tender
places. When the chastisement ended, Kim was face down, sobbing in an agony of
despair.


“You will come quietly now,” said Mistress Gyve. It was not a question.


Kim nodded, unable to speak.


As insurance, a rope was tied around Kim’s ankle before she
was pulled to her feet. The bald man, John, held the other end of the rope. If
she tried to run, he only had to hold on to the line to bring her down again.


“You can’t escape,” he assured her, “and trying only brings
you more pain.”


“Yes, Sir,” she said. Humility seemed her only course now.


They marched her down to the dock. There were two men in the
boat, dressed in brown uniforms.


“We thought maybe you were going to need some help,” one of
them called. He was a burly man with a ragged scar running from his forehead to
his chin. His companion was shorter and swarthy. Looking at them, Kim thought
they both probably had their photos hanging on the post office walls back home,
just above the warning: “Armed and dangerous-Do not approach”.


“No problem,” said John. “Give me a bucket.”


They handed him a bucket. He leaned over the edge of the
dock and dipped it into the water. He poured it over Kim’s head to wash the
sand off her body. She gasped with shock and pain as the salt water burned the
scraped skin.


Mistress Gyve examined the
shoulder. The damage was slight, but a tear of blood seeped slowly from the
wound.


“Come here,” she commanded. “I have something to show you.”


She led Kim to the edge of the dock and bent her forward,
grasping the injured shoulder. For a moment Kim thought that she was going to
be thrown into the water to drown, but Mistress Gyve
simply squeezed the wound to bring blood and shook the drops into the water.


“Watch.”


There was a disturbance under the surface of the water. A
huge sleek gray body rolled by. A blunt snout became visible, and sharp teeth
snapped where the blood had fallen.


“These are the sentries of Domain,” said Mistress Gyve. “There are forty miles of water between here and
there, and they patrol every inch of it.”


“I understand.”


They put Kim into the boat and took her to Domain.
















Chapter Six



 

Anton Lestrade stood at the tower
window, looking out across the unhealthy looking green of the Caribbean. He
knew the color came from natural causes, algae, or plankton perhaps, that the
sea here was reasonably clean, compared to other places on earth. Still, he was
Canadian born, a child of the Great Lakes, and grew up thinking that water
should be blue. It wasn’t the water drawing his attention now; it was the motor
launch coming in to shore. Another slave is arriving in Domain.


There was a time when he would have brought her in himself,
and trained her personally. Those days were long past now. There were others
who would take care of those details. He was too busy being dictator and
supreme ruler of Domain, titles he applied to himself with sharp irony.


Power had never been his goal. His mini empire had started
as a private club, his rise due more to accident than ambition.


A combination of hard work and good luck had brought him
wealth early in life, and he had come to the realization one day that he could
not possibly live long enough to spend it all on himself.


Parallel to the growth of his financial empire, but separate
from it, a closely kept secret in fact, was his involvement in the world of
sexual dominance and submission. It had started small, with a couple he met at
a costume party. He suspected that the costumes they wore were psychologically
revealing.


“Does your wife wear a collar at home as well?” he had
asked, laughing.


The husband, who was not laughing, had answered that she did
wear a collar, and nothing else.


From that first meeting he had progressed from tentative
experimentation to intense involvement. He became frustrated by the fact he had
to hide his activities from a world that neither understood nor approved. He
and his friends could only reveal their true natures for short periods of time,
and only in seclusion. Then they had to put on masks of normality and return to
a world that called itself real, but was in fact only a masquerade of another
kind. He began to understand that he could not change the world, but he could
set aside a piece of it, and create it in his own image.


An oil exploration company that he owned had used a small
island for its base of operations. Finding no oil in the area, the geologists
and workers had moved on, leaving behind a ghost town of shacks and equipment.
It was cheaper to replace than to ship. Ironically, geothermal energy had been
found there, enough to supply heat and electricity for a small town. Hot
springs and abundant fresh water made the idea of a resort appealing, but the
reefs and sharks around the island made swimming and pleasure boating
dangerous.


Lestrade and his personal
accountant, Bob Rayburn, had gone out to inspect the island, taking along the
ladies who would later become their wives. The four of them, Anton and Gina,
Bob and Trish, had developed a closeness rare among couples. The men were
dominant, the ladies submissive. The four of them had “played” together on many
occasions. As Gina liked to say, they were bonded by bondage.


When Lestrade suggested on the
boat going over that the women be kept naked and bound during the entire
weekend, the idea was eagerly accepted by all. The two girls were marched
ashore wearing nothing except smiles and handcuffs, evoking memories of pirate
stories and jungle dramas that had entertained them all as children. They
explored the vacant buildings and empty streets of a twentieth century
boomtown, a place now wrapped in silence. While Bob was eagerly using a chain-fall
to suspend Trish upside down in a service garage, Lestrade
walked slowly and silently up and down the streets. Gina walked, naked, two
paces behind him. She knew him well enough to recognize deep thought when she
saw it, and held her tongue as she maintained her distance. It was enough for
her to know that she wore his collar, that he would use her later.


He did.


The moon looked down on Gina, bound between two upright
posts in the center of town. Firelight reflected off her naked skin, casting
deep shadow over the space between her breasts, the hollow of her navel, and
the dark patch between her legs. She felt like the heroine in a “B’ movie,
captured by Indians, awaiting rape and torture. In the movies, the handsome
hero always came in the nick of time. For her there would be no rescue: that
thought made her shiver with delight.


He gathered willow branches, thin and flexible, and used
them to whip her from neck to knees. He enjoyed the barbaric sight of her body
doing an erotic dance of pain under the stars. Her shrieks were a song of pain
and joy. He placed spring clips on her nipples and labia, hanging weights on
them to increase the stress.He used a huge dildo to
sodomize her. Through it all, Gina gasped and moaned, but never asked for
mercy.


“If I had an iron, I would brand you,” he rasped, as he
stood admiring her wracked loveliness.


“If you had an iron,” she panted through her pain; “I would
ask you to.”


When he set her free, she dropped to the ground and crawled
to him. She took him deep into her mouth and sucked greedily, as though seeking
nourishment from him, and only paused long enough to beg him to fuck her.


“Where,” he demanded, “which hole do you want filled?”


“All of them.”


Before the long night had ended, her request had been
granted. They spent the night in a tool shed. Lestrade
slept on a cot the workmen had left behind. Gina lay on the floor at his feet,
her hands cuffed behind her, writhing with frustrated desire. She had lost
count of the orgasms he had wrung from her. She still wanted more, but the
cuffs prevented her from satisfying herself.


In the morning, he took her again, driving deep, leading her
over the brink once more.


On the boat going home, the girls dressed, rejecting the
bikinis they had worn on the way over for slacks and blouses. They had marks to
cover. Gina spoke for all of them when she said, “I hate to leave. I wanted to
stay there forever. I wanted to be your naked slave for life.”


“We will come back,” Lestrade
promised.


When they returned to the mainland, Lestrade
and Rayburn began to lay plans. They had a vision of a private kingdom where
Masters would rule and slaves serve. At the time, they thought it would be
small, a dozen people perhaps, recruited from among their personal friends.


They built a castle on the island, a Gothic fortress with
towers and high walls. Though it evoked a bygone age, it was equipped with
modern amenities like plumbing and electricity. No castle was complete without
a dungeon, of course. Lestrade moved his business
operations there, keeping in contact with the mainland by phone, and later by
fax machine. He found few reasons to leave, and he never stayed away long.


He married Gina. After the public ceremony with lace and
flowers, they traveled to the island where they enacted a private ceremony. She
stripped naked and pledged herself to serve as his slave for life. He branded
her, and she became the first Class A slave on Domain. That had been twenty
years ago. Gina had not been off of the island since that night, and she had
never worn anything except his collar. Even now she occupied a tiny cell in the
dungeon, doing penance for a minor infraction. She was still beautiful, (in his
eyes at least) and when he punished her, he did it with love. They satisfied
each other’s deepest needs.


Domain had grown. Lestrade and
Rayburn had contacted Tonia Aldona, a dominant woman
they knew, and she had suggested the names of others who belonged there.
Discreet interviews had produced investors who saw a chance to build a dream
and make a fantasy real.


Early into the enterprise, Lestrade
had seen the need for an orderly system and had set down rules. Every person
who set foot on Domain was interviewed and psychologically tested. They signed
an oath of allegiance, pledging to keep the location of Domain a secret, and
never to tell the names of anyone who lived there. Everyone was tested for disease,
and drugs were prohibited. In addition to laws against theft and murder, there
were guidelines regarding the treatment and disposition of slaves. No slave
came to Domain without first being told what fate was in store for him or her.
They signed waivers that gave the kingdom of Domain complete control of their
bodies and minds. They were tested to see if their commitment was complete.
Once in Domain, they were not allowed to change their minds. Some slave
contracts had time limits. Others did not.


A planned city developed. All the architecture was of the
same kind as Lestrade’s castle. Motor vehicles were
banned, and slave drawn rickshaws became the vehicles of choice. On an island
of only a hundred square miles, they were enough.


Eventually, the population of Domain settled into a caste
system. At the top were the Masters and Mistresses, wealthy people who had
built the island and managed its affairs. Below them were the guards, recruited
from the ranks of professional dominants, military intelligence, and mercenary
soldiers. They were entrusted with the security of the island and the training
of slaves.


The slaves had classes as well. Class C slaves were like
unpaid prostitutes. Domain provided them with a comfortable life, and in
exchange, they were available sexually to guards and Masters. For a woman who
enjoyed frequent sex with a variety of partners, but wanted to enjoy herself in
a place free from the dangers of disease, drugs, and physical assault, Domain
was a sort of heaven. Class C slaves were allowed to go where they pleased, and
dress if they wished. A ribbon of red silk tied around their throats identified
them.


Class B slaves were the worker bees of the hive. They signed
contracts which specified whether or not they would be sexually available, and
to whom, and in what manner. Many of them were artists and craftsmen, who
wanted to work, but found little market for their skills in the outside world.
For them Domain was a patron, and the work they produced could be seen
everywhere in the city. Other Class B slaves were submissives who wanted to be
dominated, but lacked the courage to make a total surrender. They were given
jobs doing menial work or clerical tasks. They were often naked except for
leather collars and the protective gear required to perform their duties, but
there was no law prohibiting them from wearing clothing. They were only
punished for gross disobedience or criminal offences. The most severe of these
punishments were banishment or demotion to Class A status.


At the very bottom were the Class A slaves. Most of them
were females, though a few attractive males had been allowed to join their
ranks. They had no rights, were sexually available in every way, and could be
punished for no reason at all. Mere property, they could be bought and sold,
and belonged completely to their Masters.


Every Class A slave who came to the island was taken to the
training center, where they were mentally and physically conditioned for the
period of time necessary. Usually this took about two months. Once a year, new
slaves were sold at public auction.


The slaves were told they would serve for life, but in
practical terms that had proved unrealistic. A master who purchased a slave
went through a sort of “honeymoon”, a time when he took delight in using and
abusing his new toy. After that he either grew tired of the slave and sold it
to another Master, or found himself growing overly fond of the slave. Some
slaves had been freed. Some had even become Masters themselves. Oddly enough,
freed slaves often became the cruelest Masters.


Sometimes, Masters would leave the island and take their
slaves with them, never to be heard from again. Lestrade
tried to keep the laws of Domain flexible enough to allow for all
possibilities.


In years past, there had been as many as forty slaves at a
time sold at the auction, but now the demand for new slaves was not as great.
There were five Class A slaves in the training center, waiting for an auction
now two months away. The guards were keeping them amused while they waited, and
no girl was allowed to languish in her cell for long.


The girl who arrived today would bring their number to six.
















Chapter Seven



 

It was an island fortress, surrounded by dangerous reefs.
There was only one safe way in, and only a handful of boatmen knew that way. No
casual pleasure boater was likely to find it. Just in case someone did, the
dock was marked with a sign that was clearly visible from some distance. It
read: Trespassers will be shot. The guardhouse on the dock made this claim
credible.


When the boat docked, John and Sarah unloaded their human
cargo and led her, still bound and ankle tethered, up a path leading into the
jungle. The slack in Kim’s ankle rope flapped about with every step, making her
progress awkward. She was hardly aware of it. Her mind was filled with the
bitter knowledge that her chances of escape were growing smaller all the time.
Someone had gone to a great deal of trouble to create this private penal
colony, (or penile colony, she told herself with black humor). The same precautions
that kept others out would also serve to keep her in. Her best hope now was to
convince someone that she really had made a mistake in coming here. As though
reading her thoughts, Mistress Gyve began to lecture
her.


“We are taking you to see Mistress Aldona.
She is part of the triad that rules our little community. Master Lestrade organized Domain twenty years ago. His right and
left hands are Master Rayburn, who manages the business of the island, and
Mistress Aldona, who manages the slaves. If you are
wise, you will show her humility and respect. Don’t tell her any silly lies, or
she will have the truth out of you soon enough.”


They only traveled a short distance. The jungle was only
allowed to grow along the beach as a screen, and had been cleared from the
interior. In moments they stood before an iron gate. To either side of the
gate, as far as Kim could see in both directions, was a high, stone wall. On
top of the wall were three strands of electrified razor wire.


An armed sentry opened the gate from the inside. He greeted
John and Mistress Gyve as old friends. Then he turned
his attention to Kim. In spite of the events of the last two days, Kim was
shocked by the rude liberties he took with her body. His hands roved over her
nakedness, testing the firmness of her flesh and the tightness of her orifices.
He didn’t even speak to her, but addressed his remarks to the two who held her
forward for his inspection.


“Class A, isn’t she?” he asked.“Nice ass, how long before
she’s ready?”


“She is a trouble-maker,” said Mistress Gyve.
“I’m afraid her training will be long and difficult.”


“That’s okay,” said the sentry. “The ones who come in
struggling make the hottest slaves in the end. The day will come when she will
bring the whip between her teeth when you haven’t asked for it; just because
she is feeling neglected. When you use it, she will purr and raise her ass high
to invite more.”


“Never!” said Kim with sudden rebellion. She winced as the
fingers inside of her body probed deeper.


The sentry just laughed. “When you come out of the training
center, I will be waiting outside the door. You will see me and remember this
day, then you will fall to your knees and beg my pardon, and ask me humbly to
fuck you up the ass.”


“Never!” she said again. She wanted her voice to be firm,
but a quaver crept in. How many slaves had entered this gate with similar words
of defiance? No doubt the sentry’s amusement was inspired by experience.


Beyond the gate was the city, one unlike any Kim had ever
seen. All of the buildings were nearly new, and built in a similar style. Kim
mentally dubbed it modern Gothic. Though none of the structures were more than
three stories tall, they were imposing, and made her feel smaller and more
naked. Masonry was the favored building material. Statues stood everywhere she
looked; menacing gargoyles, bound nudes, and a fountain where the center-piece
was the figure of a naked woman who writhed in the throes of some great
pleasure or pain.


The people on the streets seemed to pay little attention to
Kim as she passed, as though the sight of a woman wearing nothing except
handcuffs and whipmarks was a common one. Her guards
might have been walking a dog instead of a captive. Kim realized with dread
that she was entering a city- state where slavery was legal and normal. If she
were to attempt escape she would find sympathy nowhere, but would most likely
be returned to her proper owner by the first citizen who encountered her. She
would be treated like a lost dog. Worse than that, dogs are seldom punished
after they are found.


In spite of her situation, Kim gazed about with a
newswoman’s eyes, observing and taking mental notes. Domain appeared to be a
caste society. Rank was clearly defined by dress. The ruling class dressed as
affluent people in tropical climates do everywhere, in loose, light colored
clothing, short in the sleeve and open at the collar. Brown uniforms indicated
security people. Those who performed the physical work wore leather collars and
little else, usually only the gear needed to protect them from the hazards of
their occupation. A girl selling hot dogs in the park wore an apron with
nothing underneath. A stone mason worked under an umbrella to shield him from
the sun, wearing only steel toed shoes and a collar.


Transportation was provided by slaves pulling rickshaws. As
one male ‘horse’ trotted past, Kim noticed the bright tail swishing behind him.
She blushed and looked away when she realized how the tail was anchored.


There were women who wore red silk scarves and met the eyes
of men who passed them. They had the bold gaze of hookers.


There were men and women in steel collars who wore handcuffs
and sometimes ankle chains. They were invariably led on a leash in the hands of
a Master or guard. Kim turned her head to look at a pretty brunette who was led
past her and saw that her eyes never left the ground. Her back was crisscrossed
with angry welts, and her left buttock was marked with a scar that could only
be a brand. Kim saw her own prospects with dread. She was a Class A slave, the
lowest of the low. She would suffer to entertain others, and be led about on a
leash.


The streets of Domain were arranged like the spokes of a
wheel. The hub of the wheel was a small, grassy park. As Kim and her escort
approached the park, she saw a silhouette there that sent a chill down her
spine. At first, she thought that she was looking at another bizarre piece of
statuary, then she was close enough to see that the figure was breathing.


A scaffold had been erected in the park. On the scaffold, stretched
tight as a bowstring between two upright posts, was a naked girl. Her head was
hanging in exhaustion, her body a latticework of welts.


Mistress Gyve pushed Kim up to the
foot of the scaffold and pulled her head back by the hair so that Kim was staring
up at the girl. She was close enough to see a drop of sweat fall from the
girl’s nose.


“Look well,” advised Mistress Gyve.
“This is a runaway. At sundown she will be taken into the training center, the
building directly behind her. There she will spend a week in solitary eating
bread and water. When she is returned to her owner, she will no doubt be
punished again at his discretion.”


Still gripping Kim’s hair, Mistress Gyve
impelled her around the scaffold and toward the doors of the training center, a
grim building of black stone and barred windows. Armed guards with cruel smiles
opened the doors when they saw Kim coming. There was an inscription chiseled in
granite over the door.


Lasciate ogni
speranza vol chentrate


Kim recognized the Italian, and mentally translated from
Dante. “Abandon hope ye who enter.” This was the gate of hell.


Curiosity is perverse. We wish to know the worst details of
bad news. Remembering the brunette who had passed them on the street, Kim
glanced over her shoulder to look at the scaffolding and saw the backside of
the girl spread-eagled there. On her left buttock, overlaid with whip marks,
was the unmistakable scar. She had been branded.


The training center swallowed Kim.



 

It could have been a modern office in a major city. At a
glance, Kim saw computers, fax machines, and tasteful prints on the walls. She
would have sold her soul for ten minutes alone with the telephone that rested
on the desk. Behind the desk sat a tall, severe woman, who regarded the naked
girl with a merciless gaze. Across the wall behind the woman were six
television monitors. Five of them were switched on, each displaying a similar
scene. Kim scanned the row of screens and saw naked girls in chains. One was
pacing to the limits of the chain on her ankle. One slept. One girl had a hand
between her legs and was obviously pleasuring herself. One was curled up into a
ball with her face in her hands. One was splayed across the floor on her
stomach. The sixth screen was dark. As she watched, Kim saw the girl who was
masturbating look up as though startled. Three men came into view and pulled
her to her feet.


“Eyes front!” barked Mistress Aldona.
“You aren’t here to watch television.”


Kim looked at the woman in front of her. She was leaning
forward intently, the better to see the prisoner.


“You people have made a mistake,” said Kim.


The rubber whip struck her flank. “You don’t have permission
to speak!” growled John.


Kim gritted her teeth against the pain and ploughed on,
knowing that this might be her last chance at a fair hearing. 


“I’m not Charlene Weaver. I’m a reporter trying to get a
story. I thought Domain was some sort of cult. Send me home and I won’t tell
anyone about this place.”


She spoke in a rush, hoping to keep the pleading out of her
voice. Her shoulders were tensed against the blows she expected.


They never came. Mistress Aldona
looked beyond Kim and held up a hand to stay the whip.


“What is this about?” Her question was directed at those
behind Kim.


“She’s lying,” Mistress Gyve
sounded bored. “The smart ones all try it sooner or later.”


Mistress Aldona pressed the
intercom button. “Jane, bring in the Charlene Weaver file.”


They waited. Kim was elated. In a moment, they would know
the truth. She wondered if she would be able to get home as soon as tonight,
and if she would be able to keep Domain a secret as she had promised.


A girl entered the room wearing only a leather collar and
carrying a manila file.


“Thank you, Jane,” said Mistress Aldona.
“You may go to lunch now. No pastries today, you’re starting to put on weight.”


The girl blushed and murmured, “Thank you, Mistress,” before
she left.


The mention of food set Kim’s stomach growling. Maybe she
would have a chance to grab a bite before she went home.


Mistress Aldona studied the file,
then held it out so that Kim could see it. Kim stepped forward and looked at
it. Charlene Weaver’s name was on the file, and most of the biographical data
was hers. The physical description was not. There was a photo at the bottom of
the page. The naked girl in the photo was flashing a carnal smile as she
sprawled on a bed and held out her breasts toward the photographer.


It was Kim.


She remembered the photo, and the golden afternoon when,
after indulging heavily in wine and sex, she had playfully tossed her camera to
her lover and dared him to take her picture. When she saw the picture; Kim knew
that she had been betrayed, by whom, and why.


“Cell six,” said Mistress Aldona.



 

There were ghosts in the cell.


She fought the guards desperately all the way there,
squirming, kicking, and trying to bite. They handled her like a child who was
having a tantrum. Arms held her fast as the ankle chain was locked on. When
they turned to go, she charged the door, only to be thrown flat when she
reached the end of her chain.


Mistress Gyve paused at the door. 


“The video camera in the corner sees everything you do, so I
would caution you against playing with yourself. It is not allowed. Meditate on
the sins of lying and talking out of turn. When we come back you will suffer
for them.”


The door clanged shut.


Overhead, the light bulb always burned. There was no window.
Time was meaningless without the sun and moon to chart the progress of her
days. Food came from time to time, pushed through a slot in the wall by hands
she never saw. It was never enough, and hunger became her companion.


She spent hours tugging at the chain with short jerks and
long, slow pulls, which left a sheen of sweat on her body. She began to feel
that being free of the chain would be a victory of some kind, but it was thick
and well anchored, suitable for an elephant. Defeated, she sank into apathy.


She sang songs she learned as a child, recited poetry, made
plans to escape, and dreamed of rescue.



 

***



 

Larry was sitting on the toilet.


“I didn’t see you come in,” she said.


He just laughed, “Looks like you finally got what you really
deserve.”


“Nobody deserves this. What did I ever do to you?”


“You said you loved me. I believed you. Did you really
convince yourself you got your own column because you were such a great writer?
You knew the editor and I were friends. I’m only surprised you didn’t sleep
with him, too.”


Kim began to cry. “I did love you, but things changed. It
wasn’t ambition. I’m not that cold blooded.”


“We’re both cold blooded, sweetie, but I’m the one who came
out on top.”


“No! You’re wrong! I never meant to hurt you!”


“Meditate on the sin of lying,” he said, and vanished.


Was it drugs in the food, she wondered, or just the long
time in isolation doing this to her? She tried to remember stories of other
prisoners she had heard about, to strengthen herself with thoughts of how they
had endured. The only thing that came to mind was her interview with a
psychologist who told her anyone could be broken in time, if the correct
methods were used.


“I see that they put you where you won’t do any more harm.”


It was Charlene. She was different now, no longer a timid
girl, but a mocking presence in the corner of the cell.


“Tell them it was a mistake!” Kim pleaded. “You know who I
really am!”


“Sure I do. You’re the bitch who broke Larry’s heart. You
don’t remember the time you passed the water cooler while we were talking about
you. You were too full of your own self-importance, chasing a hot tip on some
political scandal probably. Larry was cool. He ignored you. He was making a
point of ignoring you in those days. I had to pretend to fill my cup again so
you wouldn’t notice how guilty I was looking. Most of what I told you when you
came to my apartment was the truth. I didn’t tell you Larry was the man I was
leaving town with. He knew curiosity would get the better of you. Now you pay.”


Charlene dissolved and Aunt Sarah took her place. She held a
full enema bag with a nozzle like a huge cock.


“You naughty girl,” she said with disdain, “Uncle Emil said
that you would end up in a place like this.”


Kim remembered her summer at the farm, the long nights when
she had to touch herself to ease the desire kindled by her throbbing bottom.
She remembered how Aunt Sarah’s hand had sometimes caressed her vulva before
inserting the nozzle into her anus.


With a furtive glance at the camera, Kim jerked her hand
away from her crotch. Was fear an aphrodisiac? Was she only seeking comfort and
relief from boredom? Had an undiscovered facet of her personality been revealed
under stress?


When they came for her, they found her crouched in the
corner, sobbing.


She thought they were another hallucination.
















Chapter Eight



 

Sarah Gyve woke and stretched out
a lazy hand to stroke the head of the iron collared slave kneeling on the mat
beside her bed.


After ten years in Domain, every day was still a wonderful
adventure for Sarah. True success comes from doing work that one enjoys and
doing it well. Sarah knew that satisfaction. She could imagine no joy greater
than that of molding personalities, turning the human clay of Domain into
devoted slaves.


Before coming to Domain, she had run a house of domination
in New York, but it had never been enough. She grew tired of businessmen who
stopped by for an hour of discipline between appointments. That life had been the
shadow. Domain was the reality. Here the slaves really served. They didn’t call
a halt because things were running a little late, pay at the door, and go back
home to the family. Commitment was total here. For Sarah, that was a complete
turn on.


True, Domain’s cruelties had limits. It was never Sarah’s
intention to turn the slaves who were entrusted to her into mindless robots.
She didn’t want emotional cripples either. She wanted them to be proud of their
surrender and glory in their gift of pain; so her discipline was meted out
carefully, with an eye to the physical and emotional limits of her subjects. It
was her intention to bend them to her will without breaking them.



 

It was real. The cold metal tight around Kim’s wrists
brought that fact home with perfect clarity. When her bindings were secure, Kim
was dragged out of her cell by three burly guards who propelled her down the
hall to the room from where she heard the screams. They blindfolded her before
they opened the door.


The room had been washed with disinfectant, and the smell
reminded Kim of hospitals. Under that smell, almost masked by it, other odors
lingered; urine, sweat, and fear. This is going to be bad, she thought. In
spite of her resolve to be brave, her knees began to tremble and her bladder
let go, spilling a warm stream down her leg.


They enclosed her hands in thumbless
leather mittens with tight, padded cuffs. The fingertips of the mittens were
outfitted with D rings attached to a hook over her head. She heard the ratchets
of a winch clicking, and her hands rose high. Soon she was standing on her
tiptoes. The clicking continued and she found herself swinging free, her toes
unable to find the floor.


Her ankles were shackled and spread apart until her legs
were carrying some of her weight, making the strain on her wrists and shoulders
almost bearable.


She understood the mittens had been padded so the
circulation in her hands was not restricted. That was not good news. It meant
she could be left swinging there for some time without injury. The strain on
her shoulders quickly became painful, and she knew a greater exposure and
helplessness than ever before.


The men went to work on her.



 

Mistress Aldona’s duties were
administrative, in spite of her title. Sarah was the one who actually trained
the Class A female slaves who came to the training center. It was Sarah who met
the slaves when they stretched out trembling hands to sign the contracts. It
was Sarah who took them to the edge of panic with discipline harder than their
dreams had anticipated, then mothered them back to acceptance of their
condition.


So many slaves arrived with a little experience at weekend
slavery, or maybe just a fantasy that they could no longer deny. What she gave
them was a plunge into icy water. The training center was not a school, which
taught the finer points of sexual submission. It was a boot camp, which
destroyed old identities, belief systems, and values—offering new ones to
replace them. The formula was really very simple, and had changed little since
the inquisition converted heretics.



 

Kim dangled by her heels with her legs spread wide, like a
carcass waiting for the butcher. The greased plug invading her anus was larger
than the one she had worn yesterday, and she had been promised a larger one
tomorrow. The inside of her thighs burned from recent whipping. The rush of
blood to her head made her see stars behind the blindfold. She wondered how
long they would leave her like this before she was changed to a new position.


She was never sure if she was alone at times like this, or
if her torturers were watching her distress with feral eyes. She had been aware
of a woman who came and went, sometimes directing the men, silently observing
at other times. Whenever she was around the guards seemed to become more cruel
and inventive.


She never saw who it was who came to bind her in positions
both humiliating and uncomfortable. She never knew which hands worked the
paddles and straps that scalded her buttocks when she was bound over a bench
with her legs spread wide. She never saw the hard cocks that ploughed into her
again and again, using all of her orifices; though she became familiar with the
taste and feel of many. Sometimes it was a woman who used her, gripping her
flanks with long nailed hands and driving a dildo in deep.



 

Terror was primary, Sarah mused, as she stroked the head of
the slave beside her. The first step in the training of a new slave always
involved terror. It saps the will. She would render the girl helpless, bind her
fast until she could hardly wiggle, then show her the whip and promise her
horrible pain.


The second step was to get the girl naked. Clothing
identifies a person. It is a status disguise, a protection from the elements, a
privacy screen against the eyes of the world. When that protection is literally
ripped away, a slave had immediate knowledge of her new condition. Just
depriving her of her wallet and purse was a potent psychological weapon, since
so much of a modern woman’s identity is established by the little plastic cards
she carries.


Naked and constantly observed, she lost all privacy. Normal
bathroom functions were controlled. She urinated only with permission, and was
punished for wetting herself. Enemas controlled her bowels. Plugs invaded her
rectum and were strapped in with locking belts. The plugs served a dual
purpose, teaching the slave that every part of her body belonged to her Masters
and could be violated at will, and enlarging the opening so that the slave
could be more easily used. The pain and humiliation of having swollen cocks and
foreign objects thrust into her backside was devastating. There was no other
invasion of her privacy so absolute. It was the ultimate rape.


Next came isolation. Every new slave started out with a two
week stay in solitary confinement. Even the most impudent slave often reacted
with tears of joy when her torturers finally came for her, so grateful was she
for human contact.


Such joy was always short lived.


Pain was always the final persuader. Sarah liked to start
out with simple things. She found the pain was more effective if it started
small and gradually increased, otherwise the subject could go into shock and
become numb to all sensation. A girl would eventually bargain away everything
to avoid pain. It dissolved courage and pride. The tortures were many and
varied, all designed to cause great pain without real injury. The purpose was
to disorientate the victim, not disable her. Sarah would decide which
techniques to use as she observed the slave’s reactions. Slaves left the
training center with minor and temporary physical damage, but a completely
altered mind.


It was at this point when Sarah’s true talents came into
play. The slave was malleable and receptive to new truth. Class A slave 123 was
now approaching that stage.


The thought of the girl brought Sarah sitting upright in
bed. She had work to do, and it was work she expected to enjoy. CAS 123 had been a difficult case. Even after her
lie was exposed she had persisted in telling it, even under torture. Only last
week had she finally confessed.


Today she would begin the path to true slavery.



 

Kim drifted in and out, not so much sleeping and waking as
passing out and coming to. The woman’s voice was always there, speaking out of
the darkness beyond Kim’s blindfold. It was a calm, well-modulated voice, but
it confused her.


The thin mattress Kim lay on was soaking wet, making her
shiver. At first, she thought they had thrown the water on her to keep her
awake. Later she realized that it was because water was a good conductor. The
parts of her not in contact with the bed were drying now, making her welts
tighten and itch.


She was manacled face up on an iron cot. Alligator clips bit
into her labia, and a cold brass rod penetrated her anus. The insulated wires
coming from these devices ran between her widespread legs and were connected to
a transformer somewhere. The current had been stepped down. It would jolt her,
send her muscles into spasms, and make her surge against the chains that held
her; but it would not burn her flesh or stop her heart.


Sometimes, on the lower settings, the current would wring
involuntary orgasms out of her. There was no satisfaction in these orgasms.
They were like sneezes. It was just one more thing she no longer had control
over.


The voice, the ubiquitous woman’s voice, soothed and
reasoned, even while it brought pain.


“We are making progress.”


“Yes, Mistress,” Kim panted, hoping that it was a safe
reply.


“What is your name?”


The simple question set her heart pounding. At first she had
insisted that she was Kim Victor, knowing that response would make the
transformer hum and the metal bite at her loins. Then, sobbing, she had
confessed to a lie she never told, and said that she was Charlene Weaver.


“Wrong,” the voice had said, and the transformer had hummed
again. You are CAS 123, a slave.”


“Yes, Mistress!”


Another surge, bad enough to make her scream.


“Say it.”


“I am CAS 123,
a slave!”


“Excellent. Rest now. We will continue later.”


She had confessed to many things in the last few days,
dredging up memories of petty thefts, thoughtless remarks, childhood cruelties,
hearts she had broken, promises she had failed to keep. She would say anything
to stop the pain. The confessor had forgiven her, speaking evenly in that
motherly voice, but the pain always came back, and only talking would stop it.
The same question was asked over and over, and the correct answer kept
changing.


“What is your name?”


“Who are you?”



 

Sarah pressed the buzzer beside her bed and a naked man in a
leather collar entered the room.


“Good morning, Mistress Gyve,” he
said, looking down respectfully.


“Is breakfast ready, Jim?”


“Yes, Mistress. Shall I bring a tray?”


“No. I’m getting up. I’ll want my sleeveless uniform today.
I’m going to need freedom of movement.”


As Jim helped her dress, Sarah looked down at the girl
beside the bed. The girl had been trained to wake up just before her Mistress
did, and assume the approved kneeling posture. Every morning when Sarah woke
up, she found CAS 48, her personal
slave, kneeling beside the bed with her knees apart and her eyes down, awaiting
her Mistress’ pleasure.


Most days she would be invited up into the bed to do oral
service for her Mistress. When she was very good, Sarah would do the same for
her; though Sarah usually left that chore for another slave. Slaves never knew.
Their pleasure or pain was subject to whim. Today, thoughts of the slave
waiting at the training center had aroused the cruel side of Sarah’s nature.


“Jim,” she asked, “how long has it been since Forty-eight
was whipped?” She was studying the girl as she spoke.


He was brushing Sarah’s hair, and the brush paused for a
moment as he recalled. “About two weeks, Mistress.”


Forty-eight made no sound, but began to tremble slightly,
and slow tears appeared below her long eyelashes.


“Have it attended to, please. Tell the Whipmaster
to do her front and back, moderately hard; then have her thoroughly flushed and
put on the bench. I want her available for the household staff.”


“Thank you, Mistress,” said forty eight softly. There was a
tremor in her voice.


“Thank you, Mistress,” echoed Jim. His reply had more
enthusiasm. He was a member of the household staff.


Sarah understood his delight. Leather collared slaves, like
their sisters in silk, had low status compared to free citizens. They enjoyed
seeing the punishment of those even lower than themselves. It was the same
attitude poor white trash had toward black people in the old south. Jim, and
the other members of Sarah’s staff, used every opportunity to degrade and
humiliate the Class A slaves they dealt with. Sarah recognized this, and it
amused her to let the staff attend while forty-eight was punished and grant
them sexual use of the slave afterward.


She knew that after the Whipmaster
had come and gone, Jim would be the first in line to bury himself to the hilt
in the defenseless anus of forty eight. He was well endowed, and he would not
be gentle. It would almost be worth staying home to see it, but duty called.
















Chapter Nine



 

CAS 123 lay still as death. Only the faint movement of her
chest indicated that she was only sleeping; if the troubled unconsciousness
that claimed her could be called sleep. They had been coming to abuse her at
odd times, disrupting the normal patterns of waking and sleeping. Once they had
tortured her in shifts for a day and a night and a day, until even a dousing
with cold water wouldn’t wake her.


It had been two weeks since the guards had finally come,
rescuing her from one waking nightmare only to deliver her to another. She
didn’t know how long it had been. Information had been deliberately refused
her. She was always blindfolded, and no one even spoke for the first few days.
Her need for simple human communion was strong now. She knew she was being
punished, but she didn’t remember why any more. Things were getting hazy and
confused. She needed tenderness and forgiveness.


Maybe it was hunger. The meager rations she had been given
in her cell were mere scraps from the hands of her tormentors. She had to beg
for those scraps, and thank them humbly when she was fed. She promised to do shameful
things for bread crusts. Once, a laughing guard forced the handle of a
whiskbroom into her rectum and promised her a slice of orange if she would
sweep the floor. Obediently, she dropped into an awkward crouch, leaning
forward so she would not tumble over backwards on to her bound hands, and
swinging her bottom back and forth. As the broom straws dragged across the
floor, the handle shifted inside her.


When he called a halt and gave her the orange slice, she
wept with gratitude. 


“Thank you, Master. May I have more, please?”


“Suck my dick and swallow my cum,” he said, “and you can
have the rest of the orange. If I feel any teeth, you will be a sorry little
bitch.”


She went eagerly to work, opening wide for him and
swallowing when she felt the fleshy knob against the back of her throat. His
pubic hair tickled her face as he raped her mouth. She had learned the hard way
to control her gag reflex, and to take quick breaths on the outstroke. When he
came, she swallowed convulsively, and carefully licked him clean. She wondered
with a flash of the old Kim Victor wit if there were many calories in sperm.


The whisk broom incident was part of a deliberate program of
humiliation. Some small part of Kim still had enough awareness to recognize
this. She knew that when she had to urinate, squatting over a floor drain in
full sight of her captors, or confess out loud to eating dog shit and drinking
out of urinals, or polish the guards’ boots with her tongue. She was being
taught her place. Her pride was gone, along with hope, joy, and any real sense
of self. She pleased them to survive, to get food and approval, and to avoid
pain.


Pain and promises of pain were always present. All the vile
threats that she had heard on the playground as a girl in school were common practices
here. When they said they were going to whip her ass, or shove something up it,
or put her tit in a wringer; they meant it.


She had a dim memory of how horrified she had been the first
time she was raped. Now it was an everyday routine. She often asked the guards
to use her, knowing rape and sodomy were nothing compared to what might be done
to her. With a waning sense of shame, she realized she was coming to enjoy the
rape. What difference did shame make? She would be raped anyway.


They beat her with whips and paddles, straps and crops. She
knew how each one felt upon her body. The guards knew all the special tender
places where the greatest pain could be caused. Under the arms was bad. The
skin was thin there, as it was on the inside of her thighs. The soles of the
feet brought excruciating pain when they were struck. One of the guards told
her the nerves there connected to the rest of the body.


When she wasn’t dangling from the ceiling, she was strapped
over a bench, elevating her bottom to the perfect position for beating and
violation. Since the bench placed less stress on her body than hanging, she was
often left that way for extended periods of time. There was a floor drain under
the bench, but she was not allowed to void her bladder without asking first.
After she urinated, she would be hosed out with cold water. Her bowels were
flooded daily, and the discharges hosed away. It was like being a laboratory
animal. She no longer had personal control of simple human functions.


Then, one morning, she was bound hand and foot and dumped on
a heap of straw. Exhausted, she slept.



 

Sarah entered the room softly and looked at the sleeping
girl. She was about ten pounds underweight now; probably fifteen pounds lighter
than when she arrived. It was not a great loss, and Sarah knew that she would
not allow it to become more serious. Her hair was tangled and dirty, with bits
of straw in it. Sarah would attend to that soon.


“Wake up.”


Kim’s head came up, startled, casting about for the source
of the voice.


“Kneel.”


Sarah was glad to see the guards had at least taught the
slave to kneel properly, with her knees apart and her head bowed. Of course,
training slaves was Sarah’s job. The guards were only there to abuse them.


Kim struggled into position. She had been sleeping on her
side; there was numbness in one arm, pins and needles in her fingers and toes.
Her arms were fastened behind her.She remembered to
spread her knees as much as her bound ankles would allow.


“Who are you?” asked Sarah.


Kim fumbled through her mind for the correct answer, tense
and confused. “I’m Kim,” she started to say, then remembered her confession.
“Charlene,” she amended hastily. “I’m Charlene.”


Blindfolded, she couldn’t see the blow coming. The whip
wrapped around her ribs and kissed her breast. She gasped, but held her
position, knowing that she must never move unless told to.


“You are CAS
123, a slave. Say it.”


“I am CAS 123,
a slave!”


The blindfold came off. Kim blinked, her vision clouded by
the long confinement under the blindfold. Her eyelids were crusty with dried
tears. The first thing she saw was Mistress Gyve
smiling down at her. It was the first face she had seen in two weeks, and she
had not realized until now how hungry she had been for that sight. Sarah
reached out and touched her face, and Kim surprised them both by turning her
head and kissing the woman’s hand.


Sarah was not as surprised as Kim was. She knew from long
experience that slaves had a need for love and approval at this stage of their
training. It was a need she intended to exploit.


“Are you hungry?”


“Yes, Mistress. I’m thirsty, too. Could I have something,
please?”


Sarah smiled indulgently and went over to the wall, where
she pressed the speaker button on the intercom.


“Breakfast for one,” she said, “scrambled eggs, bacon,
biscuits, honey, and orange juice.”


“Yes, Mistress Gyve,” answered a
metallic voice.


Kim looked around the room. Though she had been here for two
weeks, she hadn’t seen it before. It was all white tile, as sterile as a
surgery—or an abattoir. Easy to clean, she thought, remembering the hosing down
and flushing out she had been subjected to. She spotted the hose, a black
rubber python with a dildo for a nozzle. The decor was utilitarian, stainless
steel carts laden with instruments of torture. Whips, straps, and paddles hung
on the walls. There was the whipping bench, bristling with restraining straps.
In a corner was a card table and chairs. A deck of cards and two empty beer
bottles rested on the table. When not actively engaged in tormenting her, the
torturers had passed their time playing cards. She remembered how she had come
to tense up at the sound of chairs scraping across the floor, knowing that they
were rising to return to their dreadful work.


“Look at me!” barked Mistress Gyve.


Kim looked, fear in her eyes.


“I ordered breakfast for you. Thank me.”


“Thank you, Mistress.”


“Remind me later to punish you for forgetting.”


“Yes, Mistress.” Kim was crestfallen. She had been doing so
well today, and had dared to hope that things were going to be better now.


“Have you learned humility?”


“Yes, Mistress!”


“We shall see.”


Breakfast came, delivered by a girl in a leather collar.
Sarah worked the fork, feeding her charge like a baby. It would have been
easier to free the girl and let her feed herself, but Sarah wanted to reduce
her mentally to a dependent infant, who was fed and cleaned, punished or
praised at the whim of its mother.


Kim ate ravenously, hardly taking time to chew, afraid that
the food would be snatched away. Tears of gratitude welled in her eyes when she
realized that she was being allowed to finish.


“Lick the plate.”


She lapped eagerly, greedy for the crumbs of egg and drops
of grease that remained.


“Thank you, Mistress.” She meant it.


“You need grooming,” said Sarah. She stroked the tangled
mass of the girl’s hair. “I’m going to remove your bindings and take you down
the hall to give you a trim. I’m showing you kindness, don’t spoil it by doing
something foolish.”


 “No, Mistress.”


Sarah studied her, seeking the glimmer in her eyes that would
betray an intention to attempt escape. There was none. She unlocked the
shackles binding the girl’s wrists and ankles. She helped her to her feet. Kim
was wobbly, but she could walk.


“Follow me.”


Sarah opened the door and led the slave down a corridor past
locked doors. Kim heard a faint whimpering behind one door, and remembered that
she was not the only prisoner here.


“Here we are.”


The room contained a barber chair outfitted with restraint
straps. Instead of a footrest there were high stirrups like the ones Kim had
seen in the doctor’s office.


“Sit down,” Sarah ordered.


Kim hesitated, but her tortures were a fresh memory, and she
didn’t want to invite trouble. What could be done to her that she hadn’t
endured already? She sat.


Sarah strapped her arms to the chair at wrist and elbow,
then lifted her feet into the stirrups and strapped them in place. She adjusted
the support arms of the stirrups so Kim’s legs were spread wide.Another
strap went around Kim’s throat and secured her to the back of the chair. There
was no headrest.


Kim didn’t question any of this, even in her own mind. She
had been bound so much it seemed a normal condition now.


Sarah wheeled a cart over to the chair and lifted a cloth to
expose the items it contained; a comb, scissors, electric clippers, shaving
lather, and a safety razor.


Kim was becoming a well-trained slave. Her whimper was
barely audible when she realized what was about to be done with her. She
watched with mounting horror as her hair piled up around the chair. The clippers
buzzed past her ears, and the razor glided over a scalp that was suddenly cool.
Sarah rubbed Kim’s head with alcohol before turning her attention to the pubic
area and repeating the operation.


“I’ll leave the eyebrows,” Sarah commented as the razor
scraped between Kim’s legs. “They please me.”


The alcohol was a cold burn.


Sarah cleaned her tools and put them away before spinning
the chair around so that Kim could see the result. It took Kim a moment to
understand that she was looking in a mirror. The girl she saw was thin, her
body a mass of welts, old and new. She seemed as bare as a baby robin.


“Behold the newborn slave,” said Sarah softly.
















Chapter Ten



 

Clean sheets on a soft bed, soap and hot water, sunlight and
fresh air; these are the simple luxuries civilized people take for granted.


The room to which Sarah led her captive was like a suite in
a modern hotel, except for the barred windows and the shackle bolted to the
floor at the foot of the bed. Without saying anything, Sarah stripped herself
naked and led Kim into the shower. There she scrubbed the girl down, paying
special attention to her bald pubic area. This accomplished, she handed the
soap to Kim.


“My turn,” she said huskily.


Kim returned the favor, surprised to find herself becoming
aroused by the feel of the firm, soapy body under her hands. They dried each
other with soft towels, a silent bond forming between them. Sarah took the
girl’s hand and led her back into the bedroom.


Kim needed no command now. They tumbled into bed together,
eager hands exploring, tongues probing. Both women exploded into orgasms which
merged and built in intensity as morning became afternoon. Sarah gloried in the
feel of the smooth head nestled between her thighs, the tongue gently lapping,
the hands shyly seeking her breasts. When both women were spent, Sarah held Kim
while the girl wept with gratitude and emotional release. They fell asleep that
way.


The sun coming through the window was amber when Sarah woke
Kim gently by tracing her fingertip around the perimeter of her ear.


“Slave girl.”


“Yes, Mistress?” she raised adoring eyes.


“You forgot to remind me.”


Sarah felt the shoulder tense under her hand. Kim’s eyes
clouded with rediscovered fear.


“Mistress?” It was a plea.


“You forgot to thank me this morning. Then you forgot to
remind me to punish you for it. That’s two faults.”


“Forgive me, Mistress!” Kim’s voice held no real hope of
mercy.


“I want you kneeling on the floor with your legs apart and
your hands on your knees.”


Kim scurried to comply, hoping that a demonstration of
obedience would earn clemency.


Sarah took her time getting out of bed. She put on a clean
uniform and fixed herself a drink before coming to stand over the girl. She had
a box in her hand.


“I have a gift for you,” she said, opening the box. She
removed two half circles of stainless steel and held them in front of Kim’s
eyes. “This was made to your size. You see that it has CAS
123 engraved on it. It will identify you as a Class A slave to everyone who
sees you.” She fitted the two pieces around Kim’s throat and snapped them
together.


“It can be cut off,” Sarah explained, “otherwise it is
permanent.”


The collar was cold and snug. If Kim needed a constant
reminder of her slavery she had it now.


“Listen carefully, slave. If you do exactly as I tell you, I
will bring you a nice breakfast tomorrow, and then we will come back here. If
you forget even one detail, you will go hungry tomorrow and be severely
punished all night.”


“Yes, Mistress,” Kim quavered.


“When I finish speaking, you will stand up and leave here.
You will go back to the punishment room and wait on your knees in the middle of
the floor. Three men will come in. When the first man snaps his fingers, you
will crawl on your hands and knees, select a paddle from the wall display, and
bring it to him in your mouth. When he takes it from you, I want you to say
`Please give me twenty five hard strokes with a paddle and fuck me up the
ass.’“


Kim began to cry. Sarah shushed her.


“When the second man snaps his fingers, you will bring him a
strap in your mouth and ask for twenty five with the strap and an ass fucking.
It will be the same with the third man, except that you will bring him a crop.
When all three men have been properly armed, you will go to the whipping bench,
bend yourself over it, and ask them to fasten you down for punishment.”


Kim’s shoulders shook with sobs.


“Hush child, don’t you want to please your Mistress?”


“Yes, Mistress.” Kim tried to keep the petulance out of her
voice.


“Then go.”


Kim went with dragging feet and shaking knees. Worse than
her fear of punishment was the dreadful knowledge that she had failed Mistress Gyve and spoiled the wonderful thing that they had shared
together this day. Halfway down the hall, she realized she was alone and
unbound. She could run, but there was no advantage in running. She would be
stopped by the first locked door she came to, and dragged back to face a severe
penalty. The door to the punishment room yawned like a crocodile.


Clean sheets, hot water, and sunlight—six weeks ago Kim
would have laughed if someone told her some day she would sell her soul to have
these things.


Sarah watched it all on television.


The video cameras missed nothing that went on in the
punishment room. The images were so clear Sarah could see fear sweat on the
girl’s body. The sound system picked up her ragged breathing. Sarah put it all
on tape so that she could watch it again later.


She let Kim kneel for half an hour before sending in the
three men she had selected for generous endowment and stamina. She wanted this night
to be a memorable one for CAS 123.


Kim sobbed as she delivered the implements that would scald
her, though she didn’t miss a single word of her litany as she requested pain.
Sarah smiled with approval as she watched. She had expected Kim to display intelligence
and courage, and she was right.


Many slave girls had failed such tests, groveling and
pleading for a mercy they would never see. Sarah had given them extra
punishment, of course, discipline had to be maintained, but afterward it had
been necessary to nurse them back from the brink of hysteria. Some, she knew,
would always be inferior slaves, unable to bear the rigorous demands of a real
Master. They sold at bargain rates during the annual auction, and most ended up
being coddled by some soft heart who lacked the will to control a quality
slave.


Sarah watched as Kim arranged herself on the bench, asking
to be strapped down. Kim relaxed a little when she had been secured, and no
longer had to choose compliance. The sight of her bravery was almost enough to
make Sarah pardon her. A hastily mixed drink killed that impulse, and Sarah
settled into her chair to watch.


There were three cameras trained on the activity in the
punishment room. Sarah could use the remote control in her hand to switch from
one to the other, and see the action from the best angle. One camera showed
Kim’s face hanging over the bench. She was biting her lip and staring straight
ahead. The second camera, from the side, showed the nude length married to the
table with straps at wrist, elbow, neck, and waist. Last and best was a view
from the rear. Sarah could see the lovely legs spread wide and held immobile by
straps at knee and ankle. The thighs and buttocks bore fading marks, dark
bruises from the paddle, wide welts left by the strap, and dark lines from the
whips and crops. Her sex and anus were also clearly seen, the anal opening red
and swollen from previous abuse.


The man with the paddle stepped forward and held the paddle
up to her lips to be kissed before walking around behind her. He beat her hard,
with no pause between blows. Her screams were continuous.


It was over in a minute, though she kept on screaming for a
time after the paddle ceased. The rapid blows had generated heat that would not
soon fade. When the prescribed twenty five strokes had been delivered, he
opened a jar of lubricant and worked it well into her. His fingers brought
gasps as they probed the tender area. She felt cool hands against the heated
flesh of her buttocks, yawning her apart. The blunt tip sought her opening,
found it, and entered with a deep thrust.


She cried out at the brutal impalement, trying to relax
muscles that tightened reflexively in protest. He allowed her no time to adjust
to his girth, but skewered her with deep, rapid jabs that brought tears to her
eyes. When he came, he remained inside her until the last spasm had subsided,
and before withdrawing he smacked her heated backside hard with the palm of his
hand and promised:


“Don’t worry, honey. When the others are done, I’ll be back
for sloppy seconds.”


Something brushed against her cheek. She opened her eyes and
a heavy leather strap swam into focus. She kissed it, knowing the ritual of
humiliation.


“Repeat after me,” said the man with the strap. “I am CAS 123 and I am a slave.”


Kim recited the liturgy, knowing what would follow.


The strap fell. It was different from the paddle, but no
less bitter. It curled and bit.


“Say it again.”


“I am CAS 123
and I am a slave.”


The strap sought sanctuary between her thighs. It swept into
the cleft of her buttocks.


“Again!”


It came from below and found her slit, unprotected now by
even the worthless armor of pubic hair. After every blow she had to repeat the
shaming sentence, and after the tenth cruel stroke the words were screams.


“I am CAS 123
and I am a slave!”


He was bigger than the first man, or he felt that way
because she was already sore. There was no doubt that he had more endurance.


Kim bit off the cry that escaped her lips with the first
hard thrust, and held her silence through the rest of the assault, though he
worked in deeper still and rocked her against the bench with fierce power that
bruised her inside.


The orgasm which blossomed inside her was unsought and
unexpected. The part of Kim’s mind that had not grown numb to thought wondered
if it might be an aftershock of the morning’s passion. How different that had
been from this.


The other part of Kim simply enjoyed the wave and rode it.


Then the pleasure was gone and the unseen invader was still
thrusting into her, bringing pain again. When he finally spasmed and withdrew,
she was limp and panting.


She unclenched her eyes and saw the crop before her, waiting
for the kiss that would send it on its way.


Sarah stood up suddenly and switched off the television with
a decisive movement. The recorders were getting it all. The slave had spoken
her lines like a trouper. There was no longer any need to watch.


She had a drink. “Empathy,” she said aloud to the empty
room. “Am I getting soft?”


She had another drink. Too much time with this slave, she
decided, too many days spent sitting in silence in the punishment room while
123 writhed in front of her. It was important to love the dance of pain without
falling in love with the dancer. She had another drink and went to bed to
wrestle with unshakable disquiet.



 

During the night someone came in and stabbed a flashlight
beam into Kim’s eyes. She awoke, startled, caught like a deer in headlights.


“Who are you?” demanded a voice.


“I am CAS 123.
I am a slave.”


The light went out and she was left alone again in darkness.
















Chapter Eleven


 


Kim rested her head on her Mistress’ belly, enjoying the
feel of hard muscle under soft skin. Mistress Gyve
had kept her word. Breakfast had included fresh fruit and muffins, and they had
come back here to hot showers and a big, soft bed. Kim expressed her gratitude
with lip service, tongue service as well, bringing her Mistress several intense
orgasms.


At last Sarah had called a halt and collapsed, panting and
sweating, guiding the slave’s smooth head to a position of rest. Satisfied
sexually, Sarah’s mind returned to business, and she knew a twinge of guilt.
She had been lax in her duties. True, 123 was at a critical stage in her
training, but there were other slaves here. She couldn’t neglect them forever.
It was wrong to leave them in the hands of ignorant guards who would abuse
them, meet their basic physical requirements, and ignore their most important
need; to find redemption through surrender.


There was something about this slave which made her
different. Most of the girls who came into Sarah’s hands were halfway down the
road to submission already. They were like cattle as far as Sarah was
concerned. This one was a spirited horse. She would obey, but she would dare
much with a firm and trusted hand holding her reins.


“I want to know your mind,” Sarah said abruptly. “Tell me
what you were thinking and feeling last night.”


“I was terribly afraid,” Kim murmured. “I told myself I had
to obey or face something worse, but I wanted to please you, too. I wanted to
pass my test and make you proud of me. I guess that helped me to overcome my
fear enough to do what I had to do. Knowing I was to be rewarded helped me to
bear the beating, and when the guards were using me...”


“Don’t use euphemisms here,” Sarah warned her. “You know the
Anglo Saxon words. I want to hear you say them.”


Kim colored. “When the guards were—fucking my ass—I came.”


“Interesting,” mused Mistress Gyve,
“your body is wiser than you are. It is learning to connect sexual pleasure and
pain. The proper emotional set can turn your trials into triumphs. It is going
to happen to you anyway, so you might as well learn to like it. I don’t mean
just pretend; I mean learn to like it.”


The slave girl’s eyes misted over as she grasped the full
hopelessness of her position, and the mental shift being demanded of her. “It
will be hard,” she said.


“Worthwhile goals always are,” Sarah lectured. “As Gordon Liddy remarked while roasting his hand in a candle flame,
`The trick is not minding’. Remove yourself from the pain, examine it, bend it
to your will.”


“I will try.”


“I have confidence in you,” said the Mistress. “Yesterday
you passed a test of obedience. Today you will pass a test of self control.”
She felt the bare shoulder under her hand go suddenly cold and rigid.


“Put your face to the wall, over there between the green
chair and the desk.”


Kim got out of bed and obeyed. She had too much pride to
scurry into place, and too much fear to dawdle. Sarah let her stand there,
enjoying the sight of her slave awaiting discipline. The girl’s hands were
clenched at her sides, and she weaved back and forth on knees that had become
weak. Her wrists and ankles still bore faint traces of the shackles she had
worn last night. Her firm little bottom was a mass of fading welts. It would
still be tender, so much the better.


“Take two steps backward,” Sarah commanded. “Spread your
legs. Now lean over and put your hands against the wall. Good, spread those
legs a little wider.”


Following these directions, Kim found herself leaning off
balance, bent, stretched, and dreadfully exposed.


Sarah jumped out of bed and got completely dressed. It was
important for Masters and Mistresses to be dressed as much as possible. Many
had gone so far as to wear pants with a codpiece or a veil over the crotch. In
this way a slave could be used sexually without being permitted to see the
Master undressed. The more a Master wears, the more naked a slave becomes by
contrast. Sarah felt the crisply pressed uniforms she wore gave her an air of
authority, which made her doubly dressed.


She had sent Jim out this morning to her favorite willow,
and he had returned with a bouquet of slender branches in a pail of water. It
was all new growth, each bough nearly supple enough to be tied in a knot. She
selected one and swished it through the air. Hearing it, Kim flinched.


“I have a fabulous dinner in mind,” said Mistress Gyve, “broiled fish, baked potato, tropical fruits, an
excellent wine, and perhaps a little ice cream for dessert. I would love to
share it with you, but you have to prove that you are worthy.”


She was going through the rods as she spoke, testing them
for flex and heft, listening to the whicker each one made as she slashed the
air with it.


“Your hands stay flat on the wall, and your feet stay flat
on the floor until I say otherwise. Is your little bottom hole still sore from
last night?”


“Yes, Mistress.”


“You wouldn’t want me to give you to the guards again
tonight?”


“No, Mistress.”


“Then show me how much self control you have.”


The willow switches were sharp and savage. The pain of each
cutting stroke seemed to grow after it had been delivered. The slender tongues
darted and curled, seeking secret and tender places. Kim wailed and pleaded.
Her knees flexed. Her bottom bobbed and swayed. Strokes fell in a rapid
rhythm—back and forth, up and down. Kim uttered her most piteous cries when the
lashes found her armpits and breasts, or curled around her loins to snap at her
belly.


Yet, through it all, Kim’s hands and feet remained in
position as though nailed.


Sarah rested. She was breathing hard. “Such courage is
rare,” she said.


In fact, she was surprised. She had meant for 123 to fail
this test. It had been designed as a lesson in humility, a chance to defeat
pride and make the slave admit her weakness. Kim had held her ground where
others would have curled up into a ball to beg for mercy. Sarah felt somehow
that this slave had won a victory over her by obeying an order that was meant
to be impossible.


“Stay as you are. I have a special reward for you.”


Kim’s arms trembled with the strain of pushing against the
wall, and she was aware of a trickle of sweat tickling the underside of her
breast as it followed the contours of her body. Every nerve was singing. Her
skin felt scorched.


She felt cool hands on her stinging bottom as a soothing oil
was rubbed on. Fingers dipped into her vagina, spreading oil. She was wet
again. Lately her body seemed to be betraying her, becoming aroused against her
will. Something large and blunt probed her. It penetrated easily, riding in on
the oil. She gasped, her body welcoming the intruder with a gush of natural
lubricant.


It was thrust into her again, deeper this time, and she
could feel a clothed body pressed against her burning bottom.


“I wish I had a real one for you,” Mistress Gyve whispered in her ear, “but this one has its
advantages.” As she spoke she flipped an unseen switch and the member that
ploughed into Kim began to vibrate.


“It’s all right,” the Mistress cooed. “You may move now.”


Kim slid slowly down the wall, leaving smears of sweat where
her hands had been. Sarah rode her down as she collapsed. Kim pressed her face
to the floor and arched her back to welcome the deep thrusts rocking her. She
couldn’t remember ever cumming so hard.


Sarah withdrew from the limp girl and left her on the floor.
Switching off the vibrator and unbuckling it from her hips, she put it away.
Then she went back to drop to her knees beside 123 and gather her into her
arms. She kissed the slave, dancing deep into her


mouth with a questing tongue. Sarah was filled with a need
she could not express.


“Thank you, Mistress,” Kim gasped, recovering her strength.


Sarah hugged her hard. “I can’t begin to tell you what
pleasures you bring me.”


“I hope to serve well, Mistress.”


“Oh you will. You do. You arouse such a terrible need in
me.”


Kim began to grow frightened again, sensing what that need
would bring.


Sarah kissed the top of her head gently and whispered, “This
time I want you to bend over and grab your ankles, and count for me. Count out
loud.”
















Chapter Twelve



 

Six bald, naked girls stood in the center of the gym floor.
Their hands were clasped behind their necks and their legs were spread. A burly
man stood behind them with a heavy leather strap in his hand. Another stood
before them and spoke.


“In three weeks there will be an auction,” he said. “Each of
you will be sold to the highest bidder. You have all been conditioned to obey.
You have learned to ask for punishment and accept it with gratitude. You have
learned to find pleasure in pain, to ask for nothing and give everything. All
that remains is for you to be conditioned physically. You must be toned so that
you are prepared for the rigorous demands of slavery. You will be happy to know
that your diet will be excellent from now on; though you will not be allowed enough
food to make you soft and fat. Every other day for the next three weeks you
will be brought here for strenuous exercise. On alternate days you will be
allowed complete rest. We are going to make your bodies more beautiful than
they have ever been before.


“We will start with push ups. I
want twenty five from each of you. I will count the cadence. My assistant will
be standing by to assure correct form.”


So it went. The strap fell on any girl who wavered or failed
to complete the required number of repetitions. They chinned themselves on a
bar. They did sit ups, leg lifts, and knee bends. They did parallel bar dips.
Within an hour, all the girls were streaming sweat and displaying blushing
bottoms.


Two of the trainees, a petite girl and another with Eurasian
features, were very weak, and suffered the most. After nearly every exercise
they had to bend over in front of the other girls and count aloud the strokes
which seared their buttocks. Before the morning was half over, both girls were
weeping steadily. Kim’s heart went out to them.


At the end of the session, the four who had performed well
stood by and watched as the two who had failed each spent a half hour pedaling
frantically on an exercise bicycle while the strap urged them on to greater
speed. The bicycle seat was outfitted with two large, rubber dildoes impaling
the user, adding to her discomfort as she rode.


After lunch they were allowed to soak in a hot tub together.
The churning water soothed the ache of tired muscles. Kim relaxed in the water,
finding herself face to face with a tall, pale skinned girl who had luminous
green eyes. Their eyes met, and Kim saw the girl silently mouth “Katy”. She was
introducing herself. Kim understood the need to reach out to a sympathetic
soul. She felt it too, and answered silently “Kim”.


A trainer came in, carrying a strap. “Time’s up,” he said.
“Everybody get out and stand over by the blower until you are dry. Most of you
will be going to new cells now, comfortable cells with real beds and windows;
but two of you seem to have energy for idle chatter, so I think that a half
hour each on the bicycle is in order.”


Minutes later, Kim found herself astride the bicycle, the
dildoes working inside her, the strap driving her on, pedaling furiously to
nowhere. Katy watched and waited her turn.


Afterward they were taken to their cells. Exhausted, Kim
fell upon her bed. The last thing she saw before she fell asleep was Katy. The
girl was in the cell opposite Kim’s, standing at the window, basking in the
light of the setting sun.


Morning brought boredom. Kim lay on the bed, nursing sore
muscles. She missed reading. She missed working. She even missed television.
She knew that their isolation was deliberate. The old reality had been stolen
from them, and they were forced to accept a new reality. They had numbers
instead of names, nakedness instead of decorative and protective clothing, pain
and uncertainty instead of security and routine. It was human nature to seek
comfort and protection, and now their only safety came from pleasing the ones
who tormented and controlled them. Kim missed her Mistress. She felt abandoned
here, one slave among many, special only when she sinned.


It was a long day.


The next day was better. Kim was grateful for the activity
of their workout. She had gained strength during her rest day. Though the
demands of the trainers were greater, she only earned punishment once. On the
chin up bar she was only able to complete half of the ten demanded, and had to
remain hanging from the bar while the strap swept across her seat five times.
Otherwise she was untouched.


The small girl who had suffered so much in the last session
seemed even weaker today. Kim wondered at it, watching the girl from the corner
of her eye. Then she decided that the girl was slacking on purpose, that for
reasons of her own she was inviting the kiss of the strap.


This day they ran laps wearing wrist and ankle weights. When
the small girl stumbled and fell, an anal plug was forced into her and secured
with a chastity belt before she was driven to run again. She wore the plug for
the rest of the day.


During “rest breaks” they were directed to assume awkward
and humiliating postures and hold them. From time to time, one of the trainers
would pull a girl from the ranks and rape her casually while the other girls
held their poses and watched.


Katy wouldn’t meet Kim’s eyes in the hot tub that afternoon.
She was afraid of being disgraced and punished again. Kim understood this, and
knew that she wasn’t being snubbed. A slave girl had to look out for herself.


When they were dry, the other girls were taken to their
cells to rest, but Kim was taken to the private chambers of Mistress Gyve. She was thrust into the suite and the door slammed
behind her, locking automatically. Kim fell to her knees and bowed her head,
expecting the Mistress to appear. It was some time before the complete absence
of sound told her that she was alone.


She cast a cautious eye about and saw a piece of paper lying
on the bed. She stood up and approached it as though it were a bomb, expecting
a trap of some kind. There were two words written on the paper.


“Surprise me.”


Kim knew that her Mistress had written the note for her. She
wanted a surprise. Kim thought hard. What was the last thing that a frightened
slave would be expected to do? What would please her Mistress most?


Sarah unlocked the door an hour later and found the room
empty.



 

Sarah laughed aloud with genuine amusement. “Hide and seek?”
she asked. “Is that the game?” It took her five minutes of searching to decide
that 123 was not anywhere in the suite.


Biting her lip, Sarah pressed the intercom. It’s not an
escape attempt, she told herself. The girl was doing too well for that. Sarah
was dimly aware that she was taking that possibility personally, as though
flight would be a rejection of her.


“Yes, Mistress Gyve.” The voice on
the intercom sounded faintly amused, as though he enjoyed a practical joke that
Sarah was not a party to.


“Did you bring 123 to my quarters tonight?”


“Yes, I did.” He was really enjoying himself now, making her
work for the information.


“Do you know where she is now?”


“Yes, I do.” His laughter was barely contained.


Sarah put a little bit of ice into her voice. “Would you
care to tell me?”


He recognized the beginning of an ass chewing when he heard
it, and his tone became placating. “Nothing to worry about, Mistress Gyve. She used your intercom and called for an escort to
the punishment room. We have her down here now, keeping our dicks hard until
you show up.”


It was true. When Sarah entered the punishment room, she
found Kim bound over the bench. One guard was buried to the hilt in her mouth;
a second was riding her hard from the other end. Two men were playing cards at
the table, waiting for a turn. They all looked a trifle sheepish when they saw
Sarah, like boys caught playing with themselves. This party had not been
scheduled, of course, but they had reasoned there was no harm in putting in a
little overtime.


Sarah put away the stern look that had settled on her face.
What the hell is this? she asked herself. Am I becoming jealous of a slave? The
slave girl, her head held fast between the hands of the man who was using her
mouth, could only cast questioning eyes toward Sarah.


Sarah used her fingertips to trace a slow line from the
slave’s bobbing head to the base of her spine, where a large, greased organ was
pumping roughly in and out of her rectum.


Sarah knew what had happened. The girl had arranged for a
surprise, calling for an escort to the punishment room. She had probably
assumed that the guards would simply secure her there and leave her to wait for
the Mistress to arrive. No one had told them to turn this into a gang bang, but
then, no one had told them not to. The slave had certainly been in no position
to refuse. They were rapists. It was their job. They were doing it well.


Nevertheless, Sarah reasoned that if this slave’s idea of a
surprise was asking for a trip to the punishment room, then she deserved
everything she bargained for and more.


“Let me know when you have finished here,” Sarah told the
guards, and left.



 

“It’s a good thing that you have tomorrow off,” Sarah
commented.


Kim turned her head to look at her Mistress. The slave was
still bound fast to the bench. Her head was all she could move. There were
circles under her eyes. She had been hard used.


“Yes, Mistress.”


“You were going to be a cocky little slave girl, sitting in
the punishment room with a whip in your mouth, waiting for me to find you.” As
she spoke, Sarah spread the girl’s bottom cheeks and observed the swollen
orifices, seeping slowly with semen.“You didn’t know that the guards you
summoned would charge such a heavy transportation fee. Do I have it about
right?”


“Yes, Mistress.”


Sarah rinsed out a rag with warm water at the sink, and
pressed the intercom on her way past.


“Yes, Mistress Gyve,” a voice on
the intercom answered.


“Pipe me through to the speakers in the slave quarters,” she
directed. “I have an announcement to make.” Waiting, she gently washed Kim’s
bottom and said: “Your little friends back in the dorm are having lights out
right now. They need something to tuck themselves in with.”


There were clicks on the line. “Done,” said the voice on the
intercom.


Sarah raised her voice slightly to be heard in the cells.
“Girls,” she said, “I know you all trained hard today, and all of you are
tired; that’s why your friend number 123 and I have arranged to perform a
lullaby for you.”


She tossed the rag back into the sink, leaving Kim’s
buttocks wet. She took a rubber whip down from the wall and slashed the air
with it. The whistling sound that it made was audible in every cell. “I will
provide the music,” she said, “and 123 will sing.”


Kim sang, but it was a song of joy as well as pain. She
raised her voice in praise of the whip. If her Mistress wanted screams, she
would give them gladly.



 

Kim spent the next day in bed with her Mistress, and was
amused by the sympathetic looks the other girls gave her when they were
assembled in the gym for their workout on the
following day. They didn’t know her hours of pain had been repaid with a day of
pleasure. What did the marks on her bottom matter, or the fading ache in a
rectum repeatedly used? She had spent a whole day making love with her
Mistress. It was worth a greater price.


They were worked hard that day, but Kim attacked the exercises
with a new enthusiasm. She noted that the petite girl did miserably again,
inviting the inevitable strap, and Kim decided that it was all a sham. She had
come here to be punished, of course. Kim was the only one among these girls who
had entered Domain with no idea of what to expect there. The others had been
warned, even allowed time to think it over. She wondered how many of them had
come to Domain filled with ripe fantasies, only to panic when they found out
the reality was more than they were prepared to bear. Once there, they had to
bear it. Their contracts were binding, and escape impossible. Whatever motives
brought them there; they shared a common fate. They were all slaves now.


They trained hard as the days went by, and Kim suspected
that they were all becoming motivated less by fear of the strap and more by
pride. They were making the grade. The fire had tempered them instead of
consuming them. They were punished less often now, and their marks began to
fade. They filled the places where fat had once been with lithe muscles. They
were beautiful slaves who sweated with pride.


During the evenings, and on their rest days, Kim waited
impatiently for the summons to bring her to her Mistress’s side. She was amused
by the looks of pity the other girls gave her when she was taken away; though
she often returned covered with marks. She walked with joy, knowing that her
pain was a tribute to the Mistress who had singled her out. She was desired
more than the others. She was the chosen one.



 

 Kim sat in the
punishment room and waited for Mistress Gyve to
appear. She wasn’t comfortable. The saddle she rode was no wider than a bicycle
seat, and two large rubber dildoes impaled her deeply. Her feet dangled a foot
from the floor. Her arms had been bent up high behind her, bound together, and
fastened to her collar; so she was unable to use her hands to ease the strain
of her position. Every movement of her hips rocked the dildoes inside her. She
had been there for some time.


Mistress Gyve came in, pulled up a
chair, and sat down to watch her. The Mistress had an air of sadness about her
Kim could not understand as yet.


“Do you have anything you wish to say?” Sarah asked.


“Yes, Mistress.”


“You may say it.”


“May I come down? I have to pee.”


“Do it where you are. You have permission.”


Kim fought back tears. A flood of urine burst from her,
flowing over the saddle and dripping to the floor. Sarah used the hose to rinse
it down the floor drain and flood the sundered loins with icy water.


“Better?”


“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”


“You will be sold tomorrow.” That was it, a simple
announcement, flatly stated. The Mistress betrayed no emotion, and Kim had no
way of knowing how hard it had been for Sarah to bring her this news. Kim
mistook Sarah’s control for coldness. The tears that she had been holding back
flowed freely now.


“Can’t you keep me, Mistress? Haven’t I pleased you?”


No look of pain was allowed to cross Sarah’s face. “It’s the
law. When training is completed, slaves are sold to the highest bidder. I can
bid for you, but there will be others, and some of them will be able to afford
a very high price.”


Kim wept hopelessly while Sarah watched. If only there was a
way to explain, Sarah thought. She was as much a subject to the laws of Domain
as any slave. Though her rank gave her some status, she could not select a
slave for herself without entering the winning bid at the public auction. She
wished desperately that it were otherwise. Now she had to find a way to
distance herself from this girl. It was always a mistake to get emotionally
involved with a slave.


“I will bid for you,” she promised.


“Thank you, Mistress.”


“It has been hard for you here, hasn’t it?”


“Yes, Mistress.”


“You have had much to bear, but you have come through. I
will always be proud of you. Whoever buys you, you must serve well. Learn to
desire only to please your Master, as you once pleased me.”


Kim tried to speak, but a new fit of sobbing prevented her.


“I can’t stay,” said Sarah. “I hope you understand.” She
kissed Kim hard and turned to go. When her hand was on the doorknob, Kim pulled
herself together long enough to call after her.


“I love you, Mistress.”


The Mistress stood regarding the slave coldly for a moment.
Then, striding back into the room as though inspired by helpless rage, she
lifted a ball gag from the wall and jammed it into Kim’s mouth. She pulled the
straps tight enough to hurt. “That should teach you to mind your tongue.” 


She slammed the door when she left.


Kim dangled another hour before two guards lifted her up and
carried her back to her cell.
















Chapter Thirteen



 

It was auction day.


The despair of the night before had passed, now Kim felt a
sense of adventure, a desire to prove herself in a new arena. She had spent a
sleepless night in her cell, thinking long and hard about the words her
Mistress had spoken. She had bonded to the woman, she told herself, only
because no one else in the training center had displayed any kindness and
affection. Certainly she could find it in herself to feel just as deeply for a
new Master or Mistress, whoever it might be. In time, if she were a loyal and
obedient slave, the Master might come to feel something for her as well. Still,
when the guards came to gather the girls up and take them away, Kim searched in
vain among the faces around her for Mistress Gyve.


Before the slaves left the training center, they were taken
to a dressing room for preparation. A dozen leather collared slave girls
descended upon them. Giggling, the girls informed the slaves that they were to
be given a final polish to raise their value. The slaves were stood in a line
and told to bend over and spread. Then the attendants went up and down the line
with full enema bags and emptied them into the upturned bottoms. As soon as a
slave returned from the bathroom, she was put back into the line again. All the
slaves were filled and emptied twice. Kim was sure that she had never been so
completely cleaned.


When this chore had been attended to, the real pampering
began. Two of the leather-collared attendants worked on each slave girl. Their
heads and bodies were carefully shaved. They were showered and douched, oiled,
massaged, and perfumed. Their teeth were cleaned. Their collars were buffed.


Just before the slaves were led outside, they were told to
bend and spread once more. One of the attendants donned a pair of heavy rubber
gloves and worked her way down the line of slaves with a jar of lubricant. She
pushed a thick glob of grease into each slave’s anus and worked it in well. Kim
felt as though she had been packaged and processed. She only needed to be
stamped “Grade A”.


Flanked by a dozen guards, the slaves were led outside. Kim
enjoyed the feeling of sunlight on her body, and her elation only faded
slightly when a man suddenly confronted her, looking down at her nakedness. She
halted. The guards beside her didn’t urge her forward. They were waiting to see
what this was about.


“Do you remember me?” he asked.


Kim searched her memory, then it came to her. He had been
the sentry at the main gate the day she arrived.


“Yes, Master,” she said politely.


“Isn’t there something you have to ask me?”


She knit her brows in concentration, then remembered and
fell to her knees before him, clasping her hands in supplication.


“Please fuck my ass, Master.” There was only humility in her
voice.


The guards looked on, not understanding, but seeing no
problem here. The sentry chuckled and stroked the top of her head, making her
feel like a dog he had encountered on the street. 


“Another time, maybe,” he said. “I’ll bid on you tonight,
would you like that?”


“Whatever pleases you, Master.”


“Good girl. Now run along. You’re holding up the parade.”


Kim got up and jogged a few paces to catch up to the others.
Everything the sentry had told her on the day she arrived had turned out to be
true. She had surrendered completely, and would now offer herself to anyone who
demanded it. She had made the request only because she knew it was expected of
her. There had been no desire for the man, she had even feared that he might
take her there in the street. She had been motivated by a desire to please, a
need to be accepted on the terms of her Masters.


So be it, she thought. She would be a slave—not just a
slave, but the brightest and best. Her suffering would be a tribute. The man or
woman who purchased her tonight would take possession of a rare prize.


Naked except for their steel collars, six slave girls were
marched through the streets of Domain. The sentry had called it a parade, and
Kim realized it was. People had gathered on the side of the street to watch,
knowing there was an auction tonight, that the girls would pass this way. Kim
studied faces as she marched. Tonight she would belong to one of these people.
Whether her Master was cruel or loving, fair or foul, she would have to serve.


She knew this street. She had walked it before in bad
dreams. Naked in full sunlight on a public street, she had not even her hair
for cover; yet she walked without shame. Let them look. She felt more beautiful
and desirable than she ever had in her former life.


Her eyes met those of a spectator who wore red silk at her
throat, and she was surprised to see the girl’s lip curl into a sneer. 


“What are you so proud about, slave bitch?” she jeered.
“Don’t you know your ass is getting sold tonight?”


Kim ignored her. She would have tossed her hair, if she
still had any. What did the opinion of a Class C matter? She had been too
cowardly to make the supreme sacrifice. True, Kim had never been given the
choice, but she had still walked through hell to get where she was now.
Sometimes scars meant more than medals.


The red silk girl called after her, “Your ass is cooked,
honey!”


They marched on, past the brooding stone buildings, the
pillories and whipping posts marking some intersections, the jeers and taunts
of slaves in leather and silk, and the appraising stares of potential buyers.
They reached a sort of fairground. Pavement turned to grass under their feet.
Streamers and balloons decorated a pleasant park. A banner had been raised high
between two posts.


Nineteenth Annual Slave Auction


They passed by tents where merchants were setting up to
offer food and drink, leather goods, games of chance, and side-show
entertainments. There was a tent where a slave could be rented by those who
were unable to afford to own one. Different rates had been posted for the
different classes of slaves. Kim noted with some satisfaction that Class A
slaves cost the most. Then she realized she might be purchased for something
like this, to be rented by the hour; raped and abused by a dozen different
strangers every day. It was a dreary prospect.


The centerpiece of the fairground was a high stage,
surrounded by rows of seats. The girls were led to the rear of the stage. On
top of the stage was a heavy pipe suspended between two uprights, like a
football goalpost, but higher and heavier. Several pulleys had been chained to
the pipe. Six of the pulleys had cable threaded through them. The cables hung
down to end in hooks, and the hooks had been attached to the connecting ring
atop six ornamental iron cages.


The cages were high and narrow. One could stand in them, but
not sit in anything except an awkward squat, and lying down was out of the
question. Though decorative, the ironwork was solid. The bars were too close
together for even a child to squeeze through, but not so close that they would
screen the occupants from view. Kim had no doubt who those occupants were to
be.


She noticed that the floor of each cage had been covered
with a piece of plywood, and that a round hole of about five inches in diameter
had been cut in the floor. Kim colored slightly when she realized they would
not be coming out of the cages to use the bathroom, and found herself grateful
that her enema this morning had been thorough.


The first cage was opened and the Eurasian girl put inside.
When the door was secure, a guard hooked the loose end of the cable to a winch
and cranked. The girl inside gave a little gasp as she found herself swinging
above the ground. When the guard stopped cranking the winch, her cage was level
with the stage. If the cage door were opened, she could easily step across the
small space between them, just as passengers step out of an elevator.


The petite girl went up next, then Katy, then Kim. In
moments, Kim found herself dangling ten feet off the ground. Looking forward,
she could see the stage, bare now except for a couple of workmen laying cables.
Looking down, she saw a cluster of guards locking the next girl into her cage
and hooking up the cable so that she could be hoisted.


They dangled like birds on display in a pet shop. Kim leaned
against the bars and waited. There was nothing else to do. She watched the
workmen as they set up a microphone on the stage, and decorated the edges of
the platform with balloons. Most of the heavy work was done by leather collared
slaves, she noted, while men in short sleeve shirts and guard uniforms
directed.


Other people came up on the stage, people who were
apparently there to inspect the merchandise. Prospective buyers, Kim thought,
and shuddered. Some of them seemed merely curious, others studied the girls
intently. There was an older woman, hatchet faced, dressed like a Victorian
lady in spite of the heat, who stalked the length of the stage in high heeled
shoes that clacked authority with every step. She peered intently at each girl
in turn, flexing a riding crop. At each cage she would order crisply, “Turn
around,” and study the buttocks that were presented to her.


Katy caught the eye of a handsome young man who seemed to
hang back. He looked embarrassed by the sight of so many beautiful girls,
reminding Kim of the men she had seen back home slinking out of porno book
stores with a bag under their arm.


“Buy me, Master,” Katy implored. “I can please you in every
way. You won’t need a whip to make me mind.”


Impressed by her candor, he came closer to Katy’s cage. “You
want to be my slave?” he asked.


Playing the moment for all that it was worth, Katy dropped
to her knees, a posture that put her heels against the bars behind her, and her
knees against the door. “Yes, Master. It would be an honor to serve you.”


“I’ll bid on you,” he promised.


Kim was impressed by Katy’s initiative. Katy knew that she
had to be sold, and had tried to attract a Master who was at least good looking
and perhaps kind. From his diffident manner, Kim guessed that he might be a new
arrival on the island. Still, she remembered an interview she once had with a
serial killer. He had the same handsome features and mild eyes. Katy might be
setting herself up for a dreadful surprise.


An old man approached Kim’s cage. He frightened her. There
was a craggy, rocklike power in his presence, a suggestion of ancient evil. His
hands were large and gnarled. In his eyes she saw a ruthless intelligence gone
mad. His leering gaze betrayed an obvious lust. He even reached into his trousers
to adjust an erection that promised to be unexpectedly large. It didn’t matter
to him that Kim saw him playing pocket pool. She was only a slave. In a few
hours she might know that erection more intimately.


“I can see that you have been whipped more than the others,”
he said. “Are you a bad slave?”


“No, Master,” she answered respectfully. “There was a
Mistress at the training center who was pleased to see me whipped often.”


“It will please me to see you whipped often, too. If you
pass my inspection, I will buy you. There is no one here with enough money to
outbid me. Show me your pussy. Spread it open.”


Obediently, Kim separated her legs to the limits of her
cage, cocked her hips forward, and used her fingertips to spread the labia. He
reached between the bars to stroke her.


“Do you like that?”


“If it pleases you, Master,” she breathed, hoping that it
was the correct response. In fact, she was both disgusted and aroused. Revolted
with herself for responding to his touch.


“Oh, it pleases me all right,” he chuckled. “Have you ever
worn clamps there?”


“Yes, Master,” she said, remembering with a shiver the bite
of the clips that had conducted electricity into her body.


“Good, I like clamps. They are wonderful for getting a slave
girl’s attention. Open your mouth.”


When she did, he pulled back her lips to inspect her teeth.
She tasted herself on his fingers.


“Good,” he announced finally. “Turn around and spread your
cheeks.”


It was no more than she expected. Slaves have no secrets. He
probed her with one finger, then two, then three. She was thoroughly reamed and
explored. She gripped the bars of her cage and endured it, grateful to the
attendant who greased her before sending her out of the training center.


“I have a very large dick for such an old man,” he explained.
“I want to be sure that you can handle it. I think you’re going to be
excellent. You have been enlarged enough so I can get in with no trouble, but
you will still grip me firmly.”


Satisfied with the inspection, he removed his fingers and
wiped them off on her flank. “You may turn around now.”


When she was again facing him, he focused his attention on
her breasts, stroking and squeezing them. His hands were like bird claws.


“Nice pink nipples,” he commented as he pinched. “I’ll have
you pierced and ringed. When I put a leash on you, I won’t have to worry about
whether or not you follow my lead.”


The optimism Kim had felt this morning was gone. New vistas
of pain and humiliation had just been opened up to her. She could be tortured
and mutilated in ways that she had not thought of before. This vile old man
might not even represent the worst that could happen.


Abruptly, he turned away from her. His attention had been
captured by something else. Kim followed his gaze and saw that everyone—buyers,
slaves, and workmen, had turned as one and were staring toward the stairs which
went up to the stage. Two men were coming up the stairs, carrying something
between them. It was a barbecue grill.


At first it held no meaning for Kim. It seemed innocent
enough, a reminder of family picnics on the patio, just a common household
item. The two men set the grill on the stage. It had already been filled with
charcoal. One of the men took a can of lighter fuel out of his pocket, squirted
the fluid on the charcoal, and lit it.


The Eurasian girl in the end cage went suddenly berserk,
beating on the bars of her cage with her fists and hammering her heels against
the floor.


“You have to let me out!” she screamed. Her panic made the
words almost incoherent. “This isn’t right! You can’t! I’m not an animal! I’m
just a girl! Let me go!”


In the cage next to Kim, Katy was staring with unfocused
eyes and muttering, “Oh shit! Oh shit!” It sounded like a prayer.


Comprehension eluded Kim. Then a voice from her past spoke
to her. In college, she had asked her history professor how the holocaust could
have happened under the noses of the German people. He answered her in the
patient manner of a man who is forced to explain the obvious.


“Denial is the first defense of a civilized mind confronted
with unthinkable barbarity.”


The girl in red silk had shouted in the street. “Your ass is
cooked, honey!”


They were going to be branded.
















Chapter Fourteen



 

The day wore on. Six dispirited slave girls wept steadily at
the grim prospect ahead of them. Buyers came and went. All the girls were
poked, prodded, and inspected repeatedly. It became a routine—spread your legs,
open your mouth, turn around. Kim’s body betrayed her, finding a perverse
excitement in the fingers fondling and probing her. One young man walked slowly
down the line and paused at the cage holding the Eurasian girl.


“You’re an interesting specimen,” he said. He took a dildo
out of his pocket. It was rubber, not terribly long, but very thick. “I had
this made specially,” he explained, showing it to her. “It’s the same size and
shape as my cock when I’m hard. I want to check you for fit.”


The Eurasian girl looked down. Her panic had subsided,
leaving apathy in its wake.


“Open your mouth,” he commanded.


When she did, he pushed the dildo in. She gagged on it, but
she had been trained well, and swallowed when it touched the back of her
throat, allowing its full length to slide into her mouth.


“Good,” he murmured. “Now spread your legs.”


The dildo slid in easily, lubricated by saliva. He worked it
in and out with the clinical air of a doctor observing a patient’s reflexes.
“No problem here,” he remarked.


He withdrew the instrument and took a tube of lubricant out
of his pocket. “Grease it for me,” he commanded. “I don’t want to get my hands
dirty.”


She accepted the lube and the dildo and held them for a
moment, as though debating the wisdom of throwing them back in his face.


“Come on,” he said impatiently. “I haven’t got all day.”


She spread a layer of grease on the dildo, taking care to
see that it was well covered; then she handed the objects back to him with
obvious reluctance.


“You hesitated,” he said petulantly. “After I buy you, I’ll beat you for that. Turn around.”


She complied, bending and spreading her legs for the
inevitable penetration. He slipped the dildo into her anus without
preliminaries, ignoring her outraged gasp, and worked it in and out, slowly at
first, then with more speed and energy. At length, he tired of the sport and
took it out.


“See you later, babe,” he promised, and left.


The Eurasian girl stayed as she was, gripping the bars and
turning her back to the stage, until another buyer smacked her bottom and
ordered her to turn around.


From time to time, yielding to a need that could no longer
be denied, a girl would squat and release a long stream of urine through the
hole in the bottom of her cage, flooding the ground below. It was a humiliating
thing to do in front of a crowd of strangers, but slaves are not permitted
shame.


A huge man mounted the stage and advanced to the cages. He
carried a long iron rod slung carelessly over his shoulder. His red beard
bristled in the sun. He looked like a lumberjack carrying his axe to work.


“Allow me to introduce myself, ladies,” he said pleasantly.
“They call me the Whipmaster. I am called on when a
slave has badly misbehaved by attempting to escape or attacking a Master.
Sometimes I am sent for when a Master or Mistress wishes to see a slave
punished, but has no time to attend to the matter personally. Most often, I
punish the bad ones. If you see me after today, rest assured you will have
earned a severe whipping for your misdeeds. I’m strong. My whips are stiff. I
lay on with a will. Part of my payment for services rendered is use of the body
I have just punished. You can be sure my cock is in proportion to the rest of
me, and that I prefer to worship at the altar of Sodom.


“Tonight I have another pleasant duty to perform.” He lifted
the iron from his shoulder and displayed it for the slave girls to see. On the
end of it was a stylized letter “D”, wrought in iron.


“I know my business,” he told them. “After you heal, you
will all be beautifully and permanently marked as Domain’s property.”


He thrust the iron deep into the coals and left it there to
heat, then turned away to supervise two leather collared slaves. They were
bolting a heavy bench to the stage. Many thick straps were riveted to the
bench.


Kim shuddered. The sight of the iron had made branding a
reality that she could no longer deny. Once branded, a girl could never hope to
return to a normal life. She would be marked as a slave forever.


A warm breeze came up and set the cages swaying. By late
afternoon, the prospective buyers had looked their fill and the preparations
for the auction were complete. A leather collared slave appeared and cooked
hamburgers on the grill. These he distributed to the slaves. Kim accepted hers
and ate, appreciating the irony. She wondered if branded girls gave off the
same odor as broiled beef. Cattle are branded, too. She had no appetite, but
forced the food down anyway, thinking she would need her strength. Fear had
dried her throat, and she drank greedily when a pail of water was passed. She
was too thirsty to care that the water she consumed would eventually fill her
bladder, forcing her to endure the humiliation of urinating in public.


The brazier became a murky red eye in the dusk. Floodlights
came on, illuminating the stage. The seats around it began to fill as auction
time drew near. Though the tropical night was warm, six girls trembled in their
cages.


While most of those attending were freemen, Masters,
Mistresses, and guards; there were also slaves in the audience. Some of the
slaves who wore leather and silk were off duty tonight, and had come to be
entertained. Some had come to attend to the needs of their Masters. Iron
collared slaves knelt at the feet of those who held their leashes. They
appeared nervous, perhaps remembering the night when they had been sold.


Kim searched the audience for Mistress Gyve,
but the floodlights shining in her eyes made it hard for her to see faces in
the darkness beyond the stage.


The crowd burst into wild applause as a man in a white suit
mounted the stage. He tapped the microphone to be sure it was working, and
addressed the sea of pale faces staring up at him.


“Ladies, gentlemen, and slaves, good evening and welcome to
the nineteenth annual slave auction. We have fewer slaves than in some past
years, but they are all of the highest quality. As always, the proceeds of this
sale will go to help defray the expenses of our training center. I don’t have
to tell you what fine work these people do. Every satisfied slave owner knows
that their methods produce slaves of unsurpassed obedience and beauty. These
girls are Class A in every sense of the word. So let’s have a big hand for the
trainers!”


When the applause died down, he continued, “I must remind
you that you take immediate delivery, all sales are cash on delivery. United
States currency only, and there are no refunds; though any slave who fails to
please can be sent back for re-training free of charge.”


A titter rippled through the audience at this last remark.
Kim could only imagine what cruel fate lay in store for a girl who displeased
her new owner.


“As is customary, these slaves come to you clean inside and
out; collared, shaved, and branded. Once you take possession, of course, future
hair growth will be a matter of personal choice. The piercing parlor will be
open all night for your convenience. The service includes a free set of
stainless steel nipple or labia rings. Gold rings are available for a small
extra charge. Now, without further ado!”


The audience roared its approval.


“Let the auction begin!”


Four guards advanced on Katy’s cage and opened the door. She
seized the bars in a death grip and they had to pry her fingers loose. Katy
fought them hard, kicking and biting, but they were many, and they were strong.
She was thrown belly down on the bench. The heavy straps were swiftly buckled
around her ankles, knees, and thighs, waist, chest, and neck, wrists and elbows.
The straps were very tight. She could turn her head or wiggle her fingers and
toes. That was all.


The men who prepared her displayed neither pity nor joy.
They only seemed to be concerned with doing their job well.


The sight of Katy’s hopeless struggle had subdued the crowd,
but they broke into wild applause when the Whipmaster
mounted the stage. He waved at the crowd, then pulled a thick rubber cylinder
from his pocket and bent down to Katy’s head. He said something to her,
speaking too softly for Kim to hear, then put the rubber bar in Katy’s mouth
crossways, bitting her like a horse. She accepted it
and dropped her head.


The Whipmaster put a cigar in his
mouth as he stood up and advanced to the brazier. A hush fell on the crowd as
he used the branding iron to light the cigar. He selected his spot with care
and touched the glowing iron quickly to the pale skin that was helpless to
evade it.


Katy’s scream was a mindless thing, the sound of agony and
terror. She surged with all her strength against the straps. Then, abruptly,
she went limp. The iron came away from her flesh still hissing and crackling.
The bit fell from her mouth. She had fainted.


The Whipmaster returned the iron
to the fire, while his attendants doused Katy with cold water and sprayed her
buttock with antiseptic.


So impersonal, thought Kim, no more fuss than branding a
calf.


Katy revived, though she moaned piteously. She was unbuckled
and hauled roughly to her feet. Her arms were bound behind her, wrists to
elbows, so that they were folded up high on her back, out of reach of the
brand. When Katy was turned to face the crowd, Kim had a good look at the red
and blistered flesh.


The auctioneer began to speak again. “CAS 119—Lot 19, fully trained. She is skilled in
deep throat sucking. I know her pussy is tight because I’ve tried it out
myself. Her anus has been enlarged, but it’s still tight enough to milk you
dry. She is guaranteed to be free of all virus and infection. A redhead, they
tell me. Who will give me fifty thousand?”


Kim could not count the hands which were raised, but as the
bid went up the hands went down, and in minutes the fast talking auctioneer had
sold Katy for half a million dollars.


The happy buyer who mounted the stage was the handsome young
man who had spoken to Katy earlier in the day. He had kept his promise to buy
her. Kim hoped the girl would be able to find joy in serving him. He snapped a
leash on Katy’s collar and leaned down to kiss her forehead. 


“I’m the luckiest man in Domain,” he said.


Katy looked up at him and risked a timid smile, though the
pain of her brand still choked her with sobs. When he led her away, the
applause was only polite, subdued by envy.


“Goodbye, Katy,” Kim called out impulsively.


The Whipmaster’s head spun around,
and he cast baleful eyes at Kim. She cringed. How could she forget that a slave
should never call attention to herself?


Flanked by guards, the Whipmaster
strode across the stage and threw open the door of Kim’s cage. She shrank back,
gripping the bars behind her for support. He studied her a moment, then
extended his hand to her.


“Come quietly,” he said with surprising gentleness. “Don’t
disgrace yourself the way she did.”


Surprising herself, Kim stretched out a trembling hand. It
was dwarfed inside the huge paw that swallowed it. She gripped him tightly,
gaining courage from the contact, and stepped out of the cage.


A roar of approval greeted her. The crowd was pleased at her
show of submission. No slave ever went willingly to be branded. Kim felt numb,
and the part of her mind that was still rational realized she was in shock. She
wondered if her shock would insulate her from the awful pain awaiting her.


As she was escorted to the bench, Kim’s eyes drifted over
the audience. She was closer now, able to see down into the front row where
Mistress Gyve sat with a leather collared slave
beside her and an iron collared slave kneeling demurely at her feet. Mistress Gyve clutched a fistful of money. Her face looked stricken.


A few seats away sat the old man who had inspected Kim
earlier in the day. He leaned back confidently in his seat, an open case full
of money on his lap. The slave girl at his feet had her head bowed. Huge rings
dangled from her pierced nipples, and between her widely spread legs the glint
of metal could also be seen. Her body was marked by fading lines overlaid with
more recent stripes. She had been whipped savagely and often. Her eyes were
cast toward the ground, and Kim saw her own future in that hopeless face.


The guards laid Kim upon the bench and strapped her down.
The straps were cruelly tight, bending her spine, restricting her breathing,
and cutting off the circulation to her hands and feet.


“It’s too tight!” she protested, wasting what little breath
she was able to draw.


“Don’t worry,” a guard told her. “This won’t take long.”


The Whipmaster picked up the
rubber bit that had fallen from Katy’s mouth. It was still wet with saliva, and
Kim saw the marks of Katy’s teeth in it before it was forced into her own
mouth. It’s to keep me from biting my tongue, she thought.


The Whipmaster stood up. The crowd
had grown silent. Kim could hear his boot heels as he walked behind her, and
the rasp of the iron being drawn from the fire. She stared at the floor, heart
pounding, waiting for pain.


Suddenly there was a stir in the crowd, and the sound of
shouting drawing nearer. Footsteps pounded as someone mounted the stage.


 “Stop!” shouted a
female voice. “You have to let her go! There’s been a terrible mistake!”


Though confined by her straps, Kim was still able to turn
her head and see who had spoken.


It was Charlene Weaver.
















Chapter Fifteen



 

They were in the office of Mistress Aldona.
The triad was assembled there, called together in an emergency session to deal
with a problem which had not come up in the twenty years of Domain’s existence.
Master Lestrade sat in the middle, an aging lion with
powerful shoulders and a grey mane. To his left sat Master Rayburn, a younger
man whose bland expression and thick glasses made him look more like an
accountant than co-ruler of a ruthless slave state. Mistress Aldona sat on the right.


Mistress Gyve and Kim sat in
chairs against the wall on the other side of the room. Kim was dressed in
borrowed clothing, feeling alien and uncomfortable against skin that had known
only nakedness for so long. Someone had given her a wig to cover her bald pate,
but it felt wrong on her, like a Halloween costume. She had removed it and held
it in her lap now. She looked like a concentration camp survivor, her bald head
and slender neck rising above the ill-fitting tee shirt, which only emphasized
the thinness of her body. She still wore her steel collar. No one had rounded
up a blacksmith to cut it off. There were more urgent matters to deal with.


Flanked by two guards, Charlene Weaver occupied center
stage. She had not been offered a chair, and stood looking at the floor. She
was unable to meet the steady gaze of her interrogators. She wore slacks, which
were too dark and heavy for such a tropical climate, a long sleeved blouse, and
walking shoes. A heavy coat was over her arm.


Looking at her, Kim realized that winter must have arrived
back in the city; a winter hardly noticed here. Charlene’s clothing was rumpled
from traveling far and fast. She clutched a crumpled tissue in one hand,
rolling it into a ball with nervous fingers.


“I was planning to submit myself to Domain when I fell in
love,” Charlene explained. “My lover took control of my heart, my mind, and my
life. I told him about Domain, and told him that I would forsake this place for
his love. I had not signed my final contract yet, and the choice seemed easy.


“Then he told me he was carrying around a lot of anger
because of a former lover. He convinced me that we would never be happy
together until this anger was purged. It was his scheme to trick this woman
into entering Domain in my place. He promised to rescue her after she had
learned her lesson. We changed the records, substituting her photograph and
physical description for mine. It worked.


“After she was gone, I began to feel guilty for the part I
had played in all this. I begged him to let me reveal the truth. At night I
would lie in bed and think about what she must be going through here.


“Three weeks ago, he was killed in an auto accident, and I
was left alone with my conscience. I searched my purse and found the phone
number, my only contact with Domain. One of your field representatives met me
at the airport and escorted me here.


“Kim Victor was tricked. She didn’t know what she was
getting into. She must be allowed to go home. I stand guilty before you,
waiting to be judged.”


She began to sob. The Triad watched, unmoved by her
emotional display.


“There is something missing in your story,” said Lestrade at last. “Your records were in a confidential file
here. How did you manage to alter them?”


“I take full responsibility,” said Charlene quickly. “Domain
has not been compromised.”


Lestrade tapped a pencil against
the side of the desk, obviously unsatisfied by this answer. Mistress Aldona leaned forward and pressed the intercom. “Jane,
bring the Charlene Weaver file in, please.”


“Miss Weaver,” said Lestrade to
the girl who fidgeted before him. “You confess freely and that counts in your
favor, but your offences are serious. Not only did you allow another to take
your place without her informed consent, but you have placed the sanctity of
Domain in danger. Up to now, we have existed only because the legitimate
governments of the world knew nothing about us. What would happen to all of us
if the United States Government learned that one of its citizens was a prisoner
here? We are hardly prepared to defend ourselves against an invading army.”


He sighed, genuinely saddened by the hard choices he was
being forced to make. When you make rules, he realized, you have to be ready to
enforce them. “Are you prepared to accept the judgment of this Triad?”


Trembling and sobbing, Charlene could only nod.


“Take her downstairs and put her in a cell. I may have more
questions to ask her in the morning.” He gestured to the guards. The
unresisting girl was led away.


Just as they reached the door, Jane entered bearing a file
folder. She shot a glance at Charlene as she passed. It might have been
curiosity at the sight of an unscheduled prisoner. She handed the file to
Mistress Aldona.


“Thank you, Jane. You may go.”


Jane hesitated a moment, and seemed about to ask a question,
then turned to go. Mistress Aldona stopped her before
she reached the door.


“Jane.”


She turned too quickly, as though expecting the call. “Yes,
Mistress.”


“Who has access to the files?”


“We get the files from the field investigators. They’re kept
locked in the office.”


“No one has touched them?” Mistress Aldona
seemed to be less interested in the answer than she was in the girl’s reaction
to the question.


“Not to my knowledge, Mistress.”


“All right. You may go.”


Jane’s exit seemed almost an escape. Mistress Aldona ignored the file before her for a moment and turned
her attention to Kim. “It seems that we have all been the victims of a cruel
hoax, Miss Victor.”


Kim looked down at the wig in her lap, lost in thought.


“Miss Victor?”


Kim looked up, startled to be addressed by a name she had
ceased to know. “I’m sorry.” There was a flicker of fear in her eyes, the
memory of punishment for inattention.


Mistress Aldona gave her a gentle
smile, the first anyone had seen all night. “You have been wronged,” she said.
“How can we make it right?”


“I don’t know,” Kim stammered. “This has all happened so
fast.”


“You are free to go, of course. Transportation can be
arranged in the morning. We can find a place for you tonight, one more pleasant
than what you have come to know.”


“She can stay at my house,” said Sarah Gyve
abruptly. Then she realized her outburst had revealed an unspoken wish and
amended it. “That is, if she wants to, of course.”


Kim rescued her. “Thank you,” she said. She had recognized
the desire of her former Mistress to spend a last night together. “I’d like
that. I need time to think.”


Mistress Aldona found the exchange
interesting, but decided to let the subject rest.


“You forged Charlene Weaver’s name on the final contract,”
she said to Kim.


“Yes,” Kim admitted. “I thought you were a religious cult or
a political group. I wanted to get inside. I was looking for a scoop. I had no
idea what I was signing.”


Mistress Aldona nodded. “I believe
you. You are a reporter?”


“Yes. I was. I don’t know if I still have a job.”


Master Rayburn broke into the conversation. “We have
resources. A new identity could be arranged, and a lifetime income the I.R.S.
would not question. You wouldn’t have to work any more.”
He was thinking that Kim’s silence could be bought.


Mistress Aldona didn’t look at
him. She was studying Kim. “We can work out those details in the morning,” she
said. “Right now I would be interested in Miss Victor’s professional opinion
concerning Miss Weaver’s testimony.”


Kim was taken aback by the question. No one here had treated
her as a woman of intelligence before, and it took her a moment to change
gears. “She’s protecting someone.”


Mistress Aldona smiled. She had
observed Kim’s confusion, and wondered if the ordeal she had just come through
had left her impaired mentally. The answer told her that Kim’s mind was still
sharp.


“Of course,” she said, “but who is it, and why?”


Kim shrugged. “Someone inside Domain. Anyone else would be
safely beyond your reach.”


Aldona pressed the intercom.
“Jane, bring your own file in, please.”


They waited. When Jane came in she was obviously nervous,
gripping her own file with white knuckles and holding it before her as a shield
to her small, naked body. She handed the file to Mistress Aldona
with shaking hands, not looking at anyone.


“Excellent,” said Mistress Aldona.
“Stay here a moment, hands on your head, legs apart.”


Jane obeyed. Kim, sitting behind her, had a clear view of
the smooth white back and bottom, unmarked by any beating. She felt a stab of
envy for the privileged girl in her leather collar. Then she realized that
Jane’s position now was no cause for envy.


Mistress Aldona opened the file
and read aloud: “Jane Collins, Class B slave. Contract calls for oath of
allegiance to Domain, mild punishment for disobedience, and oral sexual service
to females only. Assigned to clerical work at the training center with full
mail privileges. Married two years, divorced three years ago when she
recognized her latent submissive lesbian tendencies. Height is five feet two
inches, weight one hundred pounds.”


She paused and looked up at the girl before her. “Closer to
a hundred ten now, I should say. I never did put you on that diet.”


No one laughed. Tension was mounting in the room. Aldona was working up to something, and everyone knew it.


“Blue eyes, light brown hair, no tattoos or blemishes.
Obedient, eager to please, and intelligent.” She looked up again. “I don’t see
anything here about loyalty.”


Jane’s eyes began to tear. “Please, Mistress!”


“What did they offer you for this betrayal?”


“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Jane was pleading,
hoping that she would be believed.


“A slave who lies is subject to punishment,” said Mistress Aldona. “A slave who betrays her oath can be demoted. You
know the law.”


Jane trembled and said nothing. Mistress Aldona
sighed. “Remove your collar and set it on the desk.”


Unlike the iron collar that Kim still wore, the leather
collar could be unbuckled. Jane removed it, her fingers clumsy with fear.


“As of now, you have no status here. Your rank will be
determined after I am satisfied with your answers.” She pressed a button on the
desk to summon the guards.


“It’s time to weigh you on the scales of justice.”


Kim was allowed to watch as Jane was questioned, since the
matter was her concern as well as Domain’s. Jane was taken to a bare concrete
room. The center of the room was dominated by a huge balance scale with a
gambrel hanging from each arm.


“This is only used in extreme cases,” Mistress Gyve whispered in Kim’s ear. Whispers seemed appropriate
here. The air was heavy with solemn tension. The guards made Jane lie on her
back on the concrete floor. One arm of the scale was lowered, with a squeak of
metal against metal, and Jane’s hands were strapped wide apart to the gambrel.
Then her legs were raised and her ankles fastened beside her wrists. Her legs
were spread wide; her loins yawned at the audience. Kim could see her pink,
shaved mound and the tight openings below it. She felt another twinge of envy,
knowing that her own openings had no such virginal appearance. Oral service
only, the file had said. This was a body that had not known men for some time.


Secured to the gambrel, Jane was left on her back. The
guards brought in a galvanized cylinder and chained it to the gambrel on the
other side of the scale. The way it was carried, it had to be empty. When
filled it would weigh hundreds of pounds. Now Jane’s weight on the other end of
the scale was enough to set it swinging as it hung above the floor. Mistress Aldona came into the room with a length of black hose under
her arm. It looked like the hoses Kim remembered from the punishment rooms. She
watched as the woman screwed the hose on to a wall spigot and uncoiled it. The
room was hushed as she removed the threaded cap from the top of the tank and
filled it with water. The weight of the water in the tank began to lift the
other end of the scale. Jane’s arms and legs went taut, her shoulders lifted,
then her bottom came off the floor and she was swinging. The tank dropped to
the floor with a soft clunk, and Mistress Aldona shut
the water off.


Jane gasped at the way her wrists and ankles were jerked
when she stopped rising. She was swinging helplessly now, her split bottom
three feet from the floor. Mistress Aldona produced a
black rubber cone a yard long. It looked like a highway safety cone except that
it was narrower. At the point was a blunt tip like a phallus. Kim flinched. She
was beginning to understand what was coming.


Mistress Aldona held the cone up
for Jane to see. “It is an inch in diameter at the tip,” she explained. “Its
diameter increases a quarter of an inch for every inch of its length.” She
opened a jar of muscle liniment, donned rubber gloves, and smeared the end of
the cone liberally with grease. The odor of camphor and menthol was sharp in
Kim’s nose. Jane began to whimper. Aldona set the
cone between Jane’s legs and applied liniment to the loins displayed before
her.


“Not my ass!” Jane cried, as the fingers penetrated her.
“You know I’ve never had it there! It burns! Wash it off!”


Aldona positioned the cone. With
its base on the floor it was just long enough to penetrate the girl’s anus.
Jane cried out and squirmed, trying to dislodge it. The movement set her
swinging and rocked the cone on its base, but she was unable to escape the
impalement.


Mistress Aldona watched her antics
for a moment. She appeared to be satisfied with the arrangement and turned
aside. She stripped the rubber gloves off and threw them away. There was a
drain valve on the bottom of the tank. She opened it a quarter turn and a slow
stream of water flowed, puddling on the floor before
finding a path to the floor drain. “I think in about ten minutes she will tell
us everything.”


Kim watched the drama unfold. Jane stared in horror at the
flowing water. As the tank drained it would become lighter, and she would be
slowly impaled on the cone by her own weight.


“Mistress,” she pleaded, “you can’t do this! It will tear me
apart!”


Her anus clenched around the cone, trying to resist it, but
it was well greased. She moaned as the ring of muscle yielded and she slid
downward the first two inches. Progress slowed then, as the diameter of the
cone increased. Nevertheless, it burrowed into her inexorably.


“Take it out! Please! It’s killing me!”


Mistress Aldona stepped forward
and remarked coldly. “You little coward, there is barely five inches of it
inside you. I have guards here who are thicker than that.”


When another inch had penetrated her, Jane was screaming.
Mistress Aldona put two hands on top of the tank and
pressed downward, easing the pressure. “Are you ready to talk?”


“Please, I don’t know anything!”


Her protests became screams again as Mistress Aldona raised her hands and Jane settled once more onto the
cone “Stop! I’ll talk!”


Kim let out the breath she had been holding. She had been
impaled on enough members, real and artificial, to know how frightful Jane’s
torture was.


With help from the guards, Aldona
lifted the girl and removed the cone. Jane was set on the floor, still bound
and spread.


“Talk,” Mistress Aldona demanded,
“or we can start all over again.”


Between sobs, Jane confessed. Her maiden name was Weaver.
She was Charlene’s sister. She had changed the records at Charlene’s request.


“Take her downstairs and lock her up with her sister,” Lestrade commanded. “I’m sure they will have much to talk
about. We will pass sentence in the morning.”


As Jane was led away, Kim felt a hand fold shyly over her
own. She turned and saw Sarah Gyve smiling at her.
















Chapter Sixteen



 

Sarah had Jim bring her and Kim drinks as soon as they were
inside the door. The experiences of the night had left Kim emotionally and
physically drained, and Sarah felt a need to mother her now. They went into
Sarah’s bedroom, where both women looked immediately at the naked girl tethered
beside the bed by an ankle chain.


It was Forty-eight, of course. Sarah had momentarily
forgotten the slave who occupied her bedroom every night. In the past the girl
had been a pleasant diversion, but tonight she would be an unwelcome
distraction. If Sarah and Kim were to have an intimate night together, they
didn’t need a chaperon.


Sarah took the drinks Jim provided and said, “Jim, take
forty eight downstairs and lock her in a cell, please.”


“Yes, Mistress Gyve. Do you want
her chained up?”


“No need; give her a blanket.”


Jim unlocked the slave’s ankle chain and led her away on a
leash.


Sarah sighed, “There now,” and turned to Kim. She took the
wig Kim was holding and handed her a drink. “Our own vintage,” she explained.
“We have a vineyard and winery on the island.” She was about to say that she
would take Kim to see it some time, then her eyes clouded as she realized that
it would never happen.


Kim accepted the drink gratefully. “I need it,” she said.
The words felt clumsy in her mouth. She had spoken so little in the last month,
or was it two?


“Finish it. Then we can get you out of those ridiculous
clothes and get you cleaned up.”


Kim looked down at herself. “I do look absurd this way,” she
admitted. She set the drink down and stripped, leaving the clothing an untidy
heap at her feet. “Is that better?”


“You’re magnificent,” Sarah confessed. She passed a hand
over Kim’s head. Stubble was beginning to grow. “Baldness becomes you. You have
fine features and a well shaped head. You are a living sculpture this way. It
seems a shame to cover it again with hair.”


Kim lowered her eyes, unable to meet the appraising stare.
How could she relate on equal terms with someone who had mastered her so
completely in the past?


Sarah lifted her chin with a forefinger. “Ashamed?” she
asked.


Kim blushed. “I suppose I left shame behind a long time ago,
but it’s hard to be naked in front of you when it’s my own choice. It’s so
different now.”


“Don’t ever be ashamed of your body, and don’t ever be ashamed
of the things that you were forced to do.”


 Kim nodded solemnly.


They showered together. Sarah tended to Kim’s needs as
though Sarah were the slave and Kim the Mistress. When they were dried, Sarah
led her charge into the bedroom and had her lie stomach down on the bed.
Sitting beside her, she began to knead Kim’s back and shoulders, massaging away
tension.


“Ohh, that feels so good!” purred
Kim.


Sarah’s hands stroked lightly down the length of the pale
body from neck to ankle. Kim quivered under the gentle touch. “After what
happened tonight I thought that I would never sleep,” Kim drawled. “Now I feel
as if I could doze off right here.”


Sarah looked down at the slender form with undisguised
admiration. Her legs were perfect. The swell of her round buttocks, decorated
with the marks of punishments past, the taut thighs and supple calves, even the
small feet, callused from going about barefoot, excited Sarah.


Sarah’s hands moved over the shoulder blades and stroked the
muscular ridges on either side of the spine, toying with the dimples above her
bottom. She grasped the buttocks and kneaded them firmly. Kim gasped.


“Tender?” asked Sarah solicitously.


“A little, but I like it.” Kim didn’t tell her that pain and
sexual pleasure had become wedded during her time at the training center. She
was getting wet. The hands were intimate and knowing, transmitting a silent
message of desire. Sarah’s touch was a caress as she stroked the finely
grained, white skin of Kim’s inner thighs. She grasped Kim’s knees and squeezed
the joints. Little jolts of pleasure shot upward to Kim’s loins.


“You’re arousing me.”


“Do you mind?”


“No, don’t stop.”


Kim surrendered completely to the sensual delight of the
caressing hands. She could feel the busy fingers playing with her toes now,
pressing and fondling. She felt as though her toes were being confined by
Sarah’s fingers. The simple gesture of affection was as intimate as any act of
love.


Sarah bent over the prostrate girl and began to nibble and
suck at her toes. She worked her way up to the soles, leaving a trail of kisses
across the sensitive arch. Her busy tongue flickered in and out as Sarah licked
ravenously up the calves and across the tendons in back of Kim’s knees. Kim lay
passively, wondering how far the kisses would go.


The swiftly darting tongue traveled up the inside of her
thighs, and Kim spread her legs to allow Sarah a better access to this tender
flesh. She could feel the wet, firm tip of Sarah’s tongue glide smoothly up and
down the cleft between her buttocks. Then it withdrew.


“Roll over,” Sarah’s voice was husky.


Kim flipped over on the bed. Obedience was a habit, of
course, but she was eager to comply anyway. She had been transported into
ecstasy already, and her inhibitions were swept away by her mounting excitement.


Sarah kissed her. Tongues explored.


“I want to make love to you,” said Sarah, “not as a
Mistress, but as a lover.”


“Do it.”


The dark head descended and a warm, wet mouth suckled at
Kim’s breast. Sarah sucked hard, worrying the nipple with her teeth and
flicking it rapidly with her tongue. She played with each breast, then kissed
their pale undersides and nudged them with her nose.


As Sarah’s nibbles and licks worked downward, Kim spread her
legs expectantly, anticipating the goal of the searching mouth. Sarah teased
Kim’s navel with a probing tongue and chuckled at the way it made her squirm
with desire. Down moved the mouth that brought Kim such pleasure. It swept
across her soft belly and she responded by closing her eyes and rotating her
hips.


Teasingly, Sarah postponed the pleasures her actions
promised. She avoided the soft, bare lips below the belly and concentrated her
affectionate attentions upon the tender thighs instead. She bit down just hard
enough to cause pain, and chuckled at the small bruises her mouth left on this
sensitive area. Kim was panting.


“Oh, please,” she panted, “do it now!”


Sarah was in no hurry, however, and licked up and down the
length of each leg before she finally buried her face in the denuded area
around Kim’s madly aching loins. Kim sighed with relief, grateful at last to be
given the most intense pleasure possible. Her agony of waiting was over and she
had nothing to do now except relax and enjoy the gift that Sarah was offering
her.


She was scarcely relaxed, for the intense pleasure that
these attentions brought soon caused her to moan and squeal softly as wave
after wave of beautiful sensation overcame her.


She was nearing orgasm when Sarah suddenly ceased
administering to her and stood up. Was this all? Was she going to stop now and
leave Kim unsatisfied?


Sarah reached out and took the wine bottle from the
nightstand. Carefully, she spilled a few drops of wine into the warm crotch
before her. The wine was cold, but not unpleasant, and Kim squirmed as she felt
a drop trickle over her labia and into her damp hole.


Once again Sarah applied her mouth to the throbbing orifice.
Kim moaned ecstatically. Sarah was licking the wine out of her vagina, tasting
wine and girl together. The knowledge of this fired Kim’s imagination and
raised her to new heights.


Her orgasm was so violently intense that Kim doubled over
with it. She curled herself into a tight ball of flesh as her temples pounded
in rhythm to her frantic heart beat.


She rested then, and Sarah lay beside her on the bed.


 “A compensation,”
Sarah explained, “for pleasures given and services rendered.”


“Oh, Mistress Gyve,” panted Kim,
“I won’t rest until I have done the same for you.”


“Call me Sarah,” Sarah advised. “You no longer have an
obligation to serve me.” She smiled generously, and Kim realized what a
beautiful woman she was.


Wordlessly, Kim took the wine bottle, poured a shimmering
drop of the sweet red liquid on each of Sarah’s nipples, and dripped a tiny
stream on the soft flesh between her breasts. She kissed and nibbled in
diminishing circles until she was sucking the drops away from Sarah’s nipples.
As her mouth found the hard pink buds, Sarah began to writhe with the
drunkenness of pleasure.


Kim continued her game by dripping the wine on portions of
Sarah’s anatomy prior to kissing them. She proceeded quickly, and Sarah always
knew where to expect the next oral caress. Kim was becoming excited again, and
the smell of Sarah’s damp excitement urged her to finish her task. Her
flickering tongue darted rapidly across the woman’s taut belly and slipped
effortlessly down between the folds of flesh guarding the clitoris. Sucking
hard on the pink love button, she waited excitedly for Sarah’s moans of
pleasure. She alternately sucked Sarah’s clitoris and darted a tongue deep into
the opening below. Cool fingers against her scalp urged her deeper as Sarah
sought to draw all possible pleasure from the girl.


Sarah gasped and clenched. Kim’s head was gripped hard and
she knew that her efforts were being rewarded. Sarah stiffened as though her
orgasm were a deathlike trance, even her breathing stopped. Kim looked up into
Sarah’s face and saw the features drawn and frozen, as though by shock. Kim
shared her moment, finding unearthly beauty in Sarah’s stillness. Then, with a
shudder, Sarah breathed again. She laughed. 


“Wow! My life for you, darling.” She said it lightly, trying
to take some of the sadness out of the moment.


Tomorrow clouded their joy. Neither would speak of it. They
lay in darkness together.


“We have to sleep now,” Sarah said regretfully.


“I know, Mistress.”


“Sarah.”


“Sorry, Sarah. I’m having trouble adjusting to freedom. It’s
harder than I remembered.”


“How can I help?”


Kim let the silence grow. “You’ll think I’m crazy. Maybe I
am.”


“Earth is an asylum. Domain is its recreation center. As the
Cheshire cat said, we’re all mad here.”


Kim broke in hastily, getting it said before she changed her
mind.


“Chain me.”


“What?”


“When I came in you had a slave chained beside your bed. Her
place is empty now. Let me fill it. I need to be the dog lying at your feet.”


Words of argument would have spoiled it. With unspoken
understanding, the two women got up. Kim sat on the floor and extended her foot
for the chain. Sarah locked it on and got back into bed. “I love you, Kim.”


The chain rattled as Kim sought a position of comfort on the
floor. “I love you, Sarah.”


Kim was instantly asleep. Sarah poured herself another drink
and sat up in bed. She was still sitting there when the sun came up.
















Chapter Seventeen



 

 Jim brought breakfast
and news. When Sarah gave him permission to enter, he found her sitting on the
edge of the bed with Kim’s head pillowed on her lap. Kim was still naked,
though Sarah had removed the ankle chain, she remained on the floor.


“An assembly has been called,” said Jim. “There will be a
public punishment at noon. Master Lestrade has sent
word that he would like to speak to Miss Victor this morning if it is
convenient.”


“Thank you, Jim. You may go.”


He left. If he had any questions he didn’t voice them.


The women ate in silence. There was so much they both needed
to say neither knew where to begin. Kim dressed, even putting on the wig and
combing it out. The wig was darker than her own hair had been. She felt as
though she were in disguise.


“You won’t leave without saying goodbye?” asked Sarah.


“No. You’ll see me again after I talk to Lestrade.”



 

Kim sat in Lestrade’s office
drinking coffee.


“I would like to apologize for what happened to you,” he
said. “Until now, no one has ever come here without their consent, and we have
always made certain that they knew what they were getting into. You can be
assured that those responsible will be punished.”


“What’s going to happen to them?” asked Kim.


“Jane has violated her oath of allegiance, and she knew the
penalty for that before she did it. Charlene bought a one way airline ticket
when she came. I have reviewed their psychological profiles and found them very
revealing. Both women have a need for extreme chastisement, but lack the
courage to ask for it. They needed to commit crimes to make punishment
acceptable and just in their own minds. We can’t escape our destiny, Miss
Victor. It is a mistake to try.”


Kim wondered about her own destiny, and wished there were a
psychological profile of her mind in his files. 


“I don’t suppose it will do them any good if I forgive them
and speak in their behalf?”


He shook his head. “It’s out of your hands.” He leaned
forward. “It is you I want to talk about. Naturally, I want to keep Domain
secure. Short of kidnapping you or murdering you I have no way to force you not
to expose us and bring criminal charges. I won’t do that. The laws of Domain
apply even to its rulers. I can arrange transportation for you in an hour, and
take you anywhere you want to go, but first I would like to make you an offer.


“Domain has vast resources behind it, and we would pay a
very high price for your silence. You can live in luxury anywhere in the world.
All I ask is that you forgive us and keep our secret safe.”


Kim remembered Aunt Sarah and Uncle Emil. They had put her
through ten weeks of hell and bought her silence with tuition checks. History
was repeating itself.


“The staff at the training center report you made an
excellent subject, by the way.” He spoke now to fill the silence as she thought
about his offer. “If you wish, you could remain here as a Mistress, a slave, or
an honored guest. You could negotiate a contract, and I don’t have to tell you
that you have most of the bargaining chips.”


“How much time do I have to think about it?”


“All the time you wish.” He looked at his watch, “I have
only another half hour, however. There is an appointment I cannot miss. Perhaps
you would like to think it over and discuss this again tomorrow.” He started to
rise from his chair.


“Wait,” she said. “I know what I want.”



 

***



 

Jim pulled the rickshaw carrying Sarah to the City Square.
Forty eight, leashed to the back of the rickshaw, marched behind. Her wrists
were bound behind her and secured to the chastity belt she wore. Buried inside
her were two dildoes shifting with every step she took. She knew her Mistress
was troubled, but not why. Mistress Gyve had been
silent all morning, and when Jim tried to give her a massage, she had waved him
away impatiently. Forty-eight had never seen her Mistress like this and it
frightened her.


The entire population of Domain was assembled at the square.
The scaffolding had become center stage of a theatre in the round. The empty
upright posts seemed expectant. A microphone had been placed on the stage along
with a covered utility cart. Chairs had been arranged in a circle, leaving a
broad aisle from the scaffold to the front door of the training center.


Every chair had a cushion on the ground in front of it.
Slaves occupied the cushions. Some were kneeling, some were on hands and knees,
acting as human foot rests for their Masters, some had their heads busy between
the legs of their owners.


Jim stopped the rickshaw when he spotted empty seats. Sarah
got out and took forty eight’s leash.


“Join us after you find a parking place,” she told Jim. “I
want you to see this.”


Jim wanted to see it too, and hurried off. Sarah scanned the
faces in the crowd before she sat down, hoping to see Kim. She was afraid the
girl had suddenly come to her senses and headed out as fast as possible. If she
had looked back at all, it was to make sure that there was no pursuit. Sarah
reflected that the love Kim professed was really just the survival reaction her
training fostered. As soon as it wore off, she would see that she owed nothing
to Sarah except contempt. Sarah gave herself a mental slap, telling herself to
sit down and stop acting like a schoolgirl.


She sat, directing forty-eight to the cushion before her.
When Jim arrived, she patted the chair beside her. As a leather collared slave,
he was allowed to sit in chairs with permission. Sarah generally indulged him.
It made forty eight’s posture more humiliating. Jim was just sitting down when
the rest of the crowd leaped to its feet with a cheer.


The doors to the training center had opened.


Lestrade came first, smiling and
waving. Sarah was amused. Lestrade loved public
appearances. Behind him was the Whipmaster.


The prisoners came last. Charlene and Jane were escorted by
six burly guards, an unnecessary precaution, since neither girl could have run.
Their hands were behind them, secured with thick metal shackles extending
halfway to their elbows. Their ankles wore similar bindings. The chains between
their ankles were about a foot and a half long, and the links were huge. Just
walking was awkward.


Jane was completely nude. Stripped of her collar, she was
stripped of rank. Charlene was barefoot. Her shoes and stockings had been taken
so that the leg irons could be put on. Other than that, she was still dressed
in the rumpled clothing she had arrived in. Both women had red, puffy faces
from a night of weeping, and it was obvious in their eyes they held no hope of
mercy.


Lestrade mounted the scaffold and
went to the microphone.


“Masters and Mistresses,” he boomed, “guards and slaves. We
have assembled here to see justice done. Probably everyone here has heard by
now that a young woman was duped into coming here by conspirators bent on
revenge. One of these conspirators has met an accidental death far from here.
One of them was a Class B slave working here in Domain. She is here now.” He
turned and swept his arm toward Jane, who was being propelled toward the
upright posts, her chains clattering, a small, naked girl among large men.


“She has been found guilty of assisting in a kidnapping,
falsifying documents, and betraying her oath of allegiance to Domain. Her
sentence begins now.”


As he spoke, Jane’s hands were unshackled, only to be
refastened over her head between the posts. A moment later, her legs had been
spread and fastened as well. The guards went back over her bindings, drawing
out slack until her toes barely touched the scaffold and the heavy ropes
holding her were humming with tension. She was spread out helplessly, unable to
cover herself or turn aside.


“The Whipmaster will administer
one hundred lashes, sparing no area of her body. Then she will be taken into
the training center for a period of six months. In June she will be branded and
sold.”


There was enthusiastic applause, and Sarah could hear
hecklers shouting obscenities at the slave. Public whipping was hard punishment
simply because the victim’s pain and humiliation was seen by all. Sarah had no
doubt there would be people in this audience who would be checking their
calendars and saving their money toward auction day. Jane’s screams would
advertise her. This would be her “coming out” party.


An expectant hush fell over the crowd as the Whipmaster stepped forward and lifted the towel that
covered the cart. The audience was too low to see the devices he had brought
with him today, but those who were able to look at Jane’s face could see her
eyes grow wide with horror.


He selected a cat and went to work.


Charlene stood behind Jane, flanked by guards. When the
first blow fell, a vicious upward swing between Jane’s legs, Charlene tried to
turn her head away. A guard grabbed a handful of her hair and roughly forced
her head back to face front. Watching her sister being whipped was part of
Charlene’s punishment, and they wanted her to see it all.


The Whipmaster knew how to make a
victim’s suffering most intense. His pattern was random. Jane might otherwise
pick up a rhythm and brace herself for the coming blows. He would slash her
savagely in an unexpected place, then pause. Her screams would fade to whimpers
and she would hang, panting, until she was surprised by a series of quick
strokes.


He changed implements from time to time, always selecting
lighter and less damaging whips for the breasts and genitals.


It was Jane’s bottom that absorbed the worst of it, however.
He knew she could stand heavy treatment there. He warmed the area with a wooden
paddle before switching to a light, flexible fiberglass rod that left deep
purple lines in its wake. The crowd began a murmured chant, which grew slowly
louder. When Sarah realized they were counting the strokes out loud she joined
in.


The count reached ninety and the Whipmaster
paused to look out at the audience. Jane hung, bathed in sweat and breathing
heavily with hoarse, trembling sobs. She was lost in pain.


The Whipmaster pointed to her
breasts and addressed the audience. “Here?” he shouted. He was asking them to
vote on which area they wanted the last ten blows to land on. There was a
scatter of applause. He walked around behind her and indicated her bottom. This
brought more applause. Returning to the front, he cupped Jane’s sex with his
hand. The cheers swelled this time and rose to a roar as he nodded and raised
the leather cat.


He struck the ten blows quickly, hitting up and down as Jane
writhed. She arched her back and turned her toes in, trying desperately to close
her legs and tuck in her hips, but there was no avoiding the cruel whip.


The Whipmaster tossed the cat down
on the cart and picked up a chastity belt. The crowd cheered again as they
recognized a familiar ritual. He buckled the device around Jane’s striated
waist, leaving the crotch strap open. Then he picked up a large dildo and
pressed it home. Jane moaned, and Sarah wondered how long it had been since
Jane’s vagina had been penetrated. He oiled a plug and held it aloft for the
crowd to see before forcing it into her rear opening. Jane’s cry was sharper
now. She was no doubt still sore from her impalement the night before. The
chastity belt was closed and locked. The Whipmaster
pushed a penis gag into her mouth and strapped it in, then he stepped back and
indicated to the guards she was ready to come down.


The message of her triple penetration was clear to all. Jane
was now available to everyone in every way. She was a Class A slave. Freed from
her bindings, Jane collapsed. A burly guard threw her limp body over his
shoulder and carried her into the training center.


Lestrade stepped up to the
microphone again.


“There was a third party involved in this plot,” he said.


Charlene fought a hopeless battle against superior strength
and numbers as she was dragged to the posts and fastened with bindings still
damp with her sister’s sweat.


“This woman has a greater guilt. She corrupted her own
sister, and tricked a woman into taking her place as a Class A slave. Her
punishment will be extreme. She will be given a hundred lashes today, and a
hundred more a week from today. Her sentence in the training center will be
extended to a full year. When that time has passed she will be branded and sold
at a special auction that will be attended only by Masters and Mistresses who
are known for their cruelty. Justice will be served.”


Charlene sobbed with despair as her sentence was pronounced.
She had attempted to avoid the slavery she had chosen for herself, now a
harsher one would be imposed upon her.


The Whipmaster used a sheath knife
to split Charlene’s clothing up the seams and pulled the shredded rags from
her. Watching, Sarah understood why Charlene had been allowed to keep her
clothing for so long. It was more humiliating for her to be stripped naked
before a thousand people. Her awareness of vulnerability would be the greater
for it.


The Whipmaster went to work, using
his stiffest whips. Charlene thrashed against the posts that held her exposed
for punishment.


While the whipping progressed, Lestrade
handed a note to a leather-collared slave. The slave looked around at the sea
of faces, until he spotted Sarah and delivered the note to her.


Sarah took the note, thanked him, and read:


“Please come up to the stage when the whipping has ended.”


She waited, wondering what the summons meant.


Charlene passed out on the eighty first stroke, and had to
be revived with a bucket of cold water poured over her head. A spell of silence
gripped the crowd as they watched the cruel drama conclude. The Whipmaster delivered the final strokes to her bottom, using
a stiff, heavy strap, which cracked like gunshots.


Sarah stood and approached the stage as he began to place
the chastity belt on Charlene. Sarah was not surprised when he selected a large
anal plug. She knew that he would be coming to Charlene’s cell tonight to claim
his tribute, and the attention he had given to that red and welted bottom told
Sarah which orifice he would choose. She wanted to be there to see it happen.
Charlene and Jane would be in her care for some time, and she intended to see
that their stay was not pleasant.


Sarah mounted the scaffolding and Lestrade
began to speak again.


“I spoke earlier of justice. Now I want to speak of love. We
have another outsider here, one who was brought against her will, but bears no
grudge.”


Her orifices filled, Charlene was released and carried into
the training center. The doors closed behind her, then opened again, and a girl
stepped out alone.


She was a slender girl, barefoot in jeans and a tee shirt,
which were baggy on her. She walked toward the scaffold with steps that were
purposeful without haste. A beautiful, pensive girl who seemed not to notice
the stare of the crowd; she might have been walking alone on the beach.


“This girl has been offered a life of luxury in a place of
her own choosing,” said Lestrade.


Sarah didn’t recognize her right away, because of the wig.
When she did, she shouted, “Kim!”


Kim looked up and smiled, walking faster.


“She has refused that offer in order to be near someone she
loves, and pay homage to that love by making a gift of herself.”


Kim bounded up the steps and into Sarah’s arms.


“Is there room in your house for another Class A slave?”


“How can you ask me that? You know that I want you. Are you
sure? You’re giving up so much.”


“When Lestrade asked me where I
wanted to be, I knew that I was meant to be with you. We can’t escape our
destiny.”


“I love you,” Sarah confessed. “But my desire will make me
cruel. I won’t spare you.”


“I don’t want you to.”


The two women turned and looked at Lestrade.
Kim nodded. “I’m ready.”


Two guards wearing heavy leather gloves carried a smoking
charcoal brazier up the stairs and set it on the scaffold. A third guard
carried a bench equipped with straps.


“Miss Victor will have a status unique in Domain. She has
selected her own Mistress. In honor of that commitment, I have prepared a
special brand, the personal mark of Mistress Sarah Gyve.”


Donning a leather glove, he withdrew the iron from the
brazier and displayed it for the crowd. The end glowed bright orange. The
audience rose to its feet cheering and applauding. Everyone there was moved by
Kim’s love and courage. Lestrade put the iron back in
the brazier and pushed it deep into the coals to heat.


All eyes were on Kim as she took off her wig and handed it
to a guard. Yesterday’s stubble had been shaved, leaving her head smooth and
shining.


“I won’t be needing this, please return it.”


Hastily, wanting to get it over with, she stripped off her
tee shirt and threw it into the fire. A ripple of sound passed through the
crowd, like the murmur of awe heard at fireworks displays.


Jeans and panties went into the fire, where they burst into
flames, increasing the heat.


Naked, Kim threw herself belly down on the bench. “Hurry!”
she pleaded, “I’m getting scared.”


Hands shaking, Sarah buckled the straps. Then she took Kim’s
head in her hands and kissed her deeply. She put a rubber bit in Kim’s mouth.


“Bite down. It will help.”


When the iron found its mark they were holding hands.
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